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Summary: Wife discovers BBC; husband gets pegged.
Note 1: Thanks to the amazing Alison Hale for adapting my original story and creating the images that follow. This has been an amazing experience to collaborate on such a story. A fantasy many women like me have dep inside us.


"Seriously," I sighed as he comes in his usual two minutes or less... before I even have begun my rise to pleasure.




FLASHBACK: Having drinks with her younger sister Carol.



Carol said, as she showed a picture of a black cock, "The only ones who say size doesn't matter is men with small dicks."
Amanda gasped, "Oh my God!"
Carol added, proudly, "That's what I scream every time he fucks me."
BACK TO PRESENT:


Checking out a website for a bar that her baby sister told her about that made her become obsessed with BBC.
The Colour Code for The Pit
The colour of nylon you are wearing tells our patrons what exactly you are interested in.
Beige.............first timer
Black.............full face fucking
Fishnet..........deep ass fucking
Purple...............mouth full of cunt
Red...............double or triple penetration (threesome or more some)
White............hard cunt pounding








For the next few days, Amanda kept checking out a variety of BBC videos and read BBC stories. After she had intense orgasms imagining being fucked by one or more BBC's, she cursed herself for such dirty fantasies.
She was married.
She was not a slut.
Although... God she did need to get fucked by a real man and a real cock.
Although this was just fantasy, her slut sister was going to keep trying to draw her in to the world of being blacked.
Carol would text her pictures of BBC.
Carol would text her stories of white women becoming sluts for BBC.
Carol would send video links of white women taking one, two, three or more BBC's.
Then Carol called from The Pit, her red stockings ripped off during some intense fucking.
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Summary: Nerdy girl is given a foot job by cheerleader in library.
Note 1: This story was inspired by the video series Bratty Babes Own You. A series that is mostly girls humiliating men with pantyhose clad foot jobs... thankfully in the past few months, they have added lesbian pantyhose foot jobs, usually where the aggressor uses her nylon feet to get a raise or to get them fired or to get out of detention. Yet they always imply it's humiliating to get a foot job. So I have written a short (very short for me) story as I envision the perfect Bratty Babes Own You video.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this.
Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls
I was sitting where I always did during my morning's free period before lunch... in the library. Many students would use this break before lunch to go home and nap, but I used it to perfect my work.
I was on my laptop, in my usual spot in the secluded back section of the library, completing the final essay of my high school career. I had already received early admission to Harvard and was just focusing on keeping up my stellar grades, even though most students in the school had already called it a year. I had slipped out of my shoes, like I usually did when I was working, always finding that shoes confined my feet. To me, shoes are a prison.
Today was also an official senior skip day, so all the senior classes were mostly ghost towns. In advanced English there were just six of us, and in Chemistry only Sarah and me. I expected I would probably be the only one attending any of my classes after lunch. That said, I always enjoyed the quiet of the library. It gave me quality time to work on my essay, which I wanted to be perfect to maintain the hundred percent score in English I currently had.
I was startled when Amber Adams, the head cheerleader, the archetypical blonde-haired, blue-eyed pageant queen (she actually won Ms. Teen Massachusetts a couple years ago), greeted me cheerily, "Hi, Eleanor."
I don't know which surprised me more: Amber speaking to me, Amber knowing my name, or Amber being at school on skip day. Of course I knew her name, everybody did. I replied, "Hi, Amber," as I looked at her in her cheerleading attire complete with pantyhose, the attire she wore almost every day. The only thing I had in common with the cheerleaders was wearing pantyhose. I wore them every day and so did they. In truth, many of the girls wore pantyhose with their skirts and dresses... likely because the popular cheerleaders did. I had heard that Amber's mother was the owner of Elegant Stockings, an expensive yet popular brand worn by many celebrities, which had also triggered the slow and steady growth of pantyhose and nylons returning to being fashionable. I wore them because I always had, and because they helped to shade my overly pale legs. I also found jeans confining so always wore dresses, although ones I purchased mostly at secondhand stores.
"You're not taking advantage of Skip Day?" she asked, as she sat down at the table across from me.
"No," I answered, looking around to see if any of her usual posse was with her. She seemed to be alone.
"Why not?" she asked.
"I don't see the point," I answered. These easily being the most words I had ever spoken to Amber, or Amber to me. Truth was, Amber wasn't a stereotypical bully like the cheerleaders in the movies, we just lived in different worlds, travelled in different circles. She was actually a very sweet person.
"So you can live life and not to be stuck in the library all the time," she answered.
"I live life," I said, annoyed by her accusation, and yet deep down knowing where this was coming from. I didn't go to parties; I didn't have a boyfriend or a girlfriend (it was 2019 after all); I didn't hang out with the popular kids.
"I'd like to see you living some life right now," Amber said, in an odd tone and with a sly smirk on her face.
"I don't think so," I said, just as I felt her foot parting my legs. I gasped, as her foot went straight to my pantyhose-clad crotch and my eyes went wide, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Helping you start to live life," she smiled, as her foot began rubbing my vagina before I had the chance to react or process what she was doing.
"Stop that," I demanded, although my intended rebuke came out as more of a moan.
"Have you ever had sex with anyone?" she asked, ignoring my protest, as her foot rubbed me in a strangely pleasurable circular pattern.
I should have moved my chair away, or at the very least put my hands under the table and moved her foot away, yet I didn't do anything.
I was paralyzed by shock.
Paralyzed by the question to myself: Is this really happening? In the library?
I looked around. There were only a few people in the library at the time, and they all were out of sight and thus oblivious to what was happening.
I couldn't see Mrs. Washington, the librarian, although she did like to make the rounds during the day.
"I know you're a little lesbian behind that nerdy facade," Amber accused, as her foot stopped and then started moving the other way.
"No," I disagreed weakly, even though I knew I was. I didn't find boys attractive at all, although I did admire a girl's body. I went to football and basketball games to admire the cheerleaders, not to cheer for the team. I literally hadn't bothered to learn the rules for either sport, not seeing the point. My point being that Amber, Katherine, Josie and Jane were all cheerleaders I had fantasized over many times. Yet I had no actual experience with any gender (there are more than two these days, you know) to confirm my sexuality.
"I've noticed you admiring me and my girls all year; you don't even take your eyes off of us when the team makes a big play," she continued both her words of accusation and her stimulating sexual assault of my now wet vagina. I was also alarmed to learn she and perhaps others had noticed me checking them out.
"No, I'm there to watch the games," I insisted, but this time with the slightest of moans, as I looked around to see if anyone was aware of what was happening. Thankfully, the few other students were both out of sight and earshot.
"I think it's yes, you're only there to perv on us, not that I mind. And I also think you'd love to taste my pussy," Amber persisted.
"It's still no," I denied, even though I definitely had imagined doing just that that on a few bedtime occasions. I wondered what a pussy would taste like. I was naturally a people pleaser, and I found the idea of pleasing a pussy intriguing. I found a vagina way more visually appealing than a penis, just like I found a girl way more visually attractive than a boy.
She added, "I'm told by some of your friends that mine is particularly delicious."
"W-w-what?" I stammered, catching her implication, and yet unable to fathom what friends she could possibly be talking about. I only had a few friends, none of them were lesbians, and most resented the cheerleaders for the hierarchy we lived with at school, where being pretty trumped being smart.
"Oh, yes, most nerds are very good cunt eaters," Amber declared, "it's in your nature."
"That's absurd," I replied, even as the pleasure inside me was building and I couldn't help but wonder what her va-jay-jay would taste like.
"Ask Jasmine, Natalie and Geraldine what they think next time you see them," Amber challenged. "Jasmine has been eating my pussy all year."
Jasmine. My best friend. Natalie and Geraldine being the other two in our friend group. No way. I tried to contemplate her words as she began rubbing my vagina faster, making it hard to think straight.
"No response?" Amber asked.
I looked up at Amber's smiling face and hypnotic eyes. She didn't seem to be lying. I asked, "Did you do this to them?"
"In different ways, yes," Amber admitted. "Although I caught Jasmine checking me out in the gym when it was just the two of us, and simply walked over and guided my pussy to her hungry lips. She didn't hesitate to dive right in."
"No way," I said, that just seeming impossible. Jasmine was the one of our little group who was the most anti-cheerleader.
"Why would I lie?" she asked. "I don't have to, to get you cute in denial nerds to be my little lez lickers."
I couldn't believe how she could talk so casually while molesting me at the same time.
"You have a crush on me, don't you Eleanor?" Amber asked, looking directly into my eyes, even as her foot was getting me very wet and excited.
I felt my face flush.
I felt my body tingle.
I felt wetness in my vagina region.
"I-I-I...." I stammered, unable to answer, captivated by her eyes, my brain shutting down as pleasure grew within me. Pleasure that was much different from the rare times I masturbated with my fingers or hairbrush.
"Say it, Eleanor," Amber demanded, as I felt her other foot join the first between my legs, and now both of her feet were on my pussy, just pressing against me.
"Oh, God!" I gasped, at the intense pressure being put on my vagina. I could feel an orgasm building inside me, I could feel my resistance, as pathetic as it had been, dissipate as my body gave into the surreal pleasure.
"Tell me, Eleanor," she said as she started moving both feet up and down on my pussy.
"I...do love..." was all I could get out. My mind was now mush, the feverish pleasure consuming my very being. A pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced before.
Suddenly Amber stopped, although both feet remained resting against my vagina, and she ordered, "Tell me more, Eleanor. Tell me what you want."
"Please don't stop," I whispered, looking around to see that no one was yet aware of what was happening to me. Thankfully, the few students in the library today were studious and more to the point, somewhere else.
"Don't stop what?" she asked innocently, knowing exactly what I wanted.
"Rubbing me," I answered sheepishly, wanting to feel that pleasure again.
"Rubbing your what?" she asked.
"My vagina," I answered, feeling so shameful, so humiliated that not only was I allowing this to happen, I was now asking for it. And worse yet in public, where anyone might come by.
"No, only widdle girls have vaginas. Do you mean your pussy?" she corrected me, stroking her feet up and down just once, making my entire body tremble.
"Yes, my pussy," I agreed, using the word with that meaning for the very first time. Although I wasn't particularly a feminist, I didn't use words that demeaned women in any way. I also seldom swore. Although I wasn't a saint and had used the term 'fuck' a couple times when I was angry.
"You mean your sopping wet cunt?" she pressed the issue, clearly enjoying humiliating me.
I hated that word, and found it incredibly demeaning, and yet right now as her feet slowly moved up and down my vagina, my pussy, my cunt, my whatever, I couldn't care less what it was called; I just wanted the pleasure to resume. No, I needed it to resume. I needed to come, so badly. So even as my cheeks burned with shame and lust and I knew it was wrong, I answered with the words she wanted to hear, "Yes, I mean please keep rubbing my sopping wet cunt!"
"Good girl," Amber said in a very condescending tone, one that only added to the humiliation burning through me, humiliation that inexplicably seemed to enhance my pleasure. Conflicting feelings that made no sense to me at the time.
"Oh," I moaned, as she resumed her two-foot furious rubbing.
"Come for me, Eleanor," Amber whispered, "come all over my feet, just like the lesbian slut you want to be."
Slut? I thought. Impossible, I'm a virgin!
Yet her name calling compounded my desire to come... the pleasure seeming to wrap me in an invisible cocoon of euphoria.
I closed my eyes, no longer caring if we were caught, just needing to come, as I said weakly, although I had no idea what I was agreeing to, "Yes."
"You'll make a great cheerleaders' pet," Amber continued, her two feet rubbing up and down in a furious and aggressive manner. "And now that you're in on the secret, you and your friends can do us together."
"Oh yes," I agreed, this time knowing exactly what I was agreeing to, and imagining us on all fours crawling from pussy to pussy.
"Our pussy licking pet," Amber added, in case her previous statement hadn't been crystal clear.
That was the final straw. "Yes, yes, yes, I DO want that!" I agreed, as I grabbed the table with both hands and my orgasm rose inside me at a fever's pitch.
"Just you and your three slutty nerd friends," she added, furiously rubbing my cunt.
A moment later the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave slamming into a shore, and I let out a rather loud, "Yesssssss!"
My body quaked and trembled, wetness gushing out of me like Hoover Dam crumbling to bits after all these years.
"Good girl," Amber crooned, her tone soothing and soft.
I felt a brief moment of calm.
Wave after wave of pleasure cascaded through me.
Wetness continued to leak out of me.
Chills went up my spine and back down again.
I felt her feet move away from me even as my body continued to flame.
"Clean off my feet," Amber ordered a moment later.
I opened my eyes and saw her feet were now resting on the table.
I saw my wetness all over the soles of her pantyhose.
I looked around and saw we still weren't detected. Knowing I had to obey, that I wanted to obey, and that we both wanted it done with my mouth, I sat up, my legs almost giving out on me, leaned over and licked my wetness off of Amber's pantyhose sole.
"Good girl," she approved, sending another chill up and down my spine.
The taste was weird. A bit of my own pussy mixed with some sweat. It tasted oddly erotic.
"Other foot," she ordered.
I mindlessly obeyed, moving to the other foot and again licking my wetness off her foot. It should have been humiliating, I mean it was humiliating, yet it also felt so naturally right. I was learning that I liked humiliation, it felt warm and good.
Just then, as I finished licking my own cum from Amber's foot, Mrs. Washington appeared from nowhere, asking in a stern, shocked voice, "Just what is going on here, young ladies?"
I bolted straight to my feet as Amber returned her feet to the floor and replied, in her usual sweet demeanor, "We were just leaving, Mrs. Washington. Come on, Eleanor."
I looked at Mrs. Washington, who was giving me a confused look... I was never anything but quietly studious in the library... and I said, as I slipped into my flats, "Yes, we were just leaving, Mrs. Washington."
Thankfully the librarian left it at that, even as I felt my cheeks burn with some more blessed humiliation at getting caught licking Amber's feet.
Amber said, "You're coming with me, my pet."
I collapsed back down in my chair, in a complete daze.
Amber came around the table, pulled me up from my chair, handed me my laptop and said, "Come on, my little lez pet, it's time to begin living your life. Your friends and my friends, are waiting for us at my Cape Cod house."
I remained speechless as she took my hand and led me out of the library. I could feel every student looking at us and judging, yet I was helpless to do anything but follow like a meek little lamb... feeling a warm wave inside me at the feeling of Amber's hand in mine.
I was stunned.
I was speechless.
I was... oddly... excited.
I followed... no idea what we would be doing, what Amber was planning for us all, and yet I was excited about, as she called it, "Living my life."
The end
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Summary: White boy discovers the joys of being a BBC bottom.
Note:
In part 1, Accidental Text, straight white college student Joey receives a text about sucking cock, accompanied by a picture of a big, black cock. Although he originally shrugs off the temptation, he soon ends up in a bathroom stall sucking black cock, where he discovers not only does he love it, but that there is a secret society of white cocksuckers for black cock. Before the night is done, Joey sucks a second cock and begins his journey as an addicted black cock cum bucket.
In part 2, Addicted to Cum, Joey ends up sucking off a guy while his girlfriend Tasha is sleeping in his bed, taking two cocks for breakfast, another at a bathroom and one last cock, the original one of Carter's, at a fancy restaurant before he goes to meet his girlfriend.
In part 3, Addicted to Cunt, we learn that while her boyfriend was becoming an eager cock sucker, Tasha was discovering the joys of submission to black cunt. The story follows the same timeline as parts 1 and 2.
Edited by Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
Dedicated to Bill Perry who pushed me to go back to this series and continue it.
Black Dominance: Ass Slut Too
This part 4 continues where part 2 (Addicted to Cum) ends while Joey and Tasha are still in the restaurant awaiting their dinners, which ended like this:
The text was from Carter: I could have her begging for my dick in an hour!!!
And as I pondered this, wondering if that would be the case (if I was a test case, then the answer is yes), I looked up and tried to ignore the visual of Carter's cock... in my mouth... then in Tasha's cunt... then back again.
A second text came: You'd like that, wouldn't you cocksucker.
"Who's that?" she asked.
"Oh just sports updates," I lied.
"I hope it's golf updates," she said.
"What? Why?" I asked confused, her foot still rubbing my crotch.
"Because in a little while you're going to get a hole in one," she smiled wickedly.
Usually this would have turned me on completely and been music to my ears.
Yet, my first thought was to try to figure out how I was going to tell her no... since Carter had already forbidden me to come tonight.
Fuck... I was in way too deep.
AND NOW, BLACK DOMINANCE: Ass Slut Too
I laughed awkwardly. I wasn't sure how to respond to that text. A text that clearly stated the black guy I was sucking wanted to know if I'd like to see my pretty girlfriend sucking the same cock I'd been sucking. God, my life had turned upside down in under twenty-four hours. "I've never heard you use sports analogies."
"Well, I'm a new girl," she said, as she glanced at her phone. She looked at it and moved her foot away. She said, "Excuse me. I have to go to the ladies room."
"Okay," I nodded, as I repositioned my cock and grabbed my phone.
I really had no answer to Carter's question. Of course I didn't want her sucking his cock. And I sure as hell didn't want her knowing I was sucking his cock. Yet, perhaps, if she did suck his BBC, then she'd understand why I couldn't resist it. Although that likely wouldn't explain my cock sucking, cum swallowing frenzy of the past day with various other black guys.
I tried to push away the sly threat that Carter wanted to be Tasha's first black cock. Carter's cock was twice the size of mine, and I couldn't help but assume that given the opportunity, Tasha would fall in love with black cock just like I had. And although I was in awe of the black vs white contrast... adding her pink pussy to the mix, the male contrast plus the beauty of colour would be visually stunning.
Yet, after she'd just guaranteed me a sure thing tonight, I really had to sort out my priorities. Carter had ordered me not to come before meeting him at midnight in the engineering bathroom; Tasha had just given me a broad hint she wanted to get fucked after dinner. No way could I comply with both of those expectations.
Fuck! I was in quite the pickle. Cunt or cock?
The choice should have been easy. Cunt. Girlfriend. Cunt. Nylons. Was I seriously considering going to meet a black guy over my girlfriend? What was wrong with me?
Yet I felt compelled to obey Carter... even though he was nothing more than a cock and cum... well, that's not true... he'd somehow known about my inner hunger before I had... and knew how to use me as a cock sucker: a term I'd never envisioned myself qualifying as before suddenly I became one.
I briefly wondered again which of my team mates had made the suggestion? I knew now how addictive black cock and cum was and how simple it was to be turned. Were all white guys really like this? Still which team mate had decided to have my life changed? Why had he picked me? Why? Why? Why?
I also felt more than compelled to fuck my hot girlfriend, who'd been driving me nuts with the teasing under the table foot job.
How would Tasha react if I told her I wasn't in the mood? I'd never refused her since we'd met. I sure couldn't tell her the truth! 'Sorry, honey, my new black friend ordered me not to come until I meet up with him tonight to suck his big black cock and swallow his yummy cum.'
The choice was obvious.
The choice was common sense.
I might have sucked a few cocks recently, but I was relatively straight.
Yet, my cock raged not for my hot girlfriend, but for Carter's cock.
Fuck!
Another text: Remember, cock sucker. No coming until my cock is deep in that ass of yours.
Fuck! In my ass?
Another text: Respond, cock sucker that you understand!
Fuck! I couldn't agree to that. It was one thing to suck a beautiful black cock, but taking it in the ass was not only unfathomable based on his size, but also it was a really gay thing to do.
Another text: Respond right now cock sucker! Or no BBC for you ever again!!!
I texted back, my lust for his cock overriding the reality of what I was possibly agreeing to: Yes. I understand.
Another Carter text: What do you understand?
Fuck.
He wanted me to come right out and say it.
Yet, I did as he expected and typed something so wrong even though it felt so right: I understand I am not to fuck my hot girlfriend or come at all until your big fat cock has been buried deep in my asshole.
Shame coursed through me as I pressed Send. The shame was doubled by the way my cock raged.
He texted back: Good cock sucker.
Fuck. What had I just written? Why did I write it so vividly as if I wanted his cock up my ass? I didn't.
Did I?
No, I didn't.
Yet, I had clearly just agreed to give my ass up.
To a massive fucking black cock.
Fuck!
As I shook my head at my own pathetic weakness Tasha returned, phone in hand, looking a little flustered as I imagined I myself did. I asked, "Everything okay?"
"Yeah, yeah," she answered, although she looked a little rattled.
"You sure?" I asked, knowing her well enough to know everything wasn't okay, just as I wasn't okay.
"Oh, it's just Eliza," Tasha said.
"Is she okay?" I asked. Tasha still looked uncomfortable as I tried to focus on her and not the reality I'd just agreed to be sodomized by a massive black cock.
"Yes," Tasha said, "It's just she's just had a death in the family and is pretty upset."
"Go," I offered, thinking rather self-centredly that Eliza's tragedy could solve my own predicament. It was also the right thing to do, and I'd like to think I would have said the same thing even if I wasn't craving Carter's black cock, as I tried to forget what I had agreed to.
"You sure?" she asked.
"We can hook up tomorrow or Monday," I reassured her, placing my hand on hers. "Today your friend needs you."
"You're so sweet," Tasha said.
"I know, I really am a saint," I smiled.
"And a sinner," she teased.
I thought to myself, If you only knew the half of it. "Although you owe me a good fucking later."
"And you owe me a good fucking," she countered, sounding so fucking hot when she swore.
"Anytime," I offered.
"Rain check," she summarized as our food arrived.
"Yes," I agreed.
"May I have mine to go?" Tasha asked the waitress.
"Mine too," I added, thinking perhaps I could use kik for some BBC cum for dessert.
"Sure," she said, a little surprised.
"Thanks," Tasha said, her foot going back to my cock. "But when we next get together, I'll rock your world."
"You always do," I moaned, as she rubbed my cock. It was getting hard again and desperately needed readjusting.
She pressed her foot firmly against my cock and added, surprising me completely, "And maybe we can try a little backdoor action."
My eyes went wide.
I did a gasp-moan mixture, which sounded incredibly odd. Did she just promise me anal? Ironically on the same day I'd agreed to surrender my anal virginity in a few hours.
"What?" she asked innocently, rubbing her foot up and down my hard, but still awkwardly positioned cock, her smile so wicked, "You don't want to fuck my tight asshole?"
"Oh God," I groaned, because of her taboo hot words and sultry tone, as well as her masterful ongoing foot play.
"Is that an 'Oh God, I'd LOVE to fuck your asshole,' or 'Oh God, who the hell would want to do that'?'"
"Definitely the first one, and with feeling," I nodded, bewildered by the sudden conversation as the waitress returned with our food all packed up, plus a twinkle in her eye at overhearing the final exchange of our conversation.
"Thank you," Tasha said, as she accepted her container and removed her foot from my aching cock.
"Yes, thank you," I also said.
"You're welcome," the waitress smiled wickedly at us before leaving us alone.
"I should get going," she said.
"I suppose you should," I agreed, acting devastated.
She stood up, and I did too. We kissed. "Soon your dick will be buried in my asshole," she whispered as she squeezed my cock before turning away and leaving.
I groaned, took my food, paid and headed out.
I got in my car and had just started eating, when my phone buzzed. It was a text from the BBC pool: 712 Wilson Ave. Apartment 212.
I looked out of the car and saw the address was literally across the street. Fate! I'd barely begun my dinner, but I figured first I could use a little dessert.
I texted back: I can be there in a couple minutes.
I took another bite and got out of the car. He responded: Great. Just walk in.
I responded as I crossed the street: Yes Sir.
I entered the apartment building, climbed a flight of stairs, and found my way to apartment 212. Hungry for cock, I didn't hesitate as I opened a stranger's door and walked right in.
"In here," a deep voice called.
I walked into a living room and saw a black man in his fifties watching Wheel of Fortune.
"Hi," I greeted, finding anything interpersonal with strangers except for sucking their cocks pretty awkward.
"Hi," he replied.
I walked over to him, dropped to my knees and pulled down his sweats and underwear, with a minimum of help from him.
"My regular cock sucker is out of town this weekend," he explained as if he needed to, as I reached for his flaccid but fat cock.
"Happy I can help," I said, taking it in my hand. I moved closer and took just its head in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the thick head.
"Country roads take me home," the man said to the television. A minute later, a girl's voice on the TV said the same thing.
His cock wasn't hardening as fast as the others I'd sucked, as I began slowly to take more of it in my mouth.
I sucked for a few minutes through two more solved puzzles, both times he piped up with it before the contestants did, before he was completely hard.
"Sorry, I take some time to get hard," he said, as a commercial aired.
"No problem," I replied. "I'm here for as long as it takes."
"Good," he said, as I stroked his big black cock.
I added, "You have a great cock, Sir."
"Thanks," he replied. "A lot of white boys have said so."
"I bet," I replied, sounding like a fan boy for cock... which I guess I was by now.
I resumed sucking him, now able to bob back and forth on his finally hard cock. I sucked for quite a while as Wheel of Fortune ended and Jeopardy began.
"Keep going," he groaned after fifteen minutes of sucking without any talking or sounds except from the TV.
I did keep going. And after a couple more minutes, I finally received the load I'd worked so hard for. Unlike the previous loads that had erupted in my mouth like cannon blasts, this one oozed from his cock and slid smoothly into my mouth and down my throat.
I nursed every drop before he simply said, "Thanks."
"No, thank you," I replied, still kneeling before him.
"What is Germany?" he asked the TV host, already back to ignoring me and watching television.
I got to my feet and walked out.
After each and every load, as I walked away, cum aftertaste in my mouth, I always felt weird. Why do I keep doing this? Why? Why? Why?
How have I gone from straight with a hot girlfriend to sucking a fifty-something black man's cock while he watches television?
Why can't I control myself?
Why am I risking my relationship to suck black cock?
Why am I even considering allowing myself to get ass fucked tonight?
What's wrong with me?
These questions swirled around in my head as I returned to my car.
I resumed eating my no longer warm dinner while I tried to comprehend what was happening to me. I googled the query: Why do white men suck black cock. I discovered there was an entire website focused on interracial sex called iloveinteracial, which included a section on gay sex. I found a forum with the exact same question I'd googled. I was stunned to see 49 pages of responses. I didn't read them all, but quite a few helped explain my own BBC lust:
- The taboo turns me on and cum tastes good.
- I think they feel inferior and do it to pay tribute to something superior.
-It is an act of submission and when given the chance, white men will mindlessly obey even though they don't understand why.
-Size matters.
-It's in our DNA to be submissive to longer, fatter cocks.
-The sheer look of a black cock draws me in.
-No matter what anybody might say, black cocks (most of them anyway) are magnificent specimens of manhood, and they are superior to ours, so to have them "reward" you with a nice big load doesn't mean you're gay - just "bi-natural"
As I read these, I thought to myself:
-Yes, the taboo is a turn-on. Both sucking black cock and doing something that defies how other people perceive me.
-The cum did indeed taste not just good, but also addicting.
-Regarding Carter especially, I did feel I was his inferior both in terms of sheer cock size, but also in his strong, confident demeanor.
-Size did seem to matter.
-Was it in my DNA? Was it that simple? Had I been born preordained to eventually become a practicing cock sucker?
-And definitely, the sheer beauty of a black cock did draw me in. It's what had led me to that bathroom after the accidental text that started it all.
-Was I simply bisexual? I mean that wasn't as taboo or forbidden a thing as it used to be, even for guys.
I also read some brief stories from white cock suckers:
-I have been sucking cock and being a bottom for the same black stud for the last six years. He always starts, dominates, and finishes the session the way he wants to, and I do whatever he desires me to do.
That seemed to be the relationship I had with Carter, one that, if I went tonight, would be 100% true if I also became a bottom.
-I am not gay, I am bisexual (oral only with men) I am a 50 y/o white man. I love women. I love the feel of a hot tight pussy, and I certainly love eating pussy and doing anything else you can think of while having sex with a woman. But I must admit I do suck black cock, and black cock only. When I see a black cock, I just drop to my knees, completely powerless to turn away from it. I also love to swallow dominant black seed, and of course the taboo factor is stimulating.
That too sounded a lot like me. Just the look or even the idea of black cock made me completely powerless. Like seriously, I chose getting a black cock in my ass over a sure thing with my girlfriend.
-In the last couple of years, I've really craved to go down on a straight hung black guy with no reciprocation. Black cocks are beautiful and magnificent. I want to get on my knees to serve them and suck every drop of cum out of them. To call them Sir and be their little faggot white boy. Why? I have no real answer. My best guess is that humiliation and submission are just part of my inner DNA.
All these confessions and many more helped me to understand that perhaps this was out of my control. I was simply a white man who craved to worship superior black cock.
I've never felt more excited with anticipation than while I was on my way to suck a cock this past less than twenty-four hours.
I've never felt more natural in my life than while I was on my knees this past less than a day.
I've never craved anything as much as I'm currently craving black cock... black cum.
I've never felt less in control of my life as I did today. It was if I was being led by a higher power to just do what came naturally. As if my inner DNA was suddenly alive and drawing me to a purpose in life I hadn't known existed.
So although I still felt some guilt over my actions, especially regarding cheating on my sweet girlfriend Tasha, I ended up on my phone and checking to see if any new kik ads were up, as I was craving more black cock... more black cum....
There were two added in the past fifteen minutes.
Looking for bottom bitch
I come to you, pound your asshole, cum inside it and leave. You be naked, bent over and lubed.
That one didn't really appeal to me... plus, unless I backed down by midnight, which based on everything up till now I wouldn't, I was having my asshole pounded in a few hours (fuck, was I really just accepting I'd be having a massive black cock take my anal virginity (one I'd never imagined being taken)) so casually? I shook my head at my own pathetic thoughts as I read the second new one.
Three black dicks needing one or more white cum bucket(s).
As the heading says... three guys hanging out, watching basketball and needing a cock sucker to deposit our loads into.
You will likely get multiple loads.
My cock hardened instantly.
Three cocks.
Three black cocks.
Three creamy loads of cum.
Maybe more.
Fuck, this one already had my cock aching and my mouth watering.
Before I even knew I was doing it, I was responding to the ad, hoping no one else already had.
Hi, I'd love to come over and be your cock sucking cum bucket!
I then stared at my phone.
And waited.
And waited.
And waited.
To my disappointment. I didn't get a response.



Too late, I guess.
What I couldn't believe, as I started driving home, was the massive wave of disappointment I felt.
I intended to drive home, but I ended up at the engineering building.
I parked.
I walked inside.
Climbed the stairs.
Went to the washroom.
Walked inside.
"About time," a black guy leaning against the counter on his phone said, as he saw me.
I stared at him. He was in my English class. Did he recognize me?
"Well, get over here," he said, barely looking at me.
"Sorry, yes Sir," I said, calling someone my own age 'Sir', as I walked over to him. As he nonchalantly texted on his phone, I lowered myself before him, unfastened his belt, undid his button, tugged down the zipper and then his pants to his knees. I took his semi-hard cock in my mouth.
I stroked his cock while sucking at the same time, loving the feeling of it hardening in my mouth. From soft to hard. The contrast was fascinating.
His phone rang. "Hey, he said.
As he completely hardened in my mouth, he continued, "Yeah, just getting my cock sucked."
It was weird how casual black guys were about this.
"No, it's dead in here, just me and cock sucker," he said.
I bobbed, feeling both excited and embarrassed to be sucking his dick while he talked about me and offhandedly called me names.
"It's early," he said.
I kept sucking as I listened to one side of the conversation.
"I'm sure cock sucker would stay here and wait for you," he offered, my finding it weird to be referred to simply as cock sucker. In some ways it was like when dad used to offer me to mow Mrs. Shaefer's lawn. In other ways it was completely different.
For instance I'd gladly stay here for an additional black cock.
"He's okay," the guy said, not really indicating whether I was good or bad at cock sucking.
I focused on really getting him off, bobbing faster now.
He laughed, seemingly reading my mind, "Looks like he wants me to give him a better reference."
I bobbed hungrily, desperate to get that load of hot cum. Perhaps to convince the stranger on the phone I was worth coming and depositing a load for.
"I need to go, this cock sucker needs a good face fucking," the guy said. "Yeah, bye."
He asked, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth, "Ready for that face fucking I just mentioned?"
"Yes Sir," I nodded, like the cum hungry faggot I was.
"Hey, aren't you in my English class?" he asked, finally recognizing me.
"Um, yeah," I admitted, a little more ashamed to be recognized, but my lust for his cock and cum overrode the humiliating admission.
"Nice," he said, as he slid his cock in my mouth and started face fucking me.
I focused on breathing through my nose as his entire cock pistoned in and out of my mouth. I gagged a couple times as his entire eight-inch cock filled me, his balls bouncing off my chin.
After a couple minutes he grunted and deposited his load in my mouth. I swallowed it all and relished the feeling of just being used.
When he pulled out, he said, "You're a nice find. It'll be good to have a cock sucker available before or after class."
"Any time," I replied, the idea of a black cock to suck every day quite appealing.
"You're new at this?" he asked.
"Only a day," I answered. "Can you tell?"
"Not really," he said as he put his dick away. "I've just never seen you up here before."
"Yeah, last night was my first time," I admitted.
"Who turned you?"
"Carter."
"Nice."
"Yeah," I agreed, this conversation surreal. I then asked, "Is your friend coming?"
"Later, I think," he said. "His girlfriend was coming over."
"Okay," I said.
"If you're still hungry," he said, "stay here. Tonight is usually a busy night."
"Thanks," I said, still on my knees.
"I'm Ben," he said, extending his hand.
"Joey," I reciprocated, reaching up to shake it.
"Have a good night," he said.
"You too."
He walked out.
I stood up and stretched... my knees a little sore.
I waited a few minutes, but no one else came. So I headed back to my dorm room, where I decided to take a nap. It was likely still going to be a long night.
.....
I woke up and looked at the clock. 11:39. Wow! I'd slept for almost three hours.
I grabbed my phone and saw a few messages.
One from Mom reminding me my sister's birthday was on Monday.
One from Tasha: Love you, honey. I hope you have a good night.
Two from Carter (the first from two hours ago): 2 hours until you become a bottom bitch.
The second one from Carter came just nine minutes ago: Cock sucker. I expect you here at exactly twelve. PS: Expect a marathon session. I blackened some pretty white BBC virgin earlier tonight.
I imagined it being Tasha and pictured her with that BBC in her pretty mouth or slamming into that tight cunt of hers. I shook my head; that wasn't a possibility at all. She was with Eliza.
I texted back, as I stretched: Yes Sir!
After I pressed Send without any thought other than obedience to Carter, I realized the obvious. I'd once again agreed to get sodomized.
And now that it was twenty minutes away... I was scared.
Yes, I wanted cock.
Black cock.
Big black cock.
And delicious creamy cum.
But I didn't want to get fucked, did I
Fuck!
Unfortunately, as I hurried out of my room, I knew the answer.
At two to midnight I was walking up the stairs.
At one to midnight I was at the door.
The bathroom wasn't empty; I heard a guy begging, "Yes, fuck my ass."
Passing the point of no return, which, I realize in retrospect I'd really passed last night, I took a deep breath and walked into the bathroom.
"Right on time," Carter said, leaning against the counter just like Ben had been just a few hours ago.
I was speechless. A chubby white guy was on the ground getting seriously pounded by a skinny black guy... the massive weight discrepancy rather surreal.
Two of the stalls were closed, and I could see the soles of people kneeling inside each one.
"I was beginning to think you might not make it," Carter said.
"I did contemplate not coming," I admitted.
"But?" he questioned.
"But I can't help craving your cock," I answered, walking up to him, even as someone else entered.
"And you're ready to be a bottom for black dick?"
"I'm pretty nervous about that," I admitted, yet once again I didn't say no, even though I wanted to.
"Don't worry," Carter said as he pointed to the floor in front of him, "white boys' assholes were made to be taken by big fat black cocks. Isn't that right, Walter?"
"Yes," the chubby guy huffed, as he was pounded hard. The huffing and moaning coming from him did indicate he was enjoying it. The rapturous expression on his face also couldn't be faked.
"Yes, what, faggot?" the skinny black guy asked, pulling out of the moaning large guy.
"Yes, white faggot assholes were made so they could be used to take big fat cock and dominant black cum," the large white guy seemed to be quoting from somewhere. He also appeared desperately to want that black cock back inside his back door.
"Tell him some more," the skinny black guy ordered, as another black guy who'd entered after I had was about to shove his cock in the chubby guy's mouth.
The large white guy looked at me and said earnestly, "You'll love being a bottom slut for black cock. There's nothing better in the world than a black cock in your mouth and another one in your ass."
"Good faggot," the skinny black guy said, as he slid his cock back into the white guy while the newcomer shoved his black cock in his mouth.
I was on my knees the entire time, and as the spit roasting began, I turned and fished out Carter's cock.
"Get it nice and ready for that asshole of yours," Carter ordered.
"Yes Sir," I said, still in awe of what I was willing to do for the privilege of sucking Carter's black cock.
"He's quite the bitch," someone I hadn't noticed said from behind me, just before I took Carter's semi-erect cock in my mouth.
"A bitch in training," Carter agreed, as I worked at getting his massive cock completely erect.
"They all are," someone else said.
"Either they're already willing cock suckers, cock suckers in training, or oblivious cocksuckers-to-be," Carter said, a summation that would have sounded absurd a day ago, and yet by now I'd gathered strong evidence there was some truth to it.
Had I ever thought I would become a cock sucker? No.
Had I ever thought I would become obsessed with black cock? No.
Had I ever even considered I might ever take a cock in my ass... and willingly? No.
Yet a day ago I'd been one of those oblivious cocksuckers-to-be. Now I was a bottom in training and was already, I think, a willing cock sucker.
I wasn't gay.
But I wasn't straight anymore either.
"Imagine if your girlfriend could see you now," Carter tossed out, as I bobbed on his now fully hard cock.
"Oh fuck, yes," Walter screamed from behind me.
Carter pulled out and I said, "I imagine I'd be single."
"I don't know about that," Carter shrugged. "There are lots of white girls who enjoy chocolate with a cucked white boy supporting them."
"That's so not Tasha," I responded. She may be tempted by BBC, but she wanted to make it on her own.
"You sure?" he asked.
I clarified, "I agree she may not be able to resist your big black cock, but she won't be a woman who allows her guy to cheat on her with one."
"Don't be so sure," he chuckled. "I bet she'd even hold your head while I face fucked you."
"I can't imagine that," I said, although that visual popped into my head. God, it would be so much easier to accept this new obsession of mine if I could not only tell Tasha but have her be a part of it. Yet that seemed highly unlikely.
"Never say never," he said as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
"Every white bitch will become a snow bunny once given the chance," someone else said, using a term I'd never heard before.
"Yep, every single one," Carter agreed.
I thought of some of the women I knew. Eliza, Tasha's best friend. Valerie, my lab partner in Chemistry. Pam, my high school girlfriend. Mrs. Walker, my favourite high school teacher. Mrs. Kissinger, my hot next door neighbour. Mrs. Slamp, mom's best friend. Ms. Singh, my East Indian boss during high school. Professor Jones. My sister. My mom. And of course Tasha. I couldn't imagine any of them dropping their strong feminist personas to become sluts for black cock. Yet imagining each one of them doing it was also so hot.
"Fuck him," someone urged.
"I guess it's time," Carter agreed.
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, "Take off your pants."
"Yes Sir," I replied, standing up and taking off my shoes, pants and underwear, as I looked toward the mirror and saw the big white guy was now getting fucked by the other black guy, as a white nerd walked into the bathroom.
The nerd walked right to an open stall and waited outside of it, I guess hoping for a black cock to become available. Only a single other one was busy at the time.
"Bend over the counter," Carter ordered.
"Yes Sir," I said, full of trepidation, and yet obeying like the BBC slut I was becoming. I was terrified of the pain I assumed was about to occur, and yet I was unable to say no to this dominant black stud. Clearly I would do anything for BBC, especially Carter's.
"White boy, get over here," Carter ordered. The white nerd came over. "Lube my cock."
"Okay," the nerd said, taking a bottle of lube I hadn't noticed from the counter.
I watched in the mirror as the nerd coated Carter's cock with lube, while also watching the big guy continue to get fucked hard... his whimpers... his moans... his sounds oddly relaxing to me. They proved that taking a cock in the ass could be pleasurable.
"Finger fuck my bitch," Carter ordered.
"Really?" the nerd asked.
"Just fucking do it faggot," Carter snapped, not appreciating being questioned.
"S-s-sorry," the nerd stammered, as he slowly pushed a finger into my virgin ass.
It stung a bit, but not much; it was more awkward than anything else.
"Wiggle your finger around," Carter instructed.
"Okay."
"Oh yes, fuck my fat ass with that massive black stick," the chubby white Walter begged, his huffing getting louder.
"Come, you fat fucking faggot," the black guy ordered, slamming into him hard.
The finger inside me felt so weird, but in a good way. It was a strange sly pleasure mixed with discomfort, and it had me wanting more
Carter ordered, "That's enough. Move away."
The guy hurriedly did before rushing to the sink to scrub his hands clean, clearly not enjoying fingering me, and then scurried out of the bathroom.
Carter laughed, "I guess he doesn't like white ass as much as black cock."
"Who would?" I said, sounding so pathetic when I did.
"Fair enough," Carter laughed again, as he moved behind me. "Be sure to breathe deep. This is going to hurt for a bit."
"Okay," I said, as I felt his cock nestling between my ass cheeks.
"Ready to become a two-hole fuck slut for black cock?" he asked.
"Yes," I admitted, ready to feel his cock slide in my ass. Ready to become, as he put it, 'a two-hole fuck slut for black cock.'
"You're a natural little faggot," he said, as his cock pushed against my anal entrance.
"Thank you," I said absurdly, as I felt his cock start breaking through my formerly exit-only hole.
"A real BBC faggot," he chuckled.
I let out a strange sound that was partly a gasp, partly a whimper, and partly a yelp as severe pain coursed through my body!
"There ya go, another bottom boy for us blacks," someone laughed from behind me.
"Yes," I agreed, as pain continued coursing through me. The pain was intense, as my asshole was being unnaturally stretched and filled, yet somehow that was tempered by both the ultimate humiliation of being sodomized by a black cock while others watched, and also by my inner acceptance that this was who I was: a cock sucker, a bottom, a faggot for BBC. If I had to suffer some pain for BBC, so be it.
"Now you realize you want my cock in your ass, don't you, Joey?" Carter asked, as his massive dick kept slowly boring deeper and deeper inside me.
"Yes," I answered, trying to focus on relaxing as I gritted my teeth.
"Because you were born to please black cock," he continued, his cock seemingly never-ending in its journey inside me.
"Yes," I repeated, now believing that ludicrous theory one hundred percent, as I felt him leaning against me. Was he all in? Yes! He was all in.
"Born for my cock or your girlfriend's cunt?"
"Your cock," I answered without even thinking about it. The pain was still intense, and yet I wanted him to fuck me hard. To claim my ass as his own.
"To be clear, you'd rather have a black cock in your mouth or ass than have your cock in her mouth or pussy?" he queried, by now resting deep inside me.
"Yes," I admitted, guessing I wasn't the first white guy to answer the question that way.
Yes, I felt guilty about my answer.
Yes, I was ashamed by my answer.
Yes, I knew I should have been disgusted by my weakness.
Yet all I wanted was to get fucked.
In the ass.
By a big fat black cock.
I wanted to be a two-hole slut for BBC.
I wanted to be a faggot for BBC.
"You're becoming a complete faggot for black dick," Carter declared as he began slowly fucking me.
"I already am one," I declared back, knowing I'd be sucking black cock and taking black cock for the rest of my life.
He laughed, "I guess so."
A couple more black guys came in and asked, "Fresh ass, Carter?"
"Just breaking him in now," Carter said, as one of them high fived him... which made this encounter even weirder than it already was.
"Nice," the guy said.
"Think he can multitask?" the other guy asked.
"I imagine he can," Carter spoke to me. "How about it, Joey?"
"Yes please, let me suck your cock," I agreed as my ass still burned with a massive cock lodged in it, wanting one in my mouth as well. I wanted just to give in and be... as Carter had put it... a complete slut for black cock.
"Nice," the guy said, as he pulled his sweats down and hopped onto the counter.
I moved one hand and then the other as he positioned himself in front of me and offered me his flaccid cock.
"Nice cock," I complimented, as I bent down and took it in my mouth.
"No one has ever taken my cock in his ass for the first time so easily," Carter said, sounding rather impressed.
I felt a rush of accomplishment at the compliment as I swirled my tongue around the cock head before saying, "It wasn't easy."
"Well, you've given me a lot less whimpering and whining and even crying," he said.
"Which just means I was made for black cock," I declared ludicrously as I took the other cock back in my mouth.
"Yes, you are," Carter agreed.
"All white faggots are," someone else said.
Another said, "Get over here, faggot. I need a mouth to face fuck."
"Yes Sir," a voice said from behind me. Someone else must have come in. Oddly, that only helped enhance the strange pleasure surging through me. I wasn't the only twisted white faggot for BBC, I was simply one of many.
I focused on sucking the hardening cock in my mouth as Carter continued slowly fucking me. The pain didn't go away, but after a couple minutes it wasn't quite as ass tearing as before. Also, the beginnings of pleasure were building as the two began fighting for supremacy in my asshole, my body and my mind.
Overcome with submissive lust and trying to find a way for the pleasure to win, the cock in my mouth now hard, I briefly stopped sucking to say, wanting to be fucked hard, even if the pain took over again, oddly wanting to humiliate myself further, "Please fuck your faggot bottom boy, and give it to me hard!"
"They just keep getting better and better," the guy whose dick was now in my hand laughed.
"Even better than the bitch bitches," another said, as I glanced over and saw a chubby black guy leaning against the wall while someone bobbed on his cock.
"Yep, no need to buy flowers for you dickheads, which you white guys literally are, or to cuddle or listen," the guy added, as Carter obliged my request.
"Oh FUCK!" I screamed, yes screamed, as he bucked his ass hard and reached new depths inside my no longer virgin asshole.
"There ya go," the guy in front of me laughed.
Yes it hurt like blazes, but I wanted even more of it.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass even harder," I begged, before taking the big cock before me back into my mouth and bobbing on it like a bimbo slut.
"Can you believe he was straight and oblivious until yesterday evening?" Carter asked as he fucked me.
"They all begin that way."
"Until they're offered the opportunity," Carter agreed.
"Then it's only a matter of time."
"Never fails."
"Remember the cop?"
Carter laughed, "Yeah, he was taking cocks in both ends in no time."
"My dick in his mouth while I sat on the hood of his cop car."
"Yeah, he racially profiled us, and then we turned it around and racially profiled him," Carter chuckled, as he fucked me hard and I bobbed like a faggot in heat.
"Or the priest."
"Fuck yeah, we gave him a baptism."
"Yeah, he took a lot of loads that night."
"Only thing more fun is banging a son and his dad."
"I bet we could fuck his dad."
"Think so Joey?" Carter asked.
I'd been listening in awe to the taboo dialogue until it suddenly became about me.
I replied honestly, "Until yesterday I would have said never in a million years, but now I'd say 50-50."
"More like 99 to 1," the other guy said.
"No, more like a 100 to 0," Carter reassured him.
"Yeah, no one denies your cock."



"Nope," Carter said, adding, "both guys and girls will do anything for it."
"When did you last turn a new bitch?"
"A few hours ago," Carter bragged. "A cute coed who's a lot nastier than one would perceive on the outside."
I thought of Tasha, who fit that description. She was cute. She was a coed. She was nastier than one would perceive from looking at her, although not a lot nastier... although her flirtatious anal offer had upped the ante.
"Nice," the guy said as I bobbed on his cock.
"Yeah, she sucked my cock like her life depended on it," Carter continued, as I did the same thing in real time.
"I think your new faggot is the same."
"Yeah, he is a natural," Carter agreed, as he kept fucking me hard. My cock was now hard as well, the pain long gone, and a surreal natural pleasure coursing through me from my ass directly to my cock.
I allowed the cock to slip out of my mouth and begged, "Yes, fuck my ass with your big black cock."
"Want to be bred?" Carter asked.
"Yes," I agreed, although I wasn't sure what that meant and said so. "Whatever that means."
"It means do you want a big load of cum up your faggot asshole," the guy whose hard cock was in front of me clarified.
"Oh yes, then shoot a big fucking load of cum right up my faggot asshole," I replied eagerly, calling myself a faggot somehow enhancing my ultimate submission.
"He may never leave here," the guy chuckled, as Carter really slammed into me hard.
"Oh fuck, yes, I love your big black cock reaming my ass," I moaned, feeling an urgent need to stroke my cock... the pleasure of a cock in my ass somehow triggering pleasure to my raging hard-on.
"Here it comes, Joey," Carter declared a few deep hard strokes later.
"YES!" I screamed, in an effeminate voice I didn't know I had, as I felt his load spew inside my ass, making my entire body tremble as it triggered what I didn't even know was possible: a touchless orgasm. I began coming all over the floor.
"Hoy shit, we have an ass cummer," someone said, as I kept trembling and coming.
"So good," I said weakly, as Carter slowed down, his load deep in my ass now, my load on the floor.
"I get sloppy seconds," the guy I'd been sucking declared, hopping off the counter.
"Yes please, more black cock," I agreed, as I felt Carter pulling out and his cum leaking out of my ass only adding to the exhilarating humiliation coursing through me.
"He may be completely gay," he chuckled as he moved behind me.
I didn't respond to that, as I didn't want to think that way. I could love sucking black cock, love taking one in the ass, and still love Tasha. As I thought this, a gush of guilt coursed through me as I recalled I was cheating on her.
"What's wrong?" Carter asked, just as the guy whose name I didn't know slid inside my cum-lubed asshole.
"Nothing," I moaned.
"Don't give me that, I know guilt when I see it," he said, as his buddy began fucking me.
"Yeah, I do feel a little guilty,' I admitted.
"She'll understand," he reassured me as if he had reason to know, as he hopped onto the counter beside me, his cock still semi-hard. God, his was a beautiful cock.
"I don't think so," I said, finding this perhaps the strangest moment of the past twenty-four hours. I was discussing my relationship with my girlfriend with a guy who'd just taken my anal virginity while a second guy was pounding me.
"Trust me," he said. "I know girls like Tasha."
"Girls like Tasha?" I asked.
"Prim and proper looking," he began. He paused. Then added, "But female athletes are often cock- or cunt-hungry sluts in the bedroom."
"I've never heard that," I said, as the smaller cock still fucked me.
"And she's a gymnast, isn't she?"
"Yeah," I moaned, as the guy held onto my hips and really pumped in and out.
"I bet she'd bend over like a pretzel for this cock," he said, cupping his gradually shrinking cock.
"She is very flexible," I said, wondering how she would react if Carter's cock was placed in front of her. She did love getting fucked, and she often demanded me to fuck her harder, fuck her deeper, even when I was as deep as I was ever going to get.
"I bet she is," he smiled, in a way that was very ominous.
"What a tight fucking ass," the guy behind me said, as he groaned.
"Fill my ass with your cum," I begged, already loving the feeling of cum being shot up my ass.
"Going to breed this bitch," he bragged, as he kept slamming into me.
"Yes, fuck," I moaned, loving the feeling of being fucked. It was so different from being the one doing the fucking, and so different from giving head. In the end, I was in awe of the different types of sexual pleasure a man could experience: getting a hand job, getting a blow job, fucking a girl, sucking a cock, and now getting fucked. Each of them wasn't only physically different, but mentally different as well.
Getting a hand job was okay, but it always made me want more: a blow job, a fuck.
A blow job was always great, especially a slow burn one where Tasha would worship my cock. I sat or lay there moaning while Tasha did all the work.
Fucking was always great. I was in charge. I was doing the fucking. A pussy was wetter than a mouth, and you could usually go a lot deeper. Natasha seldom took more than two-thirds of my cock in her mouth, while I could easily go balls deep in her pussy.
I did wonder what fucking an ass would be like... something I hoped to explore with Tasha, after her tease today.
On the other hand, switching from being the sucker from the suckee (I know that isn't a word, but it should be) or from the fucker to the fuckee (again, it should be a word) was a completely different sexual experience.
Sucking cock gave me a very natural feeling. Being on my knees before a big black cock felt like home. A cock bigger than mine made me feel I should worship it. It felt good in my hands. It felt exciting while a soft cock hardened in my mouth. I enjoyed the soothing sensation of bobbing back and forth. I liked being called names. I liked being submissive, a term I would never have applied to myself before my discovery of BBC. Lastly, the feeling of hot cum splashing on my face was humiliatingly hot. The feeling of cum exploding in my mouth and gliding down my throat was deliciously warming.
And being fucked in the ass. Something I'd never imagined before yesterday evening when I'd witnessed it happening both to Coach Price and to our star quarterback in this very bathroom. But now I knew it begins with trepidation. Excitement. Fear. The moment a BBC slides inside your ass, you let out an involuntarily moan as a mixture of pleasure and pain consumes you. And right now I was on fire: both in my ass, but also throughout my entire body as a hurricane swirled inside me. I made noises I hadn't even known could leave my mouth: both masculine and feminine ones. I was now completely at the whim of any black cock, completely vulnerable. As the pleasure takes over, all I want to do is be fucked. I moan, I whimper, I beg.
.
"Fuck my faggot ass and breed me," I begged.
"Bounce back on my cock," he ordered.
Like every other order I'd received from a black man since my BBC discovery, I obeyed without hesitation, my hands firmly grasping the edge of the counter and then fiercely bouncing back on the black cock. "Oh yes," I moaned as I began to fuck myself.
"What a faggot," the guy groaned, as I rode his cock.
"Look to your right," someone ordered. I turned to look and was instantly blasted with four ropes of cum; I didn't miss a single bounce.
"Oh fuck," the guy in my ass grunted as I milked his load into my ass.
"Oh yes, fill my ass," I moaned, as he did just that.
I continued riding his cock until he pulled out, and again cum oozed out of my ass. If cum in a pussy is called a creampie, is cum leaking out of an ass called a chocolate milkshake?
"Knees, faggot," a new guy said from behind me.
I looked up into the mirror and saw a large black man with his pants down.
I turned around, dropped to my knees and eagerly took his cock in my mouth. I bobbed on the fat black cock like the cum slut I was, even as once again I felt cum oozing out of my ass.
"Oh yeah, what a fucking faggot," he grunted.
"Yeah, he's a keeper," Carter laughed.
"And you said he has a girlfriend?" the second guy to deposit a load in my ass asked.
"Yeah a cute little gymnast," Carter said, I noticed he knew more about her than he should from just a brief introduction in the restaurant earlier today.
"Oh, those ones are always so flexible," someone else said.
"Yeah, the positions I could pound her in," Carter said, as I imagined his big black cock slamming into my pretty girlfriend's body.
"Then your faggot here could eat the creampie," the guy I was sucking added.
"I bet he'd love that," someone else said.
"He'll be swallowing cum the rest of his life," predicted the guy who was moaning as I devoured his cock.
"Oh yeah, once a cocksucker for BBC, always a cocksucker for BBC," Carter agreed... which I imagined was true. I couldn't imagine not having a black cock to suck ever again. And now that I'd been ass fucked, I also couldn't imagine never having another big cock slamming into my asshole.
"Here's another load," the guy grunted, just as he pulled out and splattered my face with his warm cum.

I closed my eyes just in time, and opened my mouth wide, trying to catch as much of the addictive treat as I could. Once he was done, I swallowed what I'd caught and said, as I wiped cum from my left eyelid, "Thank you, Sir."
"Sir," he roared. "Epic."
"If you're still hungry..." a guy said, offering me his semi-erect black cock.
"I'm always hungry for big black cock and cum," I replied, like the BBC bimbo I was, before taking his cock in my mouth.
At 1:20 I finally left. Carter had been right about this going to be a marathon session! Four loads of cum in my asshole. Five on my face. Two down my throat. I'd never felt more cum drunk. More satisfied.
I still felt cum oozing out of my ass as I walked down the stairs. I'd washed the cum evidence off my face with the generous permission of the black men there.
Yet I couldn't explain it, I was still hungry. I still craved cock in my mouth, cock in my ass, and cum shots wherever they wanted to shoot them: on my face, in my ass or down my throat... each target giving me a different sensation of pleasure.
Although you'd think I would have had enough cock in almost an hour and a half... I hadn't.
So instead of calling my girlfriend to see how her night had gone, or going back to my dorm room, I ended up heading to Easton, a sketchy part of town (although the eighteen-year-old named James I'd sucked in a bathroom stall earlier today had stressed it was in the newer part of the area), James had invited me to visit to get a few loads of BBC cum.
I loaded my GPS and followed its directions, my cock already hardening, because my phone told me it was only ten minutes away.
This crazy day, this wild night, this life-altering twenty-four plus hours, were only the beginning of my new life.
THE END... FOR NOW
Up next... if readers want it:
We flash back to seven o'clock that same evening and watch as Tasha discovers the pure bliss of black cock in:
Black Dominance: BBC Discovery
We then return to Joey's wee hours as he becomes a two-hole toy for black teenagers in:
Black Dominance: BBC Teen Slut
We then return to Tasha's evening as she and her best friend Eliza service dozens of black sorority sisters in:
Black Dominance: Cunt Bouquet
Other possible chapters could include:
Black Dominance: Dad Too?
Where Joey discovers his father is a BBC cock slut too.
Black Dominance: Gangbang
Where Tasha discovers the joys of a BBC gangbang.
Black Dominance: Hot Creampies
Where Joey and Tasha share multiple BBC's.
Black Dominance: Parents Weekend (Dads)
Tasha and Joey's dad both experience the BBC bathroom.
Black Dominance: Parents Weekend (Moms)
Tasha's and Joey's moms discover BBC heaven or black pussy heaven or both (LOL).
Other ideas down the road?
My only real truths for this series are that I want Tasha and Joey still to love each other even as their relationship changes dramatically, and that there will be no incest included, although members of the same family may be side by side while they each take a BBC or eat a black pussy.
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Twenty-Two More Questions
Summary: 22 questions asked by readers answered.
NOTE: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing.
I wrote the essay Twenty Questions in December 2017 and Twenty-one More Questions in 2018. I answered the following questions, in case you want to read them.
1. Are you really a teacher?
2. How often do you wear nylons?
3. What brand(s) do you wear?
4. Does your husband know you write porn?
5. How did you get started writing?
6. Have you committed incest?
7. Are you a lesbian?
8. What are your greatest fantasies?
9. Are you really a submissive?
10. How do you write your stories?
11. SEQUELS PART A: My philosophy
12. SEQUELS PART B: HOW DO I CHOOSE WHICH TO WRITE?
13. SEQUELS PART C: Why Don't I Finish What I start?
14. What do you do for fun?
15. Do you masturbate when you write?
16. What is it with gay stories?
17. Do you take requests?
18. Why don't all your illustrated stories have real photos?
19. What are your own favourites of the stories you have written?
20. What are your current new series you are still working on?
21. In real life, do you have children?
22 & 23. Where do you write? How many stories do you write at one time?
24. Why are so many of your stories set in Boston?
25. How much experience do you have in the subjects you write about?
26. What do I wear to work?
27. Do you like anal?
28. If you were to re-visit one of your old stories, what would you change?
29. Which character from your stories do you compare yourself to the most?
30. What places do you want to travel to?
31. Did you fulfill any of the personal fantasies you mentioned last year?
32. Sequels and my evolving philosophy
33. What sequels are currently in the works?
34. Do I make money on my stories?
35. Is my pussy shaved, trimmed or a full bush?
36. Which are your most popular stories?
37. What toys do you own?
38. What are your favourite movies, TV, bands, etc...
39. What are your favourite porn movies or scenes?
40. What are the favourite stories you've written?
41. What's Coming Up in 2019?
-------------------------------------------------
And now 22 more questions.
42. How has Twitter impacted your stories and writing?
Good question. One the one hand, it has given me some direct interaction with readers. That has helped me to know what is more and less liked. I also like the survey option when I'm contemplating certain things. For example, a survey in October told me that Cum Walks (34%) is the most intriguing kink theme I should try to write, over Bukkake (25%), Golden Showers (22%) and Fisting (20%). I do have an idea for a story that should be released in 2020 that is a cum walk, but I may also include a bukkake as well.
My most recent survey let me know to my surprise, since it didn't match my own colour, that 51% of responses said black was their favourite colour of nylons, way above the 25% for tan/mocha/nude (which are my favourite colours by far) and then white at just 16%, and you deviants who said none came in at a lowly 8%. I'll use that information to use black more than I've done until now.
Besides loving to see people's responses to my stories or posts, I just love scouting out sexy pics and videos and sometimes adding my own captions to them. Unfortunately, a computer crash lost me almost 1000 captions I'd created that I had not yet released. I doubt I'll ever get that ambitious again.
On another note, are you following me on Twitter? If not, please do at silkstockings69.
Has it helped my exposure... yes. I have over 6700 followers (although I know many of them aren't really on Twitter much). Has it helped as much as I envisioned it might... not really? The average tweet gets under 20 likes, maybe half a dozen retweets and a couple of comments. In truth, I get a lot better response on Literotica itself... which I guess makes a lot of sense.
43. Do I have a second alias for more experimental stories?
No, although I do post a few of the same stories on other websites... but released much later. Literotica is my primary site. I do this just to get my stories read by others who don't follow the most popular erotica site, which is easily Literotica.
That said, I have considered releasing somewhere else the odd story where the age is over sixteen and yet under eighteen since, let's be honest, that's when most guys and girls lose their virginity and explore their sexuality. Yes, some start earlier, but I don't want to think about that, as my own children are now at that age.
44. Why use the same words and phrases over and over again?
This question is based on an anonymous reader who often criticizes my use of some of the same words. I should note he/she also praises my work. Yet, he or she doesn't leave their name, so hopefully he/she reads this and knows I'm listening.
I should note first, that I do appreciate constructive criticism. It is easy to get into a writing rut when the themes are often similar: submission, seduction, blackmail, curiosity, nylons, etc. I also tend to write in only four main categories: lesbian, incest, gay, illustrated, plus visiting the occasional other group, cross dressing, kink, mature, and so forth.
That said (using a phrase I apparently say a lot, and one that could easily be changed although I often don't even notice when I'm doing that one... again), it's a bit challenging to find creative different ways for an act that is at some point in the majority of my stories: a guy or a girl dropping to his/her knees to service a cock or a cunt.
Yes, I use knees a lot. Sure, I can reword it to lowering before her, or dropping to the floor; yet to me, the image of someone lowering to their knees is often a symbolic image, and is the act of a submissive submitting to their carnal lust and natural place in the hierarchy.
It's a key moment in the story. The moment where fantasy or curiosity becomes reality.
The phrase 'I dropped to my patella' doesn't really have the same erotic impact, does it? Other words for knees like crook or joint don't really offer better solutions. So although I'm going to try and avoid some of my overused words in my 2020 stories, KNEES likely won't be one of them.
That said (see? It just flows out of me), a phrase like 'cunt cum' (I do love my alliterations) could have a plethora (another word I can overuse) of different descriptions.
If you have any suggestions... please share away on more imaginative words for knees.
On another note... I get the criticism that my stories are repetitive. I suppose there's indeed some truth to that. I write what turns me on, what fans request, and the themes and genres do tend to overlap. I do work hard to try and come up with new spins on the same old themes, but I do respect the criticism that my stories do have some similarities... as they admittedly do.
Is there a solution to that? Yes. It means trying to write in other genres or themes, which I may try doing if I come up with (or you send me) the right idea.
45. Which story trends do you want to see appear or disappear?
Tricky question. I read very little erotica, as I don't want to be influenced by other people's works. Although I do read the odd story or author, I actually spend more time on the story ideas forum.
I'd love to see all categories I write in get similar attention. While incest stories get thousands more reads in a day, I often feel my best written stories are in the lesbian category.
46. Which major changes would you like to see on the Literotica website?
It's a free site, so I think it's important to point out it's actually run really well.
With that said (another variation of a phrase I use over and over), if I could make changes, one would be knowing beforehand the date my stories would get released. The release process ranges from 2-30 days (30 being for illustrated, for most other stories it's 2-6 days).
Other changes are in the works, like fixing the author page so all the stories in the same series will be under their own heading (it used to be that way, and thus you'll see some series having part of them under a heading, but not the rest).
I'd like to see all the people commenting to leave a name or be logged in, so I can contact them if need be... either to defend myself, or to ask questions or thank them.
I would also like more variety in the yearly contests. Perhaps by theme instead of the holidays for a year.
But really, it's a free website for writers to share their work and for readers to enjoy. So enjoy.
47. Do you feel the non erotic parts of a story are more important than the actual sex?
For me, the sex scene is often the obligatory aspect of my writing. In some stories I'm really into it, and hopefully I create hot erotic sex scenes. Other times it's a challenge. The recently released story Sexual Awakenings: 1 Christmas Eve is a great example. I loved the characters and the set-up, and the first sex scene in the changing room was hot and fun. I also enjoyed the sex scene with the teen and the older Santa. I loved those two scenes. Yet, I knew that readers would wonder about the lesbian scene that was clearly implied, and thus I wrote a hasty epilogue, which not surprisingly I was criticized for. It could have been a part two, but I never saw this story as a series and I could have left it out, but then there would have been comments about a part two and then I'd disappoint when I didn't write a part two. So the epilogue was a compromise. Alas, sometimes you're damned if you do, damned if you don't.
My philosophy is that the set-up, the character development, is the heart of the story. The readers need to feel that one of the characters could be them. If they believe that, then they can get immersed into the fantasy I have woven.
Now sometimes I'm criticized for how quickly the submissive falls, and that's a fair critique. But I need to balance that with stories that are too long in the set-up, because readers tune out of those too. I've found most stories that are popular are three or four Literotica pages, and thus the balance between set-up and sex is key.
I also enjoy creating the situations the most. How did the woman end up a submissive? How did the guy end up with that first cock in his mouth? How did the mom end up becoming a slut to her son? Equally important though, is getting inside their heads. Watching their emotional turmoil as they either do something they've either about but never done, or are suddenly drawn into a situation they'd never considered.
The reality is that without character and a unique situation, the sex scene is just going through the motions.
48. Are you still married?
16 years and counting.
49. Where do you get your ideas?
A few places.
A. My fantasies. If it's lesbian, it's likely based partly on what I want to happen to me. If it's group or interracial, it's also likely based on me.
B. Fan requests. I get a few ideas a week from readers, and if one turns me on and is something I think I can write I'll try it.
Although I don't take remuneration for writing a requested story, I may request your gifting me a video or two I'd like to watch. I'm a big believer of paying for your porn, although I sure can't afford to buy all I'd like (I'm a teacher after all... lol).
I'm working on an interesting cuckold story for a reader at the moment. Although it's a lot more complex than that, which is why it's interesting.
C. The story forum on Literotica. I don't go there often, but when I'm stuck, it's a good resource.
D. Porn. Girls Way, Brazzers, and more recently, Bratty Babes Own You (one of my December releases, Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls, was a story inspired completely by their foot rub lesbian clips).
In truth, I usually only watch a video scene until the sex starts. It's the plot or dialogue that gets me interested... although sometimes the sex keeps me.
50. Do you feel writers share their own fantasies with their readers?
I likely have answered this somewhat already in these questions, but the old saying is 'write what you know.'
In erotica, it's often 'write what you fantasize.'
Of course, every story needs to feel like it's a part of you, or something you wish you could do; otherwise there's a disconnect. I have a hundred-plus stories sitting on my laptop or iPad that are in partway done mode. Some will never see the light of day (most likely), while a select few will eventually get finished when the inspiration comes. For example, the story series 50s Family was started two years before I went back to it and finished it.
But erotica writers write for the following reasons:
To share their fantasies
To share their truths
To get reactions to their fantasies or truths
To feel the rush of the release and the reaction of the reader (comments, votes, likes).
You see, it's an adrenaline rush to see your words on a page, and to be vulnerable about allowing your fantasies and truths, just your writing, to be out there.
It may not be obvious to readers, but it's scary, sometimes risky, to put your words out there to be read by the world.
And this next isn't for me, I already get a lot of comments and responses, but please leave comments (positive or constructive) to the other writers who write on Literotica.
If you appreciate the pleasure (pun intended) of reading free erotica in many categories by many writers, understand that they love feedback, votes, likes, retweets, etc.
In many ways, erotica is a give and take concept... but it can be a give and give too.
51. Why do you not chapter your sequels, like you did in Bedding the Babysitter?
Chapter stories get way less reads. Each new Bedding the Babysitter installment gets less reads than the previous. So although I love this story line, writing new chapters sees a large diminishment in returns, and it's frustrating when not many read a new story.
Of course, if you're new to Lit and run across chapter seven of something, you're unlikely to read it, since you're unlikely to go back and read the first six chapters.
For example:
Here are the recent read totals for each chapter of Bedding the Babysitter. Of course, the age of the story factors in as well.
Chapter 1: 1,131,318
Chapter 2: 395,552
Chapter 3: 402,437
Chapter 4: 281,003
Chapter 5: 260,658
Chapter 6: 186,464
Chapter 7: 119,228
Chapter 8: 105,275
Chapter 9: 39,051
The most recent chapter was released in April of 2018.
In comparison, my latest lesbian story, Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet already has 41,432 reads in just over two weeks.
That said, even sequels with alphabetical order names (notice for instance my many stories in Turning Contest each happen in alphabetical order, which means they'll appear in the correct order on my author page).
What is also interesting is that the first chapter of a story line, even though it's usually the best, often ends up as the lowest rated score wise.
Bedding the Babysitter 1 is the lowest, rated at 4.63 while part 3 is at 4.81, and every other chapter is in the 4.70s or higher.
By the way, even with alphabetical subtitles, the reads for consecutive sequels tend to go down. One more reason why sequels are a bit frustrating. Less reads, but more difficult to write. That said (oops), sometimes they're also worth it.
52. Are you a feminist?
I sometimes get accused of being a feminist, as I have a couple of series that are definitely pro-women and anti-men.
That said (see? I really can't not use that phrase, or double negatives either), I don't see myself that way. I see myself as someone who deep down respects both genders, as well as the entire LGTBQ+ spectrum, and although I definitely support gender equality in work and pay, I still enjoy the male chivalry of opening a door). But sometimes my stories create fictional worlds... and often one where women are in the process of toppling a centuries-old male-dominated hierarchy is a fun one (and yes, there is some honest commentary within my stories about a world that is still mostly male dominated).
Yet I also write stories in worlds were every BBC is huge, where incest is common, where disease is non-existent and where, more times than not, a character is submissive, deep down inside.
This is fiction... for the most part.
Fantasy... for the most part.
I don't pretend that these stories are realistic, although I try to make them as believable as possible (not every woman longs for BBC, not every teacher is submissive, not every son wants to fuck his mother), but those themes are based on some simple feedback from readers: fantasy and reality are very different.
For example, believe it or not, I go to church. I believe in God. That said (damn it), challenging the male-dominated hierarchy and the sometimes scandalous system within the church system is fun, and yet again I do sometimes have a message inside it.
I also don't think every straight man who sees a BBC will automatically become a cock sucker, but after years of research and literally hundreds of emails from men, I've found there are way more white men who fantasize about sucking a cock than society would believe.
In conclusion, I'm an enigma:
-I'm religious, but I can question it harshly.
-I'm married, but my fantasies are mostly lesbian based, with side BBC fantasies, gangbang fantasies and mind control helplessness fantasies.
-I'm political yet I will critique politics, both left and right.
-I write a lot of incest stories, but likely would never actually engage in it. That said (sigh... sorry, anonymous reader who hates that phrase), the idea of a lesbian threesome with my sisters is still very, very appealing (read Three Sisters to see that fantasy, which got a little silly when I also added my mother).
-I'm submissive, but the idea of pegging a man is a huge turn on. Although, oddly or ironically, I have no interest in pegging my husband. A co-worker, my father-in-law, an annoying student, sure.
-I write anal scenes, but only enjoy performing the act after a few glasses of wine.
53. Do you really believe everyone could be a cock sucker?
I kind of answered this in the previous question, but I do have a philosophy about this.
I believe most women are naturally either submissive or dominant, with the occasional switch.
I believe the same thing about men. The difference being they have centuries of macho expectations, which tend to quell the inner desires they may have hidden inside.
In 2019, we are seeing way more bisexual young men, now that the world is changing and becoming more accepting of the concept (although where you live still impacts the level of acceptance).
I do believe that many men in their forties, for whatever reason, become more curious about same sex. Maybe it's the internet and the massive amount of porn available, maybe it's a dwindling of regular sex within a marriage, maybe it's an inner crisis of forty years of sexual denial and shame, or perhaps it's just the fact that as you age, you begin caring less and less about what others think of you. Either way, I believe that many men begin to wonder what it would be like to suck a cock, and even to be fucked by one as they get older. And now in the world we live in, the online sites where you can meet like-minded people easily, more men are exploring this same sex curiosity.



And from my research and many readers who have chatted with me, men who suck one cock, commonly suck more. It's kind of like eating Lay's potato chips from their commercials a few years ago... you can't have just one.
Many men like breaking the stereotype of being in charge. They like to be the submissive one. And once they've sucked a cock, they mentally become a cock sucker. If you read my essay Sissy/Cock Sucker Dictionary or my recent story Lonely Cock Sucker you'll see part of my philosophy, which I do believe is true.
Some read stories like these and call them faggots or gay, but in 2019 those labels are no longer black and white. Sexuality has become gray and gray, and whether it's a married man sucking a cock, a married woman eating a pussy, or a transgendered person fucking a guy or a girl, the growing fluidity of gender equals a growing fluidity of sex.
As the walls of a male-dominated bedroom fall apart, we not only see more men exploring their same sex curiosity, we also see the increase of pegging. Of allowing women to be in control in the bedroom. That too, I believe will continue to rise as the years continue. In essence, the male prostate is the most ignored sexual stimulation there is, although men's inability to find the g-spot is a close second (sorry men, but only two men have ever found mine... while quite a few women have).
So does every guy suck cock? No.
Do more guys suck cock than most people would like to believe? Yes.
Is there a chance your husband is curious about sucking cock? Yes. And the odds increase the longer you're married, and even more so if your sex life stagnates.
Is there a chance your husband is a cock sucker? Yes.
Is there a chance your husband takes it up the ass? Yes.
Is there an even a bigger chance they would let you peg them? Yes, and every year more men become willing. Thank you, Ryan Reynolds, since besides being a hot Canadian I'd love to fuck, you've opened the mainstream world to pegging. I mean if a hard-ass like Deadpool can take a strap-on in the ass, can't anyone?
Guys. Almost without exception, if you have four guy friends, one of them would suck your cock if given the chance. Wouldn't it be nice to watch some football and get blown by a buddy? Admit it, it would be pretty awesome.
Guys who suck or who want to suck are growing in numbers, as is the theory from a straight male that an eager mouth is an eager mouth. Close your eyes and you can't tell who's sucking you.
I'm sure I'll get bashed for some of these thoughts, but in my seven-plus years of writing, this is what I'm seeing in my responses to stories as well as in my Twitter. Way more men are curious about sucking cock. It's 2019 (for a few days yet). Get over it.
54. Why do you obsess about stating your occupation in your stories? It's like you're obsessed with power dynamics. Like you intentionally made yourself a teacher because you yourself probably wished you were in a position of power over people.
At first I thought this was a critical question, and it very well may be. Yet as I thought about it some more, I realized it may go deeper than that.
For one, I think giving someone's occupation creates more detail about the character, and it also invokes the stereotypes most readers have of them. For example, a teacher is often a prude, a nurse often wears all white, and a lawyer is powerful. All three of those occupations can be women in positions of power, and in my philosophy (it's true both for me and for many readers who've corresponded with me), it follows that that when it comes to sexual relations, they want to be the submissive. They want someone else, either a man or woman, to be in charge sexually.
Is this always true? Of course not. Yet stereotypes are there for a reason, which is because there's some truth to them.
As for power dynamics... I think that is at the heart of almost every story I write, and I imagine of most stories on the Literotica site. There's someone who wants to seduce someone else. Someone who wants to fuck someone else. Someone who wants to turn the other into their pet, submissive, sex slave... or in kinder terms, their lover. In, I imagine, 95% of sexual relationships, there's a hierarchy. In the past it was almost always the man in charge. As mentioned earlier in these answers, in 2019 the hierarchy is being completely turned upside down, and increasingly often, the female may be the dominant.
That said (damn it), the reality is there is still a hierarchy. That, I imagine, will never change, and most of us don't want it to.
PS... I'm a teacher in real life, so there is also that.
55. What is a weakness you just cannot resist?
I'm sure I don't have only one. But here's what definitely makes my pussy leak and my mouth water.
First and foremost, it's nylons. A woman or a teen in nylons instantly draws my attention. If somehow their feet are in the open, I'm even more drawn in. I instantly want to feel those nylons. Are they sheer? Are they real silk? What are the odds they aren't pantyhose, but thigh highs... or a garter-belt and stockings? I want to massage the foot. I want to suck on each toe. I want to feel the foot grinding against my pussy (damn you, Bratty Babes Own You videos... more on that later). When I see legs and feet in nylons, I instantly get turned on and weak.
Second, although this has never happened for me, the idea of BBC gets me wet.
Third, and this too has never happened, but the idea of being seduced by a student, preferably female and in nylons, really gets me wet, and occasionally distracted in my class. Every semester there are one, two or three girls whom I imagine becoming their pet.
But I guess, in truth, nylons are my only real weakness. The rest are just fantasy.
56. What is the most surprising reader you've ever encountered (occupation wise)?
I imagine I've had every type possible. Obviously, many teachers, nurses, students and so forth.
I've had army men, politicians and trophy wives for sure.
The most unique was a mortician who wanted me to write a story about dead women coming to life during the autopsy for one last fuck before they were finally dead. I thought maybe it could be a Halloween story, but really it just wasn't an idea I could make work.
I know I've encountered real sons, daughters, brothers, sisters, moms and dads who've seriously contemplated or even committed incest.
The most interesting was actually the real professor who requested my most controversial and one of my longest stories in Deconstructing the Professor (an intense look at interracial relationships, and a rare one of mine where the submissive was a black woman obsessed with white women). We chatted for over a year, and the story took me over a year and a half to write.
57. How would you describe your average reader?
Average is a tricky word, as I don't even know how to describe average. (I hate being called average for example, doesn't everyone?) I do think I have different readers based on different categories, as well as loyal readers I've gained over the years who read everything I write.
That said (again), there may be some core truths among many of my readers.
A. They often like pantyhose, stockings and thigh highs. Almost every story I write includes them.
B. They're trying to realise their fantasies through erotica. Many of my readers, especially my female readers, are in a marriage with a man they love, but their sex life is less than satisfactory. They read to feel sexually alive, and to imagine a sex life more stimulating than theirs at home. The same is true for men in most cases.
C. They're curious. They'd like to explore a part of their same sex sexuality. Although it's become more accepted, more so for females, it still matters where you reside; readers can come to understand their same sex desires through reading. I've had quite a few readers who were straight but curious, or in the closet, who after reading my stories (likely not just mine, I understand. I'm a diva, but I'm not that arrogant), they become more comfortable with their own confusing curiosity and are more likely to explore it.
D. They see themselves in my works. The submissive (I get lots of responses from submissives regardless of gender), the dominants (I get a few, including some who see my natural submissiveness and want to collar me), the curious (tons of emails) and the biggest group who would deep down, at least in fantasy, fuck their mother, dad, sister or brother (80 percent of these are guys, of course, but there are a surprising amount of mothers with sexual fantasies about their children. I don't however, get many emails from daughters for dads or vice versa).
The biggest surprise in my readers is how many men would like not only to become cock suckers, but also sissies. I'd say one of the most common emails from a reader is one who would be defined as a sissy. They're desperate to talk to someone safe, because they're closeted or embarrassed by who they really are. They like wearing panties, they like dressing up as a girl, they like sucking cock, and they like getting ass fucked (or wish they could do some or all of those things).
Men talking about incest, women exploring their lesbianism, husbands wanting to watch their wives get fucked, both sexes obsessed with BBC, younger girls wondering about their sexuality, and lastly, married women desperate to escape from a sexual rut are, in that order, the majority of my reader groups... I believe.
I'm not sure I actually answered the question, but that is my general belief, although in reality I get readers from pre-teen to in their golden years of retirement responding to my stories.
And each email, especially when some thought is put into it, I appreciate, read and try to respond to.
After all, I write equally for me and my readers.
So readers: please comment on stories you enjoy, vote five stars for ones that get your cunt wet or your cock hard (notice how I worded that naughtier than I had to), retweet stories, and email others.
58. Do you think a celebrity has ever read your story?
I sure hope so.
I mean, they need to get off too.
I've had contact with professional adult workers and artists who've enjoyed my work and responded to my tweets.
But in all honesty, I'm just happy to have anyone read and enjoy my stories.
59. Who is the real Jasmine Walker?
Isn't that an intriguing question?
My first reaction is what does that question mean? Every person has multitudes of complexity in their identity. The side they show at work, the side they show to family, the side they show when out with friends. What is different I suppose, is what they don't show.
For example, I would love to tell my family I write erotica. Yet I don't. Although I've accepted getting judged all the time by readers, I'm not ready to be judged by people I'm close to. In reality, in the same way my new story Lonely Cock Sucker goes deep into the frustration a cock sucker has when he can't share his experiences with friends and family, I can't share my stories, the comments, the thrill of the rare time a story wins an award, the emails, the thrill when a reader emails me that I somehow changed their life (this happens more often than you'd think). No, I live in silence. In truth, being an erotica writer can be a lonely existence.
I'd love to share with my sisters my erotica, especially the story about them, and I'd also love to fulfill that fantasy. Yet I wouldn't even know how to start. Yet, another part of me thinks they could be willing. Each of them is now single, and with my one sister swearing off men forever, the opportunity may be at its utmost possibility.
The real me?
I'm sensitive.
Can be overly emotional.
Can cry easily.
Have a temper I control usually, but when it explodes, it really explodes.
Although usually pragmatic and rational, I can be absurdly irrational sometimes (my husband says it's my worst quality).
I'm sarcastic (but hate when my husband is sarcastic to me).
I'm loving.
Compassionate.
A great listener.
I'm loyal.
I can hold a grudge.
I'm a mother.
A daughter.
A sister.
A wife.
Yet I'm also sexual.
Submissive with a kinky side.
I do love sucking cock, mostly because I love making my man happy; I love eating pussy because I love hearing a fellow female moan because of me; I don't mind taking a facial, because the humiliation of the act turns me on; I love getting fucked of course, and I'll do anal as mentioned previously, although it's not my favourite and I've never gotten off on it.
I started wearing nylons for a high school boyfriend a long time ago. Now I wear them as part of my core being.
I can be at a game watching my son play lacrosse, while on my phone writing erotica or responding to emails.
I can be watching a movie with my family while writing a nasty sex scene on my laptop.
I can be at school and while the students are writing a test, I could be on my iPad writing a scene of a submissive teacher being bent over her desk getting ass fucked by a nerd in my class by a strap-on while I... sorry, I mean she eats a cheerleader's pussy.
I can be in the car while my husband drives and be on twitter liking nasty tweets, retweeting with a comment, a hot gif or video.
Then ten minutes later, hugging my mom as we arrive for the holidays.
I can go sans underwear... and I often do.
I have come at church.
I have played piano at a community concert with a vibrating egg in my pussy and my husband having the control.
I have given head while we were in a traffic jam in Los Angeles.
I have done a cum walk in Mexico.
I have also spoken to a thousand teachers at a conference, interviewed teachers for jobs and worked with political leaders... all while being... are you ready for this... normal.
Every person only shows one side of themselves at a time. So next time you meet a new person or chat with a friend, try to dig deeper to find what is hidden behind the multitudes of layers humans naturally hide behind.
60. What words or phrases most turn you on?
I love the word 'cunt', as it is the most taboo and offensive term and thus the hottest; I do like shock value, and as such, the more offensive, the hotter. That is why I love 'cunt cum' to describe a woman's orgasm... it just sounds hotter than pussy juice or any other descriptor.
I really enjoy the rare time I can use the Brits' naughty word for ass... arse. For some reason, I find the word hot and nasty, although asshole is also a bit extreme, a lot more than ass.
I enjoy the phrase 'Oh, God,' as it just seems natural, although I've had suggestions I could be even nastier with 'Jesus fucking Christ,' which you may see in a future story.
And although it can be derogatory, I like to use the term 'faggot'. I don't know why, but the added humiliation at the key moment enhances the scene. On the other hand, I don't like the word just used to describe someone who's gay or flamboyant.
61. What do you watch or read to get you off?
I don't do much reading, as I worry about any influence to my own writing.
On the other hand, I like watching videos. Oddly, I tend to only watch the dialogue of the scene, and then switch to a new one once the sex starts.
For me, and for many women, it's the set-up: the flirting, the innuendos, the possibility that stimulates first our minds and then our pussies. For that reason, I really enjoy Girlsway stories and the new Girlscore videos. They tend to have a reasonable plot before they get into the sex. On the other hand, it's almost impossible to find videos of gay sex with a plot. Too bad, as I imagine there'd be a market for that.
I've really been intrigued lately by a new fetish concept from Bratty Babes for You. In the past, they've had tons of videos of nylon-clad foot jobs on cocks (often with incestual implications), but they have now this year started scenes of female pantyhose foot jobs. This sounds strange I know, but they're all about ten minutes long, and have a woman using her pantyhose-clad feet to seduce or humiliate another woman until she comes, also in pantyhose. Although I'd love a little more set-up plot, after all that's what gets me going, watching a woman get her own pantyhose-clad crotch rubbed into a frenzy by one or two pantyhose-clad feet is super erotic. It has inspired the recently released Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls, released just a couple weeks ago, a short story where a cheerleader gives a pantyhose-clad foot job to a nerdy girl in a library. The only difference: in their scenes and mine is more plot to set it up, and perhaps a little more talking and plot enhancement during the foot rub. I may do more of these as time goes on. They're short, fun and hot.
Of course it would be super fun to write a scene, or have this one filmed for the Bratty Babes Own You site. My favourite scenes I've watched so far from this series are:
-Home Shopping Channel Cum in Pantyhose Live on Air (the double foot job part where the other girl is holding both her nylon-clad ankles is utterly delicious).
Desperate Housewives Cum in Pantyhose Under a Table (the idea of two women alone while their husbands are at work getting each other off is always hot).
Student Makes Teacher Cum in Pantyhose (the idea of a student in pantyhose seducing me with a nylon foot rub is cunt drenching hot). My recent Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd was inspired originally by this clip.
I also really enjoy the Under Her Influence series (or Heroine Universe Nylon Fantasies), as they are lesbian scenes and heavy on nylon foot worship, but the best of them is the epic two part series staring Tilly McReese and Savanah Costello called Under Her Influence was the original one, called Professor Savannah Costello controlled by Tilly McReese, and Under Her Influence: Parental Visit. Tilly uses her nylon-clad feet and soothing voice to hypnotise her professor. What makes this so good is Tilly's slow seduction and the Professor's oblivion that it's happening (although some strap-on fucking would be hot). It's the best of many hypnosis lesbian videos, in my opinion.
Favourite female actresses of the year:
-Serene Siren... is easily my favourite 2019 mainstream actress (although she does some fetish things too). She often wears nylons, she is naturally beautiful, does almost exclusively lesbian scenes, she responds on Twitter, and most importantly, she genuinely looks like she enjoys every scene she's in. I want to be the girl she seduces, the girl who gets to eat that pussy, or the girl who gets fucked by her.
-Tilly McReese... like mentioned above, she's in kinky fetish scenes that turn me on. She's always in pantyhose, and almost always in mocha coloured which is my favourite, always in lengthy, kinky, foot fetish scenes. Her soothing hypnotic voice makes me melt and draws me into a hypnosis scene like no other.
-Ari Parker... is one of the actresses who gets her pussy pleasured with pantyhose foot jobs. Her innocent look, her authentic reactions, her hot moans and her intense orgasms make me want to be her. She too is mostly in pantyhose scenes and also tends to wear mocha, tan or beige pantyhose. She is also just so 'girl-next-door' cute it makes me wet. Macy is a close second, for her nylon wearing and foot coming acting.
62. How and when did BDSM first capture your interest?
Funny, I've never considered myself into BDSM. I still don't.



I don't like bondage, although I have allowed myself to be handcuffed a couple of times... and hated it. I'm slightly claustrophobic, so the idea of being unable to get out of a situation makes me anxious. That's also why I hate flying.
I also don't like getting spanked, or flogged, or any of that kinky stuff. That's why you rarely see it in my stories.
I suppose though, I do relish the hierarchy of dominant vs submissive, which is in essence a form of BDSM. In that descriptor, it's really just in my DNA. I've always been a pleasure maker. I was as a young child, I was in school, and I am as a parent. I feel good when I make others happy. That could be buying a present that makes them smile or eating a pussy to multiple orgasms. Both give me a rush of adrenaline.
I'm not sure that's a great answer to the question, bus alas, it's all I have.
63. What's coming in 2020?
Who knows? I seem to change my mind all the time. I hope to continue the Big Fat Cock series, and my new Lez Discovery story could become a lengthy semi-romantic lesbian series, still with my expected sub-domme relationships and pantyhose. I also hope to continue the Hedonism Island collaboration with Interqueen (aka Alison Hale) as well, and perhaps do another dozen sequels as the year progresses.
So please keep requesting which ones you feel most need to be added to... since they could all be, I imagine.
I, unfortunately, lost the game and all the models I used to do illustrations so I will either have to start over, find a different game, or not do my own illustrations anymore. We shall see.
As for new stories. I have a lengthy accidental romantic story in the works, and a complex mom cuckold's daughter story in the works... both for the Valentine's Day contest. I also have a shemale story in the works, which is pretty wicked, and after years of requests, a sissy son story begun. All of those I hope to finish in 2020.
Other than that, who knows?
That said (one more time), I'll keep writing a story a week when possible, come up with a lot of nylon based stories, continue my usual themes, keep up on Twitter, and hopefully give you men and women a lot of cock throbbing, cunt leaking excitement.
BEST WISHES FOR 2020.
JASMINE, DECEMBER 2019
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Summary: Before the wedding they have a 6-person orgy at the church.
Thanks to: Tex Beethoven for editing and to xxx who requested and sponsored this sequel.
Note 1: This is another sequel to 2014's Accidental Gangbang (which was originally intended as a stand-alone story, but after over a million reads and lots of requests, I went back and re-read the rather short and simple original story (which was re-edited in March 2018).
The next story began the next morning, and this one continues that evening at Le Chateau Club. Reading the first three parts isn't mandatory for reading this part, but of course it won't hurt, and they're pretty wild.
Note 2: In the original story, Accidental Gangbang, a bride-to-be named Clarissa realizes she had spent some weeks being Bridezilla, so she decides to give her fiancé Dwayne an early wedding gift, to thank him for being so patient. With the assistance of her best friend Amy who then leaves, leaving her to it, she hides in a two-holed Christmas box so she can surprise him with her virgin ass and whatever else he might choose to enjoy. Unfortunately for her plan (but fortunately for her sexual awakening), her fiancé's friends unexpectedly (to her) show up for his Bachelor Party, and in order to remain anonymous, she finds herself sucking cocks and getting fucked by all the men (including her father-in-law-to-be and even her own oblivious father). The only man not to use the anonymous slut-in-a-box is her fiancé... demonstrating that he is a man of loyalty and character.
Her buzzing phone in the next room and a text message from Amy alerts Dwayne who the slut-in-a-box is, and after he rushes everyone out, he opens the box. After tearfully explaining everything, and to her great surprise finding he's not angry with her, Clarissa finally succeeds in giving her virgin ass to her fiancé, and then gets double penetrated for the first time as well when the best man walks back in on them to retrieve his wallet, and he too learns the truth about who the boxed slut had been.
In Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest, Clarissa's sexual awakening is pushed further when her best friend Amy, who's tried to convince her to explore her lesbian side for years, devours her at the kitchen table the next morning, and also demonstrates on her that the g-spot isn't a myth. After a kinky bachelorette party that evening, Clarissa, Amy and her mother Katie go to the famous Le Chateau Club where the party hits a whole new level (with guest appearances by Governor Greene and the always delicious Big Rosie).
This third part continues immediately after Clarissa and her mother double team Big Rosie and playfully hint (actually it's pretty blunt... see below) at some incestuous mom and daughter fucking.
In Accidental Gangbang: An Incest Show, (continued immediately after A Lez Munchfest) Clarissa and her mother become the center of attention for the entire Le Chateau as they cross the forbidden taboo line of mother and daughter in the wickedest of ways.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
NOW: Accidental Gangbang: Blindfolded Orgy
After the wild orgy at Le Chateau Club, which concluded with the kinky incestuous sex between Clarissa and her mother, things calmed down.
As Clarissa and her mother waited for an Uber after the wild debauchery of the past couple of hours, Clarissa shared the shocking secret that she'd accidentally fucked Mom's husband, her Dad. Mom was shocked and amused, although not really angry. Clarissa guessed how could she be, after what the two of them had just done together at the club?
Truth was, for Mrs. Wilson this revelation ended her brief bout with guilt at both cheating on her husband and committing the illegal act of incest... but now she knew her husband had cheated first and although he didn't know it, he'd also committed incest first.
For both Clarissa and her mother, Katie Wilson, the wildest bachelorette parties ever had changed not only their relationship, but also their core beings.
Clarissa arrived home and went directly to bed, rolling in beside a sleeping Dwayne and wondering how she could possibly tell him all that had transpired at her bachelorette party and afterwards. She'd thought his bachelor party was wild, as she herself had sucked and fucked pretty much every friend of his, as well as sucking her father-in-law-to-be and wilder yet, fucking... or rather being fucked by... her own father.
Now she'd also had sex with her mother in front of the Governor of her state and an entire club full of women.
It was unbelievable; even porn wasn't that outrageous.
Yet it was all true.
She closed her eyes and drifted off into slumber, thinking how much her life had been spun completely on its head, following a single moment of spontaneity leading to her accidental gangbang.
.....
The next morning, just as she'd promised Dwayne before she'd left for her bachelorette party, although at the time of that conversation she was mostly kidding, thinking nothing of note would happen, she told him everything.
He didn't say a word the entire time, even when she revealed Mom and she had serviced the Governor of Massachusetts and very likely the next President.
Dwayne listened first with curiosity and excitement, and then shock and intrigue, and then utter astonishment... the only constant during his hearing about his bride-to-be's lengthy, vivid night of lesbian sex being his raging hard-on.
Clarissa worried she'd gone too far this time, since everything beginning with her taking the first anonymous cock in the box, and then every subsequent act, had seemed to be going too far... so eventually she had to actually go too far for her fiancé to accept.
Finally, Dwayne spoke the only word he could think of that somehow captured everything he was thinking and feeling. "Wow."
"Is that 'Wow, I'm hard, and all I can think of right now is that I need to face fuck my wife, drill her pussy or ream her ass,'" Clarissa asked wickedly, her telling the story having gotten her pussy sopping wet and hoping being verbally nasty would keep it real, "Or, 'Wow, you're a dirty fucking whore I no longer want to marry?'"
Clarissa truthfully wasn't sure which extreme the next words from his mouth would reveal. He had an impressive poker face, as he gazed steadily at her across the kitchen table. She tried to show some nylon leg, as she was in a robe and was still wearing the thigh high stockings from last night's debauchery.
"Wow, so do I get to fuck your Mom, too?'" he finally asked after keeping her waiting for a good fifteen seconds following her question. He wanted to make her squirm a little bit... he knew this would drive her nuts. Truth was, he'd never been more turned on in his life... even after the shocking revelation when he discovered it was his bride-to-be in the box and that all his friends, his father, and his father-in-law-to-be had all been sucked by her or had fucked her.
"I'm sure she'd love to have your big dick in her," Clarissa opined with a wicked smile, "apparently my father isn't much of a lover, she hasn't come from penetration in years." Clarissa paused for a few seconds before adding, "Well, before last night anyway, when we fucked each other with a double-ended-dildo."
"Crazy," he said, shaking his head. "And the Governor? Really?"
Clarissa was relieved to see he was as turned on by her story as she'd been while living it.
"As crazy as it sounds, everything I told you is completely true," she said, moving her nylon-clad foot between his legs and to his very hard cock. "Did you get hard thinking about your future wife, your future mother-in-law, my best friend, or Governor Greene?"
"Check, check, check and check," he answered, as he moaned from the silken feet rubbing his cock.
"So are you going to plug one of my holes, or what?" Clarissa asked bluntly, enjoying the freedom to say whatever she wanted.
He stood up, walked to his bride-to-be, pulled her up from her chair, slung her over his shoulder and carried her to the bedroom ass-first, like a primitive caveman.
For Clarissa it was fucking hot.
He tossed her on the bed, wanting to be back in charge.
"Mmmmmm," Clarissa purred, looking at him and loving his taking charge, "did hearing about my being a dirty lesbian incestuous slut really get you all excited?"
Dwayne got naked, got on the bed, spread her legs and said, all sweetness, "You get me excited."
"So you don't really want to fuck my Mom?" Clarissa asked, the visual turning her on. It was the least she could do after sucking his dad, fucking her Dad, and dominating her own mother.
"I didn't say that at all," he denied, thinking how amazing it would be to fuck an older version of his bride-to-be.
"So, you DO want to fuck my Mommy?" Clarissa asked again, the term 'Mommy' somehow so much hotter and more taboo.
"I plead the Fifth," he said, still avoiding answering, as he moved his hands up her nylon legs and slid his cock into her very wet pussy. "Although you probably need to fuck my Mom at some point, too."
"You want to watch me munching on your Mom's cunt?" she moaned as he began fucking her. Clarissa couldn't explain it, but her accidental gangbang had awakened a side of her she never really knew existed. She was now saying whatever popped into her head, and doing whatever she wanted sexually. As bizarre as it sounded, her accidental gangbang had liberated her from being somewhat of a prude her entire life.
"I wouldn't avert my eyes," he laughed, as the visual popped into his head, but he added as the incestuous angle somehow enhanced the taboo reality, "but I'd rather see you buried in your own Mom's pussy."
"You bad boy," she purred, as she wrapped her nylon legs around him and pulled him deeper into her as she pondered how she could make both of those activities happen. Getting her Mom to fuck him would likely be easy, Mom had declared herself her daughter's pet. But the idea of seducing her mother-in-law was a rather wicked proposition. She wasn't sure she had the seductress gene in her, but perhaps with Amy's help...
"Although I also wouldn't mind your Mom's lips wrapped around my cock, either," he smiled as he kissed her. He added, recalling his father-in-law's disclosure, "Your father said she has a vacuum mouth."
"Are you implying my mother is a better dick sucker than I am?" Clarissa teased, trying to give him an annoyed look.
"Just saying I wouldn't mind finding out for sure," he said as he pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach and slammed back into her.
"I'll make that happen," Clarissa promised as she moaned, as the new angle really stimulated her, as did the wicked incestuous talk, something she'd seriously never considered in any fantasy before her accidental gangbang. She was already thinking of wicked ways to get her Mom indeed to suck and perhaps fuck her husband-to-be. She knew Dwayne would give her the fucking orgasm her father apparently couldn't deliver.
"You'd better," Dwayne said, as he really slammed into his bride, the wicked possibilities having his balls boiling.
"I can't wait for you to have your big cock face fucking my mother or slamming into her creamy cunt," Clarissa said wickedly, again not believing the audacious words spewing from her mouth.
For Clarissa, everything sexual was now classified as BAG and AAG; Before Accidental Gangbang, or After Accidental Gangbang.
"Oh fuck," Dwayne grunted a few strokes later, as her promise was the final straw, and he filled his wild fiancée with a morning load of cum.
"That was quick," Clarissa moaned, Dwayne usually taking a while to come, "you must really want to get my Mommy naked."
"Oh God," he groaned, as he continued spewing his load into her.
"Maybe we need to give you an ARG, an Accidental Reverse Gangbang," Clarissa suggested, a plan already forming. It wouldn't be a dozen guys like she'd taken in her mouth and cunt, but it would still be rather naughty and hot.
"What are you thinking?" he asked curiously, as he pulled out a bit later.
Clarissa rolled over, rubbing her pussy as her orgasm was semi-close, and answered with a sly smile, "That's for me to know and you to find out at the last minute."
"You brat," he smiled back, realizing he had come before she had, something (to his credit) that rarely happened.
"I just want to keep the surprises coming."
"And coming and coming," he retorted playfully, as he decided to do something he'd fantasized for a long time.
"Exactly," she nodded, as she furiously rubbed herself.
"Let me help you with that," he offered, as he lowered himself between her spread legs and licked her creampie... his creampie. Truth was, he'd always wondered what a creampie would taste like, but had been too ashamed to come right out and admit it. It seemed like a rather gay thing. But after all his fiancée had done, he suddenly decided just to go for it.
"Oh my," Clarissa moaned, it being Dwayne's turn to surprise her.
"I've always wanted to try this," he admitted to her.
"Eat a creampie or eat guy cum?" Clarissa asked, a little surprised, but curious.
"A creampie," Dwayne answered, although truthfully the idea of sucking a cock had popped into his head on rare occasions... as had the idea of getting fucked in the ass... although in those rare fantasies, it was a pegging, like Ryan Reynolds in Deadpool. Of course before the past couple of days it had been a fantasy he'd assumed would remain just that.
"No cock sucking for you?" Clarissa moaned, not sure if that was a turn on for him or not.
Deciding just to throw it out there and see where it landed, he answered, "No, but perhaps a little pegging."
"Ohhhh," Clarissa moaned in surprise as he surprised her yet again while he lapped away at her leaking cum-filled pussy. "You bad boy," she added, as she closed her eyes and enjoyed his eager tongue while pondering these revelations. She'd never considered a creampie before, but now she was. Both the idea of herself eating a creampie from someone's pussy, as well as the erotic idea of watching her husband eat his own cum from her own pussy or someone else's. Having wielded a strap-on last night, the idea of fucking Dwayne was suddenly rather appealing. She'd reveled in the power of being the fucker instead of the fuckee... and the idea of being able to have that power in her own marital bed was very stimulating.
Dwayne licked the very contrasting tastes and textures, finding them as erotic as he'd imagined. He was a bit of a people pleaser, and pleasing his fiancée always made him happy.
Even after all the shocks of the past two nights, Clarissa was somehow still being surprised... the sexual dominoes of kink seemed to be tumbling like crazy. She moaned, encouraging him, "Yes, eat that tasty creampie."
Dwayne could tell she was close, and he attacked her pussy aggressively.
"Oh yes baby, eat my creampied cunt," Clarissa moaned as she grabbed his head and began grinding her pussy up and down on his face... something she'd never done before.
Dwayne kept attacking her box, his face getting wet, until it became soaked with a mixture of their cum when she screamed, "Yes baby, I'm coming!"
He lapped up both her and his cum for a couple of minutes, as she let go and collapsed on the bed, enjoying the intense orgasm swirling through her.
"You look hot with our mingled cum glistening all over your face," Clarissa said.
"You always look hot," Dwayne said, moving up and kissing her.
When he broke the kiss, she smiled, "That was new."
He shrugged, "I saw it in a porn scene once, and thought it looked delicious."
"Was it?" she paused for dramatic effect before finishing the query, "delicious?"
"It was different," he answered after a pause.
"Different good or different bad?" she asked.
"Definitely good," he nodded, kissing her again.
"You can eat my cum-filled cunt anytime you want," Clarissa offered generously.
"Good to know," he smiled.
"And you know I now have some experience wielding a strap-on," Clarissa smiled.
"Oh, right," Dwayne said, realizing he may have opened up another Pandora's Box... a Pandora's Backdoor Box.
"I really liked doing the fucking," Clarissa stressed.
"I imagine it was hot," he said, trying to imagine his soon-to-be wife wearing a strap-on.
"It was liberating," she said. "And I may have to liberate that ass of yours soon."
"Oh God, I may have awakened a monster."
"A monster?" Clarissa pouted.
"I mean a beautiful sexual deviant," Dwayne corrected.
"That's better," Clarissa approved.
"My beautiful sexual deviant," Dwayne smiled, kissing her again. He couldn't explain it, but somehow the accidental gangbang had liberated them both. No way could he have planned or predicted such a thing... yet it had rekindled their sex life a million percent.
"Any other secret fantasies you have?" she asked.
"Banging your Mom," Dwayne answered wickedly.
"And then I could eat her creampie after you shot your load in my Mommy's cunt," Clarissa replied, upping the ante of taboo wickedness.
"Fuck, I love you," he smiled.
"Fuck, I love you too," she retorted playfully .
"Shower?"
"Shower," she agreed, as they got out of bed for the second time today.
Hours later Clarissa got her period, which would continue all week until right before the big day. A day that was going to be a wickedly wild wedding of the western ages. Yes, she loved the alliteration.
"I've got good news and bad news," Clarissa declared after dinner.
"The bad news?"
"I've decided no sex until our wedding day," Clarissa declared.
"Oh."
"Because of the good news," she added.
"Which is?"
"I just got my period."
"Oh, that is good news," he nodded, since the lone worry of the accidental gangbang had been what if she'd gotten pregnant.
"Agreed."
"Well, there are still blow jobs and anal," he tried to negotiate.
"Don't worry, I'll make it up to you in a big way on Saturday," she promised, a wicked plan already forming in her head.
"Fine," Dwayne sighed dramatically, like Clarissa did when she was annoyed.
"Don't worry," Clarissa said, shifting to a male voice as best as she could, "Saturday will be... in the words of the great Barney Stinson," both their favourite show when they first started dating, "LEGENDARY!"
.....
Friday night, Clarissa stayed at her Mom's. She'd always been superstitious and believed strongly in the groom not seeing the bride on their wedding day until she was walking down the aisle. She did believe though, that the superstition didn't go both ways; she was allowed to see him before the wedding on their wedding day, and that would be the loophole to make her husband's fantasy come true.
"So, Mom, I have an idea," Clarissa said as they each had a glass of wine while watching Sleepless in Seattle as the first of their Meg Ryan pre-wedding day ceremony. Next was You've Got Mail, followed by When Harry Met Sally (that was the movie where Clarissa learned to fake an orgasm, which had been useful in high school and college before she met Dwayne... and ever since then it hadn't been necessary).
"I'm all ears," Mom smiled, having been excited all day for tonight after Amy called and ordered her to be dressed in sexy lingerie underneath her attire for an evening of lesbian debauchery.
"Me too," Amy added, having insisted on staying with her pets the night before the wedding to have some girl-girl fun.
"So, I fucked a lot of guys and ate a lot of pussy last weekend," Clarissa said.



"And sucked a lot of cock and got eaten out by a lot of women," Amy added.
"And fucked me," Mom added, reminiscing about last weekend and how it had completely changed her life. She'd been craving pussy all week, sucking her husband's cock three times not having quenched her craving for cunt.
"Thanks for that," Clarissa smirked, laughing softy.
"Just trying to keep it real," Amy shrugged.
"Everything lately has been real," Clarissa said, shaking her head. She looked at her Mom; they'd spoken every day since that wild incestuous encounter but hadn't talked about it at all. She had no idea what to expect today, assuming it would be awkward, and yet she could sense her Mom wanted to do it again.
"Would you change any of it?" Mom asked, knowing she herself wouldn't go back in time and change a thing, but worried her daughter may not feel the same way.
Clarissa didn't hesitate when she answered, wanting to reassure her Mom and her best friend that last weekend wasn't just amazing, but life-changing, "God, no. It's been the sexual awakening I definitely needed, even if I didn't know that beforehand."
"I knew," Amy chirped.
"Yeah, yeah," Clarissa waved her hand at her dismissively. "You can turn anyone into a cunt muncher."
"You two prove that's true," Amy smiled before adding, still a little shocked at all that had transpired last weekend, the incestuous acts not something she'd anticipated; "I mean you two really proved it was true."
"I don't know what came over me," Katie admitted, still shocked at how she'd just let go of any inhibitions she'd ever had and just let loose.
"Lust, obedience, carnal desire," Amy listed.
"Check, check and check," the recently bisexual mother laughed.
"And because I'm about to marry the most amazing man in the entire world, he's okay with every kinky thing I did last week."
"The Rock is the most amazing man in the world," Amy argued.
"Blake Shelton," Mom suggested, before adding, "Oh, how I'd let him rock my world."
Amy roared, "I love your play on words. John Legend."
"Ryan Reynolds," Clarissa tossed out there, not wanting to be left out of this game.
"Of course, you'd pick the whitest guy in the world," Amy said. "He's even Canadian, so he'd probably apologize if he fucked you too hard."
"Then there's Denzel Washington," Mom tossed in.
"A hot black man, nice," Amy approved.
"The black size myth isn't a myth," Mom said, winking at Clarissa.
"Mom!"
"Just saying," she shrugged.
"You go, Mommy slut." Amy teased, also winking at Clarissa as she said it.
"Oh, what I wouldn't do for a ten-inch stick of dark chocolate right now," said Mom as she reminisced to herself about the college stud who'd banged her brains out all summer before she started college at the lake.
"We can make that happen," Amy nodded.
"Amy!"
"What, the least we can do is give her the big dick and good fucking your father generally can't provide," Amy said.
"On that note," Clarissa said, Amy accidentally setting up the perfect segue for her idea.
"Ohhhh, this sounds interesting," Amy said. "But first, more wine."
"Yes, this does sound like a more wine idea," Mom smiled.
Looking at her Mom, tipsy, Clarissa still couldn't fathom the truth that had hidden within her motherly being all these years. The accidental gangbang was just that... an accident that went horribly astray... although eventually in a really good way. Her Mom's hidden sexuality and the wildness that ended in their willingly committing incest with each other in a club full of women wasn't an accident at all... but rather a twisted domino falling.
"What, honey?" Katie asked her daughter, seeing her in deep thought.
"I'm still in disbelief about what you and I did together last weekend," Clarissa admitted.
"You don't have any regrets, do you?" she asked, sounding genuinely concerned. Katie had replayed that night literally a hundred times, through a dozen plus self-induced orgasms (she'd used her vibrator so much she had to get more batteries), and although she'd gone through a variety of emotions from shock to guilt to exhilaration, among dozens of others, she always ended on the though that she'd do it all over again... as long as Clarissa was okay with it the morning after.
"God, no," Clarissa quickly clarified, before smiling playfully. "I mean it was the most amazing mother-daughter-bonding experience in world history."
"Yes, it was," Katie laughed softly. "I can't believe we did all that, either."
"It's just that I'm still coming to grips with the crazy last weekend," Clarissa said, sensing her mother was still okay with it.
"That was a lot to digest in two days," Mom nodded.
"Oh, I digested a lot of it," Clarissa retorted playfully.
"Me too," the mom smiled, craving her daughter's pussy again, but not quite yet comfortable to just blurt that out. Perhaps after another glass of wine.
Amy returned and said as she refilled their glasses, "So, what wicked thoughts do you wish to share with us?"
"My idea is to stage somewhat of a sequel to my accidental gangbang," Clarissa began.
"You have me intrigued," Amy said.
"So, since I sucked Dwayne's dad and fucked mine..." Clarissa opened.
"You want Dwayne to fuck his mother?" Amy asked, totally approving of her friend's kinky new personality.
"No, well... maybe later," Clarissa said, that being an idea for down the road, "but I thought he could perhaps enjoy the same mouths and pussies that I have recently."
"You want to let Dwayne to fuck me?" Katie asked, a little surprised by this, but very intrigued by the idea. Clarissa had told her how big his cock was, and she definitely could use a big cock fucking.
"Or for you to fuck him," Clarissa shrugged with a sly smile.
"Interesting," Amy mused.
"My actual idea is to blindfold him first, and then have each of us take turns sucking him off, so he won't know who was doing it," Clarissa said.
"Delicious," Amy smiled.
"His cum is, actually," Clarissa said.
"Not as tasty as mine, surely," Amy scoffed.
"God, no," Clarissa said mockingly, "but very good for man cum."
"I'll take that," Amy said.
Katie smiled, "So like you in the box, he wouldn't know who was sucking him."
"Or fucking him," Clarissa nodded.
"And you want this to happen in the church," Amy smiled. "You're a naughty little devil."
"You're correct on both counts; you've corrupted me completely," Clarissa smiled.
"On that note," Amy said. "Why don't you come over here and have an appetizer to go with your wine?"
"Don't you mean some cunt champagne?" Clarissa asked, as she lowered herself to the floor and submissively crawled over to Amy, who spread her legs as she reached her.
"And pussy perfection," Amy added.
"Peach perfect pussy," Mom added, as her daughter crawled between Amy's legs and began licking.
"A bodacious box lunch."
"A sweet slit."
"A tantalizing twat."
"A glimmering gash."
"A flooding flow."
"A creamy kitty," Mom continued as she watched her daughter lick away. Part of her wanted her daughter between her legs, and the other part of her wanted to be between her daughter's... an entirely new approach to Yin and Yang.
Clarissa listened to the two quipping back and forth as she licked Amy's delicious wet pussy, no alliteration at all, just the truth.
"A scrumptious snatch."
"All of the above," Clarissa finally added to the conversation as she sucked Amy's swollen clit into her mouth.
"Indeed," Amy trembled.
"Don't forget about me, baby girl," Mom said, needing her pussy pleased. "Don't forget it's my pussy you came out of."
"That's so hot," Amy moaned as she snapped her fingers, wanting to watch more incestuous play.
Clarissa crawled over to her Mom after the wordless order by Amy, and buried her face in a pussy that before last week she'd never imagined ever seeing... or licking.
"God, I need to get my own Mommy-slut," Amy said, the idea of committing incest with her own mother very appealing.
"You have one," Mom moaned.
"Okay, then I want two," Amy corrected herself.
"Your Mom would look hot between your legs," Mom said wickedly.
"Or on all fours taking your strap-on," Amy added.
"Or as a link in a family and friends daisy chain," Clarissa suggested, Amy's Mom really hot, just an older version of Amy. She was also divorced, and thus perhaps would prove to be an easy seduction.
"A lesbian strap-on-filled lesbian orgy," Amy suggested, already pondering how to make it a reality.
"Take her to Le Chateau Club," Clarissa suggested between long lingering laps between her Mom's very wet pussy lips.
"That's a great idea," Amy said, thinking it would be the perfect location for her 49th birthday. "Her birthday is in a couple of weeks."
"Before or after I get back from my honeymoon?"
"How long will you be gone?"
"Ten days," Clarissa answered, as she probed her Mom's pussy and tried to fuck her by using her tongue like a small cock.
"It should work," she said, before ordering, "Now come back to me and get me off. You got me all horny talking about my mother."
"Yes, Mistress," Clarissa replied, crawling back to Amy's glimmering gash. Shiny snatch was a better descriptor as it was very wet, or perhaps glistening gorge. She resumed licking, craving the sweet nectar of a full flood.
"You sure you don't want an orgasm tonight?" the mother asked, hungry for her daughter's pussy.
"I made Dwayne wait until tomorrow, so I will too," Clarissa said, even though the idea of getting off right now was very appealing.
"Tomorrow you're going to have an orgasm apocalypse," Amy predicted.
"Mmmmmmm," Clarissa responded, both because Amy tasted so fucking good, and because she already knew tomorrow showed promise of being as epically sexually charged and kinky as both her accidental gangbang and her lesbian awakening.
"So, Dwayne is pretty big, right?" Mrs. Wilson asked, already salivating about a big flesh and blood cock.
"Eight inches of perfect pussy pounding prick," Clarissa answered, able to use alliteration too.
"Delicious," Mom moaned, as she began rubbing herself as she watched her daughter dyke out.
"God, tomorrow can't come soon enough," Amy said, as she entwined her fingers through Clarissa's hair and gently guided her deeper into her pussy.
Clarissa sucked Amy's clit between her lips again, and shook her head slightly from left to right while sliding two fingers inside her.
"Oh yes, you eager slut," Amy moaned. "Finger fuck me."
Clarissa furiously pumped her fingers in and out of her excessive wetness, sensing she was close.
"Oh God, your daughter can really eat a cunt," Amy declared.
"I know," Mom agreed with a moan as she rubbed herself in a circular motion.
Clarissa found Amy's g-spot and began tapping it like she was giving her an orgasmic drum solo, which she was, and Amy was screaming and quaking in seconds, "Oh my fucking God, yes!"
Amy's cunt cum flooded out of her and into Clarissa's open mouth as she pulled her fingers out to get the full flood spewing directly into her hungry open mouth.
"So hot," Mom moaned.
Clarissa caught as much of Amy's cum as she could before she quickly crawled over to Mom and ordered, since she was technically her pet as established last weekend, "Mommy, don't you dare come until it's all over your daughter's face."
As her daughter dove into her wetness the mother moaned, "Yes, baby, eat Mommy's cunt."
Hearing her Mom say the word 'cunt' would have been taboo and utterly unbelievable a week ago, and yet now it flowed off her tongue so smoothly.
"Yes, eat that pussy you came out of all those years ago," Amy encouraged, her tone implying she was still in the glorious afterglow of an orgasm.
"Oh yes, Clarissa, you really get Mommy wet," Mom moaned, loving to remind herself she was willfully committing incest.
"I love your cunt, Mommy," Clarissa said, as she wiggled her tongue back and forth in a constant Z-like pattern up and down.
"Oh yes, baby, eat Mommy, eat Mommy's pussy, eat Mommy," she gushed.
Clarissa loved that her mother was getting as turned on by the taboo incest reality as she was. Her pussy was on fire and she badly wanted to feel a tongue licking away or a strap-on slamming into it... or both. Yet she'd made a promise to Dwayne, and she had to keep it. It was only one more night of frustration.
"You two are so fucking hot together," Amy said, as she again enjoyed the nasty incest talk mixed with actually seeing her best friend munching on her mother's cunt.
"Oh yes, baby, yes, baby, oh God, Mommy's coming," the horny mother babbled like a bimbo until she screamed her declaration.
Clarissa received her second creamy cunt cum treat in several minutes.
"So hot," Amy purred.
"So fucking hot," Katie agreed, as her body trembled with orgasmic delight.
Clarissa lapped up as much of her Mom's cum as she could, suddenly not able to get enough of the cunt champagne, which she still thought was the best descriptor.
Finally the daughter sat up, her face wet with cum, and said, "I need to go to bed."
"Unless you want to come now," Amy offered.
"Tomorrow," Clarissa promised, "as many times as you like," resisting the appealing temptation.
"Tomorrow," Amy agreed, "lots," as she snapped her fingers at her older pet. "Watching you two got me all revved up again."
"I could use a night-cunt," Katie wittingly quipped a delicious play on words as she moved between Amy's legs.
"Have fun, you two," Clarissa said, walking out before she stayed to watch. Her pussy needed the coldest of showers. Did that work on women? She'd never before been so horny and unable to satisfy her needs.
As the bride-to-be crawled into bed, she just kept thinking, Tomorrow, I'm getting married tomorrow.

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow.
.....
Saturday.
Wedding day.
Dwayne was just finishing with the barber as he pondered the best day of his life. Today he would marry the woman of his dreams. A woman who had been so full of surprises last week, and he wondered if that was to be one last wild weekend, or if such craziness would continue after the 'I do's' where his dad had joked a hundred times that was when the good sex and blow jobs ended. Truth be told, he'd believed him, based on how much their sex life had diminished in the past few months, yet he loved her more than sex and would say 'I do' even if it meant he never got a blow job again (although he prayed that wouldn't be the case).
On the one hand, seeing his bride-to-be being such a wanton slut was a major turn-on. The kind of thing you only see in porn films. Her willingness not only to be a hot little slut, but to take it up the ass (no way he ever thought that would happen), lez out (he really never thought that would happen) and have wild voyeuristic sex with her Mom and willingly commit incest (such a thought had never once even popped into his head, although he had jerked off about his future mother-in-law-to-be on occasion) was also a little overwhelming.
What if he suddenly wasn't enough for her? What if she started fucking just anyone? They say every guy wants a prim and proper woman in public and a nasty slut in the bedroom... he may have that... but he just wasn't sure. There was this growing lingering doubt, this increasing sense of anxiety, that Pandora's Box had been opened, and there was no way of closing it.
Yet, did he want it closed? He wasn't sure. At the very least, he wanted to have access to the lock.
Meanwhile, Clarissa was in a limo with her mother and maid of honour Amy on their way to the church after getting manicures, their hair done and makeup too.
Clarissa was horny as hell, as she hadn't touched her pussy since making a commitment not to with Dwayne last Sunday. Getting her period had helped quell the burning desire, but it hadn't extinguished it completely. She was a new woman after the wild weekend of debauchery, and she wanted more. It didn't help that both women in the limo were telling her what they planned to do to her once they got to the church.
"I'm going to eat your cunt until you come so hard you can barely stagger down the aisle," Amy promised.
"You're going to eat Mommy's cunt and walk down the aisle with my cunt cum all over your face," the mother added, thinking that would actually be pretty hot and twisted.
"I'm going to ride your man's dick like there's no tomorrow," Amy continued, actually planning to fuck the groom before he walked down the aisle
"And I'm going to suck his dick like the cock sucking goddess I am," Katie guaranteed, each of them in on the pre-wedding surprise for Dwayne.
As the limo rolled up to the church, Amy texted Joey: Please get to the church ASAP. We need you and Dwayne urgently.
Joey, who was paying for the haircuts, texted back: What? What's going on? Is everything okay?
Amy texted back, not wanting to give any hints of their true intentions, a pre-wedding orgy, Amy and Katie coming up with a wicked plan to double down on Clarissa's original blindfold plan and give Clarissa a surprise as well, as they got out of the limo: Just fucking get here ASAP.
Joey sighed. Amy was fucking hot, but completely unpredictable. He couldn't decide what had shocked him more: that it was Clarissa in the box, that once she was outed they let him be part of a hot threesome, or seeing Amy eating out Clarissa at the kitchen table the next morning. He wasn't sure he could ever look at either of them again without getting a stiffy every time. He said, "We're urgently needed at the church."
"Really?" Dwayne said. They still had a lot of time.
"Amy says we're needed ASAP," Joey said, showing him the text.
"Shit. This can't be good," Dwayne said, worried something had gone wrong. He grabbed his phone and called his bride-to-be.
"It's Dwayne," Clarissa said, showing her phone to Amy as they arrived in the surprisingly big preparation room.
"Let it go to voice mail," Amy said.
"He's probably freaking out about why we need him here," Clarissa rightly assumed.
"Probably," Amy shrugged, as she added, "Both of you sluts, get undressed. I want you only in your nylons."
"They won't be here for a while," Clarissa pointed out, the barbershop they were at a good fifteen minutes away, perhaps more if there was any traffic.
"But we should get ourselves all wet and willing before they arrive," Amy said, slipping out of her dress.
Dwayne sighed, "No answer."
"Let's just get there. I'll tell your Dad we'll meet him at the church."
"Okay," Dwayne nodded, getting a major pain in his gut. He couldn't let go of the thought that something was wrong.
A minute later, all three ladies were wearing only their thigh high stockings. Well actually, the bride-to-be had on a white garter-belt and stockings.
Katie smiled as she sat on a love seat, spread her black nylon-clad legs and said, "Bridie dear, I think you need some homemade cooking before you walk down the aisle."
"I do love your homemade cooking," Clarissa smiled, as she walked over to her Mom, lowered herself before her and dined on her undeniably new favorite homemade treat.
Amy said, as she reached into her duffle bag for the special vibrating strap-on she'd brought along for the occasion, "Hey, what about me?"
"I'm pretty hungry," Clarissa said, although she didn't look up, but kept licking.
"I have an extra gift for you today," Amy said, as she watched her best friend lick her own mother as she attached the harness to her perfect figure. She loved sex. Loved eating pussy. Loved having her pussy eaten. Loved sucking cock. Loved getting fucked. But without a doubt, her biggest thrill was when she was wielding a cock and fucking someone... usually a girl, although she'd had a couple recent pegging experiences. She couldn't deny it, but hearing a masculine man squeal like a little girl and eventually beg to be fucked in the ass, was extremely hot.



"I hope it's a pony," Clarissa joked.
"Oh, you can ride it alright," Clarissa quipped, making Clarissa very curious.
Clarissa had already won a Sybian at the lesbian club last week, which she was looking forward to trying while Dwayne simultaneously fucked her in the ass (but it was still at her Mom's house for safekeeping... in other words so she wasn't temped to use it before the big day; truth was, she was never horny during her period in her life... until this week... where even her period couldn't quell her hunger for sex).
Clarissa went to move her head up, but the mother scolded her daughter as she grabbed the back of her head and held her between her legs, "Focus on the task at hand."
"Don't you mean task at tongue?" Clarissa retorted, thinking she was funny.
"Just keeping licking," Mrs. Wilson ordered sternly.
"Yes, Mommy," Clarissa replied, really enjoying this new relationship where she mindlessly obeyed whatever her mother told her to do, just like when she was a kid... although the perks were a lot better now. Although when she was four a homemade chocolate chip cookie had been everything... and now some homemade pussy stew was everything. Ironically, the hierarchy was supposed to be Amy, Clarissa and then her Mom, but at the moment the pyramid had been shuffled. It was also strange how she could be submissive to her mother one moment and dominant the next.
"Such a good girl," Mom moaned, as she enjoyed being licked by her daughter. She couldn't believe this was happening again, just like she couldn't believe she'd let herself just succumb completely to her long-ignored curiosity and lust until it had all came to a head at her daughter's bachelorette party.
"Yes, Mommy," the hungry daughter replied, as she felt Amy's hands on her hips.
"Ready for your first pre-wedding present?" Mom asked.
"First?" Clarissa asked, as she felt a cock slide inside her.
"Yes, first," Mom confirmed.
As Clarissa wondered what else they had in store for her, she began getting lesbian spit-roasted, a position she'd been in with men quite often during that accidental gangbang, "Ohhhhhhh," Clarissa moaned, as the pleasure inside her intensified instantly.
"This one vibrates," Amy declared, and Clarissa indeed did feel vibrations in her pussy.
"I can tell," Clarissa moaned, the pleasure a lot more intense with a vibrating cock.
"You like being the middle of a lesbian sandwich?" Amy asked, as she slowly fucked her best friend.
"Love is the better word," Clarissa answered.
For a couple of minutes there was just Clarissa licking her mother and Amy fucking her... slowly... a complete tease.
Meanwhile, Dwayne and Joey were rushing frantically through traffic to get to the church, both of them dreading what the crisis could be.
Joey, trying to reassure his clearly worried best friend, said, "It's likely nothing."
"I keep telling myself that, but then I keep wondering what if she discovered she prefers pussy to dick?"
"Dude," Joey said, "no way was the girl in that box last week only into girls."
"Yeah, but...."
"No buts," Joey cut him off. "She loves you. It's likely some trivial thing where the women are doing what women always do."
"What's that?"
"Overreact."
"She has been a little over the top the last few weeks," Dwayne nodded, thinking Joey was probably right.
"So relax," Joey said.
"I just can't imagine a world without her," Dwayne said, something he would only say to Joey.
"I imagine she thinks the same thing about you," Joey said, now only a few minutes from the church.
"Oh yes, baby, you got Mommy really wet," Katie moaned, loving talking dirty, loving the constant reminder she was committing the most taboo act there was.
"I love your pussy so much, Mommy," Clarissa replied, equally loving the taboo talk.
"Just think of all the years you two wasted thinking you were both straight," Amy added, as she continued just teasing her best friend. She wasn't going to allow the bride-to-be to come yet.
"We're going to make up for lost time," Clarissa pledged, as she really began to attack her Mom's clit, wanting to get her off and taste that sweet homemade nectar that could only be found between a woman's legs. Sure, she didn't mind cock cum, most of the time she even enjoyed it, but cunt cum was an addicting taste.
"God, watching you become a lesbian slut is a dream come true," Amy purred.
"I never thought I'd see the day my darling baby girl would be snacking on my pussy," the Mom added.
Clarissa wanted to say she'd never imagined either of these two things happening... ever... especially not on her wedding day... but she was really determined to get her Mom off and drink down that cum she was craving.
"You can really worship Mom's pussy, baby," Mrs. Wilson moaned, committing this taboo act in church, the ultimate in taboo sinning.
"Aaaaaah, good one," Amy laughed.
Clarissa could tell her mother was close, as she attacked the clit with the eager lust only a woman could do.
"Oh yes, baby, you eager fucking slut, you love Mommy's cunt, don't you?" she babbled, although those words took over forty seconds to get out between her gasps and moans.
"I love your cunt cum, Mommy," Clarissa responded mindlessly. "Now baptise your daughter as a lesbian cunt cum addict."
That was the final nasty declaration that got Katie off. She screamed, "Yes, Jesus fucking Christ, yes!"
Clarissa hungrily lapped up the addictive cum as it flowed out of her Mom's pussy like from a broken faucet.
"You're the hottest fucking two ever," Amy said, in complete awe of the nasty sex they were having, and how much fun it looked. She just had to turn her own mother. Perhaps that could begin today, as she would be at both the wedding and the reception. Suddenly her phone rang.
Joey texted: Walking into the church.
Dwayne was nervous. He needed to find out what was wrong, yet he feared what it might be.
Amy reported, "They're here."
"I'll go meet them," Katie said, getting up even as her legs were still trembling.
"And you can suck my cock, slut," Amy ordered, as she texted: Mrs. Wilson will meet you outside the girls' change room.
"Yes, Mistress," Clarissa obeyed, crawling to her best friend, excited to see her plan to surprise Dwayne coming to fruition.
Katie quickly got dressed, grabbed the blindfold she'd brought, and exited just as the two men came walking towards her. She wondered if she smelled like sex. She wondered if her red cheeks would give the game away.
"What's wrong, Mrs. Wilson?" Dwayne asked.
"It's better if Clarissa tells you herself," Katie said, not alleviating the groom's growing anxiety. "Here, let me put this on you."
"What? Why?" Dwayne asked, as his mother-in-law-to-be put a blindfold on him.
Joey looked at the red-faced Mom and at the blindfold. This was weird.
"You'll see," the mother said, before adding with a smile as she winked at Joey, "or at least you'll hear."
"Okay, let me in," Dwayne demanded, urgently wanting to learn what was going on.
Joey, sensing something strange was about to transpire, said, "Relax, they wouldn't blindfold you for bad news. They obviously believe your seeing the bride in her wedding dress is bad luck."
"Oh, I guess that's it," Dwayne nodded, thinking that was likely true, as relief coursed through him, although he was curious what exactly this could be about, then.
"No matter what happens, you must keep the blindfold on, is that clear, Dwayne?"
"Sure," he agreed, really confused about what was going on.
"I'm serious," the Mom stressed. "Clarissa believes it's super bad luck for you to see her or her wedding dress before she walks down the aisle."
"So, she still wants to marry me?"
"A hundred million percent," Mrs. Wilson said. "She loves you, silly."
"Thank God," Dwayne said, although completely baffled at what could be so urgent to rush them here.
"Come on in," Mrs. Wilson said, taking Dwayne's hand, before looking to Joey, "You too."
"Okay," Joey nodded, his sexual Spidey senses tingling. He followed behind and gasped when he saw a naked Clarissa sucking a naked Amy's strap-on cock.
"Remember the blindfold doesn't come off, no matter what," the mother of the bride stressed one more time.
"I know," Dwayne said, hearing Joey's gasp.
"Hey baby, you made it," Clarissa said, as Amy pulled the strap-on out of her mouth. She was thankful, as the vibrations felt really awkward. She got up, walked over to her almost husband and kissed him passionately.
Mrs. Wilson dropped to her knees and began to unbuckle his belt.
Dwayne's eyes went wide as Clarissa took both of his hands and placed them on her naked boobs.
Joey gasped again, "Holy shit."
"No telling Dwayne what's going on," Clarissa instructed, as she broke her almost-husband's kiss and her mother pulled his pants down.
Joey nodded.
"What is going on?" Dwayne asked.
"It's time for your blindfolded reverse gangbang, darling," Clarissa revealed to both men as Mrs. Wilson pulled down the silk boxers and took the just-awakening cock into her mouth.
"Ohhhhhh," Dwayne replied in shock as his wife-to-be kissed him again, as someone else had his cock in her mouth. But who? Surely Mrs. Wilson couldn't be doing it!
"Holy shit," Joey repeated, stunned by what he was witnessing.
Amy walked over to Dwayne as well, still wielding her strap-on, although she'd shut the vibrations off, and dropped down beside Katie.
Clarissa purred, as she tugged on his ear, "Like I experienced most of the time last week, you won't know who's sucking you or riding your big cock, baby."
Katie had the cock half hard when Amy pulled her away and took the semi-erect cock in her own mouth.
"You sure?" Dwayne asked, stunned by what was happening.
"A hundred percent," she said, kissing him again. "Just enjoy."
"What about me?" Joey asked.
"Why are you still wearing clothes?" Clarissa asked in reply.
"Good question," he said, as he quickly began getting undressed, as he admired the sexy white garter belt and stockings on the bride-to-be... no doubt Dwayne was one lucky man.
"And no saying anything," Clarissa added.
Joey nodded his agreement as he continued climbing out of his tux.
Amy swirled her tongue around the impressive cock, loving the feeling of a cock hardening in her mouth. It wasn't as exhilarating as turning a straight girl, but just like turning a straight girl, she was in control.
Dwayne moaned, "I can't believe this was what was so urgent."
"You don't like it?" Clarissa asked.
"I'm not saying that," Dwayne clarified, "it's actually an amazing surprise."
"And it's just beginning," Clarissa said, giving him one more kiss before also kneeling before him.
Amy allowed the now fully erect cock to slip out of her mouth and offered it to the bride.
Clarissa devoured the cock, wanting to be the best of the three at sucking his cock.
Joey, now naked and his cock hard as rock, watched Amy saunter over to him. She whispered in his ear as she stroked his cock, "If you want to fuck all three of us, all you have to do is one little task."
"Anything," Joey groaned, her hot breath, naked body, and the idea of fucking all three of them, especially Amy, was the ultimate turn-on.
"Anything?" Amy asked, tugging on his ear and rolling her fingers over his cock head.
"Yes, anything," he agreed without hesitation.
"Go suck Dwayne's cock," Amy ordered.
"You're serious?" Joey asked. He'd sucked a couple cocks in college and been sucked by a few guys... truth was, he'd found most guys more eager than girls at sucking dick. He didn't find the task all that exciting, both previous times were when he was drunk, but for the opportunity to fuck Amy, he'd do it. Yet he couldn't appear eager.
"Yes, just once or twice," Amy purred, as she lowered herself before him and licked the entire shaft of his cock.
"Just once?" he groaned.
"Or twice," Amy said, sucking a ball into her mouth.
"Okay," Joey said, before adding, "anything if I can fuck you."
"Good to know," she smiled, thinking perhaps a hot pegging would enhance this wild pre-wedding orgy.
Katie meanwhile, moved into place and sucked one of Dwayne's balls into her mouth.
"Oh God," Dwayne groaned, the double attention amazingly hot. Who was sucking his balls?
Clarissa was bobbing away until she was tapped on the shoulder. She backed off and was surprised to see Joey kneeling beside her. She looked up at Amy, who winked and said, "And now here's cock sucker number four."
Katie looked up, surprised. "Oh my," she said, accidentally letting Dwayne know it was she sucking on his balls.
"You can suck my balls anytime you want, Mrs. Wilson," Dwayne smiled, just as another girl took his cock in his mouth, not noticing the surprised tone of his almost mother-in-law.
Joey hadn't sucked cock in a long time, so he just slowly bobbed back and forth.
"Nice and slow," Dwayne moaned, enjoying each of the four experienced cock suckers.
"Yes, suck that big cock," Clarissa encouraged, the gay act surprisingly turning her on.
"Yeah, worship it, cock sucker," Dwayne added, really turned on by the surreal experience and wanting to let them know he was still in charge, even if he was blindfolded. He did wonder where Joey was... it was rare for him to be this quiet for this long.
Joey was surprised that this act turned him on. Sucking cock. Sucking his best friend's cock. Having three hot naked women watching. Being called a cock sucker. He began bobbing faster.
Amy smiled as she watched Joey not only obey her, but clearly enjoy sucking dick. She believed most women would eat pussy, given the right opportunity (both Clarissa and Katie had proven that theory true) and that most guys would suck dick, given the right circumstances and more times than not get pegged (allowing a real cock up their ass was not as easy, though).
Katie was stunned and oddly turned on. The idea of making her husband suck a cock became suddenly intriguing.
Clarissa watched the gay act, hoping Dwayne wouldn't be mortified (gay sex had gotten her and Amy closer), thinking Dwayne standing all this time would be tiring, and suggested, "Let's get him out of the rest of his clothes and lay him down on the floor."
Joey allowed the cock to slip out of his mouth and moved away, and was rewarded by Katie, who took his cock in her mouth as soon as he stood up. "Oh yes, Mrs. Wilson," Joey groaned.
"No talking, dumb ass," Clarissa scolded, as she yanked off Dwayne's pants and socks. She hated guys keeping their socks on during sex.
"Sorry," he mouthed, as he watched the hot MILF bobbing on his cock. Unlike most women, this woman could deep throat a cock.
Katie loved sucking cock. It was probably part of the reason her sex life with her husband was less than adequate: he literally preferred a blow job to having sex. The fact that she'd mastered her ability to control her gag reflex back in college when she was dating a well-hung Italian exchange student helped. She could take nine inches in her mouth with ease, and loved knowing she was a rarity in the world of oral pleasure. And God, until Dwayne's and Joey's big young cocks, she'd forgotten how exciting it was to take a new cock in her mouth. Unbeknownst to anyone, she became quite a cock sucking connoisseur in her last year of college after her Italian stud left to return home. She sucked a good eighty cocks in her last year, of all shapes and sizes, and she loved them all. The long, the thick, the rarity where they were both long and thick, but she also enjoyed smaller cocks too... but she preferred big ones. She preferred taking a big cock all the way in her mouth, she loved seeing her saliva dripping off the cock, and although it hadn't happened in a long time, her husband getting less aggressive as the years went on, she loved to receive a good face fucking. She hadn't lived her long-lost slut persona for decades before last Saturday's wild lesbian night, and now that she had two young vital cocks near her, she planned to work them over.
Katie's phone rang from halfway across the room. She sighed, the ring tone informing her it was her husband, "Not now, dumb ass, I'm busy?" She rebuked it before refilling her mouth with Joey's soldier and letting it ring a bit longer before it stopped and went to voice mail.
Dwayne lay down, still in a daze from the situation. Although his hard cock saluting whoever was in the room was letting them all know he was okay with it. He knew Clarissa and her mother were in the room and assumed Amy was too... the fourth cock sucker was a complete mystery, though. Who else could it be? As he pondered this, he heard his fiancée say, "Sucking my man, round two."
"How many rounds are there?" Dwayne asked with a chuckle.
"How long can you last?" Clarissa asked.
"Probably not very long," he admitted, as he felt a warm mouth on his cock again.
Amy began bobbing on her best friend's almost husband, enjoying this kinky orgy in the making.
Katie quit deep throating Joey, spun around, bent over a chair and offered her pussy to the young stud.
Joey didn't hesitate as he moved behind the sexy Mom and slid his hard cock inside her wet pussy.
"Oh yes," Katie moaned, as she felt her first real cock in her pussy other than her husband's in decades.
Joey wanted to say something, but didn't as he'd clearly been told to be quiet, and he wasn't about to do anything to get himself kicked out of this surreal pre-wedding party.
Dwayne asked, "Is this Amy?"
"No questions," Clarissa said. "Just enjoy four cock suckers worshipping your big fucking cock."
"Fair enough," Dwayne agreed, although like any man, he was curious to know who was sucking his cock. Unfortunately the blindfold was very good, and he had zero visibility.
"The better question is who's going to get that first load," Clarissa said.
"First load?" Dwayne asked.
"The second one goes in my ass, for sure," Clarissa replied.
"Well, of course," Dwayne replied, trying to act casual, as his current cock sucker was now sucking on his balls.
"Harder," Mrs. Wilson demanded, wanting to be pounded.
Joey obeyed, beginning to fuck the horny MILF faster as he watched Amy between Dwayne's legs and Clarissa moving to join her.
Clarissa began sucking her fiancé's cock, fiancé only for a little while longer, as her best friend continued sucking on his balls.
"That feels amazing," Dwayne moaned, the double sensation something he'd never even imagined before.
Clarissa bobbed. Amy licked and then surprised the blindfolded groom when she sucked on a finger before sliding it in his ass.
"Oh my," Dwayne gasped, as his anal portal was penetrated. With Mrs. Wilson getting fucked, and Clarissa sucking him, he knew her style, this had to be either Amy or the mystery girl fingering him. He assumed it was Amy wiggling a finger in his ass, as his almost wife sucked him. The feeling was weird, just slightly uncomfortable, yet oddly stimulating.
Clarissa sucked for a moment before seeing what Amy was doing. She smiled as she sat up and snapped her fingers at Joey and pointed to Dwayne's cock.
Joey reluctantly pulled out of Katie, even though he was really enjoying her pussy, and moved back over to suck his bro's cock again. Sucking dick while others watched was a little humiliating but equally stimulating... of course he would suck cock and even swallow a load if he had to, to be able to take part in this orgy.
Amy wiggled her finger in Dwayne's ass, loving being able to slyly dominate someone. Girls, guys, it didn't matter, so long as she was in charge. She just loved sex on her own terms.
"That feels weird," Dwayne said, wanting to confirm who it was. Clarissa had just been sucking him, so it couldn't be her.



Joey knelt down and took his best friend's cock back in his mouth. He began bobbing as he watched Amy fingering Dwayne's ass.
Clarissa ordered her Mom, "Get over here and eat me."
Katie didn't say anything, knowing they were trying to keep Dwayne unaware who was sucking him, but she dropped before her daughter and licked her new addiction. Although she loved sucking cock, she was discovering she might have a new favourite thing to eat... pussy. Cock had a yummy taste for just a couple seconds when the load spurted out, while pussy had a constant sweet taste that continued growing in flow power until the full flood satisfied her taste buds. Also, while cock was essentially bobbing back and forth, although a good cock sucker understood the power of saliva and tongue, eating pussy was like taking part in an archeology adventure. There were so many places to explore, and a variety of ways to do it. Lick, suck, tug, nibble were all techniques, while the amount of pressure could also be varied to provoke different reactions. Yet most of all, what really excited the newfound pussy pleaser was the thrill of hearing a woman moan. A guy groaned occasionally and usually grunted when releasing his load, but a woman moaned throughout the encounter... a constant reminder of the pleasure she was successfully bestowing.
"That's it, suck his cock," Clarissa ordered, watching Joey bob. She knew she'd have to have Dwayne return the favour at some point, but not this morning.
Joey obeyed, really bobbing on the cock, wanting, for some reason, to impress the women watching, and also to be a good cock sucker for his best bud.
"Yeah, I love your mouth wrapped around my cock," Dwayne encouraged, really curious about who was doing such a number on his cock, while also wondering who was eating his fiancée and who was fingering his ass. The finger was now pumping in and out of him slowly, somehow sending constant pulses of pleasure to his raging hard-on.
Amy wanted her pussy to be eaten or fucked. So she pulled her finger out of Dwayne's ass, wiped it on the carpet, removed her strap-on for the time being, and strolled over to Clarissa. She snapped her fingers and Clarissa nodded, understanding the hierarchy.
Clarissa gently pushed her Mom away and pointed to her fiancé. She whispered, "Finish him off."
"I can do that," the blow job expert replied, effortlessly shifting back and forth between fish and sausage.
Amy sat down on a chair and Clarissa crawled between her legs and licked, a little disappointed not to see what was happening with her man.
Katie moved to the opposite side of Dwayne, and tapped Joey, who was really working the cock over, although only taking about two-thirds of the eight inches in his mouth.
Joey backed away, Katie winked at him and immediately deep throated Dwayne's cock. Her phone rang again, and this time she simply ignored it without comment. I'm still busy, dammit.
Dwayne instantly knew he had a new cock sucker on his dick, as this new blow job was completely different. The last cock sucker had bobbed fast and furious, which felt good and he'd come in a little while in such a scenario, but this next woman demonstrated an entirely different level of expertise. She deep throated his cock and held it deep in her mouth, something he'd never experienced in his life.
Katie loved deep throating a cock, and really loved holding a cock in her mouth as deep as possible for as long as she possibly could.
Dwayne groaned, "Holy fuck."
Amy was impressed by the mother's deep throating skills. Amy could deep throat some cocks, but truthfully it wasn't something she was amazing at, nor something she figured she had to be amazing at... guys were there to please her, first and most importantly, not the other way around.
Clarissa licked her friend, although she wished she could watch her mother going to town on her fiancé's cock.
As if reading her mind, Amy gently pushed Clarissa away and snapped her fingers at Joey.
Joey didn't need to be summoned twice, and as soon as Clarissa had vacated her spot between Amy's legs, he replaced her. He wasn't amazing at eating pussy, but he tried. He began licking between the wet pussy lips... thinking how different it was to lick pussy over sucking cock. Oddly, he couldn't explain it, but he found sucking cock to be more natural. Perhaps it was because he had a dick and understood exactly what getting sucked felt like, but he wanted Dwayne's cock in his mouth again.
Amy leaned down and whispered, "You looked hot sucking his dick."
Although he'd enjoyed it, a lot, he didn't want to admit that to Amy, so he whispered back, "I did that for you."
"At first maybe, but you were clearly enjoying it," Amy said, knowing she was messing with his head.
Katie was now bobbing on the cock aggressively, and each time taking the entire cock into her mouth; she knew this type of aggressive, saliva-filled sucking would extract a load quickly, and Dwayne's moans confirmed she was right.
"Oh yes, please don't stop," Dwayne moaned loudly, no longer wondering who was sucking his cock, just focusing on the pleasure building inside him.
Clarissa whispered into her husband's ear, "Come in my Mommy's mouth, baby."
"Oh fuck, yes," Dwayne grunted and erupted instantly, the revelation it was his almost mother-in-law sucking him the final straw.
Katie didn't slow down, easily swallowing the entire warm, gooey load.
"Yes, Mommy, swallow all of my man's yummy cum," Clarissa added.
"Fuck," Dwayne groaned, as he kept coming and coming.
"No, it's fuck time," Clarissa corrected him with a declaration.
Katie took his cock out of her mouth, sat up, straddled the blindfolded stud, and lowered herself onto his cock.
"Holy shit," Dwayne said, sensing it was his mother-in-law suddenly riding him.
"You said you wanted to fuck my Mommy," Clarissa purred, confirming Dwayne's guess. "Although I guess she is fucking you."
"This is so crazy," Dwayne said.
Katie bounced on the cock. If she was going to cheat on her husband with two younger studs, she was really going to enjoy both cocks. She wasn't here to be made love to, she was here to get fucked.
"You go, girl," Amy approved, loving watching the once prim and proper woman just let go and let her inner slut take charge.
"Thank you, Mistress," Katie moaned as she took Dwayne's big schlong as deep inside her as she possibly could.
"Mistress?" Dwayne and Joey echoed.
"Yes, she said Mistress," Clarissa purred. "Amy is Mommy's and my Mistress."
"Crazy," was all Dwayne could muster.
"Bonkers," Joey added, as he kept licking Amy's pussy.
"I love watching Mommy ride you, baby," Clarissa whispered.
"I wish I could watch your Mom ride me too," Dwayne said, hating the blindfold and really wanting to remove it.
"After I walk down the aisle and then we walk away together," Clarissa promised, "you can fuck our Mommy without the blindfold."
"And again tomorrow, and when you get back from your honeymoon, and any day after that," Katie added, knowing this could never be a one-time thing. Her sexual liberation was too liberating, and there was no way she could go back to her bland sex life... or to her bland life.
"I'm available too," Joey chirped in, not wanting to be forgotten.
"Oh, you'll be banging my cunt too, Joey-bear," The mother said as nastily as she could.
"And you'll be dining on my box regularly, too," Amy added,
"And mine too," Clarissa added. "Honey, are you okay with Mommy eating my pussy regularly?"
"Can I watch?" Dwayne asked.
"Of course," Katie said, really riding the hard cock hard.
Dwayne was in awe of everything. The conversation. The declarations. The commitments. The fact his almost mother-in-law was riding his cock while his almost wife looked on approvingly.
"My turn," Amy said, pushing Joey away.
"Yes, Mistress," Katie said as she got off the cock, "I kept it nice and hard for you."
"Good slut," Amy approved, as she pulled Dwayne off the floor and guided him to a chair. "Sit."
Dwayne just did as he was told as Joey looked on. What he still really wondered was who was the fourth girl who'd sucked his cock. She was being incredibly quiet. Was it one of the bridesmaids? Likely. Could it even be his own Mom? That possibility sent a chill up his back and made his cock flinch.
Clarissa snapped her fingers, and Katie crawled back to the deliciousness between her daughter's legs.
"That's it, lick my pussy," Clarissa moaned, wanting her man to hear, but not see.
"Do you wonder who's eating out your fiancée?" Amy asked.
"Yes," Dwayne nodded, desperate to watch, desperate to know who everyone was in the room. Also, what Joey was doing.
Clarissa pointed to Joey's cock and then to her mouth.
Joey nodded wordlessly, understanding this was some kind of kinky game, and walked over to the seated bride-to-be and slid his cock into her open mouth.
"She looks so hot in all white being pleasured," Amy purred as she turned around and lowered herself on Dwayne's cock.
"Oh, fuck," Dwayne moaned, as another fantasy was suddenly becoming reality.
Unlike his mother-in-law-to-be, who really rode his cock, Amy just sat on his lap, facing him, and slowly grinded.
Clarissa slowly sucked Joey's cock while her mother slowly explored her cunt.
For Dwayne, during the last few minutes he'd had two women fuck him, three suck him, and four if you included Clarissa. It was completely bewildering. "Oh yes, eat my cunt," Clarissa moaned loudly as he tried to listen.
"Focus on me," Amy scolded.
"Sorry," Dwayne apologized.
"Did you like my finger in your ass?" Amy asked.
Dwayne had assumed it was Amy, and now that was confirmed. He answered, avoiding actually answering, "It was weird."
Clarissa needed a cock inside her, and she took Joey's cock out of her mouth and sat on the floor. She pointed to the chair for her Mom to sit in.
Katie got off her knees and onto the chair and spread her legs for her daughter yet again, her face still slightly shiny with her daughter's wetness from before.
"That doesn't answer the question," Amy scolded.
"It was okay," he answered.
Joey knelt behind his best friend's bride and slid his cock inside her. God, did she have a tight pussy.
"Oh yes," Clarissa moaned.
"Yes, eat Mommy's cunt," Katie ordered, looking over at Dwayne.
Dwayne's head turned towards the sex scene he could only hear, so Amy once again reprimanded him, "Focus on me. Tell me you liked my finger in your asshole."
The moans from Clarissa and Katie were distracting him. He assumed his fiancée was eating out her mother while Joey fucked her. He wondered what position they were using, and where was the other girl? Who was the other girl?
"Answer me," Amy demanded, pinching his nipples.
"Ohhhh, yes I liked it," he blurted out.
"What I like right now is your best man's cock in my cunt," Clarissa declared as Joey slowly fucked her.
"And I love my daughter's face in her Mommy's cunt," Katie joined in the declarations.
"Oh fuck," Dwayne moaned, from both the pinching and the declarations he was hearing.
"You have a hot bride," Joey chirped in.
"Fuck the hot bride harder," Clarissa demanded.
"As you wish," Joey obliged happily.
Amy purred, "I bet you'd love my strap-on in that tight ass of yours."
"She told you?" Dwayne asked, surprised.
"What? No," Amy said, surprised by his reaction.
"Oh," Dwayne said, busted.
"Well, that changes everything," Amy smiled, having planned to try and beg him at some point, but was actually going to beg Joey first. Now she wasn't sure.
Mr. Wilson had been phoning his wife for half an hour without a response. He was now outside the door where she and their daughter were supposed to be. He called again.
Katie sighed as her phone rang yet again. "Fuck, whoever that is doesn't take a hint."
"Oh yes, fuck," Clarissa moan-screamed as Joey grabbed her hips and rammed into her.
Mr. Wilson could hear his wife's phone on the other side of the door, and then he heard his daughter scream. He turned the knob and rushed in. "What's going on in hereeeeeeeeeeere?" he exploded and then froze as he saw his daughter getting fucked by Joey as she ate out his wife... her own mother!
"Oh my," Amy laughed. "I guess you shouldn't scream so loud."
"Or at least someone should have locked the door," Katie laughed, before greeting gaily, "Hi, honey."
Dwayne went to take his blindfold off as Clarissa stood up from her sex sandwich.
"No, the blindfold stays on," Amy said, stopping him. "It's bad luck for the groom to see the bride before the wedding."
James was flabbergasted. His daughter was going down on his wife. His wife was committing not only adultery, but incest. His mostly naked daughter was walking towards him.
Clarissa walked over to her father, gave him a hug (making him particularly conscious of her naked tits) and said, "Hi, Daddy."
"Lock the door," Katie suggested.
"Yes, I guess I should do that first," Clarissa said, instead of being humiliated at being caught in the act, she found this interruption rather serendipitous.
As his daughter locked the door, he looked around and saw Amy, someone he'd jerked off about since she was in high school, naked except for thigh high stockings, riding the groom. He had so many questions to ask, but he was speechless.
Amy turned around, never allowing Dwayne's cock to leave her box, and said, "Want to join in, Mr. Wilson?"
Clarissa said, "Yes Daddy, would you like to fuck my best friend?"
"I know he wanted to back when we were in high school," Amy said, as she resumed slowly riding Dwayne.
The entire time, Dwayne was stunned and speechless. What was happening? Obviously his almost father-in-law had walked in on them. Maybe he was no longer going to be the father-in-law. He was so blind and helpless, and now Amy was riding him again, presumably in plain sight of Mr. Wilson. Fuck!
"What's going on here?" The father asked, not angrily, just bewilderedly, still trying to process everything.
Clarissa placed her hand firmly on her father's crotch, which was already hard, and said, "It's an orgy, Daddy. A pre-wedding orgy."
"Is he hard already?" Katie asked, as she kept her legs spread.
Joey stood around awkwardly, not sure what to do. He covered his dick, but that was it. He just watched the most surreal reality show ever.
"Yep, Mommy," Clarissa said.
"W-w-what are you doing, Clarissa?" James stammered, as he realized his cock was indeed hard.
"I'm feeling your nice hard dick, Daddy," Clarissa answered rather bluntly. "Please answer Amy's question; do you want to join in?"
"This is so wrong," he said, even though he didn't move his daughter's hand away.
"You didn't think that when you fucked me last weekend," Clarissa revealed wickedly.
"W-w-what?" The Dad stammered, now really confused.
Katie snapped her fingers at Joey and pointed to her pussy as she intervened, "Yes James, when you cheated on me by fucking the slut in the box."
"Hey," Clarissa protested. "I was a harlot!"
"Sorry," Katie apologized as Joey moved between her legs and began licking.
"T-t-that was you?" James stammered, suddenly having a stammering problem... like back when he was in elementary school.
"Yes, Daddy," Clarissa nodded and spoke like a little girl, as she kept rubbing his dick. "You fucked your very own slutty daughter!"
"Oh, God," he groaned, both at the stunning realization he'd accidentally committed incest and fucked his daughter, and that his wife knew about it, and the feeling of his daughter's willing hands on his suddenly throbbing dick.
"And then you came in my cunt," Clarissa added, as she lowered herself before her dressed-up Dad and unbuckled his belt.
Dwayne listened in helpless captivity. He was thankful that so far James hadn't freaked out. He imagined how surreal it must be for him, perhaps even more so when he discovered it had been his daughter in the box last week.
Amy moaned as she bounced on his cock, "This is getting interesting."
"What is?" Dwayne asked, as there was sudden silence.
"Clarissa, I'm so sorry," the father said, even as he still wasn't stopping his daughter from pulling his pants down.
"What about me?" Katie asked, as she grabbed Joey's head and pulled him deeper into her wetness, "You cheated on me!"
James saw Joey between his wife's legs just as his underwear was pulled down. He was about to respond when his daughter stroked his cock, now skin to skin, and asked, "Are you hard because you want to fuck your daughter again?"
"Clarissa, l...." he began to respond as he watched his daughter take his cock in her mouth. "Oh, God."
"This changes the plan," Amy said, having originally planned to give Clarissa the double penetration she wanted with Joey and Dwayne, with perhaps a strap-on for a little airtight action. Now, she had three living cocks she could orchestrate for the perfect triple penetration pre-wedding finale.
"What are you thinking?" Katie asked.
"I can't believe this," James moaned, as his daughter deep throated his small cock.
"Will someone please tell me what's going on?" A helplessly frustrated Dwayne asked.
Clarissa was enjoying sucking her Dad's dick. The taboo of it all was part of it, but it being smaller made it easy to deep throat, which was a bit of a rush in itself.
"Joey is eating out Katie, your fiancée is blowing her Dad and I'm riding your dick," Amy announced. "Is that good enough for you?" She acted annoyed to be interrupted from her plotting.
"Yes, it is. Sorry," Dwayne responded sheepishly.
"We now have three instead of two," Amy said cryptically to Katie.
Katie was confused and Amy sighed, "I'll show you in a minute."
"Okay."
Clarissa asked her father, in a daddy's girl voice, "Does Daddy want to fuck his baby girl again?"
"Jesus Christ," James responded, the day getting more and more surreal. In addition to the reality he'd cheated on his wife with some stranger, who'd turned out to be anything but, he couldn't fathom how his daughter and his wife had possibly ended up having sex with each other, although he had a hunch Amy had something to do with it.
"Is that a yes, Daddy?" Clarissa asked. "I'd really like you to fuck me before you walk me down the aisle and give me away."
"Fuck, fine," James said. "You want to be fucked like an incestuous slut, I'll treat you like one." He pulled her to her feet, spun her around, bent her over a chair and slid his cock into her pussy.
"You never take me like that," Katie objected.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck your baby girl," Clarissa cheered him on, loving to be an incestuous slut.
"I can't believe this," Dwayne said as he listened to the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.
"Your cock is a lot bigger," Amy said as she got off him, put her feet on each side of the chair and shoved her pussy in his face. "Get eating, my little slut boy."
Dwayne was surprised at being called a slut, but didn't hesitate as he began licking the very wet and intoxicating pussy.
"Fuck me, Joey," Katie ordered, "show my husband how a real man fucks a woman."
"Oh, Daddy is fucking me good," Clarissa moaned.
Joey spread Katie's legs wide, held her ankles and slammed into her.
"Oh yes, I love your big cock," Katie moaned loudly, wanting to stress to her husband he was smaller than her new male lover.
"God, I love your tight cunt," James said, deciding to fight fire with fire, "way tighter than your mother's."
"Oh, your wife has a nice tight cunt," Joe defended her.
"Yes, when a big dick is inside it," Katie stressed.
Dwayne licked Amy's pussy, hoping to get her off. He hadn't eaten another pussy in years, and the subtly different taste, although not better than Clarissa's, just different, was very exciting.



Amy moaned, "Your fiancé has a very talented tongue."
"I know," Clarissa moaned, as she continued committing her newest version of incest.
"Yes, you eager cunt licker, eat my pussy," Amy ordered, her orgasm building. She grabbed Dwayne's head and began grinding on his face.
Dwayne attacked the best he could, knowing she was getting close.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that big mother fucking dick," Katie demanded, close to an orgasm herself.
"Oh yes, fuck, eat me, eat my cunt, yes, yes, yes," Amy moaned before bathing Dwayne's face with her flooding cum.
"Yes, Daddy, fuck your baby slut harder," Clarissa moaned, wanting to have an orgasm like the other two were getting... but alas, like her mother, she wasn't sure she could come from such a small cock.
"Yes, baby," he groaned, slamming into her.
Amy, deciding to add to the twisted pre-wedding orgy, said, "Daddy James, come over here and taste me."
"I'm not done here," the Dad said knowing he was close to coming.
"Go, Daddy, she's in charge," Clarissa urged, gently pushing him away.
Amy pointed at Joey for Katie and to the floor as she mouthed, "Now."
Katie understood, as this was part of the plan they'd made after Clarissa had gone to bed last night.
James walked over to Amy, who was just standing up, some of her cunt cum leaking down her leg.
"Clean up my cum, Daddy James," Amy ordered, as Katie guided Joey to lie down on the floor.
James wasn't much of a pussy licker, he thought it was kind of gross, but he wasn't going to ruin the possibility of fucking this hot younger girl. He went to kneel before her when she said, "No, not my pussy silly, Dwayne's dick. My cunt cum is all over it."
"What?" James gasped, shocked by her words.
"What?" Dwayne echoed.
"Plus, you're the only one here who hasn't sucked the groom's big cock," Amy added.
"What?" Dwayne repeated, then realized there'd never been a fourth girl sucking his cock... it... it... it... was Joey.
"Yes, Joey sucked your cock, Dwayne," Amy confirmed. "And I think he liked it, didn't you, Joey?"
Katie was leading her daughter over to Joey as he said, "I plead the Fifth."
"Sunday football games will never be the same again," Amy joked. "Now get sucking, Daddy."
"No way," James said.
"No sucking, no more fucking," Amy shrugged. "And we're just about to give your daughter her pre-wedding present."
James looked over to his daughter, who was straddling Joey. Then to his wife, who was holding her hand.
Dwayne was trying to process that his best friend had sucked his cock. That was beyond weird. He'd fantasized about getting pegged and actually sucking the strap-on, but now he couldn't help but wonder what sucking a real cock would feel like. Obviously, his bride-to-be was okay with it.
"Now James, you cheated on me by banging and coming in your daughter's cunt," Mrs. Wilson said firmly, as she stalked over to her husband. "You will do as you're fucking told."
James had heard that tone from his wife before. It was the one where the decision had been made and nothing he said was going to sway it. He also really wanted to fuck Amy and his daughter again.
Dwayne was still processing the idea that his best friend had sucked his cock... at least twice. He still wasn't sure how he felt about that. A blow job felt good, no matter who was sucking him. He recalled someone once saying 'A mouth is a mouth.' Yet when his blindfold was removed and he finally saw Joey, the first thing that would inevitably pop into his head was, 'You sucked my dick'.
Clarissa lowered herself not onto Joey's cock, but on his face, as Amy guided her to do.
"RIGHT NOW, James," Mrs. Wilson ordered sternly, as she pushed his head towards Dwayne's shiny cock.
"Fuck," James sighed in reluctant acceptance as he opened his mouth and took a cock into it for the first time in his life.
"There ya go," Amy approved.
"Oh," Dwayne moaned, a mouth around his cock indeed being a mouth. He'd had amazing blow jobs, good blow jobs, and okay blow jobs in his life, but never a bad one.
James just slowly bobbed, unsure what else to do. He could taste Amy's pussy juice on the dick and found it tasted okay. He could feel shame and humiliation course through him, since he had a dick in his mouth.
"Yes, Daddy, suck my man's big cock," Clarissa approved, saying another of a hundred phrases she'd never imagined saying that she had in the past week.
"Yes honey, show us all what kind of cock sucker you are," Mrs. Wilson added, as she pushed his head deeper onto Dwayne's dick.
James could feel his cheeks burning with shame as he did as he was told. The act was humiliating, and yet he oddly found it rather natural.
"Looks like he sucks dick better than he eats pussy," Mrs. Wilson said, realizing just how bitter she was that he'd cheated on her... even though when she first cheated on him at Le Chateau Club, she had no idea he'd done it first.
James knew he was paying for his indiscretion, and accepted that he'd have to do a lot to get back in her good graces, even if she'd cheated too.
"Looks like he's a natural," Amy added.
Dwayne, oddly enjoying his being sucked by his future father-in-law added, "He's no Mrs. Wilson, but he shows potential."
Katie roared with laughter as she said, "He'd better not be."
"Time for the finale," Amy declared, figuring she'd humiliated Daddy James for long enough. "Cock sucking James, get your cute little ass over here."
Dwayne wondered what the finale could be. This entire experience had already been amazingly intense.
Amy pointed to Joey's cock, and Clarissa silently moved from Joey's face to his cock.
Amy led James to stand in front of his daughter and guided his cock into her mouth.
Katie went to Dwayne and licked his thick rod, as Clarissa began moaning as she began to ride Joey's cock and suck her Daddy's dick.
Dwayne wondered who was fucking his bride-to-be now. Joey? Her Dad? Amy or Katie with a strap-on? It was time he fucked her.
"God, you have an amazing cock," Katie purred as she kept his cock nice and hard for the triple-team finale.
"And you're the most amazing cock sucker ever," Dwayne complimented back.
"Practise makes perfect," Katie responded as she deep throated his big cock.
"Fuck," he groaned.
Amy walked over to Dwayne, tapped her MILF slut on her shoulder, still amazed at her deep-throating ability, and then led Dwayne to his fiancée.
"Squat down," she ordered.
Dwayne obeyed, although he almost sat on a pair of legs first, and then had to straddle them. He was unsure whose legs they were, and why he was being told to squat down so awkwardly. Who was below him? His wife? Katie? Amy? Even one of the cocks?
"Ready to give your wife the DP she fantasizes about?" Amy asked.
"Yeah," Dwayne said, really wanting to fuck Clarissa, and thinking this was the best-case scenario of the various options floating around in his head.
"She already has a cock in her cunt and one in her mouth, so you know where yours needs to go," Amy explained as she slowly guided his cock to Clarissa's last remaining open hole.
"Yes, baby, shove your dick in my asshole and triple team me," Clarissa said nastily, dying to feel what cocks in both her pussy and ass felt like.
Dwayne put his hands on her hips, which made her stop bouncing up and down on Joey's cock, and pushed forward, and after a brief resistance slipped inside her backdoor.
"Ooooooooh," Clarissa moaned as Dwayne's anal impaler filled her ass. It hurt a little, but she felt a rush of adrenaline at what she was doing. Getting double penetrated... no, triple penetrated.
Dwayne went in slow, unsure if the sounds from his wife were pleasure or pain... it sounded like a bit of both.
"So hot," Amy said, having herself never been triple penetrated. She'd been spit roasted many times, double penetrated a few times, and gangbanged by four and seven guys respectively on two separate tequila-fueled nights... but somehow never triple penetrated.
"I want to do that next," Katie said, wondering what anal sex would feel like, and what getting double penetrated would feel like.
"We've got to train that ass of yours first," Amy explained.
James watched in awe as his baby girl took a cock in her ass. He couldn't explain why it turned him on so much. For years, he'd been the over-protective father who hated every boyfriend and had scared off a few. Now he was allowing his baby girl to take a cock in both her pussy and ass, not to mention his own in her mouth, and it excited him.
Clarissa felt so full. There was no other way to explain it. It made her head go a little light.
"Now slowly fuck her ass," Amy instructed.
"You okay, baby? Dwayne asked.
"Yes, honey, I told you I want your next load in my ass," Clarissa said, for some reason really excited by the idea of walking down the aisle with her groom's cum in her asshole.
"I can do that," Dwayne agreed, as he began slowly pumping in and out, actually feeling whoever's dick was in her cunt as he moved. It was so weird. It felt kind of gay, and yet not gay at all. He still has curious whose it was.
Joey just lay there, realizing the bottom guy in a DP was kind of helpless, although he was enjoying it all the same.
Clarissa took her Dad's dick in her mouth again and slowly bobbed as she got accustomed to three dicks inside her.
As Amy watched, a wicked idea popped into her head. She went to her bag of sex toys and grabbed the smallest of her three strap-ons she'd brought with her, and began to fasten it on.
Katie glanced over and hoped that was for her.
James watched Amy put on the harness and wondered if he was going to get to see his wife get fucked by another woman. The idea made his cock twitch. Like almost every man in the world, lesbian sex was a major turn-on for him.
Dwayne began to get into a smooth rhythm, and Clarissa's slight pain faded.
Clarissa began slowly moving her body, as she wanted to feel Joey's cock moving inside her too. It was awkward at first to get into a smooth rhythm. Riding one cock was easy, getting spit-roasted was also pretty easy, but double penetration was a lot more challenging to get all the pieces moving in a proper progression.
Katie was wrong though, since after Amy had her strap-on in place, she handed Katie the medium-sized strap-on. "Put this on."
"Of course, Mistress," Mrs. Wilson said.
"Mistress?" James asked, revealing to Dwayne, who no longer cared who was in what hole in his wife, that it was his best friend, his best man, who was in her cunt, and that their dicks were almost touching. It made sense it was Joey as although couldn't feel it completely, it seemed to be big and fat... which described Joey's... a dick he had seen many times.
"Yes," Katie nodded, "I obey every order Mistress Amy gives me."
"Oh," James said, not sure what else to say during this surreal orgy. His daughter was sucking his cock, but with no smooth rhythm to get him off, which was okay.
"Yes, I own your wife's pussy and ass," Amy clarified, as she helped Katie install the strap-on.
"And my mouth?" Katie asked.
"Of course," Amy agreed.
Dwayne said, "Okay, let's try to get into a smooth rhythm, Joey."
"Sure, man," Joey agreed, really wanting to be more active in this gangbang.
"Clarissa, lean forward a bit," Dwayne instructed, this stage directing so much more challenging with the blindfold on.
"Yes, baby, tell me what to do," Clarissa encouraged him, her Dad's dick slipping out of her mouth again.
"All right, Joey, on three, thrust up," Dwayne ordered.
"Okay."
"1, 2, 3," Dwayne counted up.
Dwayne pumped forward, Joey bucked up, and Clarissa screamed, "Fuck, yes!"
Dwayne and Joey kept fucking Clarissa in unison now, and Clarissa's body responded with euphoria. "Oh God, yes you two, double penetrate me, yes!"
"That looks like fun," Katie said.
"We'll have to give you a try too, later," Amy promised.
"Awesome," Katie said, wondering why they were both wearing strap-ons.
"Let's let Clarissa come, and then we'll do something super wicked," Amy said, before going back to her duffle bag.
"I can't wait," the curious mother said.
"Shove your cock in my mouth, Daddy," Clarissa demanded, wanting all three holes filled as the intensity of the double fucking heated up.
James eagerly slid his cock back in her mouth, and she bobbed the best she could.
Joey was sweating from the work of fucking in this position; Dwayne was really beginning to slam inside his fiancée's ass.
"Oh fuck, yeah," Clarissa babbled, as she tried to simultaneously suck cock, but she was really being pounded as her two principal studs had found s smooth flow.
"Take it all, my bridal slut," Dwayne groaned as she slammed into her.
Oh yes, fuck," Clarissa moaned, as her orgasm was increasing.
"Fuck, yeah," Joey groaned as he got a major workout, being on the bottom.
Clarissa stopped sucking and said, "Oh fuck yes, double fuck me, so good, I'm so close!"
"Come my dirty whore," Amy ordered, as she lubed up both her and Katie's cocks for an even more epic, epic finale. She then whispered to Katie, "Go and ass fuck your hubby."
"Fucking twisted," Katie grinned wickedly, as she sauntered around to her husband, whose cock was just in front of their about-to-come daughter.
"Yes!" Clarissa screamed just seconds later, as she came with the intensity of a thousand suns.
Amy moved behind a still thrusting Dwayne and ordered, "Everyone stop for a moment."
Dwayne obeyed, and his eyes went wide when he felt something poking between his ass cheeks.
James' eyes also went wide as he saw his wife walking towards him with a clear intent bobbing in front of her.
"Bend over and rest your hands on your daughter's back; that way she can still suck your tiny dick," Katie ordered.
"Katie, I..." he began to protest.
"Do it," she demanded sharply.
He obeyed even as he protested, as she bent him into the angle, she wanted like he was a Ken Barbie doll, "Please, not this."
Amy trumpeted from the other end of the burgeoning six-person fuck train, "Ready to get fucked while you fuck?"
"I guess so," James said, thinking in truth there was likely no better way to get pegged than while you're inside another woman.
"I know so," Amy said, as she pushed her thin cock inside Dwayne's virgin ass.
"Ohhhhhh," Dwayne moaned and groaned, a pain coursing through him, yet also a sexual adrenaline rush.
Katie positioned the cock at her husband's asshole and pushed, not really concerned about being gentle.
"Oh fuck! Please stop," James whined as his ass was penetrated.
"I'll make you feel better, Daddy," Clarissa said, as she took her dad's cock in her mouth again, even as her orgasm continued travelling through her entire body.
"Sorry, Amy put the smaller one on first," Katie apologized, as she watched her entire black cock disappear between her husband's really white cheeks.
"It really hurts," James said.
"Don't you always say 'No pain, no gain?" Katie quipped, something she'd heard him say hundreds of times.
"Fuck," he whined, his ass feeling like it was literally on fire.
"I was nice for your first backdoor fucking," Amy said, as she filled Dwayne's ass with her smallish five-inch cock.
"Thank you," Dwayne said, both for her caring decision, and for making this morning happen. Although there was no doubt a slight discomfort and pain, the rush of the act and the wild orgy they were currently involved in overrode that.
Clarissa was a little disappointed she wasn't providing Dwayne's first pegging and also she couldn't see it, but the rush of this wild six-person all-connected orgy centred around her was a massive rush.
Katie was all in and looked at Amy, "I'm all in."
"Me too."
"On three?" Katie asked.
"1-2-3," Amy counted up, and then they both began fucking their boy bottoms.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass," Dwayne moaned, as each pump made him twitch inside his fiancée.
"Please, no," James protested, as his wife began fucking him. It hurt like a bitch, and it was so humiliating. Only his daughter's mouth bobbing on his cock made this tolerable. This ass-fucking being the ultimate descriptor of pleasure and pain.
"I'm fucking your ass until you come in our daughter's mouth," Katie warned.
"Oh, fuck," James whimpered, his daughter's warm mouth feeling good, but the sharp fiery pain in his ass stopped the pleasure from rising.
"I'm going to keep fucking your ass until you pump a big load into your wife's asshole," Amy said.
"That won't take long," Dwayne moaned, as he couldn't explain it, but he was feeling intense pleasure at both ends... as he literally was fucking while getting fucked, and loving it.
Clarissa loved hearing her man's moans, and she allowed her Dad's dick to slip out of her mouth so she could turn her head and somewhat see what was going on. "Like that cock in your ass, baby?"
"Fucking awesome, baby," Dwayne moaned, as he could feel his cock throbbing towards the finish line.
"Let me help," Clarissa said, as she timed it right and began bucking back on his dick whenever Amy was backing out.
"Oh fuck, yes," Dwayne moaned, as Joey was just lying there helplessly and watching an entire orgy while his dick was baking in Clarissa's nice warm oven. God, he needed to come, and this new movement finally began stimulating him again.
"Come in my ass, baby," Clarissa moaned, wanting to feel his warm cum explode inside her.
"Oh, fuck yes," Dwayne moaned. "Fuck me harder, Amy, I'm almost there."
Amy did as requested, gripping both his hips solidly and beginning to slam into him.
Katie was fucking her husband's ass hard too, but awkwardly, as he couldn't keep his balance once their daughter began fucking her husband in earnest. "Get on all fours," she demanded.
Defeated, and oddly beginning to enjoy this cock in his ass, he obeyed.
The cock slipped out briefly, before Katie mounted him like a dog in heat and fucked him hard.
"Oh fuck," James moaned, this time more from pleasure than pain.
"He likes it, he really, really likes it," Katie chuckled.
"Oh fuck, I'm coming," Dwayne grunted, as he trembled and exploded his load in his wife's tight ass.
"Yes, fill my asshole, lover," Clarissa moaned.
Dwayne spewed a massive load as the intense orgasm ripped through him.
Once done, Amy pulled out and Dwayne did too, the position suddenly a little uncomfortable.
Clarissa got off too, rolled onto her back and lay there, cum leaking out of her ass.
"I need to come," Joey said, as he stood up and stretched his legs.
"Come fuck me while I fuck James," Katie offered.
"Fuck, yeah," Joey quickly agreed, moving behind her.
Katie briefly stopped fucking her husband until Joey was inside her doggy style, and then they counted to three and smoothly began a fuck train.
"Nice," Amy said as she grabbed her dress. "I hate to end this fuck frenzy, but we need to get tidied up and ready, ladies and gentlemen. Wedding begins in thirty."
"Oh shit," Clarissa said, even though she didn't move.
James couldn't believe it, but his cock was now throbbing even though it was no longer being touched. He felt he could come at any moment.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that big young dick," Katie moaned.
"I'm not going to last long, Mrs. Wilson," Joey said, Clarissa's lengthy cunt oven having kept his balls boiling forever.
"Just come inside me," Katie offered, "James can clean me up afterwards."
"Oh fuck," James grunted, that statement for whatever reason triggering his humiliating orgasm as he spewed his load all over the floor.
"He just came," Amy said.
"What a little faggot," Katie said, as she pushed him forward, making him land in his own cum so she could put her hands on the floor. "Now really pound me, Joey. Shoot that load deep in my cunt."



Clarissa turned to watch her Mom get fucked as she recovered from her orgasm.
Amy helped get Dwayne dressed, his blindfold still on.
"Oh yes, yes, fucking yes," Katie moaned, as she bounced on the big cock, so close to coming herself.
"I'm coming," Joey grunted and shot his long-delayed load in her cunt.
"Me too," Katie declared as her orgasm hit her the moment her cunt was filled with cum.
James trembled on the floor, mortified he'd come just from getting ass fucked, mortified his wife had just come from another man coming inside her, mortified he'd sucked a cock and enjoyed it, mortified he'd enjoyed a strap-on in the ass, mortified he was laying in puddles of his own cum, and mortified that his entire marriage could be in shambles.
Joey pulled out and said, "That was amazing Mrs. Wilson."
"Get over here and clean my cunt before the wedding, honey," Katie ordered.
"Yes, honey," a now obedient husband replied, crawling between his wife's legs and seeing a big wad of white cum leaking from it.
"Good boy," she smiled as she grabbed his head and pulled it into his wife.
Humiliation and stimulation coursed through him as he did the third gay act in half an hour. He sucked Dwayne's cock, he got ass fucked and now he was eating another man's cum from his wife's pussy. What he didn't understand was why each act seemed to enhance the pleasure inside him.
Joey pulled out and said, "Best wedding ever."
Amy smiled, "The wedding hasn't even started yet."
"Best pre-wedding ever," Joey corrected.
"Better," Amy nodded, before adding, "there are still pictures, and the evening."
"What more could we do?" Dwayne asked, almost all dressed.
"Oh, the day is still young," Amy said, not sure what else they would do today.
"Plus, you haven't fucked your own Mommy yet," Clarissa pointed out.
"The day is still young," Amy repeated, as she thought to herself she hadn't fucked her Mommy yet, either.
Each person quietly got dressed and Clarissa went over to Dwayne and said, "I love you so much."
"Ditto."
The almost married couple kissed. When Clarissa broke it, she said, "Next time I kiss you, it will mean we're married."
"I can't wait," Dwayne said.
Joey led Dwayne out of the room and took his blindfold off. He said, a big smile on his face, "See? I told you it wasn't anything bad."
Dwayne laughed, "I guess it wasn't."
James, now dressed, said to his almost-dressed wife, "I'm so sorry for everything."
"I'm sorry, too," Katie said. "I got a little vengeful there."
"It was pretty hot," James smiled.
"You liked a dick in the ass, didn't you?"
"Eventually," he admitted.
"Well, maybe tonight you can return the favour," Katie smiled, giving him a kiss.
"Really?" he asked.
"If you're a good boy and only fuck who I say you can," she said. "Now get out of here, we need to finish getting ready."
"Yes, Mistress," he joked.
"Mistress, I like that," the wife said, slapping his ass.
He headed out.
Clarissa said, "Thanks for all that."
"Oh, it was our pleasure," the mother said, and then giggled.
"And it's only the beginning," Amy promised.
"I can only imagine what else your twisted mine has in store for us," Clarissa said, shaking her head. "Now help me look like I wasn't just triple fucked."
"I'm not a miracle worker," Amy laughed.
.....
Twenty minutes later, Clarissa walked down the aisle. Cum was still slowly leaking out of her ass, and Amy had refused to allow her to wear panties.
Ten minutes later Clarissa and Dwayne kissed, sealing their marriage with a kiss. A kiss that had the entire church in awe of their raw passion. It wasn't a peck, or a three second kiss which was tradition... no, it was a good forty-five second kiss that included tongue exploration and an intensity that made almost every woman wanton.
Twenty minutes after that they were in the limo headed to the reception, Clarissa's two other bridesmaids, Dwayne's sister and her college best friend, oblivious to what had transpired. Also in the dark were Dwayne's other two groomsmen, who were both coworkers... both having no idea they'd already been sucked by the bride or had fucked her just a week ago.
As Amy promised, this was only the beginning.
THE END ... FOR NOW.
Want more???
Accidental Orgy: Amy's Mom
Amy seduces her mom with some help from Katie... including a surprise visit from Governor Green.
Accidental Orgy: Dwayne's Mom
Another orgy... this time including Dwayne's Mom.
Accidental Orgy: Honeymoon Orgies
Amy sends them to a swinger's resort.
Accidental Orgy: Lesbian Orgy
All the woman end up at Le Chateau Club.
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An Unorthodox Love Story
Summary: A man finds love with a younger woman through a wild encounter.
Note 1: This is a Valentine's Day 2020 contest.
Note 2: Want to hear a funny story? This was supposed to be a quick 2000-words-at-most wank story. It's based on my husband coming home from shopping and telling me the cute saleswoman had talked rather sexually about underwear as he was looking for some new ones on Black Friday. I thought it would be a fun stroker, yet it yanked the reins out of my hands and became something so much more, while I just more or less went along for the ride. It became an unorthodox love story. A story with many of my usual themes and yet something different as well.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven,
TITLE
Nothing is worse than arriving at your hotel and realizing you didn't pack something essential. I mean not worse then third world poverty or the economy right now, but still a major first world problem.
If it was a toothbrush or deodorant, you could just call the lobby and they'd likely have one they could send up to you.
I, somehow, forgot to pack any underwear.
Now by the way, I don't just buy cheap underwear. I tend to buy SAXX Ultra, or Lululemon, or even Bamboo.
So I took an Uber and headed to a mall, arriving at 8:30 in the evening. I had half an hour before everything shut down.
I searched through half the mall before finding a store selling SAXX underwear just ten minutes before closing. I was looking through the rack, I go for simple single-colour pairs, no silly designs, when a feminine voice asked from behind me, "May I help you?"
I turned to see a cute redhead with prominent big tits showcased in her pink low cut blouse, and said, "I'm from out of town, and I forgot to pack any underwear."
"I see," she said. After a pause, she asked, "I hate to be presumptuous, but I'm assuming you're a man who likes his underwear to be comfortable."
"You assume correctly," I said, smiling at this cute girl and noticing she wasn't only wearing pantyhose, but black pantyhose, my favourite. And everything else... blouse, skirt, shoes... was pink. I wondered for a moment before remembering today was February 14, Valentine's Day. Not a day that mattered much when you were single. Actually, being single saved me a fair amount of money.
"Do you only wear SAXX?" she asked.
"They're my go-to brand," I admitted but added, "I also own some Lululemon and Bamboo."
"Have you ever tried 2under?" she asked.
"Can't say I have," I said, a brand I'd never heard of.
"Well, my boyfriend, well my ex-boyfriend, wore them and they were the sexiest underwear I've ever seen."
"Really?" I asked, wondering whether she was flirting with me or just being a good saleswoman. I was recently single and had been suffering a bit of a withdrawal. This young lady's cute smile, big tits and black nylon-clad legs had my cock waking up.
"Yes," she nodded. "If I may be blunt," she added, looking around to see the store completely empty.
"Please do be blunt," I said, deciding there was indeed some flirtation going on here.
"Well," she said, leaning in a little closer to me, "2under felt really soft when I caressed his ass, and it also did a great job of framing his...."
She paused.
I asked, shifting into full flirt mode, "His what, do tell?"
"His package," she smiled.
"I see," I said, feeling my cheeks go a little red at her slightly aggressive response spoken with her sultry voice.
"Want to see a pair?"
"I'd love to," as I looked at my watch. The store closed in seven minutes.
"Follow me," she said, turning away to showcase a nice wide booty, just the way I liked them. I also noticed her nylons had seams going up the back of her legs, which only enhanced the sensual beauty.
"Anywhere," I responded slyly, hoping this Valentine's Day encounter might lead to her coming back to my hotel. Excellent day for that kind of thing to happen. No woman wants to spend the day alone.
Unfortunately she didn't hear me or chose not to respond, as she led me to a rack close to the till.
She said, looking me over, unashamedly lingering at my crotch, which was now hard as a rock, "I sense you're a single-colour sort of underwear man."
"I am," I nodded. "How did you know that?"
"You seem like a no-nonsense man," she said. "A man of class, but with a basic civility."
"My last girlfriend didn't think so," I joked, putting it out there that I too was single.
"Her loss," she shrugged, as she grabbed a box and handed it to me.
"Pink," I nodded. "Good choice."
"My favourite colour," she smiled. "And it takes a confident man to wear it."
"I'm not sure if I'd be a medium or a large," I said.
"Probably a medium," she said before adding, "why don't you go and try them on?"
"Seriously?" I asked. "Is that allowed?"
"I won't tell," she smiled playfully.
"Okay," I nodded, thinking this was indeed going somewhere.
She pointed to the change room as she said, "I'll come check on you in a minute."
"I hope so," I flirted slyly.
I went to the change room, removed my shoes, pants and underwear... revealing my completely erect seven-and-a-half-inch cock.
I opened the box and pulled out the underwear. I put them on and moved my hands around, feeling them. I know it may sound odd, but I like the feel of soft things. I like bamboo shirts, I own only bamboo sheets, I like soft underwear and I love the look and feel of a woman's legs in nylons.
"Do they fit?" she asked from the other side of the door.
"Perfectly," I answered, looking at how they framed rather than confined my hard cock very well.
"Let me see," she surprised me by saying.
"They're a little revealing," I warned her as I unlatched the door, not wishing to lose this opportunity.
"That's the point of them," she said as she walked in. She examined my crotch and said, "Perfect."
Deciding to be a little aggressive, having nothing to lose and pretty confident she was thinking the same thing I was, I asked, "The underwear or what it's covering?"
"Both," she said, lowering herself before me and squeezing my horizontal, hard, pink cock.
"Oh," I groaned, this move so forward I was a little shocked. She was on duty. She seemed to be working alone.
"Did I help get this Valentine's Day gift hard?" she asked, moving her hand up and down slowly while her other hand caressed my ass, which no doubt felt particularly soft right now.
"He's completely saluting you," I answered.
"Can he come out to play?"
"Definitely," I answered, after rejecting any playful witty response.
She pulled my (was it mine yet?) underwear down and took my cock in her mouth.
"Oh, yes," I moaned, as a chill went up my back from the instant pleasure. Although I like fucking a woman, there's nothing I enjoy better than receiving head (I also love giving too... going down on a woman is always a pleasure). Although very few women are eager to suck cock, and even fewer are really good at it. This unnamed girl was a rarity it seemed: she liked doing it and damn, was she good at it).
She bobbed up and down for just thirty seconds or so, before she slid her tongue down my shaft and took a ball into her mouth. "Oh, nice," I moaned, having never had that done to me before. It felt weird and nice.
She sucked the other ball and licked her way back up my cock while saying, "What a great cock."
"Thanks," I said, "he's really enjoying the attention."
She swirled her tongue around my cock head and then stood up and kissed me.
I kissed her back before she broke away and said, "Wait here, I just have to go close up."
"Sure," I said, my cock raging, my lust building. I don't think I'd ever felt so horny in my life.
"I'll be right back to give him the attention he deserves," she smiled, stroking my cock briefly.
"He has a name, you know. His name is Wally," I said, a name an early girlfriend had given him.
"No, not any more it isn't," she shook her head. "I'm renaming him The Rock."
"I like that," I smiled, thinking my cock being compared to one of the best looking, strongest men on the planet was a good thing.
"And considering what day it is, I want to be rocked," she said seductively, before turning away and exiting the room.
I stood there in a horny daze.
Wow, she was so hot in her playful, sultry demeanor.
I waited five minutes, the underwear around my ankles, my 'Rock' slowly shrinking from lack of attention.
I was just beginning to worry about whether she was coming back, when she opened the door and said, "Sorry, I had to shoo away a last-minute customer."
"No worries," I said.
"Oh no, there is one," she said, pointing at my no-longer-particularly-erect cock. She dropped before me again and reclaimed Rock in her mouth.
She swirled her tongue around Rock and created excessive saliva that had him hard in very little time.
"That's much better," she smiled, stroking my little man and looking up at me.
"Indeed it is," I agreed.
"God, I love this cock," she said, taking it back into her mouth.
"He loves what you're doing to him," I moaned, this being the best blow job ever. Maybe it was the raw lust, or perhaps what day it was or she was simply the best cock sucker ever. At the moment I concluded it was all three.
She moaned in response as she moved her hand under her dress and began rubbing herself.
She bobbed and deep throated my cock like only seen in porn. Fast, deep, eager.
I was close to coming in just a couple of minutes, which was rare for me, and like a gentleman I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
She responded by frantically rubbing her pussy while somehow bobbing even faster. It took less than fifteen more seconds before I grunted and exploded inside her eager mouth.
She swallowed it all without slowing down. Once my load was complete, only then did she slow down, nursing my cock for any slow swimmers.
"That was amazing," I said.
She allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth, "Agreed."
Being a man who believes in giving as much as receiving, I offered, "Let me return the favour."
"Really?" she asked, a little surprised. Men today are so lazy. Perhaps they always were. Yet I was a firm believer in both giving and receiving.
I enjoyed licking a pussy almost as much as getting sucked. I loved the vulnerability of a woman to allow me to be between her legs. I loved the soft moans that escaped their lips when I began exploring her pink region. I loved the way it got wetter and wetter as I stimulated her. I loved the taste... usually subtle, yet always appealing (eating a pussy after she's worked out is a surprisingly tantalizing treat). I loved her moans getting louder and her body giving into the pleasure. Lastly, I loved when she came. I loved the declaration, the flooding, the cum.
I replied, "It's the least I can do after that amazing blow job.
"I love giving head," she said, standing up.
"It shows," I replied, pushing her gently but authoritatively against the wall. "I love going down too." I kissed her passionately and we melted into each other.
We kissed for a minute or two, before I broke the kiss and lowered myself before her, my hands going down her nylon-clad legs. "Nice nylons," I complimented.
"I noticed you checking them out," she said.
"I'm a legs guy," I admitted, as I lifted up her pink skirt and moved my mouth to her panty and pantyhose-clad crotch.
"Oh, yes," she moaned. "Usually men stare at my tits."
"They're very nice too," I said, "but today I want to go for the pink," as I sucked her pussy through the pink panty and black pantyhose.
"Oh yes, suck my pussy," she moaned, as I did something I'd only done a couple times before... sucked on a pussy through the pantyhose fabric. But soon I wanted to taste that pussy directly from the source, and I quickly tugged down both her pantyhose and panties in one smooth, quick move and dove into her wetness.
"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned, as I tried to devour her pussy with the same enthusiasm she had sucked my cock.
"You taste so good," I complimented, as I licked every crevice of her pussy, knowing many women were self-conscious about their taste because of the unfair descriptions of it by some pathetic lazy men. I mean it's not as if our cum is delicious.
"Don't stop," she replied, as her hands went into my hair.
I had no intention of stopping. Instead, I parted her pussy lips and probed her hole with a stiffened tongue.
"Oh God, you're so good at this," she moaned, although it didn't come out as a fluent sentence.
"I could eat this pussy all day," I said, meaning it.
"I may never allow you to leave," she said, as she guided my head deeper into her wetness.
Taking that as a hint, I began to attack her clit, which made her breathing go erratic and her speech nasty hot.
"Oh yes... fuck... feels so good... don't stop... fuck... yes, oh yes... I'm going to come... come... oh God... oh God... oh God... fuck!" she finally screamed as her orgasm hit her, and I learned she was a squirter, as a gush of pussy cum sprayed all over my face.
I lapped it up the best I could as she held my face, still deep in her flooding pussy.
Finally, she let go and simply said, "Wow.
"Wow, indeed," I smiled, looking up at her radiant post-orgasmic glow. A woman is never more beautiful than during the first moments after an orgasm. A brief period when she was in complete bliss. No worries, no stress... just calm tranquility.
"I guess I should seduce older men more often," she smiled, as I pulled her panties back up for her, and then her pantyhose.
"I may get jealous of them," I smiled, wondering how old she was. She could be the same age as my daughter, although I hoped she was older.
"Oh? You think you can handle more of me?" she smiled, still leaning against the door.
"Yes, or I'll die trying," I smiled, thinking that would be a great way to go.
"Are you staying at a hotel?" She asked.
"I am," I nodded.
"Want to take me back there and fuck me?" She asked bluntly.
My Rock, which had never completely shrunk during my oral servitude, was quickly getting himself ready for more action. Something else that was so hot was when a woman talked like that. Bluntly. Like a guy.
"If I do, you'll be staying the night," I warned, wanting this crazy surprising night never to end.
"As long as you order me breakfast in bed," she smiled, kissing me.
"And while you're having breakfast in bed," I smiled once she broke the kiss, "I'll have breakfast in bed too." I then glanced meaningfully towards her pussy.
"Fuck, you're hot."
"Right back at you," I said, kissing her this time.
"I need fifteen minutes to finish up here," she said.
"Take your time," I said before adding as she opened the door, "but not too much time."
"I'll be quick," she said.
"I hope not," I joked, as I finally stepped out of the pink underwear that had been wrapped around me for an eternity. I was definitely buying these. They'd be forever known as my lucky Valentine's Day underwear.
I got dressed and went to the till. I smiled, "I'll definitely buy these, and a few more."
She said, "The first pair is on the house, but I guess you'll have to come back tomorrow to buy the rest." She added in a faux officious voice, "I'm terribly sorry sir, but the store has closed for the night."
"When do you work tomorrow?" I asked.
"Three to nine," she said. "I come here after school."
My eyes went wide.
She's in high school?

What is she's under eighteen?
She sensed my alarm and said, "Don't worry, I'm twenty-five."
"Thank God," I said.
"I'm finishing up my Master's in psychology," she revealed.
"Oh no," I responded mockingly.
"What?" She smiled, knowing exactly what I was thinking. "I don't start psychoanalysing my men until at least the second date."
"Does tonight count as a date?" I asked, somehow falling for this girl sixteen years younger than me.
"If you order room service after you fuck me with that big cock of yours," she answered.
"Where were you when I was in college?" I joked.
"Kindergarten?" she smiled.
"Oh God, I'm going to hell!"
"How old are you?" she asked, somehow managing to count money while exchanging repartee with me at the same time.
"Thirty-five," I answered and then added, "plus six."
"Any kids?" she asked.
"One daughter," I answered, crazy how we were doing everything backwards.
"How old?"
"Nineteen," I answered.
"At least I'm older," she said.
"True enough," I laughed.
"Any kids yourself?" I asked, praying the answer was no.
"Nope."
"Current boyfriend?" I asked.
"Not at the moment," she said, giving me a smile.
"A beautiful girl like you?" I asked, surprised she'd be single.
"I'm told my personality is a little abrasive, blunt and aggressive," she said. "And I'm not a skinny waif."
"Well, you definitely go for what you want, which I like," I said. And being blunt myself, I added, "The women I fuck need to have some meat on their bones; I don't want to break them in two."
"So you fuck hard?" She asked, as she put money into an envelope.
"I can make love or pound you hard and deep," I offered, wanting to portray both sides.
"Well I'm a girl who can appreciate both," she smiled, as she walked over to me and kissed me again.
"I'll book an Uber," I offered.
"I can drive," she counteroffered.
"Hmmmm," I smiled. "I'll enjoy the ride, then."
"God, do I need your cock in me," she said, taking my hand and leading me out of the store, to a bank where she deposited the bag of money down a slot, and then to a parking lot. As we walked, we chatted.
"Where are you from?" she asked.
"New York," I answered.
"That isn't too far away."
"Not at all," I agreed, wondering if this wild, raw sexual attraction we were sharing could lead to something more than a one-night stand. I couldn't explain it, but I felt a connection with her that didn't make any sense. I didn't know her. We had just given each other oral sex. Any reasonable guy would assume she did this often. What are the odds that the first time she did such a thing she'd choose me? Yet for some reason, one I couldn't explain, I sensed it was. And although she was sixteen years younger than I, I didn't feel that mattered at all.
"I have friends in New York."
"Me too," I joked.
"I'm just saying I could use a creamy load or a nice fucking when I come down there," she said bluntly, her forwardness so fucking hot. Saying things I often thought but would never say.
"I could even take you out for supper and a show," I offered, curious if she saw what was growing between us as more than just sex. I had thought so, but now I wasn't so sure.
"Like a date," she said in a playful mocking tone.
I smiled as we reached her car, "Well, it will be after I deposit a load all over your face or down your throat."
"What kind of woman do you think I am?" She gasped mockingly.
"My sexy new Valentine," I answered, confident this would not offend her.
"Yours?" she asked, resting against her car.
"Do you want to be mine?" I asked, wondering if I about to ask out a girl I just met, who was sixteen years younger and just gotten a blow job from.
"I'd consider it if someone was asking," she answered coyly.
"Then I'm asking," I said. "Do you want to go out on a real date?"
"I think I do," she said, as I leaned over and kissed her.
It was a tender kiss.
When I broke it, she handed me her keys and said, "You drive."
"Okay," I said, finding that a little weird.
She got into the passenger side as I got into the driver's side.
I started driving, and she brought her hands to my pants and fished out Rock, so I asked, "Still hungry?"



"Starving actually," she said as my semi-hard cock was released.
"Well, I always have a sausage warm and ready for someone deserving of it," I said, knowing it sounded corny.
"Actually, can you go through the McDonalds drive-thru? I could use a quarter pounder meal," she requested, before she leaned down and took my cock in her mouth.
"Ohhh," I moaned, as I drove out of the parking lot. "I'd like to think I'm more of a full meal deal without your also ordering a la carte."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she began sucking me to full erection.
I drove a block to the McDonalds that I'd seen from the parking lot. I reached the drive-thru which was empty, and said, "We're entering the drive-thru."
She sat up and said, "A quarter pounder with cheese, fries and a coke."
Then before could respond, she lowered herself back down onto my now fully erect cock.
"Okay," I moaned, as I rolled up to the speaker.
I distractedly ordered food for us both and then slowly crept ahead to the till, clarifying our circumstances to her, "I'm almost at the window. The one with a person behind it."
She continued slowly sucking me as I reached it.
A boy, looking to be in his early twenties said, "That will be..." before he paused, noticing a head on my lap, "$13.76."
I handed him a twenty and said, deciding to play along, "I hope you don't mind; my girlfriend couldn't wait any longer." I then smiled at the fact I called her my girlfriend.
"Um, okay," he said, his cheeks going ruby red as if he was the one caught in the act.
He moved away and I said, "That was amusing."
"Equally amusing is a cum walk," she said, sitting partly up.
This wasn't a term I'd heard before so I asked, "What's a cum walk?"
"Where a woman walks around in public with a big load all over her face," she explained, before returning to my cock.
"I see," I said, thinking that would indeed be hot, and also amusing to see.
A minute later the boy returned with my change and was handing it to me, while trying not to look at the head bobbing up and down in my lap. "You're welcome to watch," I reassured him, "she enjoys an audience."
She sat up and said, as if she hadn't just had a dick in her mouth, "Please make sure there are lots of ketchups in the bag."
"Yes, ma'am," he said, his face going even redder as he was caught in the act of watching.
She returned to sucking as he disappeared from the window.
When he returned a minute later with the drinks and food, I said, "Slut, sit up. I need the drink holders for the pop."
"But you haven't come on my face yet," she pouted, as she sat up.
I sighed, as I looked at him, taking the drinks, "Sorry, she just really likes her home-made mayonnaise."
"It's warm and creamy," she embellished.
"And free," I joked, taking the bag.
"Have a good night," he said, still looking shell-shocked.
"Oh, I plan on it," I said, starting to pull away.
"I'm a bit into exhibitionism," she explained, as she opened the bag and extracted a fry.
"So, I see," I chuckled.
"Partly because it's hot and it gets me horny," she explained, "and partly because psychologically I like seeing the reactions of other people."
"His was priceless."
"When we come out of the blue at them like that, they usually are."
A few minutes later, we were at my hotel and I put my dick away. She grabbed the bag, I grabbed the drinks, and we headed up to my hotel room. Thankfully, this being an upper-class hotel, she didn't act as outrageous. Besides, I hadn't come on her face so she couldn't do what I was picturing.
She did say, once in the elevator, "Swanky hotel."
"Company pays for it."
"Ever gotten head in an elevator?" she asked.
"Once," I replied, that being a couple years ago, actually in this hotel and this very elevator.
"Party pooper," she pouted.
"You want to start this relationship with lies?" I asked.
"Relationship?" she asked back.
"I thought we'd already established this was one."
"You've only just asked me out on a date," she pointed out. "In the future. In New York."
"Sorry, I'm a lot older than you," I pointed out. "Once you suck my Rock, then I eat your pussy, then you suck my cock a second time and then I offer to take you on a date to make you an honest woman... it's a relationship."
"Is that still true if you take me back to your hotel and fuck me?"
"Yup. That seals the deal," I said, as we got off on the twelfth floor.
"I thought it took anal to seal the deal," she quipped, sauntering out of the elevator.
"Before or after you give me a heart attack?" I joked, having done anal with a few women, but not in quite a while.
"It would be a great way to go," she smiled, as I led her to my room.
"The best," I agreed, as I unlocked the door.
"I'll try not to kill you too soon," she said, following me into my room.
I laughed as I entered the room.
She added, "I'll need to eat first."
"Me too," I said, as we sat on the couch and devoured our McDonald's meals.
I asked, as we were finishing eating, wanting to know more about her, including a key question I didn't know the answer to yet, "May I ask you a personal question?"
"After coming down my throat, eating my cunt and buying me dinner, you can ask me anything," she smiled.
"What's your name?"
She laughed, "I guess we should exchange those civilities at some point. I'm Amanda."
"Ben," I offered. "Nice to meet you, Amanda."
"You too, Ben."
"How much longer until you get your degree?"
"I'm in my last semester," she said, as she slipped out of her heels and rested her nylon-clad feet on the coffee table.
"Nice," I said, already thinking then she could move to New York. I couldn't believe I was thinking such things after a single sexual encounter. Or three, depending on how you count these things.
"Yeah, then I can live anywhere I want," she answered, reading my mind.
"That's a great degree to have," I said, my gaze going back and forth from her eyes to her feet.
"Yeah, being able to set up my own office will be nice," she said. "I don't like taking orders from other people."
"Really?" I asked.
"Well, not at work," she corrected.
"Really?" I asked again, having shot a load down her throat and gotten her off with my tongue at her workplace.
"Well, okay," she laughed, as she swung her nylon clad legs onto my lap. "Not while I'm doing my real job."
I groaned as her feet landed a little too hard on my crotch.
"Sorry, I figured since you can't stop staring at them, you may as well massage them."
"You do have gorgeous feet and toes," I complimented, as I took her left foot in my hands. "Especially in these nylons."
"Nylons have psychological power," she said.
"I couldn't agree more," I said, as nothing turned me on more than legs and feet in nylons.
"For both men and women," she continued.
"I know why for men," I said, as I raised her foot and sucked on her toes, "but why women?"
"Oh, that is nice," she moaned softly. I've learned that most women have never had a man suck on their toes; and it's a tender, yet intimate and erotic act. It almost always makes women more comfortable, and they all enjoy it... all except Penny, an ex who had ticklish feet and accidentally kicked me in the face.
"And?"
"Sorry, you got me distracted," she said.
"I've been distracted by you ever since we met," I countered.
"You say the sweetest things," she said, before explaining, "for women, nylons are an accessory. Different shades of colour provide different looks, and that's why I'm surprised more women don't wear them."
"Tell me about it," I sighed, as I moved to her other, slightly salty, nylon foot.
"My research shows that women who wear them often have more confidence," she added.
"Interesting," I said as I sucked on a toe.
"I know," she nodded, excited to share her research. "That's the same reason women wear make-up, dress as they do, and get boob jobs."
"For confidence?"
"Exactly," she nodded.
"Well, I like your research," I said.
"Pull out Rock for me," she ordered.
I did quickly, as sucking on her toes had gotten me hard and horny.
"Ever had a nylon foot job?" she asked as she moved both of her feet to my cock.
"Poorly once, by a drunk woman," I admitted.
"Well, let's make up for that," she said, as she began slowly stroking my cock with her feet.
"Oh, that feels great."
"I want Rock hard as steel when he slams into me," she said.
"You do, do you?" I asked with a smirk.
"Yes, you think you can fuck my cunt with that big cock?" she asked, looking me directly in the eye as she did.
"I think I can," I said, deciding not to make a lame joke by repeating the phrase like Thomas the Train.
"I haven't been fucked in months," she said, her feet dancing in perfect symmetry on my cock.
"Really?"
"Yeah, school and work have kept me busy," she admitted. "Then you came in and I just..."
She paused.
"Just what?"
"I can't explain it," she began and then stopped again.
"I can't explain this either," I said, seeing vulnerability in her for the first time, and wanting her to know I felt the same way.
"I just felt something I couldn't explain drawing me to you," she said.
"I felt... feel the same way."
"At first, I just wanted your cock."
"Me too," I said, then corrected, "I mean a blow job or more. But now I want all of you."
"Good, I'm not a sharer," she said.
"I'm a one-woman man," I clarified.
"So you feel it too?" she asked; the entire time we were having this suddenly intimate conversation, Amanda's feet never stopped moving up and down.
"I feel a chemistry I've never felt on first contact," I admitted.
"I'm not too young for you?"
"Nope. I'm not too old for you?"
"My mom will think so."
"Oh God, how old is your mom?" I asked.
"Forty-four," she answered, moving her left foot to rub my cock head, and her left foot to my chest.
"I'm almost her age," I said.
"Do you care?" she asked, moving her foot to my mouth.
"Not at all," I answered, knowing this just felt right. Could this be love at first sight... well, after a blow job or two and some pussy eating?
"Good," she said, "because although it may appear like I do this all the time, I have never done this before."
"What? Sex?" I joked.
"No, silly," she said. "I've never seduced a customer. Or even had a one-night stand."
"Well, let's make sure the latter condition remains true tomorrow," I reassured her. "At the moment, a many-year stand is looking pretty good to me."
"Fuck; be that as it may, I need you in me right now," she said, as she moved her feet away and aggressively pulled my pants and underwear down and off me.
"You know Rock and I are more than just a piece of meat," I jokingly protested.
"Not right now you're not," she said, as she straddled my cock and dropped herself on it while taking her dress off.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as I saw her amazing body uncovered for the first time, her big tits showcased so perfectly in a light blue lace bra.
"I work out every day," she said.
"I think about working out every day," I joked, as she leaned in and kissed me as she began slowly riding me.
When she broke the kiss, she began unbuttoning my dress shirt and said, "Either you work out, or you have an amazing metabolism."
"A little of both," I said.
"Nice abs," she said, as she opened my shirt and moved her hands over them.
"Thanks," I said. "You've got nice everything."
"Thanks," she said, as she used my chest for balance and began riding me faster as she reached back and unclasped her bra and tossed it aside.
"God, you're perfect," I said, as I admired her large round breasts as they bounced fluidly.
"I'm a little big boned," she pointed out.
"I like a little padding, and that big ass of yours is amazing," I said.
"It's my mom's Latina side coming through," she explained.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I just enjoyed the amazing sight of her perfect body riding me.
And for a few minutes there was no more talking.
Just fucking.
And moans.
And me admiring my new girlfriend.
And her riding her new boyfriend.
Each of us were somehow completely comfortable with each other, which had never happened before in my entire sex life. The first time was always awkward, but this first time felt natural.
Eventually though, I needed to be the man.
I pulled her close, lifted her up off the couch, my cock remaining inside her, and carried her to the bed. "My strong man," she purred, as she kissed my neck.
"Me Tarzan, you Jane," I said, in my best, albeit terrible ape man accent.
"Jane need be fucked by big cock," she said playing along, as I tossed her on the bed, and she spread her legs wide.
I could have kept the role playing going, but I just wanted to... no, needed to... fuck her.
I crawled onto the bed and slid my cock right back into her pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard, Ben," she said. Somehow hearing my name only enhanced the beauty of the moment.
After a few strokes, I decided I wanted to watch her, so I grabbed a pillow and lifted up her ass and set it under her. Then I grabbed her ankles, kept her legs spread wide apart, and on my knees, I slammed into her hard.
Most women close their eyes while they're fucked.
Yet Amanda looked at me with the same lust with which I was admiring her.
Her lips pursed.
And for a couple of minutes again, we just fucked.
Hard.
She moaned.
I groaned.
"Fuck, yes, Ben, treat me like your slut," she said, as I watched her tits bounce and her body quiver.
"I want you to come all over my cock," I said.
"You're going to get your wish real soon," she promised as I slammed into her .
"You're so fucking hot," I said, as my leg began to cramp, but her moans were increasing, and I wasn't about to stop until she came.
"Yes, don't stop, Ben, don't stop," she moaned her cheeks red with lust.
A few more hard, deep strokes and she begged, "Yes, yes, harder, harder, fuck me into oblivion!"
I let go of her nylon-clad legs and she wrapped them around me and pulled me into her each time with all her might. I collapsed on top of her, and she began kissing me urgently as her heels on my ass urged me to keep fucking her.
She broke the kiss and looked directly into my eyes, saying with lustful desperation, "Let's come together."
"You sure?" I asked, knowing she meant I should come inside her. I was close myself, and could definitely let loose soon.
"Yes, come inside me, Ben, shoot that big load deep inside my cunt," she said sounding so hot and nasty.
"Okay," I agreed, not at all concerned about whether she was protected. If we made a baby, I'd be happy to raise it with her... as crazy as it sounds I was already that into her (literally too). She moved her hands to the headboard and began lifting her ass up to meet ach of my forward strokes.
It was so intense.
It had my balls boiling.
A dozen or more strokes, she broke the kiss and demanded, "Come in my cunt, Ben. Fill me up right fucking now."
"So close," I groaned.
"Now, Ben, fucking fill my cunt with your cum three... two... one... NOW!!"'
I grunted and did just that. "Oh, fuck!"
As soon as I started coming in her, she screamed, loud enough to alert the floors above and below us, as my orgasm triggered her orgasm, "Jesus, Mother fucking Christ!"
As we both came, I kept slamming into her.
She collapsed completely.
I watched her face as she came.
God's ultimate gift.
Beauty at its most vulnerable.
Perfection.
I slowed down and then pulled out, as I couldn't handle the cramp any longer. I apologized as I hopped off the bed, "Sorry, cramp." And then continue hopping, trying to stretch it out.
She laughed, "Now you really look like Tarzan. Or maybe a chimp!"
I stretched out my leg and asked, "So you're staying the night, right?"
"Well, I still want room service and I'm pretty sure I'm not done getting fucked," she said.
"You do know I'm in my forties," I smiled, thinking I hadn't come three times with a woman in years.
"Early forties," she amended.
"And I do look young for my age," I said, as I walked over to the desk and grabbed the room service menu.
"Age is just a number," she added.
"I'm happy you think that way," I laughed, as I returned and handed her the menu. "Order anything you like. Since we're playing by Valentine's Day rules, that makes this our first date, so tomorrow you can analyze me."
"You'll regret that," she smiled.
"I'll never regret a single moment of this night," I said, joining her on the bed and kissing her.
After a brief kiss, she said, "Of all the clothing stores, in all the malls in all the world, you walked into mine."
"You like Casablanca?" I asked, it literally being my favourite movie.
"It's my favourite movie of all time," she said.
"Well," I smiled, kissing her again, "Play it again, Amanda."
THE END of the beginning of a beautiful relationship.
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Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome
For years, I have written erotica.
Illustrated. Group. Gay. Transgender. Fetish. Interracial. Lesbian. Incest.
For years, I have written my own fantasies as well as other people's fantasies.
For years, I have lived in a fantasy world.
Hiding behind a computer screen.
Wishing I could try even a hundredth of the kinky shit I have written.
I wanted to be gangbanged once... be spit-roasted, be the centerpiece of a train, get triple teamed, have a bukkake.
I wanted to peg someone.
I wanted to watch two guys suck cock. I wanted to watch a guy bottom for another guy.
I wanted to experience an encounter with a shemale or a transgendered woman.
I wanted to be seduced by a nylon-clad woman... preferably a younger woman... who uses her nylon-clad foot to rub me to orgasm.
I wanted to be seduced by a student. A cheerleader or a nerd who would turn me into her submissive teacher pet.
I wanted to suck a BBC. I wanted to be fucked by a BBC... or two BBCs... or three BBCs... or, well, you get it.
But most of all, I wanted to explore my lesbian side with my two older sisters (I even wrote a fictional story about it called Three Sisters years ago).
This is how that fantasy came true....
.....
My divorce was finalized on February 13th.
Morgan, my younger sister, stopped by after work to check on me.
"So, the asshole is finally out of your life?" she asked.
"Legally, yes," I nodded. "Alas, with joint custody of the kids, not really."
"You know Hazel likely knows someone who can just take him out," she suggested, as she ran her hand through her red hair. We had the same mom, different dads. So she was eighteen years younger than I, and we looked absolutely nothing alike.
"He's still the father of my children," I pointed out, although that idea did cross my mind when I caught him banging the college babysitter in our garage after we returned home from our twentieth wedding anniversary supper. My elder sister Hazel was connected with lots of people as a corrections officer, and had made it clear she knew a couple people who could 'deal' with him. I suppose doing so would win them points with her for 'good behaviour'.
Now six months after my husband had celebrated our anniversary his way, I was a free woman... which should have excited me, based on the reality I could now explore my plethora of fantasies with a clear conscience... but I was just stressed with the reality I was 44 and again single. Plus, it was one thing to fantasize being a submissive dirty slut, it was a completely different thing to step up and do it. On top of that, I was a teacher in a small city where it was impossible to be completely anonymous.
"I guess," she shrugged.
"So, what's new with you?" I asked, trying to get the focus off of me.
"I've been planning a special night for tomorrow," she said, as she crossed her nylon-clad legs. If you've read my stories you know I have a massive nylon fetish, and until this day I had never once seen Morgan wear them. She always wore dresses, but always went bare-legged.
I was briefly distracted as I admired her long legs, and her red painted toenails that looked so appetizing encased in the sheer black hosiery.
"Hello, earth to Jasmine," Morgan said.
"What? Oh, sorry, I'm a little distracted," I said, assuming she would think it was because of my divorce being finalized and not the fact I wanted to drop to my knees and suck on her sheer nylon toes or spread my legs and let her rub her nylon-clad foot against my pantyhose crotch just like in many of those Bratty Babe videos I had become fascinated with lately (videos where one girl uses her nylon-clad foot to rub another girl to orgasm).
"I understand," she said sympathetically.
"So, what are you doing tomorrow?" I asked.
"A special anti-Valentine's Day night," she said.
"That sounds like what I need," I joked, the idea that tomorrow was Valentine's Day being pretty depressing.
"I'm happy you think that, because it's for you," Morgan said as I glanced down at her nylon feet as she wiggled her toes.
"W-w-what?" I stammered, looking back up.
"You need a night of debauchery," Morgan said.
"I don't think so," I shook my head.
"I know so," she said. "It was actually Hazel's idea."
"Fuck!" I sighed, instantly knowing that if Hazel expected me there, I would end up there. It was impossible to say no to her.
"Exactly," Morgan laughed, knowing what I was thinking. No one ever said no to Hazel.
"I really don't want to go out," I said.
"The pity party is over," Morgan said, as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs. It wasn't really Sharon Stone's epic leg uncrossing in Basic Instinct, but she had me watching with a salivating intrigue. I know its wrong to want to submit sexually to your sister, but she was my Kryptonite: young, a redhead, green eyes and now, for the first time ever, wearing nylons... nylons that, I'd just discovered as she crossed her legs, were actually thigh high stockings.
"I just don't want my pity party continuing at an outing," I said, so sick of people asking how I was doing, or giving me their condolences, or telling me I'm better off without him. Even as I stared at my sister's feet.
"You okay?" she asked, even as she wiggled her toes, oblivious to why I really wasn't okay. "You seem distracted."
"When did you start wearing nylons?" I asked, figuring that would explain at least a little of my distraction. "I thought you said you hate them."
"Oh, now that I work at a lawyer's office, pantyhose are part of the dress code," she said.
"I see," I said, trying not to admire her legs too obviously.
She raised her skirt and showed me her thigh high lace tops, just like I usually wore, although today I was in pantyhose, "But I still have my own sense of rebellion."
"You little slut," I joked.
"Feel them," she said, putting her foot on my lap.
"Um, okay," I said, acting reluctant, even though this was a fantasy come true. I placed my hands on her foot, and it was silky sleek like I imagined when I fantasized feeling a student's nylon-clad feet in many of my fantasies. "Wow, that's super soft."
"Oh, that feels nice," Morgan moaned ever so softly, not sexually, just relaxing. "Wearing heels all day is a killer."
"Does my baby sister want a foot massage?" I asked, in a voice like I was cooing to a baby.
She nodded, "That would be amazing."
"The things I do for my sister," I joked, even though she had no idea I was loving this.
"And they're Wolford stay-ups," Morgan revealed.
"Really?" I asked, having written about these nylons for years in my stories, but never actually having gotten or even touched a pair.
"Yeah, I ordered them online," she said. "From England."
"Nice," I said, as I massaged her foot through the sheer nylon.
"Did you know they call pantyhose tights in England?" she asked.
"Actually, I did," I nodded. "And I'm with you: I refuse to wear American pantyhose."
"Yeah, they are kind of itchy," she said. "While these exude sexuality."
"They really do showcase your legs," I agreed.
"Yeah, I get tons of looks every day now that I'm wearing them," she said.
"I imagine," I nodded.
"As often from women as from men," she added.
"It's 2020," I joked.
"Yeah," she laughed a little awkwardly.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh nothing," she said, as she offered me her other foot.
"You're really liking this, aren't you?" I asked.
"I do like being pandered to," she shrugged.
"It's your generation," I said, as I rubbed the sole of her foot.
"Oh, that feels really nice," she said.
"So, what exactly are you planning for tomorrow?" I asked.
"That's a secret."
"Please, you know how I hate surprises," I said, my most recent surprise being my husband cheating on me in our garage.
"You'll like this one," she said.
"I doubt it."
"We're going to make you forget you were ever married," she said, as I moved my hand up to her ankle.
"So, you have one of those neuralizers from Men in Black so I'll forget what he did?" I joked.
"Yeah, it's called Tequila," she responded.
"Ooooooh, tequila be bad," I said, each time I drank it I ended up doing something out of character. I took my first facial at a high school party after drinking tequila, as well as doing my first and only cum walk; I allowed my anal virginity to be taken at a college party after drinking tequila; I had my only threesome after too much tequila.
"You need a night of complete blacked out debauchery," she said.
"Blacked out, no. Black guy, yes," I smiled playfully.
"Oh, you want some big black cock pounding you?" she asked wickedly.
"A big cock after years of a small one would be a pleasant upgrade," I nodded.
"I figured you might have sworn off guys and now become a pussy muncher," Morgan surprised me with.
Truth was, although I wouldn't mind a nice big black cock, actually I would love a big black cock, I had no interest in a relationship with a guy. On the other hand, I was already contemplating ways to explore my long-neglected lesbian side. "I'm not sure what I want anymore," I replied, not denying that possibility either, as I was hoping to explore my same sex curiosity this spring break with some sort of trip... although I hadn't decided where exactly I was going.
"I think I may make you my foot masseuse from now on," she smiled, as she pulled her foot away.
"Only if you're wearing nylons," I responded and then realized I'd said too much.
She laughed, "Well, I wear them most days now."
"I was kidding," I defended.
"Sure, sure," she smiled as she got up from her chair.
I could feel my cheeks burning red, but I didn't respond. Instead, I changed the subject, "So, what time tomorrow did Hazel decree?"
"I'll text you," she said, as she pulled me off my chair and gave me a hug, her large breasts pressing against my much smaller ones. God, I wished mine were her size. The aforementioned babysitter had big tits too. Men always want what they don't have.
"Okay," I nodded, watching her legs as she walked away.
She turned around and I quickly looked away, as she said, "By the way. Haze has already chosen your outfit for tomorrow."
"Oh, God," I said. "What is it?"
"Something slutty," she answered, as she put her heels on.
"I wouldn't expect anything less of her," I shook my head.
"Expect the unexpected," Morgan winked, the one show we all watched together or if not together, with our phones on... Big Brother.
"Now I'm really worried," I joked.
"Don't be," she shrugged. "Tomorrow we'll just change your life forever."
"Oh, that's all?" I asked.
"In epic life-altering ways," she added, before she left my house.
Once she was gone, I went directly to my laptop and pulled up a new video a fan had purchased for me called 'Winter Jade Makes Her Professor Naomi Swann Cum in Pantyhose'. A hot looking pantyhose foot rub video I had been saving for a particularly horny time, which was suddenly now. Both women were in tan or mocha pantyhose, my favourites, and unlike every other Bratty Babes Owns You video, this time both girls come from pantyhose foot jobs. I had only watched the gif from the site, and now was ready to watch the twelve-minute video and imagine it was Kara, my hot blonde student who wore pantyhose two or three times a week.
I kept my pantyhose on, grabbed my vibrator and used it on the outside of my pussy and slowly rubbed it like a foot would... trying to replicate as best I could what I was watching.
My fantasy started with Kara, but as I watched and listened, it was Morgan's foot that was rubbing up and down on my fevered crotch area. I came six minutes into the video, before the Professor came, and way before she returned the favour.
As I lay there in soiled panties and pantyhose, I wondered what the girls could possibly have in store for me.
......
My sister's plan ended up being a blessing in disguise, as I now had an answer to the constant pitying question I got a dozen times: 'What are you doing for Valentine's Day?' (always asked in a cautious, unintentionally sad way).
I responded jovially that my sisters an I were going out for an anti-Valentine's Day celebration.
And although I didn't realize it, by the time I got home, I was looking forward to this outing. My daughter, Emma, was also happy I was going out. "Go find some stud and get yourself laid, Mom."
"Emma!"
"What? You deserve a good pounding," she added, smiling wickedly.
"This is not a conversation I want to have with my daughter," I objected, although she was completely right.
"I didn't really want the sex talk when I was sixteen either, but you gave it to me anyways."
"Every parent does that," I pointed out.
"Not every parent shows videos of women pushing their children out."
"I just wanted it to be visually effective," I shrugged.
"Oh, it was visual, all right," she said. "Plus, I'm eighteen now. So I like to think we can chat as two adults."
"We can," I nodded, actually appreciating her thinking that way. Since she had learned of the divorce we had become closer. She had been a Daddy's girl until he cheated, and somehow his unfaithfulness had created a connection between us.
"So, spit or swallow?" she asked with a wicked grin.
"Neither, you brat," I said. "I'm a good girl."
"Well, tonight be a bad girl," she said, before heading to her room.
Truth was, I loved swallowing, but I wasn't quite ready to tell her that. I loved sucking cock. I also liked facials. Truth was, I was a natural submissive, and if something gave my lover pleasure, I was willing to do it. Gus loved blow jobs, loved girls who swallowed, and loved girls who were submissive sluts in the bedroom. Yet, I sighed, even that wasn't enough for my ex.
Morgan had texted she would be over at five, and we were meeting Haze at six. She still wouldn't say where we were going or what we were doing.
She arrived wearing a gold cocktail dress, with dark mocha nylons (my all-time favourite colour). I asked, "Are we going to the Opera?"
"Someplace classy," she said, as she sat down on the couch and said, "but before we get you all dolled up, I need another foot massage."
"I was kidding," I protested, even as she patted a spot beside her, and I stared at her long, luscious legs.
"I'm not," she said. "Now hurry up, we don't have a lot of time."
I sighed dramatically, even though it was all for show, as I sat beside her and she lifted up her legs and said, "You know I was kidding yesterday, don't you?"
"You said if I was wearing nylons," she said, as she placed her feet in my lap. "And I'm wearing nylons."
"I was kidding," I repeated, even as I began massaging her foot.
"Were you?" she questioned, with a tone implying she somehow knew something I didn't... or that I did, but she wasn't supposed to.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked.
"Oh nothing," she shrugged, "its's just you really seemed to like doing it yesterday."
"I don't mind it," I admitted, giving just the slightest hint of my submissive persona... entertaining just the smallest glimmer of hope that my incestuous fantasy could come true.
"And you're really good at it," she said, as I massaged each toe individually, wondering what it would be like to suck each of her toes in my mouth like I had written about in many of my stories.
"Thanks, I guess," I said.
"No seriously," she said. "It makes me feel so good."
"Well, you do moan a bit," I teased.
"Well, truth be told," she began, and then stopped.
"What?" I asked, curious where she was going with this.
"Nothing," she said, as I moved my hand to her sole.
"You can't start speaking and then say it's nothing, when it's obviously something," I said, always hating when people did that.
"Well," she paused.
"What?" I said frustrated. "Just say it."
"Well, it's a little erotic."
"Oh," I said, hoping it was very erotic... my wet panties were evidence.
"I mean, if you weren't my sister," she added.
"Of course," I nodded, hiding that I would literally do anything she ordered me to do right now. "And I'm a girl," I added.
"That wouldn't stop me," she said.
"Really?" I said, letting the 'L' sound roll off my tongue for a while and switching to her other foot.
"You know I'm bi, of course," she said, as if it were something I should have known.
"I did not," I replied, even though the revelation had my pussy tingling.
"To be blunt, I prefer pussy to cock," she admitted.
Trying to give a hint of my own confused sexuality, I added, "After all this personal drama, I think I might too, given the opportunity."
"Oh, I bet you'd love pussy," she said. "The taste is so much better than dick."
"Perhaps. But I've always liked cum," I admitted, figuring why not, since we were being so frank.
"Then you'd love pussy cum," Morgan said. "It's completely intoxicating."
"So, do you eat a lot of pussy?" I asked, imagining her and me in a 69.
"A lot? Lately, yes," she nodded. "It's my new addiction."
"Better than smoking," I joked.
"Healthier too," she smiled.
"So we're saying fish should be part of every girl's diet," I joked.
"Agreed," she nodded. "Although it tastes a lot better than fish."
"I can imagine," I said, actually imagining tasting my half-sister right here, right now.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, as I massaged her foot. "I bet you'd be a great pussy licker."
"Why is that?" I asked, even though I knew deep down I would be amazing at it; I was a people pleaser, a cock pleaser, and I'm confident I would be a great pussy pleaser.
"You just love making people happy," she said.
"Is that how people see me?" I asked, knowing it was true, but a little depressed to hear everyone saw me that way.
"You're seen, at least by everyone I know, as an amazing woman, a great mother, and the glue that keeps our family together," Morgan listed, making me feel so good about myself.
"Thanks," I said.
"But, you also have a secret side that others don't see," she said.
My eyes went wide. What did she mean by that? "W-w-what do you mean?" I stammered, which made me sound even more guilty.
"We all do," she said. "For example, you love sucking dick and the taste of cum. Do you think your senior students see you that way?"
"I doubt it," I laughed, as my teacher persona was one of firmness and following the rules.
"Even though some of them would love to fuck you," she said.
"I doubt it," I laughed.
"Or to eat that pussy of yours," she continued.
"God, no," I gasped, even though the image of my student Kara between my legs popped into my head.
"Or you eating theirs," she added.
Again, Kara with her legs spread at her desk popped into my head. "You're so bad."
"You've never fantasized about a student?" she asked, as I moved my hand up to her calf, feeling a bit more brazen.
"I plead the Fifth."
"I bet you've masturbated at work thinking of some teen dick or tween cunt," she continued.
"That's so wrong of you to say," I said, even as I felt my cheeks burn red with unannounced guilt.
"But, interesting you didn't say you haven't," she acknowledged.
"We all have our fantasies," I said.
"And some of us live them out," she added, glancing at her phone. "Oh, shit, we need to get you ready."
"Oh, we lost track of time," I said.
"Being my foot maid got you all distracted," she teased, as she moved her feet away.
"Yes, Mistress," I joked, giving another hint at my secret submissive side and my secret sibling fantasy.
"You need to know I am actually a Mistress to a couple older women," she said, standing up. "So be careful of your word choices."



"Who are they?" I asked, instantly curious.
"No one you know," she said. "But one is a lawyer and the other a doctor."
"Girls?"
"Yep."
"Married?"
"Yep?"
You're so bad," I said, standing up.
"I just go out and get what I want," she bragged.
"I can't imagine," I said, wishing I could cross any of the invisible lines that held me back from making any of my fantasies into a reality.
"You need to start living that way," she said. "You're in your sexual prime and no longer have a piece of paper holding you back from exploring your options."
"I guess," I said, knowing she was right. Knowing that I gave tacit advice to people to explore their fantasies in my stories, and yet didn't live it.
"I'm serious," she said, as she grabbed a bag, took my hand and led me to my bedroom. "What's your number one fantasy?"
"I plead the Fifth," I repeated.
"I'm your sister; that constitutional right is null and void," she said.
Truth was, my number one fantasy was a threesome with her and our older sister Hazel, but I certainly couldn't say that. So I went halfway there with, "A lesbian orgy."
"That's quite a jump," she laughed as we reached my room.
"What?" I asked. "You made eating pussy sound fun."
"It is fun; in fact it's fucking amazing," she said, then added, "Women are way better pussy pleasers, they have more endurance with a strap-on cock, they taste better, they have softer lips to kiss, they have tits, and they just understand a woman's body. Plus, they can have multiple orgasms, so they don't just come and be done."
"Well that was a lot more detail than I anticipated," I laughed.
"Women are awesome," she said. "If you weren't my sister I'd show you."
"Half-sister," I pointed out, feeling naughty and taking her advice.
"Don't tempt me," she smiled.
"I was kidding," I said, backing off as quickly as I'd given a hint.
"I'd turn you into a complete lesbian," she smiled, as she pulled out a red dress from the designer shopping bag she'd arrived with. "Put this on."
"Wow, it isn't slutty," I smiled.
"True," she nodded, "but you aren't allowed to wear a bra or panties."
"What? Why?" I asked.
"Hazel's rules," she said, raising her dress to reveal a completely shaved pussy, and again today, thigh highs.
"That's weird."
"It is what it is," she shrugged. "And I also have some mocha stockings to go with the dress."
"That's my favourite colour," I said.
"I know," she said.
"How do you know?" I asked.
"It's the colour you usually wear," she pointed out.
"Oh, right," I nodded. "Are you going to stay right here while I change?"
"I've seen you naked before," she pointed out.
"Right fine, whatever," I said, wishing it was she changing instead of me. I'd love to see those huge tits out in the open, or even framed in a nice bra.
As I got undressed she said, "You know, you have a great figure for an old bag."
"That's the nicest insult I've ever received," I laughed, having begun working out after catching the asshole. I had gained weight during my pregnancies and never lost it. But now I was almost back to my pre-kid weight and felt really good about my body.
"I mean it," she said. "You have a great ass and firm tits."
I took off my bra and joked, cupping them together, "These little things?"
"They're the perfect size," she said, as she cupped hers over her dress, "these girls are a back breaker."
"I imagine so," I laughed. "They're huge."
"My pets love them," she said, using a word I used in so many of my stories.
"Pets?" I asked, now just in pantyhose and panties.
"Yeah, my pets, my playthings, my submissive sluts," she listed.
"I don't know if you're being sexist or hot," I said, as I pulled my pantyhose off.
"It's hot, is what it is," she said. "Seeing an older woman crawl on their hands and knees to me is fucking hot."
"I don't know you at all," I said, as I grabbed the nylons from the package and discovered they were actually Wolford stay-ups.
"I'm a sexual enigma," she shrugged. "A Mistress to some older women, and a pet to one."
"You're a pet too?" I asked as I opened the package, completely captivated by my younger sister's revelations.
"Of course," she nodded. "There's always a hierarchy."
"Wow," I said, as I pulled the stockings out.
"I mean I love eating pussy, but I also love getting eaten," she said.
"Don't we all," I said, as I rolled one sheer stocking in my hands and then realized what I'd just said, "I mean, all lesbians."
She nodded, "Most, yes. Some are just pets who eat pussy, some are Mistresses who only get eaten or fuck their pets, but most of us are switches."
"Switches?" I asked, acting like I didn't know what she meant, even though she was employing terms I used in many of my lesbian stories.
"Women who can happily be either a Mistress or a pet," she explained.
"Oh, of course," I laughed awkwardly as I finished putting one stocking on. "Oooooh, these feel amazing."
"I got this pair just for you," she said. "I knew you'd love them."
"Best Anti-Valentine's Day present ever," I said, as I rubbed my own legs.
"Oh, this is just the beginning," she said, as I grabbed the other nylon, her tone curiously ominous.
"Now those words in that tone scare me," I said.
"Tonight, you're just to go with the flow and don't worry that pretty little head about anything at all," she said.
"Yes, Mistress," I joked.
"That's twice you've called me that," she said. "I'm beginning to think you're looking for a Mistress."
I shrugged, as I finished putting on the second stocking, "Well, I'd definitely be a pet in any lesbian relationship."
"Oh, if you weren't my sister," she said.
Being brazen, but not too brazen, I replied, "Oh and if you weren't mine."
"Tonight we shall find you a Mistress," she declared, as she handed me the dress.
"Yes, I'm sure you can find them just about anywhere," I joked.
"No, but there are way more of us than one would think," she said, as she dropped before me and pulled my panties down. "We just hide in the shadows."
Happily, I had shaved my pussy this morning after our talk yesterday. It had gotten pretty hairy during the last few months of complete neglect.
"Nice pussy, sis," she complimented, her face just inches away from it.
"Thanks," I replied, before continuing to hint at my own lesbian intrigue. "Think it would be appetizing to lesbians?"
"It's appetizing to me," she said, as she tapped my leg.
"If you're trying to get me horny, it's working," I joked, as she grabbed my panties away.
She stood back up and surprised me as she moved them to her nose and said, "You smell delicious."
"Oh my God!" I gasped.
"What?" she shrugged. "It's like when you're married, you can look, but not act."
"You really are bad," I said, shaking my head.
"These smell so good because they're wet," she said.
My face went beet red as I grabbed the dress and put it on.
Morgan's phone rang. "We'll get down to your wet panty mystery a bit later."
I didn't reply, even though it was another possibility towards opening the incestuous lesbian door. Morgan had flirted somewhat like this earlier.
"Hi, Hazel," Morgan greeted.
The dress on, I looked in the mirror and admired how good I looked as my sisters chatted.
"Yes, we're leaving in a couple minutes," Morgan said. "See you soon."
"Our sister is already there," Morgan said.
"And waiting impatiently," I guessed.
"Of course," Morgan nodded, before adding, "and it's not even time yet."
"That's the one thing we three have in common, we're always early," I opined.
"Not this time," she said, before adding, "we need to go now."
"Okay," I nodded.
Twenty minutes later, ten minutes late, traffic was a bitch, we arrived at the restaurant.
"About time," Hazel greeted, annoyed.
Nice to see you too," I joked.
"You look good, baby sis," she said.
"Hey, Morgan is our baby sis," I pointed out playfully.
"You're both baby sisses to me," our oldest sister pointed out.
"Fair enough," I shrugged, as I sat down and said, "And thanks."
"Tonight is all about your rebirth," Hazel announced
"Rebirth?"
"Yes, soccer mom bland teacher Jasmine is now dead," she declared.
"Dead?"
"Yes, no longer alive, dead," Hazel said. "And you teach kids."
"I was trying to clarify your precise meaning for dead," I said.
"It's time to let you finally come alive," Hazel added.
"I feel alive," I said, then pinched myself. "Yep, alive."
"Sexually?" Hazel asked.
"Excuse me?"
"When was the last time you were fucked?"
"That is what this is about?" I asked.
"Yes," Hazel nodded. "I have been divorced... twice... and so I know exactly the cycle of emotions you go through."
"You weren't cheated on," I pointed out.
"True," she nodded. "But the end result was the same."
"I guess," I sighed.
"Hey, this is supposed to be a fun night," Morgan finally spoke up.
"Oh, it's gonna be," Hazel said, in a very similar ominous tone to Morgan's earlier one.
The waitress came, and we all ordered alcohol and appetizers.
"So, is our newly liberated sister properly sans underwear?" Hazel asked.
"She is," Morgan answered for me.
"I don't understand why I need to go to a fancy restaurant without bra and panties," I said, even though unbeknownst to both my sisters I often went to school commando and in thigh high stockings... although rarely since my husband had betrayed me.
"It's part of your rebirth," Hazel said.
"I don't see the connection," I admitted.
"Just let your stuffy pretty teacher mind go," Hazel said.
That was a clear insult. If only she knew how stuffy I wasn't. How I was the most-read erotica writer on Literotica, and perhaps on the Internet. "I'm not as boring as you accuse me of being."
"How so?" she asked.
"She likes sucking dick and swallowing cum," Morgan said, just as our waitress arrived.
"Morgan!" I gasped, feeling my cheeks going red instantly.
"You said it," Morgan said, as the waitress gave a sly smirk as she placed our drinks down.
"She obviously hasn't munched on a fresh pussy," Hazel said, not at all fazed by the waitress listening in on her declaration.
"Or a sweaty pussy," Morgan added.
"Jesus Christ, you two," I said, as the waitress walked away, unsuccessfully trying for a straight face, but chuckling instead.
"What?" Hazel said. "I'm not going to mute or adapt our conversation just because a cute waitress is at the table."
"She is pretty cute," Morgan agreed.
"And probably has a fresh pussy for dessert," Hazel said, as she smiled at me.
"So, you're a lesbian now too?" I asked.
"Well, I'll still take a dick on occasion, but yes, usually I prefer the company of a woman," Hazel said.
"The company?" I asked with a raised eyebrow, these not words I would expect from my usually foul-mouthed, blunt sister.
"Yes, the company of a submissive cute college girl between my legs and licking my cunt," Hazel more bluntly replied.
"Nice," I smirked, even though to me the idea was actually really hot.
"Or a lonely housewife," she added. "Or an uptight professional."
"Are you implying I'm an uptight professional?" I asked, even as I realized for the first time that my fantasy of a sister lesbian orgy could become possible... as they each avowedly liked girls.
"I wasn't implying that," Hazel answered, "but since you ask, you are one."
"You don't really know me," I said, thinking how shocked they would be if they found out I was a somewhat famous writer of erotica, who got dozens of emails a day and thousands of followers on Twitter, or that I had already written and posted a story about them and my twisted fantasies about my being 'in their company'.
"No?" she queried.
"No."
"Well, I know that many women who serve in positions of authority all day, tend to be the most extreme submissives, as they just want to let go and not make decisions once they get home," she said, echoing the theory I had already used in a plethora of my lesbian Mistress-pet stories.
"Is that a fact?" I asked, trying to act casual even though I was rattled by her theory, which was the foundation of my own lesbian hierarchy of power.
"From my own experience," she nodded.
"That does sound like you," Morgan agreed with her, as the waitress returned to get our food orders.
We ordered and I said, "Teaching can be stressful, yes."
"And?" Hazel asked.
"And yes, I suppose I was submissive to Gus," I admitted, figuring there was no harm in this. Maybe Hazel would see through me, and turn me into her next submissive pet.
"So, I'm right," Hazel said.
"I guess," I shrugged.
"So, we need to find you a dominant man," she said, before adding before I could respond, "Or woman."
"She has called me Mistress already," Morgan chipped in.
"I was being sarcastic," I said, even though I really wasn't.
"Well, if there is a Mistress here, it is definitely me," Hazel stated.
I laughed, "That, I imagine, is true."
Our appetizers arrived, and for a few minutes we ate in relative silence.
Once the appetizers were done, I ate way too many mozza sticks, Hazel surprised me by suddenly putting her feet on my lap, "Give me one of your amazing foot massages, Jasmine."
"Excuse me?"
"Morgan tells me you give nearly orgasmic foot massages," Hazel said.
"I masturbated thinking of that when I got home yesterday," my baby sister informed me.
"Really?" I asked, surprised and a little flattered.
"Yeah, it got me really horny," Morgan admitted.
"I only do it with feet wearing nylons," I pointed out, knowing that Hazel never wore nylons either. Tights if she had to, but never nylons. She even went on a massive rant about her hatred for them, similar to Helen Hunt's in Mad About You years ago.
"Lucky me, then," she said.
"You're wearing nylons?" I asked.
"Wolfords," she said, moving her feet under the table onto my lap.
"Really?" I asked, moving my hands to her feet. "I thought you hated pantyhose."
"I did," she nodded. "But I read somewhere about how they can accentuate your legs and make you feel sexier, so I figured I'd try it."
My eyes went slightly wide as I mindlessly began to massage her nylon-clad foot. This too was a philosophy I had used in many stories, and the reason I wore them myself.
"Why do you wear them?" Hazel asked me.
"It's what professionals wear," I answered.
"In the eighties, maybe," Hazel said. "When was the last time you saw a nurse in white pantyhose?"
"I never have," Morgan said, before adding, "except in porn."
"Or how many of your female teachers wear them every day?" Hazel asked, as I massaged each toe.
"Only me and Jane," I admitted, after thinking about it.
"And Jane is your age or older?" Hazel asked.
"Older."
"So, wearing them for work isn't the real reason, is it?" she asked.
"I like the feel of them on my legs," I admitted, as I moved my hand to the sole of her foot and rubbed.
"And they accentuate your legs?" she asked.
"They do," I nodded.
"Do you feel sexy in them?" she asked.
"In pantyhose, somewhat," I replied truthfully. "In thigh highs or a garter-belt, way more."
"Nice," Hazel smiled.
"These are super soft," I said, as I massaged her nylon foot.
"I had one of my pets order me a dozen pair," Hazel said.
"Your pets buy you things?" I asked, even though I had had many of my fans offer to buy me things. More recently, I had allowed fans to order me videos online I wanted.
"All the time," Hazel said, before adding, "I apparently have a rather addicting pussy."
"Of course you do," I said sarcastically, although I would love to find out if that was true.
"I have women text me to come over and eat me," Hazel continued.
"Seriously?" I asked, thinking of some of my recurring characters and how I described their pussy taste as completely captivating, straight girl changing, intensely addicting like BREE in the LESBIAN MILF SEDUCTRESS series, or BIG ROSIE in a wide variety of cameo appearances.
Hazel grabbed her phone and after a moment showed me a few texts.
PetMommy: Mistress are you available tonight?

MistressHazel: Perhaps, what do you want?
PetMommy: To serve your pussy, Mistress.
MistressHazel: Where is your husband?
PetMommy: Watching the twins.
MistressHazel: Where are you now?
PetMommy: In my car. I told my husband I had to go out and get a break after a long day.
MistressHazel: Why do you want my pussy, my pet?
PetMommy: Because your pussy is completely addicting, Mistress.
MistressHazel: You may come over right now.
PetMommy: Thank you so much, Mistress!!!
"Wow!" I said, again this feeling like something right out of one of my stories.
"Yeah, she ate my pussy twenty hours after giving birth to her twins," Hazel said.
"No way," I said, in awe of learning my older sister was a Mistress... seemingly like in many of my stories.
"Hotter. I was the one who sent her into labour with my ten-inch strap-on," she added.
"I don't know you at all," I said, still massaging her foot while imagining her fucking me with a ten-inch strap-on dick. My ex was six inches. The biggest ever inside me was seven. Ten seemed like heaven.
"But do I know you?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" I asked, thinking they definitely didn't know all of me. Yet I added, "I'm an open book."
"Are you?" she asked.
"Sure. Ask away," I said. Confident neither of them would ask me 'Do you write erotica?' or 'Do you want to be my submissive lesbian incestuous sex slave?"
Morgan asked, going back to our earlier interrupted moment back at my house, "Why were your panties so wet?"
"Why did you smell them?" I answered, avoiding the question by asking another question and trying to divert the conversation off of me... it usually worked.
"I like the smell of pussy," Morgan answered with no shame.
"But I'm your sister," I pointed out, even though it turned me on completely.
"I've discovered incest is more common than anyone would ever think," Hazel chipped in.
That had been my discovery, too. True incest was more common than I would have ever expected. While incest stories often turned me on before I had started writing erotica (so did mind control stories), it was my early incest stories that really increased my fan base. The majority of my top stories read wise are incest themed: Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride with over 4 million reads since 2015, "Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy Slut! 2.4 million, Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister 1.69 million and Family Affair: Backseat Sister 1.59 million... only the real picture illustrated "Stocking Tales": Office Submission at 1.8 million not incest based. Interestingly enough, my top five rated stories include none that include incest: Lez Awakenings: Halloween Hijinks (4.84), Lez Discover: A Church MILF Pet (4.83), One Night in Hedo Island (4.83) Twenty Questions and Twenty Two Questions (4.82) and SheMale School: A Teacher Seduced (4.81). Interestingly, the top incest story is actually What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas, and Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks. What is interesting also is the reality that for scores shemale stories are popular (Shemale Submission: A Lust Story is also top 10), people like my personal essays (all three are 4.80 or higher) and lengthy lesbian stories are liked.
I also learned from many emails that many boys fantasized about fucking their mom, their sister and sometimes even their brother. I learned some moms wanted to submit to their son or daughter... housewives likely the most submissive of females. Twenty-five percent of my emails are about incest... admitting fantasies and sometimes actualities. Deep down, I wonder to this day how many people would have sexual relationships with their family members if it was not only illegal in most places, but socially frowned upon. Based on the amount of reads for incest stories, the amount of emails about it, and the surprising amount of online porn about it... I think it would be a large amount.



"What are you thinking?" Hazel asked.
"What? Oh, nothing," I answered, as I realized I had zoned out.
"You were thinking about something," Hazel said, her voice a little sing-song, as if she knew what I was thinking, which was impossible.
"Just how crazy this whole conversation is," I said, which was partly true... although it went a lot deeper than that.
"You don't know the half of it," Hazel said.
"So it seems," I agreed, just as our food arrived.
"To be continued," she said, as she moved her silky soft feet away.
"I can't wait," I said with a sarcastic tone, but underneath that façade, I was very much looking forward to it.
We ate in relative silence, with generic conversations about work and travel, things we usually talked about, until we finished and Hazel asked Morgan, "Think we could get the waitress back to your place?"
Morgan smiled, "Likely. She's been fawning over us all night."
"Well, your frank conversation probably shocked her," I added.
"Yet she keeps checking on us," Hazel pointed out.
"I guess," I said, the waitress a pretty black woman with huge tits and a wide ass. Sadly, no nylons under her black skirt.
"Pussy is my favorite dessert," Morgan added.
"Wait," I realized, from Hazel's earlier words, especially the word 'we', "what do you mean we could take her to your place?"
"We play together sometimes," Hazel said, as the waitress arrived.

"Can I get you any dessert?" she asked.
"What time do you get off?" Hazel asked bluntly.
"Pardon?" she asked, surprised.
"Well, we're going back to my sister's place for a nightcap, and we wouldn't mind some chocolate for dessert," Hazel bluntly and wickedly offered.
"Oh my," she said.
"Or you can have some dessert yourself," Hazel added.
"I'm meeting my boyfriend," she said.
"Well, if you change your mind," Hazel said, "the offer is open."
"Any dessert... here?" she asked.
"No, we're good," Hazel spoke for all of us.
"Okay," she said, walking away looking frazzled.
I couldn't help but say, "It looks like some people do say no to you."
"It's not over," Hazel said, "she's already drawn in."
"Hazel always lands her pet," Morgan added.
"How often do you two go on the hunt for cunt together?" I asked, a little annoyed that they were spending time together without me, while also trying to sound witty with my rhyme.
"A lot, lately," Hazel answered.
"And you left me out?" I asked, rather hurt. Here I'd been fantasizing about 'being in their company' for who knows how long, and they'd already possibly breached the incest barrier and at the very minimum been having lesbian encounters with other women.
"You want to hunt," she paused for a moment before quoting me, "for cunt?"
"I didn't say that," I clarified, then smiled, "But I also didn't not say that."
"Does my baby sister want to explore her sexuality?" Hazel asked, talking to me with an amused smirk.
"I'm not saying whether I do or don't," I responded, as the waitress returned with our bill.
Hazel took it and said, pulling a card from her purse, "For when you change your mind."
"Um, okay," she said, accepting the card.
Hazel then handed her her credit card.
Five minutes later, we were in an uber and heading back to Morgan's house.
I asked, "What are we going to do at Morgan's?"
"Continue our anti-Valentine's Day," Morgan said.
"Which is?" I asked.
"Some deep sexual soul searching," Hazel answered.
"I don't even know what that means," I said.
"Oh, you'll find out," Hazel replied in the same ominous tone both my sisters had used on a few occasions. It was as if they were both in on a secret, and I was on the outside.
As we drove, I also wondered about their sexual adventures together. It seemed clear they had had a threesome or more with another girl. What was the possibility my sisters had actually committed incest? What were the odds my greatest fantasy was already happening without me included? It seemed unlikely, but both Morgan's and Hazel's words, and even actions, hinted at just such a thing.
We got to Hazel's house and once inside we had drinks in our hand, our heels off and were sitting in her living room.
"All right," Hazel said. "Truth or dare time."
"We aren't in college anymore," I pointed out, the only time we'd played truth or dare.
"With one wrinkle," Hazel added.
"What's that?" I asked.
"It's strip truth or dare," she explained.
"What's that?" I asked again.
"You remove a piece of clothing before asking each question," she said. "But the nylons stay on."
"Then I'll be naked after a single question," I pointed out, since we'd all discarded our shoes just inside the door.
Hazel laughed, "Right, but I guess we all will."
"Let's just do it," Morgan said, taking off her dress to reveal a huge pair of impressively still firm tits.
"Okay," Hazel said, standing up and removing her dress too. She too had firm tits, not as big as Hazel's, but larger than mine. Her pussy was also shaved smooth. I couldn't help but stare.
"Why?" I asked, remaining the only one not naked.
"We're sisters, Jasmine," Hazel said. "We've seen each other naked lots of times."
"I guess," I agreed, "but that was long ago.
"Get your dress off, now," Hazel ordered.
"Is that an order?" I asked, giving a rather obvious hint at my submissiveness and my need to be told what to do to before actually going along with it.
"It is one, Jasmine, take your dress off now," she ordered.
I nodded, almost saying 'yes, Mistress,' words I had written likely 500 times in previous stories, and imagined myself saying it just as many times to my friends, students and sisters.
"Good girl," Hazel purred, using the same psychological approach I often used when creating strong but caring Mistresses. Firm and always in control, but also soft and supportive when the pet is obedient.
"I feel like a pet," I said purposely.
"Maybe you are one," she said.
"Truth," Morgan said, looking at me, clearly wanting to get the game started.
"Um," I pondered, thinking I couldn't ask what I really wanted, at least not yet, which was, 'have you had sex with our eldest sister,' so I asked, "When did you last eat a pussy?"
"Lunchtime today," she answered.
"Oh my," I gasped, not expecting to hear that.
"I have it almost every day," Morgan added.
"I wish," I said, accidentally letting it out that my curiosity was real.
"Oh, I imagine we can resolve that," Hazel said, although I couldn't read whether she meant she could set me up with a pussy to dine on, or whether, and I still assumed this was wishful thinking, she meant her own.
"I was kidding," I lied.
"Sure, sure," Hazel said, not believing me at all. "Truth or dare, Jasmine?"
"Um," I paused. Each choice had different risks. I was a terrible liar, so if they asked the right question, I wouldn't be able to lie. I also wasn't much of a risk taker, my online persona being where 99 percent of my wild side was explored.
"It's an easy question," Hazel said.
"Not here with you two," I joked. "Fine. Dare."
Hazel pondered this for a minute. "Get on all fours and be my pet."
"Your pet?" I asked, the idea being stimulating, terrifying, and possibly humiliating.
"Yes, I want you to be my cute little pet," she nodded. "Hands and knees, my pet."
"Fine," I sighed as dramatically as possible as I got on all fours, even as I felt a little wetness leak out of me.
"Good girl," Hazel said, in the exact same way I imagined my many Mistress characters saying it: encouraging, and yet with a tone that implied a hierarchy was being formed.
"Truth or dare, big sis?" Morgan asked.
"Truth of course, I'm an open book," Hazel answered.
"Do you find Jasmine hot being on all fours like that?" Morgan asked.
"Of course I do," Hazel answered, looking right at me, making my pussy tingle again as I felt I was becoming a character in my own story. "Actually, it's pretty fucking hot."
"Why?" I asked, wanting to hear the answer.
"Because you're a hot little piece of ass," Hazel answered, as I remained on all fours, praying I would be ordered to do something.
"Well, that's hard to argue," I responded wittily.
"That you are," Hazel said. "If you weren't my sister."
Pushing her, I asked, almost challenging her to take me, "What, Hazel? What would you do if I weren't your sister?"
She slowly parted her legs, in my mind in slow motion, and said, as I prepared for her to order me to crawl between her nylon-clad legs, "Oh, in that case I would change your life."
Not backing down, I shrugged, giving a rather blunt hint I was ready for incestuous play without actually saying I was ready for it, "I could definitely use a change in my life."
Hazel closed her legs, teasing me relentlessly. She had to know the impact she was having on me, as she sighed, "Too bad you're my sister."
"Too bad indeed," I said, my tone conveying my disappointment.
"Truth," Morgan said, reminding me she was still in the room.
"Oh, right," I said, looking at her for the first time in a bit. "Whose pussy did you eat today?" I was praying it was Hazel's. I couldn't explain it, other than the obvious interactions between them and the innuendo, but I sensed it was.
Unfortunately, her answer only added to the intrigue, "My Mistress."
"Who is your Mistress?" I asked.
She shrugged, "That will have to wait until the next question."
"Fine," I sighed, frustrated that my assumption, or at least my hope, was still unanswered.
"Truth or dare?" Hazel asked me.
I considered truth, and yet if this was happening, or at least what I thought may be happening, I didn't want to be the one to start it... especially if I was wrong. As although there was lots of evidence that both my sisters may be interested in some lesbian incest... I could be wrong, I mean perhaps I had been writing fictional over the top fantasies for so long I was beginning to see the world as one crazy porn story. So, I said, letting Hazel again take control, "Dare."
Hazel said, looking down at me, "I assumed you'd be more a truth person."
"You only see what I want you to see," I replied, hinting at my secret submissive side, my secret erotica writer side, my secret lesbian side, my secret holder of incestuous fantasies side.
"Really?" she smiled, rolling out the word like Jim Carrey in Ace Ventura.
"Really," I replied, referring to Shrek and donkey's deep insight, "I have many layers. Like an onion."
"Interesting," Hazel nodded as she pondered this.
Finally, Hazel dared, "Come and kiss my feet."
I think she assumed I would reject this dare, but I crawled to her, her legs only slightly open, bent down and kissed her nylon-clad foot.
"Both feet," she reiterated.
I moved over to her other foot and kissed that one too, resisting the urge to lick it, or even better lifting up her foot and sucking each toe in my mouth or licking the sweet sweat off her sole (something I had written about many times, but had never had the opportunity to do).
"Me next," Morgan said.
"Go to your baby sister, too," Hazel ordered.
I could have pointed out that was a separate dare, yet I didn't, as I wanted to kiss my baby sister's feet.
I crawled over and kissed Morgan's feet as Hazel said to Morgan, "Truth."
"What would you do to Jasmine if she wasn't your sister?"
Hazel answered, as I kissed Morgan's second foot, "After I'd had her eat my pussy to orgasmic completion, I'd fuck her pussy to multiple orgasms like no man ever could."
I admitted, as I turned around to look at my older sister, "That would be impossible. I don't come from penetration, only from oral. Plus, I can't have multiple orgasms."
"That is so wrong," Hazel said.
"You poor girl," Morgan gasped, as if I had just told her my dog had died.
"I guarantee I would not only have you orgasm from a hard, rough fucking, but you would come and come many times," Hazel guaranteed, her confidence only enhancing my lust for her.
"Too bad you're my sister," I replied. "I could definitely use a good fucking."
"And multiple orgasms," Morgan added.
"I can't imagine such a thing," I said, this being true. I had only ever come from oral sex. I enjoyed getting fucked, but never came.... No matter the position or speed.
"I can't imagine a life without multiple orgasms," Morgan commiserated.
"It's one of the greatest perks of being a woman," Hazel added.
"I still have orgasms from sex," I pointed out, before adding, "although now they're self-induced."
"You must be the saddest woman in the world," Hazel said, sadly looking down at me.
Wanting to change the topic, now feeling a little pathetic, I asked, "Truth or dare, baby sister?"
"Dare," she surprised me, not letting me ask the question I wanted to ask.
"Um, hmmmmmm, do a sexy little dance," I suggested, the idea of watching her perfect and naked body shake a turn-on.
"You want to watch your baby sister shake her booty?" she smiled as she stood up.
"And shaking those humongous tits," I added.
"These things?" she cupped, right above me.
"Yep, those things," I nodded, as she did a hot dance, looking like she could definitely be a stripper. She wiggled her ass, she shook her tits, she grinded right above me. God, I wanted to eat that pussy.
"Truth or dare?" Hazel interrupted.
"She's not done yet," I protested.
"She is," Hazel said, and Morgan stopped
"Truth," I decided to risk.
"Is your pussy wet from thinking of me fucking you?" she asked bluntly.
"Hazel!" I gasped, fantasizing about that exact question, and yet when it happened, I was still shocked.
"Just answer the question," Hazel ordered in the firm dominant tone I had so often imagined my mistress characters using.
I decided to answer wickedly, returning fire with fire. I replied, "Yes, my pussy is soaking wet thinking of you making me come from getting fucked by a big strap-on."
"To multiple orgasms?" Hazel asked.
"As many as you can give me," I answered, almost challenging her to domme me.
"Truth or dare," Morgan asked, interrupting our sexually tense conversation.
"Dare," Hazel answered, her eyes never leaving mine.
"Put on a strap-on," Morgan dared.
"This is your house, go get me one," Hazel replied, still looking at me.
"Right away," Morgan agreed.
"Big Mike," Hazel called out.
"How do you know Morgan has a strap-on, or strap-ons?" I asked, the idea of the two of them fucking each other pretty hot.
"We're very close," Hazel shrugged. "We have been ever since my divorce."
"That was two years ago," I said, as I noticed she avoided a clear answer, just more inferred thoughts.
"Yeah, she was really there for me," Hazel said.
"I wasn't?" I asked.
"Of course you were," she said. "It's just that it led to Morgan and me getting much closer."
"How so?" I asked, giving her the opportunity to tell me what I was now pretty sure was the truth... but again my question was left unanswered as Morgan returned with a big black ten-inch cock. It was way bigger than anything I had ever taken in my pussy.
"Put it on me, baby sis," Hazel ordered.
Morgan did as she was told, as I watched in awe.
Morgan then turned to me and said, "Dare."
"I don't even know what to dare anymore," I said, overwhelmed by what I was witnessing, by what I was feeling, and by what I was hoping was about to happen.
"Okay, I dare you to suck that cock," Morgan ordered.
"What?" I asked.
"You forfeited your dare, and thus must take a dare instead," Morgan said.
"I don't think that's how it works," I said, as I glanced at the massive cock. Not only longer than anything I had ever taken, but thicker too.
"I believe it is how it works tonight," Hazel added as she walked over to me.
"Fuck, whatever," I shrugged, deciding just to keep obeying, while at the same time still acting like this was all a little crazy and shocking... which it was. I opened my mouth and took it in.
"Nice," Morgan approved.
Wanting to put on a show, wanting to show them both I had an inner slut in me, I began bobbing on the fake cock, wishing it was a real black one, like I was a porn star. I bobbed fast, trying to take more and more in my mouth with each forward bob.
"And that asshole dumped you for a younger bitch," Morgan observed.
"Men are dumb fucks," Hazel agreed.
"With small dicks and useless tongues," Morgan added.
"Unlike your tongue," Hazel said, as she inferred but didn't come right out and say she had experienced that sister's expert tongue.
"I'm told I am an amazing cunt muncher," Morgan wickedly said, the word 'cunt' so hot when said by a woman... not so hot when said by a man.
I allowed the cock to slide out of my mouth, saliva dripping from the cock to my lips, "How do you know how good Morgan's tongue is?"
"Truth," Hazel said.
"Do you like reading erotica on Literotica?" Morgan asked, which made my eyes go wide.
"Very much so," Hazel said. "I have one writer I read every night." Her tone made it obvious she was referring to me. How could she know? What did it mean?
"Me too," Morgan said, before she added, looking at me as if daring to have me ask the question, "Truth."
I could feel my cheeks burning with shame. Yet I asked, "Which author?"
Silkstockingslover," Morgan answered, looking directly into my eyes.
There was a silence. Then, as I stroked the black cock, I said, finally after so many years of secrecy ready to admit my secret to my two sisters, "Truth."
"Are you silkstockingslover?" Hazel asked, looking down at me.
"Yes," I admitted partly out of shame, but also partly out of relief of a secret I had been holding on to for years. 450 stories, thousands of followers, a few award wins, many high scores (although almost never above 4.80, my highest at the moment 4.84 and yet almost every story ends up hardcore (above 4.50)), and many emails.
"And you write dirty fantasies about big black cocks? Hazel asked.
"Sometimes," I admitted.
"And you write stories where you are seduced and dominated by teenage girls?" she continued.
"Sometimes."
"And you want to wear a strap-on and fuck a guy?"
"It's called pegging," I corrected.
Sorry, you want to peg a guy?"
"Yes."
"And eat teen pussy?"
"Yes."
"And suck BBC?"
"And fuck it too."
"Take it in the ass?"

"Only sometimes," I admitted.
"And you also write stories about incest," Morgan chipped in.
"Yes."
"Sons and moms," Hazel said.
"Mostly."
"But some daughters and moms," she added.
"Occasionally."
"And a few sibling stories," Hazel continued.
"Yeah."
"And even one lesbian sibling sister story," Hazel added, just as I had anticipated she was leading up to.
"Only once," thinking of my 'Three Sisters' story from a few years ago based on a real conversation and then a lot of fantasy.
"And when I read that, I was taken aback by the fact that that conversation really happened."
"Is that how you caught me?"
"That was the piece that intrigued me and began my investigation," Hazel said.
"I did change you two a bit," I admitted.
"Yeah, how dare you make yourself into the baby?" Morgan pouted.
I shrugged. I then asked, "So my story led to you two fucking each other?"
"No," Hazel shook her head. "Morgan likes reading porn, she found your story and then shared it with me. Then I read it while she licked my pussy."
"I see," I said, still curious how they had ended up having sex together.
"But your story led us to finding a way to add you to our play time," Hazel said.
"So, are you going to fuck me or what?" I asked. "I'm so fucking horny. And you promised you could get me off with your dick."
"You understand your hierarchy philosophy of a mistress and a pet is almost completely accurate," she said, as she snapped her fingers and Morgan moved close to her.



"What's wrong?"
"Not wrong, it's just not so simplistic," Hazel said. "Yes, I'm in charge, yes I usually wear the strap-on and yes, my pets are expected to obey without hesitation, but...."
"But what?" I asked, as Morgan took the strap-on in her mouth.
"But I also like a nice fucking and lapping a tasty twat," she said.
"Well, I'll keep that in mind when I write this story," I smiled.
"Oh, you'll be writing an epic tale," Hazel said, as she pulled out of my baby sister's mouth and ordered, "Get on the couch and get that pussy ready for me."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, obeying without hesitation as I eagerly said the words I had written thousands of times.
"I've been looking forward to hearing those words for a couple of months," Hazel said, as she moved behind me.
"How long have you two been playing without me?" I asked, as I watched her saunter over to me.
"A couple of years," Hazel answered.
"Two years!" I gasped.
"Morgan ate my pussy in your bathroom at Emma's birthday party," Hazel revealed.
"You haven't turned my daughter?" I asked, she having turned eighteen only weeks ago.
"Not yet," Hazel smiled, as she slid her cock in me. "But seeds have been planted."
"Oooooooooh," I moaned.
Hazel smiled, "I imagine like in some of your stories, it will be a like mommy, like daughter thing."
"Oh, fuck," I moaned, the idea of seeing my daughter turned into a lesbian so hot.
"Yes, she'll make a great pet," Hazel added, as Morgan got onto the couch and spread her legs.
"Just like her Mommy," Morgan said, as she offered me her pussy.
"I so wanted to munch on this yesterday," I said, as I leaned forward and began licking my baby sister's pussy.
"I know," Morgan said.
For the next few minutes there wasn't any talking... just the vivid sounds of sex.
I lapped Morgan's pussy with the eagerness of a fish only girl... although it didn't take like fish at all... just the subtle sweetness of a peach.
Hazel fucked me. Slow at first. Then faster. And then just beginning to slam into me, the sound of her body slamming into mine echoing through the room.
My moans.
Morgan's moans.
I was in heaven. Writing about sex was fun and led to many self-imposed wonderful orgasms, but having one of my many fantasies come true, and my number one fantasy at that, was a whole new world.
Being anonymous was mostly fun too, but finally having the truth out in the open was liberating.
My orgasm building, one I was pretty sure wasn't about to explode, although it felt like it, I begged, "Harder, Hazel, harder."
"You like being the family slut?" Hazel asked, as she slammed into me so hard my face was right in Morgan's pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes," I repeated, "I love being the family slut."
"Our cunt-munching submissive sister slave?" Morgan wickedly added.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, as I tried to lick her sweet nectar while my cunt was pounded hard.
"Our on-call pussy-licking sister?" Hazel added.
"Yes, I'll eat your pussies anywhere, anytime," I declared, knowing that I would. Fantasy had become reality, and it was even more exhilarating than I could have imagined. No words could possibly explain the way I was feeling: shocked, thrilled, happy, horny, content, determined, and lustful were just some of them.
"At Mom's house?" Hazel asked.
"Under the kitchen table?" Morgan added.
"While she's making supper?" Hazel added, as I imagined the scenario.
Truth was, I loved porn clips where a daughter was often eating her Mom's friend's pussy in the kitchen while the Mom and her friends talked and the mother was somehow oblivious. It was such a wicked turn-on. "Oh fuck, I'm so close, Hazel."
'Come for your sister Mistress, you dirty lesbian slut," Hazel ordered.
"Now, Jasmine, come right now if you want my cunt cum," Morgan ordered, "isn't that your favourite alliteration?"
"Oh yes, fuck, yes," I babbled, my orgasm about to erupt.
"Come now, and you get to eat my cunt next," Hazel said, which was the straw that broke the camel's back, or my decades-long mental orgasm fuck block.
I screamed, "Yesssssssss, I'm coming, Mistress!"
Hazel kept fucking me throughout my orgasm. My face now laid on my other sister's thigh, as I couldn't continue licking with such euphoria swarming through me.
"I think she came from your fucking," Morgan joked.
"But she said she couldn't," Hazel said sarcastically, as she slowed down.
"Okay, I was wrong; but I bet you can't give me multiple orgasms," I dared her with a smile.
"Oh, we're just getting started," Hazel said. "There's still an hour left in Valentine's Day."
"This is a lot better than flowers," I joked, as Hazel pulled out.
"And this is a lot better than chocolate," Morgan said, as she guided my head back to her pussy.
I licked.
She grinded on my face.
She came a couple minutes later, and I discovered she was a squirter... as my face was coated with cunt cum like I was under a shower head.
I lapped up as much cum as I could before Hazel ordered, "Come lie down on the floor."
I got off the couch and lay down on the floor as Hazel straddled me. "Want some more dessert?"
"I want to get drunk on your homemade wine," I replied, as she lowered her pussy onto my face.
"You'll be completely intoxicated before the night is over," Hazel promised.
Her pussy directly above me, I began licking. Usually I hate confined spaces, I feel so helpless, but this confined space was heavenly. A pussy to lap, her pussy scent to enjoy... life was perfect. Then I felt hands on my legs pushing them apart, and a tongue on my own pussy.
I moaned into Hazel's cunt as my baby sis began licking me.
"Morgan is an amazing cunt licker," Hazel said.
"I can tell," I moaned, as her tongue explored my pussy region.
"And I bet you'll be a natural too," Hazel said.
"Probably so; I've written about it for years," I joked.
"Now let's take that intellectual experience and do some hands-on learning," Hazel said. "Get that tongue deep inside my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I tried to fuck her with my tongue, while Morgan's tongue seemed to be everywhere. Between my pussy lips, sucking my clit, probing my hole.
In only a few minutes, perhaps less than a few... but more than a couple... I could feel another orgasm rising.
"Oh God," I moaned.
"Told you, she's an amazing cunt licker," Hazel said.
"So good," I moaned, as I wondered if multiple orgasms could actually become a thing for me.
"Come all over my face, Jasmine," Morgan said, as she sucked my clit between her lips and, terrier-like, shook her head from side to side.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, trying to continue eating Hazel while my second orgasm was building.
Morgan then slid two fingers inside me, found my g-spot and pressed on it while simultaneously flicking my clit with her tongue.
I twitched. I quaked. I came!
"Fuck!" I screamed into Hazel's pussy.
"I think that's two," Hazel laughed, as she began to grind on my face.
"It's definitely a tasty two," Morgan said, as she lapped up my flooding cum.
After another minute, Hazel was moaning loudly and I suddenly felt a foot rubbing up and down my pussy.
I licked as best as I could before I was rewarded with a face full of sticky sisterly wetness.
Meanwhile, Morgan was frantically rubbing my pussy like in those Bratty Babes Own You videos, but this time without any panties or pantyhose covering the cunt.
My second orgasm hadn't completely faded away, when... oh joy... I felt a third one rising. It was like the waves coming off the North Shore... one big one after another.
Hazel got off of me, bent down and kissed me. Passionately. Our tongues did the tango as Morgan drove me wild.
For two or three minutes I was foot rubbed... and kissed.
Finally, it was too much and I broke the kiss and said, "Yes, Morgan, foot fuck your slutty sister's cunt."
"Make her come again," Hazel ordered.
"My pleasure," she said, as she moved both her feet to my pussy and rubbed in a counter-clockwise circular motion.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned.
"Come all over my nylon-clad feet," Morgan demanded.
"Then you can lick your cunt cum off of them," Hazel added, as she bent down and sucked on my tits.
"Oh yes, fuck, oh yes, fuck, yes, yes, yes," I babbled until my third orgasm ripped through me.
"Three," Hazel said.
"Wow," was all I could say as I enjoyed the orgasm.
Morgan moved her foot away, and a moment later I smelled my own cunt as I opened my eyes and saw a very wet nylon-clad foot directly above me. I mindlessly began licking the sole of the foot like I had imagined myself doing so many times.
As I did, I felt a tongue on my pussy again. Fuck, I was completely spent. I joked, "I think you may have broken me."
"Well, you're now bottom bitch," Hazel said, between licks.
"Best Valentine's Day ever," I moaned, as I lapped up my own wetness.
"Yeah, who needs men?" Morgan quipped, as she switched feet.
"Not I," I said. "Although I do think I'm in love."
"With pussy?" Hazel asked.
"With being a submissive sister slut to my two sister Mistresses," I answered.
"Wait until Mom's birthday," Hazel said, as she sucked my clit into her mouth.
"Mom?" I asked.
"Yeah, she's the biggest cunt muncher of us all," Hazel revealed.
"Mom has eaten your pussy?" I asked.
"And mine," Morgan added.
"And Aunt Carol's," Hazel continued.
"And your friend Beth's," Morgan said.
"And..."
THE END
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Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise
"Do I have a surprise for you later tonight," my wife smiled, as she rubbed her nylon-clad foot on my crotch under the table at a five-star restaurant on Valentine's Day.
"I can't wait," I moaned softly, her foot on my crotch getting me hard in no time.
"You have no idea," she smiled, rubbing up and down.
"Although if you keep doing this, it may be very anti-climactic," I joked.
"So, I shouldn't give you a foot job with my new Wolford nylons?" she asked.
"Wolfords?" I asked, as my hand went down to touch her nylon-clad foot and found they were the softest I'd ever felt.
"Yes, I learned they're the top-ranked nylons in the world" she said. "I bought them on eBay, and they just arrived yesterday."
"Wow," I said, my hand rubbing her sheer and silky-clad foot. I had a nylon fetish, always had. One that bordered on unhealthy. If a girl was in nylons, I was checking her out. My even bigger fetish was feet in nylons, driving me to stare at a woman in heels and pray she'd slip her foot out of them to allow me to see her delicate toes, hopefully with her nails painted, in the nylons.
Some guys were tit guys, I wasn't.
Some guys were ass guys, I wasn't.
Some guys were legs guys, I was too... if they were in nylons.
In all truth, I had a nylon foot fetish.
If I saw a nylon-clad foot, I got hard instantly. I wanted to touch that foot and feel the silky nylon. I wanted to suck on the toes. I wanted to lick up the sweet sweat on the soles of their feet. Yes, I'm weird. But I discovered, thanks to the internet, I'm not alone. Foot fetishes are not as rare as I once thought, although nylon foot fetishes are rarer. There are even websites and models dedicated to foot fetish videos.
I was first attracted to my wife Pam back in college because she wore nylons every day to class... the only girl I knew who did so. I was attracted to her before I got a good look at her face or even heard her voice.
Luckily, Pam is a very beautiful woman, not in the model or movie star way, just a beautiful soul. She is pretty, although she sees herself as bland with brown eyes, brown hair, smallish boobs, and a chubby ass. She also based on her mother who was a bit of a player, that nylons enhanced an outfit, and thus she wore them every day. She also knew, like I did, her legs were her strongest asset.
Double luckily, Pam not only tolerated my fetish (most previous girlfriends wore them because I wanted them to and not because they were turned on by doing it... most of them thought my fetish weird), she got turned on by it too. She knew if she wanted to get me horny all she had to do was put on her nylons... wiggle her toes... and I was ready for action.
Triple luckily, she loved wearing a wide range of hosiery. Besides pantyhose, which she usually wore to work, she often wore thigh high stockings when we went out, had a few garter-belt and stockings outfits and two full nylon crotchless body suits.
So, I was a lucky man... even if our sex life had stagnated a little during the last couple years. Time will do that, it seems.
Twenty-two years.
Two teenage kids.
Work.
Life.
Sex used to be a few times a week, then at least a couple times a week, then a few times a month, then a couple times a month and then monthly, and now it seemed to be only on special occasions when society said we should fuck. New Year's Eve, birthdays and Valentine's Day, for example.
Now before I really get into my wife's surprise, I need to go back to where I began to question who I was as a man.
.....
The internet has had many major impacts on the world. Some good, some bad, but for sure, porn that was hard to find when I was a kid is now available at the click of a button. And every conceivable type of porn. I mean the first time I discovered there was Scooby Doo porn, I was aghast. That led me to discover Archie porn and actual adult comics where the Archie gang have sex. This being way before Riverdale made them cool again. Betty and Veronica in a 69 was really hot.
Anyway, I traveled a lot on business, and that meant I was watching a lot of porn while I was at hotels. Mostly lesbian and straight, always with girls in nylons. Eventually, I discovered fetish sites that catered to nylon perverts like me. Sometimes they were hard core, but mostly they were foot worship: nylon massages, nylon foot licking, nylon crotch rubbing. Each of those turned me on.
I'm also an avid reader. So I read a lot of erotica. I would often watch videos on my iPad while reading on my phone (and people say men can't multitask).
I read a variety of stories and themes... again, mostly lesbian or straight. The odd incest (not because I ever wanted to do such a thing, but the taboo of it turned me on for some reason), as well as, for some reason I couldn't really explain, I really enjoyed mind control stories. I loved watching good girls become bad.
Now I really don't know how it began exactly, but I eventually began reading gay stories. Mostly gay stories of straight men who become fascinated with sucking cock. Sometimes it was BBC based, although that didn't turn me on any more than a white cock did, but before I knew it, I was reading almost exclusively gay stories.
I watched a few gay videos, but they did nothing for me. I didn't and don't find men attractive, but for some reason I was nonetheless enthralled by a dick.
Maybe it was because everyone's is so different.
Long, medium or small.
Thick or thin.
Hairy or shaved.
Straight or curved.
Circumcised or uncut.
Fat and long.
Fat and short.
Black. Asian. White.
Like two snowflakes are never alike, neither are two dicks.
I did start watching, almost exclusively, blow job videos. It was always girls giving the blow jobs, but where the old me would have been admiring her mouth, her tits and her body, I was now equally admiring the cock.
So, once I discovered hypno sissy videos, I became addicted to them too. They seemed weird at first. Quick video clips of girls sucking dicks, but with female voice-overs calling me a sissy, a faggot, and a cock sucker.
The name-calling turned me on, even though I wasn't a sissy. I had worn pantyhose a few times out of curiosity, but never panties or other girls' wear.
I didn't find men remotely attractive, nor did the idea of getting fucked by a guy turn me on.
Nor had I actually sucked a cock. Yet the idea of sucking a cock was now my biggest fantasy.
But how do you say to your wife: 'Honey, I love you, but I really want to suck a dick'?
So, for months I jerked off to hypno sissy videos. I even had some audios on my phone to listen to while I drove.
I didn't want to be a sissy.
I didn't want to be a faggot.
I was just curious what it would be like to suck a cock.
Then, fate intervened.
Pam also likes porn. We used to watch a lot of it together. But on my birthday a couple weeks ago, the kids both gone to different school events for the evening, we ended up in our bed, with my pretty wife wearing some sexy red lingerie.
"Want to watch some porn first?" she asked, something we hadn't done in at least a couple of years.
"Does your lingerie get me hard?" I asked, a rhetorical answer that obviously meant 'yes, yes, yes!'
She grabbed my iPad and said, "Let's see what you've been watching."
"What? No!" I said, reacting a little too guiltily.
She moved off the bed, looking so hot in all red lingerie and nylons, and typed in my password, "So that automatically makes me wonder: what is my man so ashamed to be caught watching?" she asked, her tone playful and curious.
"Nothing!" I blurted quicker than thought, which of course was patently untrue.
Truth was, we hadn't really kept any of our fantasies a secret from each other or details about our sexual pasts.
I had been in two threesomes, both two guys and a girl, but no gay stuff. I'd gotten blown by my ex-girlfriend's sister two days after we broke up, and I joined the mile-high club with a woman in her sixties when I was twenty.
Pam has been in a threesome too, where she was spit-roasted, took it up the ass once but didn't really like it, gave simultaneous head to a trio of guys at a party while really drunk, and had twice been with women.
My biggest fantasy was watching her with another woman.
Her biggest fantasies were being gangbanged, and also BBC.
Neither had been fulfilled, but when we were younger and wilder and hornier, she would tell me in vivid detail of her past experiences, and even make some up, based on girls we'd met that day or week.
I bought a black ten-inch dildo that was four inches bigger than my cock, and would fuck her with it on occasion.
"Ohhhhh," she said, surprise in her voice.
"What?" I asked nervously.
"It must be that 'nothing' you mentioned," she said, as she turned up the volume.
"You love big cock," a feminine voice said from my iPad. "You were made to suck big cock."
"I can explain," I said, although I wasn't sure I could. All my other fantasies I had shared in the past were heterosexual, or nylon based, or her with another woman, and this was none of those.
"You're a sissy faggot, born to please alpha males' bigger dicks," the voice continued, as my wife watched with an undeniable look of shock and confusion on her face.
"Please... shut it off," I pleaded, as I felt my cheeks burn hot with embarrassment.
"Say it, say you love sucking cock," the voice ordered.
"Do you usually obey her orders?" Pam asked.
"Please stop it," I repeated, as the truth was, I always repeated any phrase I was asked or ordered to repeat by the all-powerful feminine narrator.
"Say it, cock sucker," the voice said with sexy authority, "You're a sissy faggot whose sole purpose is to worship big fat cock."
"Oh, God!" I said, mortified.
Pam finally paused the video, moved back onto the bed and asked, a look of concern in her voice and eyes, "So, are you gay now?"
"No, no, no," I said.
"So, you don't like men?"
"I don't find men attractive at all," I stressed.
"Not even Ryan Reynolds?" she asked with a playful grin, my answer seeming to reassure her.
"Well, maybe Ryan Reynolds," I smiled; he was number one on her list of five celebrities she had my permission to fuck if the opportunity ever presented itself.
"But you want to suck a cock?" she asked, her question somehow making my cock flinch, as it sounded so surreally hot coming out of her mouth.
"I don't know," I replied sheepishly. After a pause I added, "Sometimes I wonder."
"About sucking a cock?" she asked.
"Yeah," I admitted.
"Huh," she said, in a tone that didn't tell me anything other than she seemed as baffled by this as I did.
"I would never do it," I clarified after an extremely long silence.
"Never?"
"No more likely than you eating a pussy," I said.
"Or my getting fucked by a big black cock?" she smiled wickedly, as her hand went to my raging hard-on.
Playing along, seeing she wasn't completely disgusted with me from what she'd just discovered, I said, "Well, only if I got to suck it first."
"That seems fair. And would you spit or swallow?" she asked playfully, as she slowly stroked my cock, rolling her finger around its head.
"Ooh," I moaned, as that always felt so good. "Well, I'd swallow of course."
"Like a good cock sucker," she purred.
I don't know why I said it, other than the conversation was already way past surreal, "Or maybe I'd take a facial."
"That would be so hot to watch," she said, as she lowered her head down to my cock.
"That would turn you on?" I asked, wondering what a facial would indeed feel like. Pam used to take facials, but that had been a few years ago at least. I, of course, also wondered what cum would taste like. Pam still swallowed on occasion... like on my birthday or Father's Day.
"I don't know," she admitted, as she seemed to be processing this revelation.
"It's just a fantasy," I reminded her.
"Well, your fantasy of sucking a big cock has you rock hard and leaking pre-cum," she pointed out.
"That's all you," I said, assuming it was a mixture of the conversation, her lingerie and her hand.
"Nope," she asserted as she licked the pre-cum off my head, "I think you're horny thinking of a big dick passing between your lips."
"Oh, God," I moaned, which gave away it was definitely that, as well as her talking about it so nastily.
"Would you like a big cock in your mouth right now, baby?" she asked, as she swirled her tongue around my cock.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as her words, her tongue, and her hand slowly stroking me, had my balls already boiling.
"Tell me, baby," she purred, as she deep throated my cock for a moment. "Tell me what you want to do to a big fat dick."
"Fuck," I groaned, afraid to say the words, but also wanting to say them. "Yes," I admitted.
"Yes, what?" She asked, as she stroked my cock. "Yes, you want to be on your knees with a big fat cock in your mouth?"
"Oh, God," I moaned, about to come.
"I'd love to see you on your knees bobbing on a big dick, while I had a pretty blonde eating my pussy," she said, which was too much to handle and sent me over the top.
"Oh, fuck," I grunted, and trembled as I gave her an accidental facial, my first rope splattering directly onto my wife's cheek.
"Oh, you do want a big fat dick between your lips," she continued jerking me off as she the second rope hit her chin, and then she opened wide to catch the rest of my unusually big load.
"Fuck," I repeated, my body still spasming in the aftermath of the intense orgasm.
"I bet you'd also love to see me with my head buried in some hot chick," she added, as she took my cock back in her mouth and nursed the last remnants of my cum out.
"So much," I admitted, this the most intense orgasm I'd had in years.
A moment later she sat up and asked, "How long have you been thinking of sucking a cock?"
"A few months," I admitted.
"Why didn't you tell me?" She asked.
"It seemed a little gay," I said. "You know, unmanly."
"It's a lot gay," she smiled. "But also kind of hot."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, I can't say I'd ever fantasized or even thought of a guy sucking another guy, but now that you got caught and I got a visual in my head, it's really quite intriguing," she admitted.
"I probably could never do it," I said, "but the idea is hot."
"I probably could never get triple teamed," she shrugged, as she straddled my face, "but the idea is hot."
"You dirty slut," I teased, something I used to call her back in our wild days, but that had been years ago.
"You sissy cock sucker," she countered, as she lowered her very wet pussy onto my face.
I brought her to a quicker than usual orgasm (my cock sucking fantasy apparently turning her on too), and we drifted to sleep.
That was three weeks ago.
Unfortunately, the next morning I was worried what our conversation would be, any next day regrets, any deeper questions with embarrassing answers, but instead she seemed to pretend it didn't happen.
Life went back to normal.
Which meant no more wild sex.
Yet tonight she seemed ready for a long evening of wild passion.
.....
Her feet kept rubbing my cock ever so slowly, a constant tease, throughout dinner. As we finished eating, I asked, "Do you have room for dessert?"
"Actually, we're going somewhere else for dessert," she informed me, as she put some extra pressure on my cock.
"We are?" I asked. "Where?"
"That is a surprise," she said, giving me a mischievous look I hadn't seen in a long time, other than her wickedness a few weeks ago when she talked all nasty about my sucking a dick.
"You know I hate surprises," I said.
"And yet I'm not telling you," she shrugged, "so deal with it," as she looked at her watch. "Actually, we need to get going ASAP. We don't want to be late."
"Late for what?" I asked, as she moved her foot away.
"Dessert, silly," she said, as she finished her third glass of wine.
"You're tipsy," I pointed out.
"You know what happens when I'm drunk," she said, which was true. She got wilder and her boundaries became more liberated.
"It's usually a good time for me," I smiled, as I finished my third scotch.
"A very, very, good time for you," she smiled, as the waitress returned. "May we have the bill please?"
"No dessert?" she asked.
"No, we have other..." my wife paused and then added, "... plans."
"Ohhh," the waitress smiled knowingly. "I'll be right back."
As she left, in a black skirt and matching pantyhose Pam asked, "Think her pussy would taste good?"
I actually spewed some of my precious scotch onto the table.
"Or would it be hotter with her between my legs?"
"What's gotten into you?" I asked, shocked by her naughty words.
"Not your dick," she shrugged. "Remember last time? You came before you could fuck me."
"Sorry, I..." I began, and then wasn't sure what to say. Sorry, the idea of sucking a dick got me too excited, and I came before I could make love to my wife?
"It's okay, you wanted dick that night, and so did I," she shrugged again, "and you were thoughtful to give me some very good head," a tipsy Pam also a much franker Pam.
"Please, keep it down," I said, looking around. No one seemed any wiser to our blunt conversation, but still.
"Sorry, I'm just really horny," she admitted.
"I am too," I said, her nylon foot rub having kept me revved up for the last hour.
"For pussy or dick?" She asked.
"Pussy," I answered.
"Too bad," she said, before adding, "and you never answered my question."
"What question?"
"Would you rather see me licking another woman, or another woman licking me?"
"Couldn't I have both?" I asked.
"I imagine you can," she said, as the waitress arrived. I noticed she said 'can' instead of 'could', which was an interesting choice
"You look beautiful," my wife complimented the college-aged waitress as she handed me the bill.
I took the bill and opened it as the waitress replied, "Thank you, you're very pretty, too."
I handed her my credit card and she slipped it into the handheld machine. "Isn't she beautiful, Mike?"
"Yes, she's very pretty," I said, playing along and knowing this wasn't a trap like many wives would spring.
"No, the word is 'beautiful'," Pam insisted. "Look at her. Beautiful face, beautiful full body, and she's even wearing pantyhose."
The waitress's face went red as I nodded, "Yes, she beautiful."
"Is she the kind of woman you'd like to see me with?" Pam asked, as the waitress handed me my receipt.
"Pam!" I gasped, knowing this was making the waitress uncomfortable.
"What? I'm just getting some guidelines," Pam shrugged.
"I'm sorry," I apologized. "My wife has had a little too much to drink."
"No worries," she smiled awkwardly.
As she left, Pam stood up, as did I, and she whispered in my ear, "I bet you'd love to see me with my face buried between her legs."
"I wouldn't look away," I admitted, as she tugged on my ear.
"Let's go, the night is just getting started," she said, giving my cock a quick squeeze. "I see you're hard."
"Have been all night," I acknowledged.
"Well, wait until your dessert," she said, taking my hand and leading me out of the restaurant.
"I am starving," I said, as I followed her.
Outside, an Uber was already waiting for us. "I ordered it while you were imagining my head buried between our waitress's legs."
"I'm going to come in my pants, if you keep talking like that," I pointed out, as I followed her into the Uber.



The Uber started driving and I asked again, "Where are we going?"
"For dessert," she repeated, before leaning in and kissing me passionately. The kind of kiss that sparks inner fires, the kind of kiss that never happens once you have kids. Once the passion settles down into love and commitment.
We kissed for seven minutes. No more, no less.
Just kissing.
Until the Uber driver said, "We're here."
I looked up and saw we were in front of a house. "Who lives here?"
"Dessert," she said unhelpfully, as she kissed me quickly and got out of the car.
"Thanks," I said to the Uber and got out on my side, still confused, actually even more confused.
She took my hand and said, "Ready for our dessert?"
"Yes, but I'm still confused." I said, as she led me up the walkway. "Who lives here?"
"Kimberly and Doug," Pam answered, two names that meant nothing to me.
"Who?" I asked as she rang the doorbell.
"You'll see," Pam warbled, all sing-song.
A moment later the door opened and a beautiful young blonde answered it, "Hi! You made it!"
"We did," Pam said, as I checked out the blonde-haired, blue-eyed beauty, especially her legs, that were showcased in black nylons, her cute red painted toenails open for viewing without any shoes on.
"Come on in," she invited us warmly as I confirmed to myself I'd never met this woman before in my life. Some of Pam's friends I couldn't name or even pick out in a police line-up, but there is no way I wouldn't remember this hottie.
"Thank you," Pam said, leading me, still by the hand, into the home.
Pam slipped out of her heels and catching on, me my shoes, and we followed the blonde, whose nylons I was now discovering had a seam going up the back of them... so hot.
She led us into a living room, where Kimberly introduced her husband to us. "Honey, this is Pam and Mike; Pam and Mike, this is my man Doug."
Doug got up from the couch, walked over to me and shook my hand, "Nice to meet you."
"Uh, you too," I said, still completely confused why we were here.
"You're even cuter in person," Pam said to Doug.
"As are you," Doug said, kissing my wife's hand. He was in his mid-twenties I would guess, his wife maybe even younger. He also was built like a brickhouse... or a linebacker.
"And you, Mike," Kimberly smiled, literally checking me out, her gaze travelling way south, "are way hotter than I imagined."
"Uh, thanks," I said, flattered to get a compliment from such an utter beauty, yet still completely baffled at what was happening and how Pam knew this couple.
"Mike has no idea why we're here," my wife revealed.
"For dessert, is all I was told," I joked awkwardly.
"You didn't tell him?" Kimberly asked, surprised.
"I wanted it to be a surprise," Pam said.
"Well," Kimberly said, smiling at me, "you, my new friend, are in for one hell of a surprise."
And before I could speak, she walked over to my wife and kissed her. Passionately.
My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped like Roger Rabbit as I witnessed two women, one being my wife, the other being perhaps the prettiest woman I'd ever seen in person, kissing in front of me. My wife returned the kiss.
Doug offered, acting totally unconcerned about his wife making out with mine, "May I get you a drink?"
"A scotch, if you have it," I answered distractedly, not taking my eyes off the kiss.
"That's what I'm drinking, too," he said.
"Great," I replied, struggling to continue the conversation even as I watched the shocking turn of events before my eyes. Why had Pam brought us here? She couldn't be planning a foursome, could she? That wasn't something we'd seriously talked about... like ever.
When the kiss ended, Pam said, "That's right, I told him we were coming here for dessert."
"Hmmmmm," Kimberly smiled at her. "Well, your desert has been marinating for a couple of hours."
"Sounds delicious," my wife replied.
"Do you want it right here, right now?" Kimberly asked, as she glanced over at me.
"I do," she nodded. "I'm utterly starving for some of your homemade dessert."
"Well, come and get it," Kimberly said, as she raised her dress up and over her head, and my wife dropped to her knees before her.
I gasped at the stunning, cock raging, sight of this beautiful blonde suddenly wearing only a garter-belt, stockings and large firm tits, as well as my wife now on her knees just inches away from a completely shaved pussy.
My wife looked at me for the first time since she'd kissed Kimberly and asked, "Darling, may I begin my dessert?"
"Y-y-yeah," I stammered, turned on but stunned. I never thought I'd ever get to see my biggest fantasy of my wife with another woman.
"You're sure?" she asked, as Kimberly's hand went to the back of her head.
"Definitely," I nodded, as I watched my wife turn her head towards the pussy as it was gently guided closer by Kimberly.
"There you go," Kimberly moaned ever so softly as my wife began licking her. She then looked at me and asked, "Does seeing your wife eating another woman's pussy turn you on?"
"Yeah," I nodded, staring at the two of them.
"Here ya go," Doug said, drawing me out of my stunned stare as he handed me a glass tinkling with floating ice.
"Uh, yeah, thanks," I said, taking the glass.
"First time seeing your wife with another woman?" he asked, as he stood beside me and watched my wife servicing his.
"Yeah," I said, as we stood side by side, each watching our wives or each other's wives in the ultimate act of male fantasy.
"Your wife is pretty hot," he complimented.
"Yours too," I responded back, still shell shocked at what I was witnessing, and the outwardly casual conversation we were having.
"It's a little surreal the first time," he said.
"Yes," I agreed, "yes, it certainly is."
"But it's fucking hot as hell," he added.
"Yes, yes indeed it is," I repeated, unable to say much more than the bare minimum.
"You two," Kimberly queried archly, as she enjoyed my wife's tongue. "Why are you still dressed?"
"Just admiring you two beautiful women," Doug complimented.
"Actually, why are you still dressed?" Kimberly wanted to know, looking down at my wife, as she let go of the back of her head.
"Good question," my wife replied as she stood up, turned around and asked, "Would you unzip me?"
"Of course," Kimberly agreed, as she slowly, seductively, pulled the zipper down.
Once unzipped, Pam let her dress drop to the floor to reveal she too was in a garter-belt and stockings, no panties, her nylons mocha coloured, my favourite, and the garter belt black. She was also wearing a lace black bra I'd never seen before. How long has she been planning this?
"How does she look, boys?" Kimberly asked.
"Fucking hot," Doug said, as he stared at my wife. A mixture of jealousy and pride swarmed through me. Jealousy as she was my wife and I wasn't sure I liked another guy seeing her like this regardless of our past role playing; pride as I conversely loved the idea of someone else seeing my wife the way I saw her.
"But this bra has got to go," Kimberly said.
"Of course," my wife agreed as Kimberly unclasped it and tossed it at us two horny husbands.
"Want to keep dining on your dessert?" Kimberly asked, as she turned my wife around to face her.
"God, yes," my wife said, displaying the same lustful hunger she had when we were young and wild.
"Boys, do you want to watch Pam eat my pussy?" Kimberly asked in a sultry way.
"Fuck yeah," Doug said in the same way you'd be excited if your favourite team had just signed the top free agent.
"Yeah," I agreed.
"Just yeah?" Kimberly asked me.
"Yeah, honey," Pam asked me. "Haven't you fantasized about my eating a younger woman's pussy for years?"
"Yes, baby, I want you to eat that young ripe cunt," I said bluntly, deciding to go along with this totally unexpected scenario without any reservation, and employing the 'C' word which I used very sparingly in the heat of passion, which was the only time my wife allowed the word. When she horny and drunk the word dissolved her inhibitions, any other time it was a major no-no.
"That's much better," Kimberly approved, as she took my wife by the hand and led her to the couch. She sat down, spread her legs wide open and said, "Go ahead, Pam, show your man what kind of cunt-licking lesbian you can be."
"Mmmmmm, yes," Pam said, not looking at me at all, transfixed just on the pussy before her, as she lowered herself again to her knees and dove back into the wet pussy.
"And you two," Kimberly instructed, "get yourselves fucking undressed."
Doug downed his drink, set it on the table and pulled his t-shirt over his head, he the only one not really dressed up for the night.
I followed his lead, downing my drink in one throat-burning swallow, placed the empty glass down and took off my tie.
"That's it, for someone who hasn't eaten pussy in decades, you're a natural," Kimberly moaned. What had Pam shared with her? And when?
"It's been way too long," my wife responded as she lapped away.
"She's making up for lost time," I joked, going with the flow, as this 'dessert' was definitely happening.
"You will be too, very soon," Kimberly replied with a sly smile.
"I hope so," I said, as I unbuttoned my dress shirt, the idea of fucking Kimberly having my cock raging hard. As was, of course, watching my wife lick her pussy. It was so surreally hot.
"Tonight is all about living out your secret fantasies," Kimberly said.
I took off my shirt as she checked me out, "Nice pecs."
"I work out," I said, happy to get a compliment about my body, something oddly my wife hadn't done since I began working out four months ago, losing twenty pounds and now at my proper weight. I'd gained a lot of muscle as well, and my beer gut was gone.
"So I see," she approved. "But now I want to see your dick."
"Oh, okay," I said, as I glanced at Doug for the first time and realized he was already completely naked, and his large shaved penis was standing erect. It was then, suddenly, even though it should have been obvious from the beginning, that I realized Kimberly's meaning behind 'you will be too, very soon' as well as what my wife was planning my dessert to be. Doug's dick. His very large dick.
"Doug has a huge dick," Kimberly informed me as if I hadn't already noticed.
"A lot bigger than mine," I admitted as I undid my belt, suddenly feeling self-conscious about my size. I was six inches. About as average as a dick can be. Not too big, not too small... my wife said it was just right. Yet I couldn't help but wonder what she would think once she got that approximately nine-inch monster inside her.
"Size isn't everything," Kimberly said, although she didn't say 'size doesn't matter' which, of course, is one of the biggest lies in the world. Size always matters... in everything. Dick size, TV inches, diamond ring carats
Pam looked up from her submissive position between Kimberly's nylon-clad legs and checked out my new friend as I pulled my pants down. "Oh my, it's as big as you said it was!"
"Nine inches of mouth-filling, pussy-pounding and ass-plugging perfection," Kimberly described wickedly and vividly, as I wondered if Kimberly was a take-it-in-the-ass kind of girl... it seemed that she was.
"Delicious," my wife said, checking the big dick out.
"As is this," Kimberly said, as she grabbed my wife's head and guided it back between her legs.
"Yes, it is," my wife concurred before she resumed her tasty dessert.
In just my SAXX underwear, I paused, again looking at Doug's big dick. Part of me was insecure about my size as well as how my wife would react in future when given the opportunity to have it back inside her; another part of me was curious what Doug's would feel and taste like in my hand and in my mouth. I was pretty sure that was why we were here, for me to suck my first dick. Yet now that the moment was suddenly here, I was a bundle of nerves.
"Underwear too, abs guy," Kimberly ordered.
"Yes. Sorry," I apologized, "it's just your husband and I are in different stratospheres in dick size."
"I love dicks of all shapes and sizes," she asserted.
"Okay, here goes," I said, as I pulled my underwear down.
"That's a decent-sized dick," Kimberly said. "Isn't it, Doug?"
"Yeah, man, that's nothing to be ashamed of," he said, checking out my dick.
"Thanks," I said, thinking that was the weirdest thank you I'd ever given anyone.
"Slowly stroke yourself while you watch your wife get me off," Kimberly ordered.
"Can do," I smiled.
"That's it, Pam, suck on my clit," Kimberly moaned, as she closed her eyes and allowed my wife to pleasure her.
"Looks like my wife is really enjoying your wife," Doug said conversationally, as he began slowly stroking his cock.
"Yeah, and it seems my wife is really enjoying scarfing down your wife's dessert," I replied.
"Yeah, there's nothing hotter than two women playing together," he said.
"Agreed," I nodded, as my eyes went back and forth between my wife licking pussy and Doug slowly stroking himself as I stroked myself.
"A guy sucking another guy's dick is pretty fucking hot too," Kimberly said.
"Yeah, that's pretty hot too," Doug agreed, as he lowered himself before me. "May I?"
"Doug is an amazing cock sucker, way better than any woman," Kimberly informed me, which sounded so crazy to hear out loud.
"Um, I, um," I began, stunned as he began to stroke my cock. I had imagined sucking cock, but I had never imagined getting my own cock sucked by a guy. This wasn't something I was remotely prepared for.
Pam lifted her head, her face glistening with wetness and said, "Let him suck your cock, baby."
"You sure?" I asked, even though she'd just said as much.
"Yeah, I want to see you get your dick sucked by a hot young man," she confirmed.
"Okay," I said, as I watched Doug open his mouth and take my cock into it.
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, stunned by the reality of what was happening. I was getting my dick sucked by a ridiculously good-looking, well-hung man while my wife watched.
"Oh yeah, baby, suck that dick," Kimberly encouraged, as she again grabbed my wife's head, this time more roughly back into her pussy. Kimberly watched her husband deep throating my... adequate?... cock as she began grinding on my wife's face.
"Oh, fuck," I repeated, as he deep throated my cock with ease.
"Oh yes, baby, suck that dick, swallow it whole," she encouraged him with a moan. Apparently, watching her husband suck dick turned her on the same way watching my wife eat pussy was turning me on.
I couldn't believe how good it felt to have a guy sucking my dick. It didn't feel gay at all, just amazing. And although my wife delivered a great blow job, there was something extraordinary about what Doug was doing. His lips were like a vacuum, his tongue was also active, and there was so much saliva inside his mouth that I felt my cock was in a hot tub with the water jets turned on.
"I'm close Pam, don't stop baby, eat my pussy while my man sucks that cock," Kimberly exhorted, seeming close to orgasm.
Unfortunately, the amazing blow job, my wife going down on another woman, Kimberly's intense breathing and verbal encouragement, and all my wife's earlier foot rub teasing at the restaurant had my balls boiling in just a minute or so of Doug's sucking.
I warned, a little embarrassed I was about to come so quickly, "I'm going to come."
"Come in my man's cock sucking mouth, Mike, he loves a big hot load of man cum," Kimberly said, as Doug began bobbing faster and she began grinding faster on my wife's face.
"Suck that dick, swallow that load," she encouraged just before she screamed, "Oh, fuck yes Pam, you're making me come."
As Kimberly came on my wife's face, I came down her husband's throat, as I grunted and spewed a few big wads of cum into his amazing mouth. Unlike my wife, who slowed down while I erupted, he didn't miss a beat as he swallowed every drop, while continuing to suck my cock with expert perfection.
"Oh man, that's so good," I groaned, as he kept extracting my load.
"Isn't he a great cock sucker?" Kimberly asked, as she enjoyed her own orgasm, my wife still between her legs, assumedly licking up her cum.
"The best," I agreed, this easily the best blow job I'd ever experienced, albeit due to my own lack of control, also the briefest... usually I could last quite a while when getting head, but tonight I was completely at his mercy.
"Yeah, the Boy Scouts were really good for him," she said scandalously. "So much dick, so much downtime."
"I just collected merit badges," I said, thinking my experience was a lot different.
"He collected gallons of cum," Kimberly said, as she finally released my wife's head.
My wife looked up and said, "Thanks, that was the best dessert ever."
"I'm told my pussy is quite tasty," Kimberly said.
"They were telling the truth," Pam said, as she looked over to me, still with my dick in another guy's mouth. "Ready for your dessert?"
"Yeah," I nodded, thinking I'd possibly never have an opportunity like this again.
Kimberly said, "Come sit down beside me baby, and let Mike return the favour."
Mike allowed my cock to leave his mouth and wordlessly walked over and sat down beside his wife.
"And I'm a little hungry too," Kimberly said, as she stood up, pulled my wife up and kissed her. She then playfully pushed her onto the couch beside her man.
"Well, get over here, Mike, that dick isn't going to suck itself," Kimberly dicktated, before burying her face between my wife's legs.
"Oh yes, fuck," Pam moaned, as she got licked. "Get over here, baby, I want to see you get your dessert."
As I walked to the couch, she added, "Because I really want to watch you suck a cock."
"This is so crazy," I said, as I reached them.
"But it's what you want, right?" She asked, as I looked at Kimberly between her legs, slowly exploring my wife's pussy.
"Yeah, but...." I began.
"No buts," she said, interrupting me and then barked an order at me in the most dominant tone I'd ever heard come from her, "Get on your knees and take that big hard cock in your mouth."
"Okay," I said, still stunned by the whole domino of events that had led us to this moment. I lowered myself to my knees, a position I had imagined being in for many months, although not with my wife literally right beside me. Her nylon leg was actually leaning against my shoulder.
"Take it in your hand," she ordered.
I did. It was so hard. Just as I imagined a cock that wasn't mine might feel like. I stared at it. It was just so big. I couldn't fathom even trying to take it all in my mouth, but as I slowly stroked it, and stared at it with a sense of majestic awe, my mouth watered and I knew I had to suck it.
"Isn't it a nice cock?" my wife asked.
"It's an amazing cock," I said, entranced by it.
"So big and majestic," she appraised.
"I was just thinking that very word... that it's majestic," I said, looking up at my wife.
She mouthed, 'I love you, baby,' before she said, "Now make your fantasy come true. Suck his big cock."
"You don't have to keep reminding me it's big," I teased. "I know it's big."
"No, it's fucking huge," Pam corrected me.
"Yes, it's a huge fucking cock," I agreed.
Oddly, Doug hasn't said a word during this entire weird interaction, nor had I looked up at him at all. This wasn't about Doug the man; it was about his cock. Which needed to be sucked. Worshipped.
I leaned forward, lifted myself up a little and opened my mouth. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me before it even reached my mouth.
A second rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I wrapped my lips around his cock.
"So hot, baby," Pam moaned. Her sincere encouragement made this crazy life-altering moment even better. I didn't have to feel guilty for being a (now actual) cock sucker; no, I had her undying love and support. Such acceptance is almost impossible to find in this world, and I had it from my caring life partner.



I wasn't sure what to do once it was inside my mouth. Funny, I had fantasized this exact moment hundreds of times, but I hadn't actually considered what I would do when it happened... because, of course, I'd never seriously considered this would ever actually happen.
So, I swirled my tongue around his head, like Pam did to me. I always enjoyed that.
Doug made his first sound during this whole wicked ordeal, just a soft groan, but one that let me know he was liking it.
"Baby, Kimberly is eating my pussy so good right now," she said.
Part of me wanted to watch that, yet I had a big task at hand. Suck this amazing cock. So I started slowly bobbing.
"That's it, baby, bob on that magnificent cock," she moaned.
Kimberly spoke a moment later, "Dear, do you like your new cock sucker?"
"Yeah, he's a natural," Doug responded.
"Yeah, I bet now that he's had a taste, he'll come over here, or even go to you at work, and suck you anytime you need a cock sucker," Kimberly said, as I wondered if I would do just that. Probably. This was easily the biggest sexual rush of my life, and I didn't want it to end.
So, as they talked about me in glowing terms, the three of them, if the word 'glowing' works in this context, I just continued getting as acquainted with the big cock as I could as I kept bobbing, trying to take just a little more of it each time.
"I'm sure he'd crawl under your desk, suck you in your car, or come over at a moment's notice," my wife spoke for me.
"I'll likely have a couple loads a week for him if he wants them," Doug agreed.
"Does that sound good? Do you want to be Doug's regular cock sucker, baby?" my wife asked.
"His regular cum deposit?" Kimberly added.
"Suck on my balls, Mike," Doug ordered.
I took his cock out of my mouth and looked up at my wife and admitted, "I'll suck this cock anytime and anyplace... with your permission, of course."
"You have it, baby," Pam approved, "so long as you let me be a regular cunt-licker," as she took the back of Kimberly's head and guided it back between her legs.
"That goes without saying; I just can't believe this," I said again, as I lowered my head to his big shaved balls. I should shave my balls, I thought to myself as I sucked his bag into my mouth and found a big ball. I wondered how anyone possibly could be so hairless. I then recalled the scene in Bad Moms Christmas, where a stripper got his entire lower region shaved. What would that even cost?
"I can't believe it either, baby," she moaned. "But it's fucking amazing."
I found the other ball and washed it with infinite care, before moving back up to his cock and taking it back in my mouth. I couldn't believe how natural having a cock in my mouth felt. How good it made me feel. Shit, my cock was already hard again, something that didn't happen too much anymore, my recovery time after an orgasm usually being hours, not minutes.
"Yes, baby, I love watching you suck his dick," Pam encouraged with a moan.
The idea of my sucking dick turning her on, just like my watching her eat pussy was turning me on was wickedly wild.
I began bobbing faster and Doug instructed, "Use your hand to stroke me, too."
I obeyed, using my left hand to slowly stroke his cock, my masturbation hand, even though I'm normally right-handed, while trying to bob at the same pace.
"You look so hot with a cock in your mouth, baby," Pam moaned.
"He's a natural," Doug groaned again, as I found a rhythm of sucking and stroking in unison.
"Yeah, he likes to be the best at everything he does," Pam said.
"He's going to be a great cock sucker," Doug moaned. "He's getting better by the minute."
"Your cock looks great in his mouth."
"And you look hot with my wife munching on that pussy of yours," Doug replied back.
"She's one hot number," Pam moaned.
"Yeah, she's my wild little minx."
"You're a lucky man," Pam moaned, before adding, "and she's a lucky girl."
"You two are pretty lucky yourselves," he reciprocated.
"Yes, we are," Pam agreed, the conversation so strange as they were both being serviced by each other's significant other.
Yet they were both right. Meanwhile, I kept multitasking: sucking and stroking. What I wanted now was to make him come. So I could taste his cum.
Pam moaned, "Yes baby, suck that big cock. Go for that yummy dessert."
"I want my dessert too," Kimberly interjected.
"Keep doing what you're doing and you'll get it real soon," Pam replied, her breathing getting a little more erratic... a hint that her orgasm was imminent.
"Keep sucking Mike, you have a great mouth," Doug complimented me, which was crazy to hear.
"God, I love seeing you sucking his dick, you man-slut," Pam moaned. "I love a cock between those cock sucking lips."
Her name calling and encouraging words turned me on even more. I wanted to be a great cock sucker, and still her husband. When I first started getting turned on by the idea of sucking dick, I was worried. I feared if I ever made this fantasy into a reality, I'd have to do it secretly and cheat on my wife... and perhaps destroy my marriage. Yet as it was turning out, I could have it all: suck my cock and have my wife's pie as well.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy while my husband sucks your man's big dick," my wife moaned, her seeming to be as turned on by my dick sucking as she was from getting her pussy eaten by this ridiculously hot younger woman.
"Come all over my face," Kimberly begged.
"Oh yes, suck that dick, baby, get that cum," my wife moaned loudly.
"I'm close, Mike," Doug warned.
"Oh yes, my faggot baby, swallow that load," Pam continued to encourage and demean me, as I bobbed faster, stroked faster wanting that load, wanting to impress my wife and somehow accepting at the moment I was a faggot.
"Oh yeah, shit," Doug grunted a few seconds later.
"Oh yes baby, swallow that cum, take it all down, my cock sucking husband," she moaned loudly, clearly near her own orgasm.
And as warm, gooey cum shot into my mouth, my wife yelled, "Yes, yes, yes!"
Did she come from the oral licking, or from watching me swallow a load? Or both? It didn't matter, as I slowed down and swallowed a creamy load of man-cum.
I'd been worried that when I sucked a cock, if I ever did suck a cock, I'd feel gay or disgusted with myself... I did not.
I'd worried I would hate the taste of cum... I did not.
No, I felt another rush of adrenaline as I swallowed his entire load.
"Shit, that was great," Doug groaned.
"I knew he'd be a great dick smoker," my wife said, even while her orgasm was clearly going through her.
"Yeah, I've never had a first timer suck me that well," he said.
"And I doubt it will be his last," my wife said.
I allowed the cock to slip out of my mouth and said, "It definitely will not be my last."
"Come fuck me, Doug," Kimberly ordered, "unless Mike, you want to sample some strange."
"You can fuck my wife if you want, man," Doug offered, even as his cock was still hard in my hand.
"We haven't talked about that," Pam said, speaking for me and then added after a couple seconds' pause, "yet."
"We'd love to have you guys over again and perhaps play even more," Kimberly said.
"I think we'd like that too," Pam said. "But for tonight, I'd decided it would just be same sex exploration."
"I understand," Kimberly nodded. As she stood up, she leaned over so I got an amazing view of her ass as she kissed my wife.
"I don't kiss men," Doug said to me. "Just saying."
"Me neither, I just suck," I laughed.
"I fuck guys too, and take it in the ass, if you ever want to try those out," he added... just one more surprise, and he said it so nonchalantly.
"I honestly hadn't thought about that," I said, before joking, "although I imagine this thing would kill me." I realized I was still holding it in my hand, so I finally let it go.
He laughed, "Yes, that does take some getting used to, especially the bottoming."
"But once you do, it's fucking amazing," Kimberly said. "But you should probably peg his ass first Pam, if he ever wants to take a real dick in his ass."
"Peg?" My wife asked.
"Wear a strap-on and fuck him with it," she said. "Best to begin small and work your way up. That way when you both decide his ass is ready for Doug, he'll be ready."
My wife's response both scared the shit out of me and turned me on. "Ooooooh, fun!"
"It really is," Kimberly said, as she turned around and straddled Doug reverse cowboy as I watched from the floor, able to see her pussy up close and personal. "I fuck Doug a couple times a month, but these days he prefers a real dick in his ass."
"You have a strap-on?" My wife asked.
"I have a few," she said, as she surprised me by not lowering on his cock in her pussy, but in her ass.
My eyes went wide as I watched that huge cock disappear inside her ass.
"I need to get myself one," my wife said.
"To fuck me with, or your man?" she asked, as she was suddenly sitting with nine inches of dick impaled in her ass.
"Now that you've planted the idea in my head, both," my wife smiled, as she winked at me.
"Different dicks for different chicks," she moaned, as she began slowly riding the cock, "and different asses."
"Yes I think you're right; I should start small first," my wife nodded, before asking me, "isn't that right, honey?"
"I'm not sure I'm ready for that yet," I said.
"Doesn't a dick in your ass feel amazing, baby?" Kimberly asked, as she somehow rode that nine-incher with ease.
"Yes, baby," he groaned, obviously loving his dick in her ass.
"Prostate orgasms are the most intense ones a guy can have," Kimberly continued discussing the compelling reasons for me to get my ass fucked as she got hers fucked.
"Is that true?" Pam asked.
Doug answered, "Oh yeah, prostate milkings are intense."
Kimberly explained, "That's when he has a dick in his ass while he's simultaneously getting his dick sucked.
"Oh, that sounds hot," Pam gushed
"Yeah, and hearing my man squeal like a little girl is also fucking hot," Kimberly said, as she began bouncing more vigorously on the cock.
"Sold. We'll have to try it," Pam said in a tone that guaranteed she'd already decided we'd be trying it.
"I can help get him ready if you want," Kimberly added.
"I may take you up on that offer," Pam said as she winked at me.
This entire time I was listening to the girls talk about sodomizing me, while I watched in awe the magical disappearing act of Doug's big dick in her small ass.
"So how many strap-ons so you have?" Pam asked.
"Six, I think," she said. She then asked, "Why? Do you want to fuck me with one tonight?"
"God, yes," Pam answered, before adding, "that would keep my original same sex rule intact."
"How about you double penetrate me with Doug?" she suggested.
"That would be awesome," Pat said. "Honey, do you want to watch me fuck Kimberly?"
"A million times yes," I replied.
Kimberly climbed off the big dick and said, "I'll be right back."
"Hurry," Pam called after her.
Suddenly the big hard dick was right in front of me again. It didn't faze Doug at all as he said, "You've really got to allow yourself to begin having prostate orgasms. They may make you question your masculinity, but in fact they're very masculine."
"How so?" I asked, thinking of the pain, which was my biggest concern. Sucking cock didn't seem overly gay to me, but taking it in the ass did. It made you a faggot, based on all the videos I watched. Yet Doug obviously took it in the ass and he was definitely not the least bit faggot-like, and very masculine.
"A complete man accepts that he has more than one side," he explained. "What I mean by that is yes I'm a man, but I also have a feminine side, and allowing my wife to be in charge and me to be the vulnerable one, setting aside my rank in the social hierarchy I was given at birth because of my gender, not only evens the playing field relationship-wise, it also builds an unbelievable trust between us."
"That makes sense," my wife said, as she undoubtably was staring at his cock.
"Yeah, it does," I agreed. "But," I paused. I understood his point, I was even intrigued by his philosophy, but I wasn't sure I wanted our relationship hierarchy, as he put it, altered.
"But what?" He asked, looking down at me with genuine concern.
"It's just that I see myself as the man of the house," I said, "although I know that's silly since we both make the same amount of money, give or take, and even in the bedroom it's give and take." I realized I was actually proving his point as I spoke.
"The only reason not to explore pegging is a complete fear of the potential discomfort of having anal sex," he said, "which I totally understand. My dad is old school, I grew up as a linebacker in high school until my knee gave out, and I was raised to be very homophobic. Yet once you accept who you are, instead of what society says you are, and once you get past the sexual stereotypes society labels men with, only then can you discover your true sexual self."
"Is Doug going all philosophical?" Kimberly asked as she rejoined us.
"Yes, and it's interesting," Pam said, standing up and accepting the strap-on from Kimberly's hand.
"Just helping this lovely couple hopefully to become liberated like you did for me," Doug said.
"He wasn't an easy man to break," Kimberly said, as she helped my wife put the harness on.
"I hate when you put it that you broke me," he said, his tone even hinting at annoyance.
"Sorry, baby," she apologized. "I mean when I liberated you from the male hierarchy you were brainwashed into taking for granted."
"That's better," he laughed awkwardly.
"So, who gets which hole?" Kimberly asked.
"I don't care which hole, but I want to do the fucking," my wife said excitedly.
"I'll lie down and let you ride me whichever way you decide," Doug shrugged.
"Well, lie down then," Kimberly ordered.
Doug lay on the carpeted floor, and I moved onto the couch, my knees a little sore. A hazard of getting older and well, of being on my knees for fifteen or twenty minutes.
Kimberly lowered her pussy onto his cock, then looked back at my wife and asked, "Are you going to fuck my ass, or what?"
"Should I fuck her ass, baby?" Pam asked me, looking so hot in her nylons and a strap-on cock.
I joked, then wondered why I said it, "Well, you'd better get in some practice for back home."
"Yes, I should indeed," she smiled and winked at me, before lowering herself behind Kimberly.
Shit, I technically just offered up my ass to my wife. Did I want that? I didn't know. Was I curious? Yeah. Was I ready to get ass fucked? Not sure, not sure at all. Yet I'd had those same thoughts when sucking a cock first popped out of my subconscious. No... well, maybe... no... well maybe... no... well, if the right opportunity presented itself maybe... no, no, no... well.... this cycle had continued for months until today's life-altering yes, yes, yes!
"Just shove it in my ass, baby," Kimberly ordered. "Doug's big cock already gaped me."
"Okay," Pam said, as she slid her cock into Kimberly's ass.
"Oh yes, now fuck me hard, Pam," Kimberly moaned. "Pound my ass."
I watched, my cock again rock hard, as my wife ass fucked not only another woman, but a much younger woman, a beautiful woman, and was finally doing her first double penetration, although not the way round she'd fantasized.
It was so hot. Was it hotter than watching her eat pussy? Was it hotter than watching Kimberly eat hers? Was it hotter than Kimberly riding Doug's dick in her ass? I don't know. Each of these moments were around twenty-three on a scale of one to ten.
"Fuck this is fun," Pam said, looking back at me. She saw my dick and added, "I see you're enjoying the show."
"Best live show ever," I smiled. My wife loved making me go to Broadway plays and musicals and they were always okay, but I never enjoyed them the way she did.
"Maybe we should make this into a musical," she joked.
"No!" I stressed.
"Harder, Pam, slam that dick up my asshole," Kimberly demanded, as she began moving her hips and riding not one, but two cocks.
"Such a rush," Pam said, clearly intoxicated with the power of being the giver instead of the taker. As I watched, I couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to be the taker. If Doug could take it in the ass and Kimberly was now moaning like a wild bitch in heat, it had to be pleasurable.
"Oh yes, fuck, you have to try this one day, Pam," Kimberly said.
"I don't know, I sure like being the one wearing this cock," Pam admitted.
"And you're fucking great at it," Kimberly moaned, as she bounced back to meet my wife's hard forward thrusts.
"I'm a quick learner," Pam said, as she bucked her hips with such nasty sensuality, I couldn't help but imagine it being me taking her cock, something I knew we'd be talking about soon, probably on our way home.
Both of you fuck my fucking holes," Kimberly demanded, as her moaning got louder and she seemed to be losing her coordination as her orgasm rose.
I continued to watch in awe as the threesome occurred before my eyes. Did I want to play a part in it? Of course. Yet I wasn't sure where I would fit in this DP session. Alas, I just watched. As much as I'd love to plough one of Kimberly's holes, I knew it wouldn't be tonight. And next time she might be one of the ones ploughing mine. Shit, why was I even thinking shit like that?
"Oh yes, fuck, oh yes," Kimberly moaned, as she leaned forward and I got an amazing view of the two cocks pistoning in and out of her like a well-oiled machine.
"Come, Kimberly, come for me," Pam ordered, as she glistened with perspiration from the intense workout she was receiving by being the fucker.
"I will; just keep drilling my asshole," Kimberly moaned, clearly close.
Pam did, and after another couple dozen deep thrusts, and Kimberly, who was moaning loudly throughout, screamed just one word, "Fuck!"
She then bucked Pam off of her, rolled off Doug, and collapsed onto her back as she quaked euphorically.
Doug walked over to me and slid his cock in my mouth, and unlike last time when I sucked him, this time he fucked my mouth. Not roughly, but he was in charge. I focused on breathing through my nose, which I'd read about when researching cock sucking techniques, ones I never thought I'd ever use. It was then I realized I was tasting Kimberly on his dick.
Was this cheating? I hoped not. My wife didn't seem concerned as she said, "Yes Doug, face fuck my husband's hungry mouth."
God, I loved her nasty talk. It was like we were young again, but this time we'd upped the ante of our sex life.
"Oh yeah, you have a velvet mouth, Mike," Doug said, as he pumped half his cock in and out.
I moaned to let him know I appreciated the compliment.
"He looks so natural with his mouth full of cock," my wife said.
"Yeah, some men are just born to suck dick," Doug agreed. "Too bad it took so long for him to discover his true calling."
"Oh, we'll be sure to make up for lost time," my wife said in an ominous way, like she already had detailed plans for what we would do next.
"My turn with the strap-on," Kimberly said.
"Are you going to fuck me?" My wife asked all innocently.
"I'm going to pound that pussy until you come like a racehorse," she said.
I never understood that simile, but whatever. I focused on the cock in my mouth and listening to Doug's moans getting louder.
"Pull out and come on his face," my wife surprised me.
"Yeah, give your slut a nice facial," Kimberly agreed. Obviously I was bottom bitch here, but after hearing Doug's philosophical ramble earlier, I didn't seem to mind.
"All right," Doug said, as he fucked my face faster, pulled out and shot a big wad right in my eye.



"Close your eyes, dummy," my wife yelled, but it was too late.
I closed them as more cum hit me, warmer than I would have expected, but in a nice soothing way, not humiliating at all like I thought it would be.
"So hot," Pam said.
"Bend over," Kimberly ordered someone. Pam?
I suddenly felt hands on my thighs and opened my one eye not coated with cum to see my wife facing me from a few inches away.
"Enjoying your Valentine's Day surprise?"
"A little," I smiled, feeling cum dripping off my chin.
"Do you mind if I clean some of that cum off your face?" she asked, and then moaned as she obviously had a dick inside her, no doubt the plastic one.
"Sure," I said.
"With my tongue?"
"Sure."
She scooted closer, I leaned closer, and she began licking, kissing and sucking my face, eating Doug's cum.
I joked, "Hey, leave some of that for me."
She then licked some off my face and tongued it into my mouth with a kiss.
"You two are so cute," Kimberly said.
"I know," Pam said, breaking the kiss before she ordered, "now fuck me."
"As you wish," Kimberly said, as my wife bent down and took my cock in her mouth, suddenly getting spit roasted.
"I love that position," Kimberly said, as she fucked my wife while my wife bobbed on my cock hungrily... like she used to.
Doug urged, "Fuck her harder, baby."
"Okay, okay," she laughed, as she began really pounding Pam, who tried to keep sucking me, but couldn't last long.
"Sorry, honey, apparently I'm suddenly not much of a multi-tasker," she apologized, before turning her head back to look at Kimberly. "Yes, fuck me, fuck my wet cunt."
"I'm not stopping until you come all over my cock," Kimberly said as she slammed into my wife.
Pam turned back to me and asked, "Do you like watching me get fucked?"
"God, yes," I answered.
"Because I don't want this to be a one-night thing," she said.
"Me neither," I said, thrilled to hear her say that. I then joked, "How could it be, since you already offered me to be Doug's on-call cock sucker?"
"And Pam, I expect you to be my on-call pussy pleaser," Kimberly added.
"Anytime," my wife agreed, as we apparently both had agreed to serve as submissive standby sex servants for the younger couple.
"I fuck my cock suckers sometimes," Doug chipped in for the first time in a while.
"Then I guess I'll have to train his ass for you," my wife said, looking directly at me.
"You really want to fuck me, don't you?" I asked.
"I really want to peg your ass, baby," she admitted. "Is that okay?"
"Do I have a say in it?" I smiled slyly.
"Of course you do," she grinned back saucily. "You can either eagerly take my strap-on, or I can forcefully take your ass."
"Hmmmmm, tough choice," I joked, again wondering what that would feel like.
"Oh yes, harder, I'm getting so close," Pam moaned as she looked me in the eyes. Seeing her desperate look of lust was so hot.
"Come, baby, come all over her cock," I encouraged.
"Oh yes, fuck baby, I love you," my wife moaned, clearly near a state of apocalyptic orgasm.
"I love you too, baby," I said back, a strange intimate moment as my wife was fucked by another woman while I had sticky man-cum on my face.
"Oh yes, yes, fucking yes," her voice babbled and screamed as her orgasm hit her.
She collapsed headfirst onto my leg, just missing my dick, as she came.
Kimberly pulled out of my wife a moment later and announced the scorecard, "so at this point in the proceedings I've come twice, my man has come twice, and now Pam has come twice, so it's just you left, Mike."
I wanted to fuck Kimberly, badly, but I knew that wasn't part of today's plans. Yet the other three had all fucked someone, all had taken a turn at being the fucker.
"So. Do you want Doug to suck you off again or," Kimberly paused for dramatic effect, "you can fuck his ass."
"Hey, don't speak for me," Doug said, before adding, "although I could use a nice ass fucking."
"Really?" I said, thinking even though he'd said he took it in the ass, he wouldn't want to take my dick that way.
"Yeah, baby, I really want to see you fuck Doug," my wife coaxed me as she rested on my leg, reached over and stroked my cock.
"Really?" I repeated, this strange wild night just getting stranger and wilder.
"Fuck yeah," she said. "You think two girls are hot, I think two guys are hot."
"Really?" I repeated like a parrot, this being new information. Or not; I was losing track.
Kimberly offered, "I'll go get the lube."
"So stud, are you going to fuck Doug for me?" Pam asked.
"I don't know," I said, I'd always just imagined myself sucking a dick, never sucking one, taking one in my ass, and never fucking a guy. Yet if my wife was allowing it and wanting to watch, then why not? I mean she didn't let me fuck her ass, so this was something we didn't do at home. Or at least not yet, perhaps tonight had opened up lots of new doors between us.
"That's all right, I know," she said, as she swirled her tongue around my cock head. "You're going to fuck Doug. End of discussion."
"Only if he wants to do it," Doug said. "Mate, I don't want you doing anything you don't want to do."
"I do want to," I said decisively, my cock so hard again and so desperately needing release.
"You want to what?" My wife asked demurely.
"I want to fuck Doug," I admitted, as my wife took my cock in her mouth.
"Awesome," Doug said, "I haven't had a real dick in my ass for quite a while."
"Doesn't it hurt?" I asked, no longer worried if it was gay, but rather worried about the pain.
"The first time or two," he admitted, "but there are ways of easing you into it, so you two have some homework to do before next time. But for now, I just need some lube to loosen the area up."
"Cool," I moaned, as my wife continued sucking my cock.
"Bend over, baby," Kimberly said, as I looked over at her with a bottle of lube.
Doug didn't say anything, he just turned around on the couch, knelt and rested his hands on the backrest.
"He has a great ass," Kimberly said, as Pam stopped sucking me to watch.
"Yes, he does," my wife admired.
"Hey!" I mock got offended,
"You have a fine ass too," my wife smiled, before adding, "so cute and fuckable."
"Cute?"
"And fuckable." With an ominous grin.
Kimberly coated Doug's ass with lube and then handed the bottle to Pam. "Lube up his probe."
Pam took the bottle, poured a generous amount into her hand, and then stroked my cock; the hand job felt really good.
Kimberly then said, "Now come around here and fuck my man."
"An invitation I never thought I'd hear," I laughed, as I got off the couch feeling horny and a little nervous.
"Did you think you'd ever see your wife wield a strap-on?" Kimberly asked.
"Or eat a pussy?" Pam added.
"Or get eaten by a hot bombshell?" Kimberly added, as she posed her naked bod sexily, cocking a knee and cupping both of her shapely breasts.
"No, no, and no," I laughed as I moved into position behind Doug.
"Put your hands on his hips, and just slide your dick in," Kimberly explained.
"Yeah Mike, just treat my ass like a pussy," he said. "I can take it."
"Okay," I said, as I moved my dick close to his ass, just as my wife placed her hand on my dick.
"Let me guide you in," she said.
"Okay," I said, as my wife positioned my dick against another man's hole. She placed her other hand on my ass and gently pushed me forward.
Then my dick was disappearing into the warm, tight ass of a man I'd just met this evening. It was a lot warmer than a pussy and way tighter, although as I slowly started fucking him, I realized the tightness was mostly at the entrance.
"Oh yeah, fuck me," he groaned, in a way a lot less masculine than his six-foot two linebacker body type would imply he could sound.
"So hot," my wife moaned, collapsing onto the couch and moving her hand to her pussy.
"Hey, you already came twice," I joked.
"We can come all night," Kimberly said from behind me, "we've got girl bits."
"The perks of being a woman," I said, as I slowly fucked Doug. It didn't feel gay at all, it felt natural.
"Yes, baby, fuck that ass," Pam moaned, getting turned on watching us.
"You like watching me fuck another man?"
"It's so hot," she said. "So... taboo."
"Go faster man, fuck me," Doug moaned.
"Hottest things ever are guy orgies," Kimberly said.
"Guy orgies?" Pam asked.
"Yeah, they occur at some level at almost every swingers' party we go to," Kimberly revealed.
"Swingers' parties?" My wife asked, "around here?" as I thought the same thing.
"Yeah, there are. There's a big swinger's community in the area," she informed us.
"And you're part of it?" Pam asked, clearly as intrigued as I was, as I began fucking Doug faster, the tightness so amazing.
"Oh yeah, there are meetings every second Saturday," she revealed.
"I want in," Pam said, shocking me again. A swingers' party was a whole different level from tonight's activities.
"I can get you in," Kimberly smiled. "You'll love it there, and you'll be shocked by some of the people who'll be there."
"Like who?" Pam asked, as I again thought the same thing.
"No, slam that hot rod into my ass, fuck me like you would a hot slut," Doug begged in a surprisingly feminine voice.
"Okay," I said, slamming into his ass.
"Those are secrets you only discover once you join," Kimberly said. "The next one is tomorrow, but we can't get you signed up that quickly. But I'm sure we can for the special leap year one."
"That sounds awesome," Pam said, as Doug's whimpers increased.
"Plus, I think we four would like one or two more play sessions first," Kimberly added.
"Me too," Pam said.
My balls were boiling with the hot future the two women were discussing, plus of course, the tight ass I was fucking.
Kimberly noticed as she said, "You're welcome to come in his ass, he loves that."
"Yes, shoot that load in my asshole, Mike," Doug huffed.
"Okay," I agreed, doing just that, a few deep thrusts later.
"Yes, fill my ass," Doug moaned, as I continued to spurt.
"Doug says there is nothing like the feeling of cum spewing in his ass," Kimberly said, as she then asked, "Still horny? Perhaps an old fashioned 69 for a nightcap?" she asked.
"Fuck yes," my wife eagerly agreed. "Watching my man fuck your man was a real turn-on."
"I know," Kimberly agreed, as she pulled my wife onto the floor, and they were soon dining on each other's pussies.
My load deposited, I pulled out and said, "That was amazing."
"Yeah," Doug agreed, as he stood up and said, "Excuse me; I need to go clean up."
I sat down and watched the two women in a hot 69.
.....
Twenty minutes later, we were in an Uber on the way home and my wife asked, "Did you enjoy yourself?"
"Did you?"
"I asked you first."
"I asked you second."
"Let's be honest," she said. "We both enjoyed ourselves."
"Yes, we definitely did."
"Do you want to fuck Kimberly?"
"Do you want to fuck Doug?"
"I do," she admitted.
"And I want to fuck Kimberly," I admitted.
"She invited us to a games night with two other couples next weekend," she said.
"An actual games night?"
She shrugged, "I think so."
"I'm in," I said.
"And maybe a supper and playtime on Wednesday," she added. "With the same-sex rule revoked, so we can all be freely bisexual."
"If you're in, I'm in," I said, knowing there was no going back after what we had just done.
"I love you so much," she said, holding my hand.
"I love you too."
"And tomorrow we go shopping," she said.
"For what?" I asked.
"A strap-on cock," she said. "Kimberly says I can get the strap and cocks in a variety of sizes to get you broken in."
"Oh," I said.
"I can't wait to fuck your ass," she said.
I shook my head as the driver looked astonished in the rear-view mirror, "She wants to peg me."
"Meaning I want to pound his ass until he whimpers like a bitch in heat," she amplified.
"Just to clarify, I'm still the man, right?" I asked.
"When I want you to be," she said. "Let's not pretend I haven't always worn the pants in our house."
I laughed as she rubbed my dick, which was somehow hard from this conversation, "that's so true."
"I'm so sucking this dick once we get home," she said.
"And I'm fucking your cunt," I added. "I can't have the last dick inside you not being mine."
"Well, thank God we're almost home, then," she said.
Yes, thank God," I agreed.
As she looked in my eyes, she said, "By the way your eye looks a little rough."
"Yeah, my dad never told me when he gave me the birds and bees speech to close my eyes when taking a big load of man cum."
"Fucking useless father," she smiled.
"I know," I laughed.
.....
Five minutes later, she was sucking my cock in the garage as the kids were home by now; we'd barely taken the time to close the door behind us.
Five minutes after that, I was fucking her in the bedroom as she no longer cared if the kids heard us, something that had definitely been a factor in the decline of our sex life.
Ten minutes later, she was snoring beside me and I lay there, my wife's head on my chest, wondering just how much we had awakened the giant.
THE END FOR NOW
I loved this couple and plan to write more for sure. Actually, I've already started the pegging chapter.

My question is would you like to read the same story from Pam's point of view? Her thoughts, her lesbian lust, etc or is that too repetitive based on this story and/or redundant?
So, potential sequel ideas:
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Bigger Shock
Pam's story.
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Pegging
A discussion the next morning, some shopping, and some exploration with a strap-on cock (already in works).
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Play Night
The two couples explore their new bisexual lives without conditions.
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Sex Roulette
An eight-some game night leads to an orgy.
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Wild Orgy
A leap year swinger's orgy night including first a daisy chain of women, then a pile of men.
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Summary: White friend discovers the joy of BBC while hanging out.
Note: Thanks, as always to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
It was after a couple hours of shooting hoops on a Sunday afternoon that my sexual awakening began.
Ben said, "Let's go back to my place and play some NBA2K."
"I need to shower first," I demurred, dripping with sweat after two hours of strenuous basketballing in the Southern California sun.
"You can shower at my place," he offered, as he texted someone.
"Sure, that works," I shrugged. Ben was the starting point guard on our high school basketball team and had taken me under his wing during the past couple of weeks to help me get my act together. I was a decent shooter, a great passer, but only an average defender. And on our team, anything average didn't make the cut, although Coach had high praise for my potential. He'd made it clear that if I aspired to be one of the starting five, I needed to improve my defence.
Five minutes later we were at Ben's house, which was in the sketchier part of town; he and I literally lived on the opposite boundaries of our school zone. His sperm donor, as he called him disparagingly, had been MIA his entire life, so his mom worked two jobs to pay the bills and he often had the house to himself. How he even had an Xbox and the new NBA game was a mystery. Yet even though he lived in an area that had a few gangbangers around, he seemed not to be any part of it.
I hopped into his shower and had a long, but not too long, shower. I always kept a clean set of clothes in my duffle bag, as sometimes I ended going out after ball to buddies' or my girlfriend's house.
I got dressed and headed down to the basement, where I was shocked to see someone on their knees between Ben's legs, seemingly sucking his dick.
What the fuck?
I knew Ben wasn't gay. He was dating a hot white college girl. A cheerleader, to boot.
Yet as the guy's head bobbed, it was clear he was sucking Ben's dick.
To make it even stranger, if that was possible, Ben was meanwhile playing Xbox. He looked up and saw me and said, not acknowledging the elephant in the room, "Get over here; I'm getting my ass kicked."
I walked over, still unable to see who was sucking him, when I froze in confusion.
"Dude, grab a controller," Ben ordered, annoyed at my hesitation.
I reached onto the beat up coffee table and grabbed a controller.
"Sit down... fuck!" Ben barked at me, still acting like his getting a blow job was beneath anyone's notice.
I did, and glanced over to see two things that surprised me.
1. Although I knew Ben was well endowed, he bragged he was ten inches when hard, and I had seen it soft in the showers many times, it looked massively thick now that it was hard.
2. The guy sucking his cock was a rich prep boy and all-around asshole named Dennis White.
Ben asked, finally acknowledging what was happening, "Are you going to play, or just watch Dennis suck my dick?"
"Play," I gulped, suddenly feeling sheepish for watching him get his dick sucked.
"Good," Ben said, as I turned my attention to the television screen.
For the next few surreal minutes I tried to focus on the game, but I couldn't help but glance over quite frequently to watch Dennis sucking Ben's cock. For a guy who was a genuine asshole racist and always shooting his mouth off, it seemed kind of ironic justice to have his loud mouth plugged and silenced by a black dick.
Yet so many questions swirled around in my head.
How had this begun? I assumed today wasn't the first time.
Why wasn't Dennis humiliated to be caught sucking dick? Although perhaps he was. But the way he was sucking didn't indicate any lack in enthusiasm.
And equally, why wasn't Ben embarrassed for me to witness someone sucking his dick?
How had Dennis gotten here so quickly? He lived close to me, in the largest house in our upscale and very white community, his daddy being a rich corporate lawyer.
Why did I keep looking?
Why was my own dick hard?
"Get your head in the game," Ben snapped, after I lost the ball because I was distracted by Dennis with a mouth full of cock.
"Sorry," I apologized, trying to focus on the game.
"He'll suck you too if you want," Ben said, not looking at me at all, but added, "although he prefers black cock hands down, don't you cock sucker?"
Dennis stopped sucking for a moment and replied to the question without looking at me, "Yes, I always prefer big black cock."
"Holy fuck," I said, hearing that admission somehow being more shocking, or at least as shocking as watching him suck cock. Hearing the privileged Dennis being called a cock sucker was equally stunning. And Dennis also being offered up to suck me as well, with or without his consent, was even more stunning. Truth be told, there was a lot of shocking information coming my way, and it was hard to process it all.
"Focus, you idiot, fuck!" Ben snapped, as Dennis resumed sucking.
"Sorry, but this is really weird," I finally acknowledged.
"What is?" Ben asked, as if the only weird thing was my inattention to the game.
"Your getting blown by a guy," I finally stated the obvious.
"Why? They suck dick better than girls do," Ben answered.
"They?" I asked, thinking Dennis wasn't gay. He was dating the very pretty Penelope.
"White boys," he answered.
"What?" I asked, even though I'd heard him properly.
"Or white men," he added.
"What?" I repeated. Each answer from Ben only posing more questions.
"White guys love sucking black cock," Ben answered.
I had previously heard from Ben, as well as seen on online sites, that women loved what was called in porn a BBC, but he'd never before mentioned guys. He had dated a few very hot white girls and was now dating a college girl, so I still couldn't fathom why he'd have any need for a guy.
That said, Dennis was sucking his cock in a way I'd never seen a girl suck mine.
He was definitely eager.
Definitely taking more into his mouth than any girl had ever taken of mine.
I had assumed deep throating existed only in porn. Yet although Dennis wasn't taking all ten inches of Ben's big dick down his throat, he was definitely taking eight or so of it... two inches more than I had available between my legs.
"That's ridiculous," I finally said, although taking way too long to reply.
"Is it?" he asked, as he slam dunked two points (on the screen).
"Yes," I said, as I tried to focus on the game. We were up by one with a minute left.
"I have a dozen white guys I can text, and they'll literally drop whatever they're doing to rush over and suck me," Ben said, as we gave up the lead.
"Sure they will," I said sarcastically, although he wasn't normally one to brag without being able to back things up. Whether it was on the court where he was a stud, or with the chicks where he was also a stud. I still couldn't process why he felt he needed to have a guy blow him, when there were lots of girls who would do that and lots more... regardless of anyone's race.
"Dennis, what were you doing when I texted you?" Ben asked, as he gave up the lead.
"Hanging out with Eve," Dennis answered, not exhibiting the shame he should feel not only for sucking dick, but also for doing it while another guy watched.
"And last time?" Ben asked, as I shot a three pointer, giving us a two-point lead. "Nice shot."
"Thanks."
"I was at church," Dennis answered, as our computerized opponents tied the game with only twelve seconds left.
"And what did you end up worshipping?"
"Your big black cock," Dennis admitted,
"And I baptized you generously, didn't I?" Ben smirked.
"With a big load of cum all over my faggot-for-BBC face," Dennis replied, as the shocks just kept appearing, as I made a two-point shot for the lead.
"Which do you prefer... my dick, or Eve's pussy?" Ben asked as he stole the ball and went for a lay-up.
"No brainer... your dick," Dennis answered without hesitation. Eve was a beautiful blonde cheerleader and someone I'd jerked off over many times. That he would choose sucking Ben's cock over fucking Eve seemed unfathomable. Yet the cock in his hand seemed to make it rather fathomable, just not from my viewpoint.
"And if I ordered you to suck Kevin's dick right after mine?" Ben asked as the time ran out and we achieved a four-point win.
"I'd suck it until he came in my mouth," Dennis answered, although he had still not yet even glanced my way. It appeared he'd be doing it for Ben's pleasure, not for mine or his own.
"This is too weird," I said, which was true. Although I couldn't explain the erection in my pants. I was about to stand up, but I didn't want my erection to be noticed.
Ben snapped his fingers, and like a trained dog, Dennis resumed sucking.
"Hey, a mouth is a mouth," Ben continued. "Plus, cock suckers don't want anything in return but your load. No heart to hearts, no cuddling afterwards, no spending money on flowers and shit."
"So you'd rather get sucked by a guy than a girl?" I asked, the question absurd.
"For sure," Ben nodded. "How many girls have sucked you off and swallowed?"
"Two," I replied. One being a MILF in her fifties who'd sucked me in the back alley of a bar, and my last girlfriend who only did it once... when she was quite drunk... and then swore never again.
"Every white cock sucker guy swallows," Ben declared, before adding, "or he takes a facial. How many girls have taken a facial for you?"
"One less than one," I answered, something I had always wanted to do. It looked cool in the porn movies, but alas, real women didn't seem to be into it at all. Porn was stupid for making sex seem so simple, accessible and kinky.
"I've given Dennis facials twice," Ben said, as Dennis bobbed on his cock.
"I still can't believe Dennis is a dick sucker," I said.
"You wouldn't believe how many seemingly straight white boys you know have sucked my dick," Ben said.
"Only white guys?" I asked, his constant inclusion of that word white making this homosexual encounter become also about race, which I thought was absurd in 2020. I had dated a Spanish girl, a Philippine girl, a few whites, and a mixed race Asian. I didn't see girls' race, I just saw a pretty face, a nice ass, a great pair of legs or a firm rack.
"For the most part," he agreed. "Sure, there's the odd black or Asian twink, but mostly they're white."
"Weird," I said.
"Not really," he shrugged. "Most white men know they're inferior to blacks in the crotch area, and if given the opportunity, they'll offer their repentance for decades, or centuries, of unwarranted power."
"That's ridiculous," I said.
"It's my experience, nevertheless," he said. "And my dad's, and my grandfather's."
"You're serious?" I asked; he seemed to believe what he was saying.
"Why would I lie?" he asked.
"I have no idea," I said.
"Just a second," he said, then ordered, "get ready, faggot."
I watched as Dennis bobbed furiously on the big black cock with a hunger and lust I'd only seen in porn.
"Here it comes," Ben grunted, as he unmistakably shot his load in Dennis's mouth.
Dennis kept bobbing, swallowing the complete load, and I couldn't deny that watching it was hot.
Ben asked, "Want to drop a load of your own?"
"I don't know," I said. I should have refused, yet my cock was raging, and the offer was tempting.
"Go ahead, use my faggot," Ben said. "Although he prefers black cock, he'll suck any cock that's shoved in his face."
"It's weird," I said, still not refusing the offer.
"You already saw me get blown," he said. "It's no big deal. And I've seen your dick lots of times."
"What the fuck, why not?" I shrugged, thinking a blow job would be great, and having a guy I hated doing it made it even better.
"Pull it out, then," Ben said.
I stood up and pulled down my shorts and underwear to reveal my hard six-inch cock.
"I see that watching him suck me got you hard," Ben observed.
"I don't know if that was it, but something sure did," I admitted, not wanting to admit that watching a guy blow another guy had turned me on.
"Suck my bud's dick, faggot," Ben ordered as I sat back down.
Dennis allowed the still hard ten-inch hammer to slip out of his mouth, and wordlessly sidled over to me, crawled between my legs, and took me in his mouth.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as he deep throated me instantly.
"He's one of the best," Ben said.
"So it seems," I moaned, as Dennis bobbed hungrily on my cock.
"Not as good as Mr. Jeffrey," Ben said, "but damn close."
"Mr. Jeffrey?" I asked, that even more unbelievable than Dennis. He was the football coach, a massive beast who'd played five years in the NFL, but who was a complete asshole. He only cared about football, and hated basketball players... especially lately, since we'd become one of the top ranked teams in the state while his team had recently missed the playoffs for the second year in a row.
"Oh yeah, although he prefers a dick up his ass," Ben continued shocking me. "When I plow his backdoor, he squeals like a bitch dog in heat."
"No fucking way," I said, the idea hot as fuck.
"Oh yeah, I've made him coach games with my cum still up his asshole," Ben bragged.
"How?" I asked incredulously.
"The persuasive magic of black cock," he shrugged.
"I can't believe it," I said, trying to process this information.
"Half an hour ago would you have believed stick-up-the-ass Dennis would be sucking you right now?"
"No," I chuckled, as Dennis really worked my dick over. "It would have seemed impossible."
"But it's not impossible. Almost no white guy, regardless of his age, refuses when he's offered a black dick," he professed.
"I guess," I agreed half-heartedly, as I glanced down and saw his dick, still semi-hard, and indeed very impressive.
"Let's play again," he said, grabbing his remote.
"Sure," I agreed, as my balls boiled.
"But you'd better come first," he said thoughtfully.
"Yeah," I agreed with a groan as I warned, "I'm about to come."
Dennis bobbed faster, clearly never put off by the taste of cum, and I grunted and spewed my load into his amazingly talented mouth.
"He can never get enough spunk," Ben said as I came and came.
"Wow," was all I could muster, having just received the best blow job ever.
"Yeah, he has a great mouth," Ben said, as he handed me a controller.
Dennis slowed down and nursed my softening cock, as Ben pressed Play.
"You can leave, cock sucker," Ben said, as the game started.
Dennis let my cock slip out of his mouth, crawled away, before standing once he'd left the room, and left the house.
"You have him well trained," I chuckled, as I pulled my pants back up.
"White cock suckers are usually very obedient," Ben said, as he slam-dunked on the screen.
"If you say so," I said, even as I felt my eyes drawn to his slowly shrinking cock.
"I do say so," he affirmed, as he noticed the focus of my eyes and smirked.
I quickly pulled my eyes away from his cock, feeling my cheeks go red.
We played for another hour. He put his dick away after about fifteen minutes, once it was completely flaccid.
I headed home, replaying the entire surreal experience.
I had watched Dennis suck Ben's cock.
I had allowed Dennis to suck mine.
Dennis had given me the best blow job ever.
I had been uncontrollably drawn to staring at Ben's impressive dick. It was so big, so black, so irresistible.
There was simply something so appealing about it!
I could stare at a girl's legs in nylons for hours; I could stare at a nice pair of tits or a delicious booty. Oddly, I had the exact same aroused feeling when I stared at Ben's cock.
Like nylon-clad legs, like a nice rack, like a well framed ass, I couldn't help staring.
What was wrong with me?
I wasn't gay.
I didn't find guys remotely attractive.
I'd never considered, even in passing, sucking another guy's cock.
I arrived home and immediately googled: Do white guys like sucking black cock?
There were tons of videos, a surprising number of articles, and so forth.
I clicked on a Quora question: Is it bad to really want to suck a big black penis? Ignoring the grammatical error, I scrolled through the comments. They were more postings about the philosophy of sucking dick, and that all guys and girls yearn to suck black dicks. According to my experience, that wasn't necessarily true.
I then clicked on a question from another website, called Iloveinterracial. The posted question was: What I'd like to know is what makes a white man suck black cock? and I know there are. I'm not talking about cuckolds or homosexual guys, but straight guys sucking the odd black cock, and do they swallow the black man's cum, and do they like to get blowjobs themselves.
There were tons of responses, and the majority of them were stories from white guys who loved sucking black cock, or white guys who only fantasized about it. Sure, there were a few from white guys who were disgusted by the idea, but those were by far in the minority.
I spent the next couple of hours (I didn't realize it at the time), scrolling through more than fifty pages of comments in this single thread.
Comments like:
I saw a black cock and I had to submit. Black man's come is very potent and addictive.
I wonder if that could possibly be true. Could black cum taste better or different than white cum? Also, could cum be addictive? I'd never met a girl who thought so.
I'm a straight white man and I'd suck a black cock because they are simply incredible. I would love to feel something so spectacular in my mouth. The thought alone gets me going like nothing else. But I'd not want to kiss a black man or be in a relationship with a black man. I'm only into girls. It's simply a gesture of appreciation.
Or...
I am a basically straight white male. I have no interest in kissing any guy and they don't turn me on in general. However, the sight of a big black cock makes me melt, and I can't wait to put it in my mouth. White cocks don't do anything for me. I have always been this way, and have never understood this obsession.
Or...
They say it's because we're gay or homosexual, I'm not gay or homosexual but what I am is a sissy faggot that loves to suck on black guys' cocks. When you have a black man's dick in your mouth it becomes addicting and you just want to keep doing more and more until you get to the point when you're swallowing their cum.
This seemed to be a common message in the thread. That straight white guys would only suck black cock. White guys didn't seem to think sucking black cock made you gay, but sucking white dick did. It seemed all rather absurd.
If you are a small white guy and you are with a big black man 2 times your size and he starts getting horny you already know you will be sucking his dick to show proper respect.
That is the new world now. As a white boi I love it.
Or...
I'm a good looking masculine white guy mostly into women. I have sucked a few black guys but haven't had one tell me to yet. But this is truth for sure. If a black guy with a big dick told me to suck his dick I'd be on my knees immediately.
Interesting... the inferiority complex Ben mentioned. This concept too was in quite a few comments.
I am a muscular athletic 26yr old white male alpha. But sexually nothing is more satisfying than making black cocks cum with my ass or mouth. I love being feminized by having huge cocks use me however they want. On top of everything else, black cocks are very aesthetically pleasing. Especially overfilling an ass or pussy. There isn't one reason why we white men suck black cocks, there are variables, but one of the most contributing factors is size and how the cock is used. I would say it's natural. At least for me if a nine-inch fat black dick is pulled out in front of me, there isn't much of anything that will deter me from sucking it. For me there isn't anything more satisfying then the look on a black man's face when he's shooting his cum from using my ass or mouth. His satisfaction is as good a feeling as anything else.



The thought of taking it in the ass was even more surreal, especially if it was a BBC. I had fucked a couple girls in the ass with my six-inch cock. One had made me stop because of the pain, and the other had loved it, although she had already taken another dick in the ass earlier that night.
Again, the theory was reinforced that white men just can't resist black cock.
Also, something I'd noticed when looking at (okay, perving on) Ben's cock was how aesthetically pleasing it was.
Plus, that description of satisfaction from pleasing a black man seemed to explain Dennis's lustful cock-sucking hunger.
The first time a black man put his hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me to my knees and told me to suck his cock I wasn't gay and had never thought of sex with a man before and I knew it was wrong for some people, but there was something inside me that made this the most erotic encounter I had ever had and I not only desired to suck his rock hard huge shiny black cock. I was also drawn to it like a program in my DNA. I felt like when I knew I was going to get some pussy for the first time. This time I knew I was his inferior and would be sucking and swallowing his hot cum in my belly, it made me feel so nasty, and I felt so horny. Afterwards I felt so degraded and humiliated to have sucked his big black cock off and swallowed all of his cum. As he stood above me with his superior large cock dripping cum on my face, he had me look in his eyes, he told me that I now knew what I was, and he expected me to always treat black men like the kings they are. It's in my DNA or I have been brainwashed. I don't care which as long as I know I did my best to please the superior black man.
This one captivated me.
It seemed to confirm rather vividly Ben's BBC theory, and it could explain how someone like Dennis could end up on his knees with Ben's big dick in his mouth. Or he was simply a faggot hiding behind his jock mentality.
Then I read one that had my cock flinch and a chill go up my spine:
Black men are the dominant sexual superiors. Well built, muscular and with a high sex drive. White men don't even come close. So when you are with a big black man it's a sign of respect to suck his cock and acknowledge his superiority.
If you are a white guy with black friends at some point you will most likely be sucking their cock when you are both alone and he is getting horny. It will just become a part of your friendship, a BBC with benefits thing.
Wow... I definitely had black friends.
I, of course, even had a black friend who espoused the theory this website endorsed.
And, no matter how much I tried, I couldn't get the visual of Ben's cock out of my head.
Or the black cock philosophy he'd introduced me to.
Before I knew it, I was on Pornhub, watching white guys sucking BBC.
I couldn't explain why, but my cock was rock hard, and I came a second time in short order, watching black men belittle white guys who were sucking their cocks.
Next day when I played basketball with Ben I was a bundle of nerves. I knew my eyes went to his crotch a number of times. I couldn't push the sight of his cock out of my head, no matter how hard I tried (pun intended). However, he made no mention of the previous day at all. But once we were finished, after I'd taken a worse than usual beating, he asked, "Want to come over again?"
"Yeah, sure," I agreed, hoping I'd be able to watch Dennis or one of his other cock suckers in action again.
We showered at the gym, and unlike the other hundred times we'd showered in the same large room with eight shower heads, I couldn't help but continuously shoot glimpses at his cock, especially when he lathered it up with soap.
A couple times he looked my way, and I quickly looked away, unsure whether he'd caught me staring. His cock was just so majestic. I know that sounds gay, but majestic is the only word that properly expresses my fascination.
I started getting hard, so I furtively left the shower area, not wanting to get caught with a woodie.
As we got dressed he told me, "I'll be at my place in twenty."
"I'll be there in thirty or so," I replied, first needing to make a stop.
"See you then," he said, and left.
I arrived thirty minutes later, hoping to walk in on Dennis or some other cock sucker, undoubtedly white, bobbing on Ben's dick.
But it was just Ben there in sweats and a t-shirt lounging on the couch.
Oddly, I was incredibly disappointed. I couldn't explain it, but I'd wanted to see that big black cock hard and being serviced again.
Instead, we just played video basketball for a couple hours... just a normal day... except that I couldn't stop wondering.
He then asked out of the blue, "So, did you go home yesterday and google black cocks?"
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I'd heard him only too clearly.
"For most straight guys, after the idea of BBC is first presented, it becomes an instant obsession," he explained.
"No, I didn't," I lied.
"White guys search to see if it is true," I noticed his phrasing implied all white guys, "then they discover it is true, and then they become even more curious about how it applies to themselves," he continued.
"I think that's a major overgeneralization," I rebutted, although after doing exactly what he was by implication accusing me of doing, and reading all those testimonials of white guys sucking black dicks, and even watching endless videos of guys sucking black dick, it was likely more pertinent to myself than I was arguing... especially since for the past twenty-four hours, I hadn't gotten Ben's dick out of my head.
"is it?" he asked. But it wasn't a question.
"Yeah."
"I saw you checking out my package in the shower earlier," he said. "Lots,"
"I wasn't," I lied, although my voice actually broke a bit, which betrayed the truth of his statement.
"You don't have to be embarrassed," he said. "Lots of white guys check out my dick."
"I wasn't checking out your dick," I repeated, even though my eyes betrayed me again by checking out his crotch without asking my permission.
"Would you like me to pull it out right now for you to look at?" he asked. "I can tell you're dying to see it again."
"Am not," I protested, thinking I must sound like a petulant grade-schooler.
"You sure?" he asked. "I mean I have no problem letting it out for some air."
"Yeah, I'm sure," I said, lying again.
He stood up and said, "Look, I'm convinced you don't want to see it, you've said as much and you must know your own feelings; but just in case I'm wrong, I'll get undressed so you can admire it or not as you see fit."
He pulled his sweats down to reveal he wasn't wearing any underwear, as I began to protest, "Ben, you don't have to..."
I stopped mid-sentence with his dick suddenly just inches away from my face.
Semi-erect... already out and ready to play.
Glimmering... which sounds ludicrous, and yet that's how I saw it.
Inviting... as if it was beckoning my name.
Dark... like delicious non-milk chocolate.
"You okay, Gavin?" Ben asked, his tone knowing, and yet not smug at all. "You seem distracted by something."
"You just shoved your dick in my face," I defended my sudden tension.
"No, I didn't," he said. "Although it's interesting that's how you described my undressing."
"Put it away," I urged, trying to avoid looking at it.
"No, I'm going to keep it out for a bit," he said. "Just in case you want to admire it or something."
"Or something?" I asked, even though it was obvious what he was implying.
"I'm just saying..." he shrugged, as his dick, still flaccid, for now? remained before my eyes, swaying ever so slightly like a hypnotist's pocket watch, "...if you want to find out what it feels like to have a big black cock in your mouth, I'm more than willing to let you suck mine."
"Do you want me to suck your dick?" I asked, surprised by his brazen attitude, although in retrospect it wasn't much different than his usual cockiness. I was also unable to take my eyes off his cock, and I could feel my mouth watering.
"I'm good either way; I'm just offering you the option. Do you want to suck it?"
I guessed it was a fair question. Did I want to suck his dick?
Was I curious?
Yes.
Why was I curious?
I'm straight.
I'm not gay.
Yet I couldn't take my eyes off of it.
"Do you want to suck my dick?" he repeated.
"Ben, this is weird," I said, avoiding answering the question.
"Hey, no worries, man," he said, stepping away and sitting down next to me, but not uncomfortably close. "Either you suck my dick now, or I'll text one of my cock suckers to come over later. I just figured you might want to try it. You know, like a test drive."
"Why?" I asked, feeling strangely disappointed that his cock wasn't in front of me anymore.
"My experience is that once a white guy gets the idea of sucking a black cock into his head, it's almost impossible to get rid of the thought," he said. "And it's better to explore this with a friend rather than at some glory hole, or on grindr."
"I don't want to sully our friendship," I said, realizing that statement was giving away my curiosity.
"Dude, it's just a blow job," he said. "We both get what we want, then go back to whatever."
"You want me to suck you?" I asked again.
"Sure, we're friends," he said. "Friends with benefits would be a bonus."
"A benefit for you," I joked, as I once again jerked my eyes away from his cock.
He laughed, "Oh, I think it will be a benefit for you as well."
"How so?" I asked, as I kept staring at his cock and wondering what it would feel like in my mouth. A thought that had never popped into my head at all before yesterday's shocking reveal. Why couldn't I get the idea of sucking his cock out of my head ever since? Why did I want to drop to my knees before him?
"You get the benefit of sucking a big black cock," he said. He then added. "We both know you want to suck my dick."
"Ben..." I said, not even sure what I was going to say.
"Come on, Gavin," he said, "Stop your denial. You need to suck my cock."
"I don't know," I said, full of trepidation. I did want to suck this cock, and he was right that I even felt a need to do it. Yet I knew doing it would change everything. You can't suck a bud's cock and then pretend nothing happened... can you?
"I know, however," he said. "You're dying to suck my cock. You've likely been obsessing about it ever since you left here yesterday."
"I was shocked," I admitted.
"I'm about to start a game. Am I playing by myself while you suck my cock, or are we playing as a team while you fantasize about sucking my cock and I text one of my cock suckers to come over?" he asked.
There it was: an ultimatum.
Now or never.
My thoughts were bouncing around like a manic ping pong ball.
I wanted to suck that big black cock! Yet I knew doing so could have major consequences.
I craved that cock! Yet I didn't want to become a cock sucker or a humiliated faggot like Dennis.
I wanted to explore my intense curiosity! Yet I wanted to remain straight.
I needed to suck my impressive friend's big black cock! Yet I didn't want our friendship to change in any way.
"Play as a single player," I whispered.
"What?" He asked, not hearing me.
"Play the game while I do... something else," I said, louder.
"Sounds good," he said, selecting single player mode.
I took a deep breath, paused, and then got off the couch and onto my knees.
He opened his legs wider to allow me to get between them. I paused one last time before edging between his legs, once again staring at his big black cock, but this time from a much closer viewpoint, and with no pretentions that I didn't find it irresistible.
I realized I kept referring to it as a big black cock... which, I suppose, was for a couple of reasons. Because I was succumbing to the BBC stereotype, and also because it was big and it was black.
It looked so inviting as it dangled there.
I wasn't sure what to do.
Stroke it?
Suck it?
I did know I was entirely captivated by its sheer black beauty.
"Go ahead, Gavin," he said, as he began playing, "suck my cock. You need me to tell you to? Do it."
I felt compelled to suck it... I felt compelled to obey. I took one more breath, took his semi-erect cock in my hand, and then put it in my mouth.
He groaned as my lips wrapped around his thick cock head and I began slowly bobbing.
I couldn't explain it.
Like many of the men I had read online expressing their lust for black cock, it felt like something I just had to do.
It was majestic.
It deserved to be worshipped.
It felt so surreal... it also felt so amazing... his cock hardening in my mouth.
"There you go, good job," he groaned. And although I had never once considered evoking another man's moan, hearing one sent a rush down my back and directly to my own hardening cock as it told me I was indeed doing a good job. "Get used to my big cock in your mouth."
Some guys would have taken that admonition as humiliating, yet I didn't. Partly because his tone wasn't condescending at all, and partly because I wanted to do just that... to get used to his big cock in my mouth.
Before yesterday I had never considered sucking anyone's cock, but now not only was I doing it, I was captivated by it. I couldn't explain it, but it just felt natural; it felt like something I was born to do.
Both cocks... his and mine... now completely hard, I began slowly bobbing, trying to take a little bit more of his with each forward bob.
After a couple minutes Ben said, "I knew you'd be a great cocksucker, Gavin."
How could he have known that? How long had he been planning this? Did he know I'd give in so easily? Was I now just another white cock sucker to him?
These questions and more swirled around in my head, even as I was determined to prove I wasn't just another white cock sucker... but a worthy one.
As I bobbed, as my own cock raged and my head spun, I knew everything had changed. I was no longer completely straight. I would want this cock in my mouth again and again. It was as addicting as the people on the website had said it was.
"Yes Gavin, you're a natural dick smoker," he moaned, even as I heard him still playing Xbox.
Although the compliment was ridiculous, I was happy he thought that. I knew I wanted him calling me whenever he needed a white dick smoker. I kept bobbing, getting into a smooth rhythm as having a dick in my mouth became a natural experience, just like dribbling a basketball.
I just innately knew how to do it.
I just wanted to keep doing it.
The joy of feeling his hard cock in my mouth was something I couldn't explain.
I sucked for a long time... ten or fifteen minutes... enjoying the simple act.
"Do you want my load, Gavin?" he asked eventually.
I hadn't really considered the obvious culmination of this encounter until he asked that. Yet as soon as he did ask, my subconscious mind decided for me, even before I'd taken any time to consider the obvious implications.
I briefly took his beautiful black cock out of my mouth to respond, "Yes. Please let me taste your load." Hearing my own response spoken in such a desperate tone, I was mortified... yet also desperate to finish what I had started. Desperate to become a bona fide cock sucker by tasting... and swallowing... his dominant cum.
"You'll be doing this regularly from now on," Ben informed me, which was music to my ears. I knew without a doubt that going forward, I needed to suck this black cock... and possibly other ones... anytime I possibly could.
"I hope so," I responded, surrendering any last shred of dignity I still had... if I had any.
"I knew you'd love my dick," he said, looking down at me possessively.
"I can't believe that I do," I admitted before taking it back in my mouth, finding that talking about doing this was far more awkward than actually doing it.
"Such a natural," he moaned, as I bobbed as eagerly as Dennis had just yesterday.
I wanted to get him off.
I wanted to be a good cock sucker... no, a great cock sucker.
I wanted to taste his cum.
"Oh yeah, keep going, cock sucker," he moaned, applying that derogatory label to me for the first time. Hearing it should have added to my humiliation, yet it only enhanced my submissive servitude. I was now a cock sucker. His cock sucker.
I continued sucking, and after a couple more minutes he grunted, and I felt his cock pulse briefly before erupting in my mouth.
To my surprise, the cum was warm as it shot into my mouth like cannonball blasts and slid down my throat.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through my being as I swallowed his load.
I kept sucking until his load was fully delivered, and then I slowed down, not sure what to do next.
He said, "Get back up here. We're about to start another game."
I took his cock out of my mouth, climbed off my knees and sat back beside him. I grabbed a controller and began to play a game as if nothing had happened.
His cock slowly shrank as we played, and at the end of the quarter he tucked his dick away.
Nothing was said about the elephant.
It was surreal.
But as I tasted the lingering aftertaste of his cum... I knew I was now just another white cocksucker, and I was okay with that.
THE END
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Wrong Place, Right Time
I felt weird going on a blind date... but after over six months in college and not a single date, my roommate Maria was insistent. Not that she was being altogether altruistic.
"You need to meet a nice guy, Annie," Maria stressed.
"What I need is to get these papers done," I insisted.
"It's only two weeks into the second semester," Maria pointed out. "How many papers can you have to do already?"
"Well... just one," I admitted.
"Plus, Tuesday is Mike's and my first anniversary of fucking each other, and we'd like some alone time," she added. Maria's motto was 'Never say something nice if there's a nasty alternative.' Not that she was particularly unkind, but she was definitely raunchy.
"I can go to the library and give you some space," I offered; it was my second home.
"All night?" she asked, with her eyebrows raised.
"Till it closes at nine," I said.
"Humor me, I'm planning a very romantic night. Homemade dinner, a movie, lingerie and..." Maria paused for dramatic effect like she often did, being a drama major, "...a loud and lengthy fuck session."
"Couldn't you just say you want to make love or have sex?" I shook my head, Maria was always a lot more foul-mouthed than me. I only swore when I hurt myself or when I got stuck writing a paper... and then the profanity flowed freely from my lips.
"I don't make love, I fuck," Maria teased, knowing I was a lot primmer and more proper than she was.
I couldn't resist, trying to go a little tit for tat with her, "Based on your primal screams and begging to be his bitch, I guess you're right: you're not having a 'making love so we can start a family, darling' playtime."
"Gross," she said, making a face like she'd just been pelted with rotten eggs. Maria frequently made it clear that the world was already overpopulated, so she had no intention of bringing yet another unfortunate kid into the world. Then always joking, "Besides, it would wreck my perfect figure." And truth be told, she did have a perfect figure. She looked like a young Halle Berry, but darker and with bigger breasts. When we went out together, and this was just for lunch, or groceries or something, she turned so many heads: boys, men, old perverted men who said nasty things to her (which she loved, and gave back as good as she got), and even quite a few women.
Me, on the other hand, I'm a plain Jane. Not ugly, not gorgeous, more just the girl next door type. Brown hair, brown eyes, 34b breasts, and a little short.
I was the kind of girl you settled down with, if I could first get your attention; Maria was the kind of girl you fantasized about.
But although Maria was a black bombshell, she was also incredibly sweet... except for the foul mouth thing.
She revealed, "Plus, I've already set up the blind date for you."
"You what?" I gasped; I was still planning to avoid this stupid date idea. Men were exhausting, and quite frankly with my rabbit vibrator, Literotica and Porn Hub, I was more than able to get the pleasure I needed without all the hassle of a relationship.
"I knew you'd find an excuse not to go, so I simply arranged it for you," she said, "It's a done deal," knowing me very well, for only being friends for six months.
"Of course you did," I sighed, knowing it would be futile to argue. Maria was just as stubborn as she was beautiful.
"His name is Kevin, and he's a sweetheart," she damned with faint praise .
"A sweetheart, but not hot?" I queried. "That's like the people who tell me I have a nice personality and expect me to be pleased."
"He's very cute," she replied, "and perfect for you."
"And how do you know Kevin?"
"He's a friend of Mike's. You know, the guy I'll be fucking while you're out with Kevin."
"Fine," I sighed, making it clear it wasn't.
"Great, so eight o'clock Friday," she informed me.
"Why so late?" I asked.
"So, my marathon fuck session can proceed without interruption," she smirked. "Don't you dare come home before eleven unless you want to listen to my screaming."
"Gross," I said, covering my ears.
She teased me with a loud moan, "Pound my pussy, baby, ram my cunt. AAAAAHHHHH!!"
I shook my head, "You're the only girl I know who uses the 'C' word."
"In the heat of the moment, 'cunt' is hotter than all those other words combined," she defended.
"I'll take your word for it," I said, going back to doing my research. You know, for the paper I wouldn't be writing on Friday.
"Trust me, when you finally get some big dick pounding that pussy of yours, you'll turn into a filthy-mouthed little slut, too," she added.
"I imagine then I'll be one nasty little porn star, the next little Piper Perri," I said, shaking my head at her again.
"Well, you watch enough of it," she teased.
"I do not," I argued, before smiling, "I watch precisely the right amount."
"Well apparently Kevin is quite hung, so maybe you can indeed live a porn star's life," she said.
"I'm just going on a date," I said, "no more than that."
"Never say never," she rebutted all sing song, as she traipsed off to the washroom. She was out of earshot before I could rebut that I hadn't said never, I'd just said no. But it wouldn't have mattered.
I shook my head one last time, both amused at my outgoing but coarse friend, and frustrated. Yet I knew she always did what she thought was best for me... like my mother always used to do,,, although my mother never tried to get me laid.
That night I did indeed watch some porn, a hot scene from the Blacked website, where a white nerdish girl ended up taking not one big black cock, but two.
The reality was, I came from a southern town where racism was still quite rampant, and the idea of having sex with a black man was still incredibly taboo, and no matter how much I scolded myself for the fantasy after I had an intense orgasm, the next time I was watching porn, the black fantasy came back. I truly did want to be fucked by a big black man with a big black cock.
By the way, I'm not some prude virgin.
I'm your stereotypical southern gal.
I lost my virginity on prom night to my boyfriend of two years.
Right after high school, I had sex with a cute Italian boy in Europe in the summer as I did a six-month European vacation with two of my best friends before we all went our separate ways to different colleges, beginning a semester late.
I had blown a guy at the very first party of college, and even kissed a girl that night, to boot.
But then I quit fooling around, and knuckled down to my studies. I was on a scholarship, and mindful of my naturally submissive nature, I worried about my academics derailing if I allowed sex to control my life.
So I bought my rabbit, and have been sexually satisfied ever since.
Sure, the idea of a fuck buddy was appealing, be he black, white or green. A rabbit couldn't 'pound me', as Maria put it. Nor could a rabbit take control of me. (Or yes, make me its bitch.)
But my academic future was more important than my love life; something I planned on stressing to Kevin on our first, and likely only, date.
Anyway, Friday night arrived, and I was dreading every likely aspect of this date with this damned with faint praise 'sweetheart'. Mike was already over, and they were making dinner together. They looked so cute as a couple, that I briefly wished I was in a relationship.
Then I reminded myself I was on an academic scholarship while Maria was in the fine arts program, so we had very different levels of academic expectations.
Maria stressed, "Wear something cute."
"And a little sexy," Mike added. Mike was a hot black guy and, of course, I had wondered on more than one occasion if he was packing a nice package down there... and I assumed he was.
Of course, it occurred to me, I had lots of cute outfits, but none you'd call sexy. I said, as I poured myself a glass of water, "I don't own sexy."
Maria looked at me and said, "Oh my God, that's right! But I have the perfect outfit for you."
"I can't imagine," I replied, as her breasts were twice the size of mine, not to mention she was six inches taller.
"Actually, I bought it as a gift for Sahara for Christmas, but forgot to take it with me," she explained. Sahara was her younger sister.
"Shouldn't you save it for her birthday?" I asked.
"No, it's obvious that this is Destiny," she stated.
I sighed. She thought Destiny decided most of our lives. The fact she'd met Mike by accidentally crashing into him while walking into the wrong store, only proved her belief.
"So, some higher power made you forget the dress, so it would be here for this exact moment?" I asked sarcastically.
"Don't jest," she scolded. "Especially since it did work out that way. Babe, can you keep an eye on the chicken while I go and help Annie?"
"Of course, babe," he nodded, kissing her for like the fifth time since he'd gotten here.
"Get a room," I teased.
"We'll have one as soon as we can get you out of here," Maria countered, slapping my ass. She often slapped my ass, which was weird, but I was long used to it by now.
She led me to her room and ordered, "Get undressed."
"Aren't you saying that to the wrong person?" I joked.
"Just do it," she sighed. "It's time to sex you up."
"Also to the wrong person," I pointed out. Even as I got undressed. We'd seen each other naked or almost naked lots, and it wasn't that big a deal.
Stripped down to bra and panties, my nicest (and only) matching set, she complimented, "Cute undergarments."
"Only my grandma uses the term undergarments," I teased.
"Brat," she said as she pulled a dress out of her closet. "At least I didn't call them unmentionables. Now put this on."
"Okay," I said, accepting the pretty blue dress.
Once on, I looked into her long mirror an she said, "You look hot in that."
"I kind of do," I agreed, admiring myself in the mirror.
"But the dress needs stockings," she said, going to her dresser drawer.
"I hate pantyhose," I protested, always finding them itchy, uncomfortable, and a pain to go pee in.
"Sit down," she ordered, like ordering a puppy.
Yet I did, sitting on the edge of her bed.
She dropped to the floor in front of me and explained, as she rolled up a stocking, "First of all, these are thigh highs, which are way sexier than any horrid pantyhose. So yes, I agree with you about pantyhose. Second, they are sheer silk, and will hide the fact that you're office-paper white."
"It's winter," I protested, although I didn't get very dark in the summer either.
"I'm not criticizing you, I'm just saying these mocha shade nylons not only finish the ensemble, they will also accentuate your legs, and you have killer legs, Annie."
"Um, thanks," I said, as she lifted my left foot up as if I was a mannequin, and then rolled the nylon onto my foot and up my leg.
"Feel," she ordered, once the first stocking was on and up to my thigh, held in place by a lace elastic band.
I raised my knee and felt the nylon and gasped, "Wow, these aren't remotely like the junk I've worn before."
"They're expensive, but there's no price on class," she said, as she rolled the second stocking up my right leg.
"To a broke college student there is," I pointed out.
"Well these are yours, now," she said, "my gift to you," as she finished smoothing it in place.
"Thank you," I said, sincerely this time, as I moved my hands up and down the silky sheer nylon. "These I could wear every day."
She pulled me up and said, "Look in the mirror and see how they showcase your legs."
I did, and I had to agree. The nylons and the dress transformed me. "Wow, I look pretty good."
"No, you look hot," she corrected. Then added, "Now let's fix your hair and make-up, and make you look utterly irresistible."
Fifteen minutes later my hair was down, my lips were ruby red, and my eyes were done. I looked like a completely different girl than the t-shirt, jeans or sweats, hair in a ponytail and no make-up girl I usually was. "Wow!" I said.
"God, now I want to fuck you," she said, admiring me.
I joked, "Only if you buy me dinner first." Maria made no qualms about the fact that she was bi, and had hinted a couple of times that we could have some fun without the boys, but I never took her seriously.
"You'll be my dinner," she countered wickedly.
"You're so bad," I said.
"And I want to be really bad with Mike tonight, so you need to scoot, and go get your own meal," she said.
"You'd rather have sausage than fish?" I asked playfully.
"I like both," she winked. "But tonight is a full meal sausage deal." She then added, "For us both."
I shook my head as I followed her out of her bedroom, to hear Mike gasp, "Holy fuck!"
"Is that a good 'holy fuck'?" I asked; the look on his face told me it was definitely good.
"You look amazing," he said, appearing shocked by my transformation.
"Isn't she completely fuckable?" Maria asked.
"I refuse to answer that in any fashion, since it could end up with me in the doghouse instead of inside your hot box," he said wisely.
"I feel like I'm in my own Cinderella story," I said, never feeling this beautiful until this moment. "Are you two my ugly stepsisters, or my fairy godmother and godfather?"
"Neither; we're your horny roommate and her hot boyfriend, who I can assure you is no fairy. Now go forth, fair maiden, and find your own Prince Fucking," Maria quipped back.
"Oh, Maria," was all I said, as I went to grab a pair of boots, although I realized nothing I owned would match this outfit.
"Shit, heels," she snorted, and hurried into her room to return with a pair of five-inch fuck me heels.
"I'll kill myself in these," I protested.
"No pain, no gain," she said, as she added, "now put them on."
I knew I wouldn't win this argument either, so I did, and stood up, suddenly feeling like Jack's giant. "You're trying to kill me," I said, as I wobbled like a bowling pin hit by a glancing strike.
"Walk around for a bit," she said.
I did, and after a few wobbles where I probably looked drunk, I got somewhat used to the heels.
I looked at the clock. "Shoot, I need to get going," I said, my makeover getting me behind.
"Kevin will think the wait was worth it," Maria said, looking me over with hungry eyes.
Mike added, "He'll definitely appreciate why you were late."
"Good to know," I laughed, as I headed out, and off to the subway. Usually I never had to worry about anyone checking me out, but tonight I felt eyes on me constantly while I walked to the subway, while on the platform, and on the train.
I kept my head down and double-checked the address Maria had texted me. Which was when I realized my phone was at one percent.
Stupid candy crush and Instagram!
Luckily, I clicked on the text and saw the address just before my phone died.
Three more stops and I got off, still feeling eyes leering at me as I walked along. Part of me was flattered: I wasn't used to such attention. Part of me was nervous: what if some guy tried to molest me? Part of me was disgusted: by the superficiality of so many people.
I walked the two blocks, and arrived in front of a bar called The Pit. It didn't really look like a first date kind of place, but I shrugged, thinking it was just one date and I could use a night out, and maybe even a good fucking, as I walked in.
Once inside a vestibule, I was greeted by a blonde dressed Incredibly scantly, so I asked her, "I'm on a blind date. Is there a reservation for Kevin?"
She smiled, then she laughed heartily. "Blind date, that's adorable!"
I looked at her, confused.
"I'll take you to him," she said, leading me into what looked like a club, not a restaurant.
I was quite confused, but followed her, also noticing that although the place was quite empty, all the men here were black, but none of the women. Strange.
She led me to a table where a good-looking bald black man was sitting having a drink. Maria had never mentioned that Kevin was black; but what the hey, I wasn't my parents. I was already in deep doo-doo with them just for having a black roommate, so even if they learned about it, a date with a black man wouldn't get me in any more trouble with them.
"She's here for her blind date," the girl simply said by way of introduction.
"How delightful," he smiled, as he stood up politely and added, taking my hand, "It's so nice to meet you."
"You're Kevin?" I asked, hoping he was, as he was incredibly handsome... and well, maybe, just maybe, I could finally sample that the taboo chocolate I'd been fantasizing about for a while.
"The one and only," he smiled widely.
"I'm Annie," I replied, as he kissed my hand. What a gentleman!
"I'll leave you two lovebirds alone," the woman said in a clearly sarcastic tone, and walked away. I wondered what her problem was.
"Please, sit down," he offered, patting a spot beside him on a cushioned couch.
"Thank you," I said, thinking the place may look like a bit of a dive, but this guy was quite the charmer, and really good looking, not some pale 'sweetheart' like Maria had described him. Actually, he's not a 'pale' anything! I thought with an inner smirk.
"You're welcome, Annie," he said.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, too," I said belatedly, shocked that Maria had set me up with a black guy. Yet I was happy she had.
"No, the pleasure is all mine," he smiled widely. "So, this is your first time here?"
"Yes," I nodded, looking around and seeing an older white woman making out with a large black man.
"I think you'll love it here," he said.
"It's appears to be an unusual place," I said, as I then noticed a pair of heels beneath another table as two men sat chatting. My eyes went wide.
"It's one of a kind, that's for sure," he said, as he moved around the round the table and put his hand on my leg.
"Great choice of nylons," he said.
"Um, thanks," I said, as a rush of adrenaline went up my spine at his rather aggressive move. Yet I didn't push his hand away. No, this felt like the beginning of so many erotic stories I'd read where the white girl first discovers the joys of BBC.
"Fuck me," a female voice demanded loudly. Startled, I looked behind me to see a chubby older white woman bent over a table as a skinny black guy, naked from the waist down, slammed into her from behind. I could see the lace top of her white stockings.
"Oh my," I gasped out loud, as I watched like a deer in the headlights. I knew I should look away from the sight, but I couldn't.
Kevin's hand moved up my leg and under my skirt. Obviously I should have stopped him, this being the most surreal first date ever: 'Hi, nice to meetcha', and then he immediately starts feeling me up. Yet I didn't. My pussy was already wet, and I was feeling rather overwhelmed.
His finger teased my pussy through my panties as he said, "You're so cute, Annie."
"Thank you," I trembled as I turned my attention back to him, wondering what kind of place I was really in. A sex club? Had Maria set me up with a black man at a sex club?
"Are you hungry?" he asked.
"A little," I admitted, although truth be told, I was already hungry for his dick.
"Well, come and get some chocolate," he offered, reading my mind, as he moved his hand from my pussy, placed it on my head and guided me as I leaned down to his crotch.
My eyes again went wide at seeing that his cock, his really big cock, was already out of his pants, and completely erect.
"Oh my," I gasped as I stared at it.
"I trust you'll enjoy your appetizer," he said, still the perfect gentleman, at least verbally.



I should have leaped to my feet and rushed out of the place. I should have at least protested somewhat. Yet curiosity consumed me, as did my sudden insatiable lust. I opened my mouth just as a woman screamed, "Yes, ream my asshole," and took the thick black cock between my lips.
"Oh yeah, Annie," he groaned. "Good girl."
This thick cock stretched my lips in a way no cock ever had, and I was in triple awe: of what I was doing, who I was doing it to, and where I was doing it.
I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head, before I began slowly bobbing on his huge dick.
"So, you've never had any black dick before?" he asked after a couple of minutes.
I sat up a bit as I stroked his cock, a sexual rush of adrenaline guiding my actions and words, "No, but I've always wanted to confirm or disprove the BBC myth."
"It's no myth," he smiled.
"So I'm learning," I agreed, wondering what this thick, long dick would feel like in my long-neglected pussy.
"I think you may receive a lengthy lesson tonight," he smiled. "At least if you feel up to it."
I smiled as I responded, "I do love learning new things." I then took his cock back in my mouth and began bobbing with increased enthusiasm.
"That's it, Annie," he groaned. "Suck that black dick."
I bobbed on it for a couple more minutes, still barely taking more than half of what appeared to be about ten inches long in my mouth, when a new voice asked, a deep, masculine voice, "Who's the newbie?"
"This is Annie," Kevin introduced me more or less, with my face in his lap and his cock still in my mouth, as I felt someone whose name I didn't know, and who I had no idea what he looked like except I assumed he was black, sit down beside me and put his hand on my leg.
"Nice legs," he observed.
"Yeah, she's a cute little thing," Derek said, as I kept bobbing on his cock, even as the other man reached his hands under my dress.
"Shit, the slut is soaked," he said, obviously not the perfect gentleman Kevin was, as his hand reached my pussy, making me moan.
"I imagine she must be," Derek said urbanely.
The stranger tugged my panties aside and slid his finger in my pussy. "Ooooooh," I moaned as I kept bobbing, feeling so slutty at what I was doing and what I was allowing to happen, but there was no way I was resisting this porn movie I'd watched now coming true... with me as the star!
"Yes, fill my asshole with your cum," a female voice bellowed.
"I think little Annie here needs some black dick in her tight little white pussy," the stranger said, as he fingered me.
I couldn't believe the words flying out of my mouth, especially since I had no idea who was fingering me, "Yes please, someone needs to fuck my tight little white pussy, but only if you're black." My blatant racism (not the usual kind) enhanced my euphoria.
Although I was curious, I didn't even look back to see who was about to invade my pussy, so focused I was on servicing the big black cock resident in my mouth.
"Move around the table," the stranger's voice instructed me, as I felt his finger leave my pussy, and then felt big hands grab me and lift me up like I was a feather.
I was lifted up, and then lowered in front of the couch and ordered to, "Bend over, you sexy little slut."
I didn't hesitate to obey, as I moved my hands to the leather couch and turned my head around to see a large, well-muscled black man poised behind me, just about ready to join me. Or I guess that should be 'join with me'.
"H-h-hi, mister," I stammered, which sounded absurd as he dropped his pants.
"I'm James," he said.
"Annie," I offered, as I tried to get a look of his cock.
I felt my right hand lifted up, and turned back around to see Kevin was now sitting in front of me.
"I was missing this monster," I smiled playfully, as I took his big black cock back in my hand.
"Show me how much," he ordered, as outside the field of my vision, I felt my panties pulled down.
"Mmmmmm," I smiled, as I leaned forward and took his delicious dick back in my mouth.
As I resumed bobbing on Kevin, I felt my skirt flipped up, and a cock rubbing up and down my very wet pussy lips. I moaned before begging, desperate to have a cock in me, especially a big black cock, "Just go ahead and shove that big black cock in my little white pussy whenever you're ready."
"As you wish," James chuckled, "and I'm ready now," clearly amused by my desperate need for his cock, before he slid it deep inside me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, never feeling so full. Longer and thicker than any cock I'd ever had, led to my instantly intense pleasure.
I had fantasized about getting spit-roasted, but the real thing was so much more surreal and pleasurable than just imagining it or watching it on vids. But it was also a lot more awkward than porn stars make it look.
I tried to bob up and down on one big cock while getting pounded from behind by another. It was difficult to settle into a regular flow.
Bobbing up and down vertically while getting fucked horizontally were opposing angles, and a real struggle to do both of them smoothly at once.
I wondered if I was the one rocking back and forth it would be easier, although that wasn't really doable from the position I was in.
So I sucked Kevin the best I could, as an orgasm began building inside me after just a few of James' thrusts.
"She's a natural little white slut," James assessed as he fucked me from behind, his body slamming into mine with each forward thrust.
The name calling, for reasons I couldn't process but knew Maria understood quite well, only enhanced the pleasure swarming inside me. I wasn't really a slut, and no one who knew me would ever think I was one, yet at the moment not only was I acting like a slut, like a stereotypical white slut for black cock even, and I wanted everybody here to see me as a nasty black cocktail taking slut.
"Yeah, Annie will likely be a regular here from now on," Kevin agreed, as I slobbered all over his dick in a clumsy, haphazard sort of way, but with great enthusiasm.
"They all come back," James agreed, as I concluded that this was indeed a sexual club for white women to have their BBC fantasies come true. It was crazy, but I already imagined that I would indeed be coming back here often... what a great way to unload some stress after a long day.
"That they do," Kevin chuckled.
"She's one tight bitch," James said as he kept pounding away, building my orgasm.
"They all are at first," Kevin said, before adding, "but since she's here as my date, I should probably get a shot at her white pussy."
"Sure, no problem," James agreed as he pulled out.
I stood up and asked, my orgasm so close, "So are you going to fuck me now?"
"Do you want me to?" he asked as he too stood up.
"Yes, I want you to fuck me hard and deep, and use me like a cheap white slut," I said, the filthy words coming so naturally out of my mouth. Maria would be proud of me.
"And you can finish me off in your mouth," James said, his cock pointed right at me. I looked around and saw that the girl was still under the table with the two men, although I wasn't sure if they were the same two men. An older woman, easily in her 60s, was on top of a table riding a much, much younger black man. The earlier chubby girl was bent over a table getting hammered by a older black man. Lastly, a pretty redhead was kneeling on the floor at the table beside me and eating a fat black man's ass... something I had never considered doing, but she seemed to be getting off on it.
"I could use a nice creamy load to swallow, James," I said, as I bent over and began bobbing on his cock that was wet with my own juices.
"So eager," Kevin approved, as he moved behind me and easily slid inside my wet, feverish pussy... his dick a couple inches longer than James'.
Again, it was awkward at first trying to suck a cock while getting fucked, although easier this time, since both men were entering me at the same horizontal angle. Yet, since I was bobbing and Kevin was fucking, I still couldn't synchronize the rhythm.
Finally, after a couple minutes of chaos, I took the bit between my teeth, and began bouncing back onto first Kevin then James, becoming a see-saw horse whore. I took a big black dick deep in my pussy and then a big black cock deep into my throat, gagging a few times as I became used to the eight-inch dick plunging without any restraint into my mouth and throat.
"Oh yeah, take them both," James approved.
"Shit, is she taking all of your dick in her mouth?" Kevin asked, sounding impressed.
"Yeah, she really is," James answered, sounding equally pleased with me.
"What a natural," Kevin enthused, which somehow gave me a proud rush of adrenaline. And better, my orgasm was close!
I rocked back and forth in perfect rhythm, as my orgasm rose quickly.
As I got close, James grunted, and without a word of warning, spewed his entire load into my mouth. It was a lot of cum and although I swallowed most of it, I also gagged a bit, and some dribbled out of my mouth as his last couple of ropes splattered onto my face.
My orgasm close, I begged, "Please get me off, I'm so close!"
Kevin lifted me up, turned me around, and I used the table for balance as he resumed furiously fucking me.
"Oh God yes, fuck my white cunt, give me your black dick," I babbled, so enthralled with the euphoria of his black dominance over my petite body.
"Come all over my dick, you dirty little black-dick-craving slut," he ordered, as he fucked me harder than I'd ever been fucked.
"Yes, yes, more abuse, please," I moaned, now a convert to the name calling. Again, Maria would be pleased.
"Come right now, you nigger loving bitch," he exhorted me as if nigger loving was a bad thing, which instantly set me off.
I screamed, the taboo nastiness of the 'N' word making me come like fireworks, "Yes!"
He kept pumping into me as my orgasm had my entire body quaking with ecstasy. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me as I lay bent over the table with every watt of physical energy usurped from my body.
"Fuck," I mumbled weakly.
"Ready to be baptized as a black cock bimbo?" Kevin asked, as he didn't slow down fucking me at all, even though I was toast.
The nasty words again should have offended me, but I was ready indeed to be baptized a black cock bimbo, since I was ready and willing to suck black cock, to get fucked by black cock, and to swallow black cum. But then he grunted and shocked me, as instead of the facial or ass shower I'd assumed would be my baptism, I felt my unprotected pussy walls filled with living sperm for the first time in my life.
Again, I should have been mortified, terrified of the risk, yet all I did was moan, exalting in the thrill of this handsome black man's cum filling me up, "Yes Master," I cried, "fill my cunt with your dominant seed."
A minute later he pulled out, and I felt his cum start to leak out of my pussy, but before I even had time to think, another cock plunged inside me.
An hour later, a dozen plus loads were incubating in my pussy; either there, or on my face, or in my belly. I was already soaked inside and out with cum, when a second kind of black cock baptism occurred as I was showered with cum during my grand finale eight-cock bukkake.
I had sucked each one, until I was told just to kneel submissively, eyes closed but head (meaning face) held high, within the eight big black cocks loaded with cum surrounding me, and wait to be baptized.
Cock after cock erupted and shot cannon blasts of cum all over my face, tits, hair and back (my dress and 'unmentionables' long since removed... only my thigh high stockings remaining).
At last once they were finished, Kevin, who'd just recently shot a second load in my hair, pulled me gently to my feet and said, "When you're ready to leave, just go outside, and a Uber will drive you home free of charge"
"Thank you," I said, for his cock, his cum, and the unexpectedly generous ride home.
"We're gentlemen here," he said, and I agreed, although I couldn't really see him with both eyes coated in cum.
I scooped some off and saw my dress was on the table this had all started at, still clean and folded nicely... although my bra and panty set was nowhere to be found.
I went and grabbed the dress and wiped more come off of my face and body with the damp towel that was also generously left for me.
I then saw a card lying on the table and gasped as I read it:
The Colour Code for The Pit

The colour of nylon you are wearing tells our patrons what exactly you are interested in.

Beige...first timer

Black...full face fucking

Fishnet...deep ass fucking

Pink...mouth full of cunt

Red...double or triple penetration (threesome or more some)

White...hard cunt pounding
Maria had sent me here deliberately, and had even chosen the correct colour of stockings to inform the men of my status.
Wow!
I couldn't believe she'd sent me here... but I sure as hell was happy she had.
I got dressed, took the card, thinking I would have to buy some different coloured stockings for next time, beige would never work here for me again, as I looked around and saw white women sucking black dick, getting fucked by black men, and even eating some black pussy... hmmmm, I wondered what black pussy would taste like.
I resisted the temptation for more black cock or for exploring my sudden same sex curiosity, before heading out to an Uber and getting my free ride home.
I got into the apartment and had just plugged in my phone when Maria walked out and exclaimed, looking like a worried mother hen, "Oh my God! You are okay. Do you know how late it is?"
"No, I have no idea what time it is," I admitted, looking at the clock and seeing I'd been gone for over four hours. Wow!
"I was so worried! You weren't answering your phone," she said, looking so concerned. She then paused and asked, "Is that cum in your hair?"
"Yeah, probably a couple of loads," I shrugged.
"A couple of loads?" she asked.
"Yeah, maybe even more," I said wearily. "At least one of them was Kevin's, although he shot his first load in my pussy."
"Impossible! Kevin called hours ago, and said you never showed up."
"What? Kevin was definitely there," I said, confused by her news.
"Where were you?"
"The Pit, of course," I answered. "Right where you sent me. Although I can't believe you'd send me there."
"The Pit? I didn't send you there. What the hell is that? I sent you to 242 Elm."
I went to my phone, which was reviving, and checked the address. "Oh," I said and after a long pause added, "my phone died, and I went to the wrong place. I went to 442 Elm. So you didn't send me there?"
"I have no idea what the Pit even is."
"So this wasn't a set-up, but serendipity," I said, more to myself than anyone else.
"I tried setting you up," she said, "but it looks like you did just fine without me."
"It was quite the night."
"So what is the Pit?"
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you."
"Try me," she insisted, all curious.
I handed her the card and summarized, "It's an all you can eat chocolate buffet for white sluts. Like me."
"What? Never heard of it," she said, as she read through the card. After a pause, "Oh, my!"
Still horny and in a wicked mood, I asked, "Girlfriend, do you happen to own any pink nylons?"
"Annie!" she gasped.
"What? Your newest little slut friend could use a little bedtime dessert from her favourite black bi-girl," I said wickedly, before leaning in and kissing her, thinking this entire night had been a complete mix-up... or as Maria would call it: Destiny!
THE END
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Temptation is a dangerous thing.
It will always be there... like the apple that tempted Eve, which coined the term forbidden fruit.
As a teacher, there is no more dangerous position to be in than when you're tempted by forbidden fruit. Sure lawyers may fuck their clients, doctors fuck their patients, and cops fuck criminals... but nothing is as tempting as ripe 18-year-olds who come and go year after year.
Every year there were a few forbidden fruits I would become obsessed with. Occasionally they were male, especially if I had a good-looking black boy (although that was quite rare because of where I lived in Northern Canada), but mostly they were girls. Almost every year there would be one or two that tempted me. Teaching in a small community, I taught high school seniors English, Social Studies And Psychology. So I often spent two or even three hours with a given student each day.
And the forbidden fruit was always there... tempting me.
I always managed to resist the temptation, no matter how hungry I was to take a bite. Just one bite wouldn't hurt, right? Wrong. There was the potential of public scandal, permanent blacklisting from the teaching profession, criminal prosecution and imprisonment, the lifetime legal obligation to tell everyone in your community that you're a registered sex offender, the list just goes on and on.
Except that it was perfectly safe if I confined my illegal fruit sampling to my imagination.
So, I imagined:
The cheerleader in her hot (breaking the dress code and yet allowed) outfit sitting on my face and allowing me to eat her pussy through her sheer pantyhose (I loved that the cheerleading coach insisted all her girls wear pantyhose under their ultra short skirts).
The nerd in her glasses who looked so sweet and innocent, but who I imagined was able to switch into a dominant seductress and make me into her pet.
The rich preppie girl who drove a car nicer than mine, and wore only designer clothes, turning me into her full-service maid as I bowed behind her and serviced her nylon-clad feet.

The chubby pretty girl who, although passed over by others because of her weight, had a secret ability to seduce and dominate. And then some sixth sense informed her how submissive I was, deep down.
The Asian exchange student who would break the stereotype of Japanese submissive, and have me licking her pussy from under my own desk (one of my favourite fantasies).
The tall, long legged Norwegian exchange student who was nineteen and wore white nylons every day.

I had many other fantasies, including:
-being a submissive to the entire cheerleader squad
-being bent over my desk and fucked in front of my class
-being gangbanged by the football or basketball team
-being a pussy pleaser for the debate club
-licking the Valedictorian while she gave her speech at graduation (hidden behind her podium)
-being blackmailed to do whatever my student (male or female) told me to
Now as a writer, I've written about many of these fantasies throughout the past decade. Yet I had never succumbed to any of the forbidden fruit that constantly appeared before me.
I wrote about it.
I pleasured myself about it.
I even created illustrated stories about it.
But that was it.
Fantasy wasn't reality.
Fantasy was just that... fantasy.
Reality could be very dangerous.
Then this year came along.
In my twenty-plus years of teaching, there have been many pretty girls, many cute nerds, many girls who wore nylons (which was my personal weakness) and many temptations. But no one had ever been quite like Samantha.
Samantha was perfection.
She was a redhaired, green-eyed beauty. Easily the prettiest girl I'd ever met face to face.
She was also incredibly intelligent and well spoken.
Furthermore, she was one of the nicest people around, which was (sadly a stereotype that was usually true), very rare for anyone this beautiful. Although she had to know how beautiful she was, she never acted like it mattered.
On top of that, she was a fashion whirlwind. One day she would come to school in a skirt and pantyhose and get my pussy burning. The next day she would be in a more typical jeans and t-shirt. That might be followed with a fashionable outfit that looked directly off the runway in Milan, and then the social suicide, at least when I'd been in school of wearing sweats to school.
She didn't seem to care what people thought of her. Her motto could have been, 'I am what I am, today or any day; deal with it. But if you should have a problem about me or anything else, you poor thing, I'll be happy to hold your hand while you talk through it.'
And as unfathomable as it seemed to me, she didn't date anyone. As far as I knew, she never had.
To make it even more crazy, she was the daughter of a former colleague of mine with whom I hadn't gotten along too well. Her mother had moved on to another school, and we hadn't spoken since then, other than generic chit chat if we were unlucky enough to encounter each other at a meeting or something.
Of course I didn't have any plans of making fantasy become reality... but Samantha was without a doubt the most tempting forbidden fruit in my teaching career.
So for over three months I'd fantasized about Samantha in almost every way possible. Mostly she seduced me, occasionally I seduced her, but it was always hot and got me off.
Then came the last week before the Christmas Holidays, which was always a tough week to teach. Some parents figured that even though their kids got two weeks off, they needed to pull their senior daughter out the entire week before the break as well... which logical me understood because flights that week were cheaper and less crowded, but teacher me found very frustrating... there was only a limited time in a school year to teach them everything they were supposed to learn. The kids also started going into holiday mode (tinsel and candy and who gives a hoot who Boss Tweed was) before the holidays actually started.
I arrived at my desk on Monday morning, an hour early as usual; I did my best work in the morning, with a mug of coffee at hand and no distractions. To my surprise, there was a large manila envelope on my desk with my name on it.
Curious, I opened the envelope to find a letter in it, and a pair of mocha-coloured thigh high stockings, and to my shock, they were very expensive stockings.
I generally only wore thigh high stockings to work, unless my dress or skirt was a little too short for them, and then I wore pantyhose. As you likely know (unless this is the first story of mine you've read), I have a major fetish for sheer nylon hosiery of all kinds: thigh high stockings (called hold ups in England), pantyhose (often called tights in England), Garter-belt and stockings for my sexier lingerie garments, a silk body stocking that was super sexy but easily ripped to pieces (which was sometimes a major turn on and other times super annoying), and crotchless pantyhose (as my man loved caressing my pantyhose-clad ass, but also demanded easy access to my pussy at all times... which is why I usually wore thigh high stockings with no panties).
Plus, I liked that underneath the somewhat bland teacher attire I wore to school for outer layers, I was also wearing very sexy lingerie and stockings that nobody but me was aware of. It was my own secret rebellion to a set of rules that had been established long before I became a teacher.
Our staff wasn't doing a secret Santa this year, and thus I was a little confused as to who this expensive present could be from.
At first I thought it was my husband, as he had left unexpected treats on my desk before: a coffee, or flowers... but never nylons.
Even more curious, I unfolded the letter and read the typed paper:
Mrs. Walker,
I have decided to be your secret Santa this week. A week where secrets will be revealed.
I hope you enjoy your first Secret Santa gift. Mocha is my favourite colour, and Wolford Stockings my favourite brand. I expect to see them displayed on your sexy legs when I come to class today.
Your Secret Santa
So it was a student.
He, or perhaps she, was expecting me to model these nylons for him or her.
How brazen.
Of course given my submissive nature, I was instantly turned on, and drawn towards obeying. I was already wearing pantyhose, not mocha but beige, which was a similar colour.
As I looked at the packaging again displaying the brand, I couldn't help but think this had to be someone with money. Wolfords weren't cheap. They also were sold in only a few exclusive stores, none of them nearby, so they had to have been bought online.
That led me to realize that whoever had put these on my desk, had been planning this initial overture for a while. Weeks... maybe months even.
I wanted to know who it was.
I also wanted to know why.
My pussy leaked slightly into my panties and pantyhose-clad crotch, thankful I hadn't chosen today to go commando.
I went commando once or twice a week, sometimes with thigh highs, usually with pantyhose, today being the rare day I was wearing panties with pantyhose.
Who?
Who?
Who?
The question wracked my mind.
Then another question consumed me, one of equal importance.
Why?
Why?
Why?
What exactly was this person expecting from this?
Ordering their teacher to wear thigh high stockings to their next class (which one?) was pretty brazen for a student. I mentally went through each of my classes and tried to envision who could have the balls (symbolically, girl-balls also existed) to be behind this.
A few boys who I knew checked out my legs regularly popped into my head, but none of them seemed confident enough to do this.
A couple of girls were possibilities, but they too seemed unlikely.
Then I realized it had to be a colleague. To get into my office, whoever it was had to have a key. I hadn't left on Friday until almost every student was long gone, and I'd definitely locked my door.
Who?
Who?
Who?
Why?
Why?
Why?
These two questions swirled in my head for over half an hour.
I'm not going to lie, I wanted to try on the nylons. I'd often considered ordering some online myself, but due to my budget, I never had.
I wanted to see if they were as amazing as the reviews said.
As silky sheer.
As shimmering.
But I couldn't obey the command of a student (if it was a student), even though my inner submissive side was dying to take charge and obey. (And if that isn't an oxymoron, I don't know what is.)
I put the letter and the package back in the envelope, and then into my school bag, and prepared for the day.
Today, by the way, was Ugly Christmas Sweater Day, and I had a cute one with the Grinch on it.
During each class, I looked at my students.
I observed them.
I tried to see inside them.
Who?
Who?
Who?
Everyone was a suspect.
But no one fit the profile.
Barry, a nerd, definitely admired my legs all the time.
Karen, a cheerleader, frequently had me almost in a trance as she continually slipped her right pantyhose-clad foot in and out of her shoe. One of my biggest fantasies was to submit to a cheerleader, and Karen was a perfect prototype. A blonde with blueish eyes. Also a bit of a bitch. Someone who was used to getting what she wanted. Okay, she had to be a front-runner.
Jamal, who had the perfect black man's name as far as I was concerned, seemed also to be checking me out regularly. He was someone who would have the balls to initiate something like this. As a basketball player with after-school practices, he would have still been here Friday night after I was gone. He also likely had the smooth talk to convince a janitor to let him in. Another of my biggest fantasies was a BBC. Maybe because it's still considered a little taboo in a world where very little is still taboo, maybe it was because I wanted to test the big black cock stereotype (it certainly seemed true in porn, but I'd fucked some decent-sized white cocks in my life). And yes, the idea of a nine-inch black cock slamming into me was kind of hot (although doing jail time still wasn't). I had recently learned from Twitter the term snow bunny, and I planned to write a story sometime soon based on that idea (becoming a snow bunny was an even hotter fantasy).
Dave, a science teacher, a colleague, came into my room once to ask me a question about the Spirit Week I had planned, although he could have easily just checked his email to get the week's plan. He was young (24), tall (he'd played college basketball) and good looking (all the girls thought he was hot). He hadn't ever shown any interest in me, but he'd just stepped forward as another suspect.
The day ended, and I still had no clue who my bossy admirer could possibly be.
I hoped it would be Samantha, who looked so cute in her ugly Christmas sweater, a black skirt and black pantyhose. Yet that seemed incredibly unlikely, although I could definitely fantasize about her dominating me.
I went home a little frustrated. A little horny. My husband Jake would be gone all week dealing with an oil leak that was causing havoc just a few miles from the Pacific Ocean. My son James was away at college all week, and my daughter Sarah wouldn't be home until later, as she worked Mondays.
So, before I went online and ordered any food, I went to my bedroom, climbed out of my pantyhose and into the new thigh highs.
They were so soft.
So sheer.
So sexy.
They even had a seam down the back.
I ordered some food, flipped open my laptop and started writing dirty stories. I was already done with my Christmas stories, and I had a couple of sequels already done and ready for 2020 release, as well as my third year-end questions essay. The first had been Twenty Questions, which revealed many of my secrets, which was then followed a year later by the ultra-creative title Twenty-One Questions, where I answered questions from readers and went deeper into the statistical aspects of my stories. This year Twenty-two Questions would be released to cap off the year 2019.
So I began work on a lesbian incestual love story. One that I hoped would be a little different from my traditional lesbian and incest stories. One that was less about domination, and more about sweet seduction. We'd have to wait until the 2021 Valentine's Day Contest to see whether I pulled it off, or even finished it.
As I typed, I rubbed my sheer nylon leg.
I had a couple pages done, when the doorbell rang.
I went downstairs and opened the door to see a cute college boy holding my food order. The idea of giving him a tip with my mouth on his cock popped into my head... when I was horny, almost every guy was a potential story, every girl a potential Mistress. Yet I never acted on any of these naughty impulses.
I wrote fantasy.
I didn't live it.
I returned to my bedroom with a small collection of white cardboard boxes and a pair of chopsticks.
I ate.
Typed.
Answered a call from my mom and chatted for a while.
Typed some more.
Eventually got horny from my writing, and ended up reaching out for some porn. I clicked on a Girlsway video and listened to the dialogue as I grabbed a vibrator and slid it inside me.
As often happened, I watched the video while imagining I was the MILF and my student Samantha the teen.

As also often happened, I came in only a couple of minutes, imagining her nylon-clad feet and ass being worshipped by yours truly.
Sexually satisfied, I quit writing (I never had any ambition to write once an orgasm had been released), and I began grading papers (which was not at all arousing).
TUESDAY
Partly nervous.
Partly curious.
Partly excited.
I arrived at work, expecting to find a second sexy Secret Santa gift.
So I was first disappointed, and then relieved, when I found the top of my desk was empty.
I figured yesterday's gift and letter had been a joke, or that since I hadn't obeyed whoever it was, he or she was done with me.
Was I relieved? Yes.
Was I disappointed? Yes, that too.
The Secret Santa had contributed some excitement to what had otherwise been a mundane month for the most part.
The day flew by.
The only real excitement that day was seeing Samantha dressed amazingly for Red and Green Day. She was wearing a red dress with green pantyhose. I'd never seen anyone wear green pantyhose. She looked so amazing. I complimented her, "Samantha, I love your version of school spirit."
"Thanks, Mrs. Walker," she smiled warmly; even her smile made my pussy wet. "You look great today, too."
Her compliment flattered me, and sent instant wetness to my pussy. God, she was hot.
I was heading to my car after school, thinking I might start writing a story about Samantha - her true identity well veiled of course; I'd resisted doing so until now. I'd written many stories about real students, but never while they were still attending my classes. I reached my locked car and was surprised to see an envelope lying on my seat. How could it possibly have gotten there?
I picked it up, sat down and opened it.
Mrs. Walker
I was quite disappointed to see you didn't wear my first gift for you. I assumed you would like them, since you obviously have a nylon fetish. I ordered these specifically for you, and I hope you will reconsider and wear them tomorrow. It's the least you can do.
Actually, let's make this a little clearer. I'm ordering you to wear them tomorrow. And we both know you're a submissive. So do as you're told, and tomorrow you must wear the nylons I purchased for you.
Your second gift is below. Just go to the URL and download it. I think you'll really enjoy it.
Secret Santa
I looked around to see if anyone was watching me, if even from a distance.
I couldn't see anyone.
My pussy was wet from the firm tone of the email. Secret Santa was coming across as the exact kind of strong seductress I'd fantasized about and written about for years.
I drove home, and although I wanted to instantly check out what the URL was, instead I made dinner, as my daughter was home. We chatted, had dinner, and then she went out to study for a test with her best friend, and I went into my office to do some writing and, of course, check out that URL.



The URL was a clips4sale video that was so long it took me four attempts to type it correctly. When I finally typed it in accurately, it took me to a download site for a video called Student Makes Teacher Cum In Pantyhose.
I gasped to myself.
A student gifted me this?
That was incredibly bold.
Curious, of course, I clicked on the download and as it started, I searched for the title. Finding it, I saw a brief gif that instantly had my pussy on fire:
- It showed a teacher sitting at a desk, and a student sitting across from her in a short plaid skirt.
-The second quick clip was a close-up of the student, now sitting on the teacher's side of the desk with her heel dangling from her nylon-clad foot.
-The third scene was the nylon-clad foot now teasingly poised in front of the teacher's surprised face and moving on her open buttoned chest
-the fourth clip had the mocha-coloured nylon-clad foot slipping under the teacher's red skirt.
-the fifth clip had my pussy literally on fire as I moved my hand to touch myself and the student rubbed her pantyhose foot over the teacher's pantyhose-clad crotch. The teacher was even leaning back, seeming very close to coming.
I glanced at the download. It was only 10% finished.
-the last clip was a little disappointing after the hotness of the previous ones, as the student rubbed one foot on the teacher's pussy and another over the top of her clothed breast.
I would have had the teacher sucking on the pantyhose-clad foot as she came, and then sucking up her own cunt cum from the foot that got her off.
As I waited for the video to finish downloading, I read the summary, and my pussy begged for attention. The visual of a student doing that to me was completely pussy drenching. The idea of it being Samantha in the other role had my cunt flooding.
I stared at the snail-paced downloading video.
Hurry up, hurry up, I thought to myself. I wanted to watch this now. No, I needed to watch this now.
I even imagined the Hooters waitress I saw at the mall recently and having her nylon-clad feet to worship and rub my pussy.

Then it occurred to me. I'd been gifted with a lesbian video. So... logic corresponding... my Secret Santa had to be a girl.
A teacher? Unlikely. None of the female staff seemed like realistic possibilities. Although it could be the intern who'd left a week ago. She was cute. Bossy. Flirty. Yet she'd returned home, which was over two hours away.
A student, then.
Most likely.
Yet I asked myself once again that same repetitive question.
Who?
Who?
Who?
I'd love for it to be Samantha. Yet she seemed very unlikely. For one thing, she was too sweet and nice.
Based on my stories Carol, a quiet nerdish girl, would be the perfect prototype. Sweet and innocent on the outside, a naughty seductress on the inside. A story released this past Christmas had just that kind of character domming a cheerleader in "Sexual Awakenings: 1 Christmas Eve", a story that really showcased my ADD, since it began just as a story about a department store Santa who is teased by, and then fucks a cheerleader, but it morphed into a complex power struggle between a lowly yet indomitable nerd and the head cheerleader, with some hot lesbian submissive sex thrown in, before finally getting to the Santa fucking the cheerleader end... all of that followed by, well, a kinky epilogue.
Tabitha, my only black female student, would easily check off a couple fantasies from my bucket list... if only she was fair game.
Pamela was a dominant and an open lesbian, but this Secret Santa approach seemed way too sneakily seductive for her. She was very much in your face, and out and proud. If she wanted to dominate me, I imagine she would just barge up to my desk after school and start ordering me around.
I even briefly pondered my much younger sister-in-law who was at our house last weekend wearing this:

Other girl possibilities swirled in my head as I searched the Bratty Babes website. Most were girls giving nylon-clad foot jobs, and I realized I'd seen a couple of these in the past. Mostly real estate agents using their nylon-clad feet to sell a house. They were kind of cool, especially the supposedly oblivious wife or girlfriend, but a bit repetitive.
Then I found some other lesbian ones.
Yummy!
As my download slowly continued, I watched some other hot gifs. They were grouped in collections of six teasing scenes that made me want to get the movie they were all taken from. One was called 'Desperate Housewives Cum in Pantyhose Under Table' although the title was deceptive, as it was only one housewife coming and she wasn't under the table, but next to it. Both women were in tan nylons and short dresses.
Clip 1 had the Seductress dangling her shoe as the other one drank a martini while they talked about something.
Clip 2 had the Seductress's heel drop to the floor before her nylon-clad foot moved up the housewife's leg.
Clip 3 had the Seductress aggressively move her foot between the surprised woman's legs... her reaction quite hot.
Clip 4 had the woman's legs spread as the nylon foot slowly rubbed her nylon-clad crotch as the woman looks down at the action in pleasured awe.
Clip 5 was a closeup of the nylon foot working its magic.
The final clip had the Seductress furiously rubbing the woman to a hot orgasm.
I scrolled around for more, and found a cheerleader one. My pussy burned, yet I avoided touching myself as I checked and saw my video was half downloaded.
The title was 'Girls on the Same Squad end up in Pantyhose Fun.'
Clip 1 is the Seductress getting out of her shoes.
Clip 2 is her aggressively spreading the other cheerleader's legs.
Clip 3 the girl's pantyhose crotch is ripped, and the Seductress is rubbing her.
Clip 4 one foot is rubbing pussy, and the other is in her face as she smells it.
Clip 5 is faster rubbing as the submissive girl pleasures the Seductress' other foot.
Clip 6 is a closeup of the foot rubbing away... but alas, no cumshot.
63% done.
I found another video where an employee maneuvers for a raise called 'Cleo Gets a Raise By Making Boss Ari Cum in Pantyhose'. Like the last couple, both were in tan hosiery, as if they were staging this just for me.
Clip 1 was harmless: just the two girls talking.
Clip 2 has Cleo drop her heel and move her foot between Ari's legs.
Clip 3 is a closeup of an amazingly shocked look on Ari's face.
Clip 4 is a closeup of the pantyhose foot rubbing the pantyhose crotch.
Clip 5 is similar, but somehow Ari too has lost her heels (which I'm happy to see).
Clip six is Ari seemingly coming from the foot job.
83% done.
I found one more. Another employee gets a raise, and for the third time the sexy Macy is the victim. She plays the teacher in the one downloading, and the housewife in 'Desperate Housewives'.
This one seemed similar to, but also different from the other clips.
Clip 1 is just them talking.
Clip 2 is a closeup of Roxie's foot coming out of her heel.
Clip 3 is one foot going between Macy's legs and another to her face.
Clip 4 is a generous close up of both nylon-clad feet approaching the pantyhose-clad crotch.
Clip 5 is Roxie saying something as she rubs both feet up and down on the clearly horny Macy.
Clip 6 shows the feet rubbing in circles as Macy clearly comes.
97%.
I watched a couple of the gifs again.
98%.
I stared steadily at it, urging it to hit 100%, as I saw the newest clip title that has my pussy gush: 'Student Jazmin Makes Teacher Emma Cum In Pantyhose'. I was reading the summary when my phone rang.
It was my mother.
I sighed.
Nothing killed my horniness like my mother. I didn't even get to watch the promotional gif.
I considered not answering, but then she would think something was wrong and send one of my sisters over to check on me. So, for ten minutes I listened to her without absorbing a bit of it, agreed with everything, and tried to get off the phone.
The film had downloaded, and I wanted to watch it.
Eventually, I got off the phone, clicked on the downloaded clip and watched. The video begins with a student asking if she can leave early from detention (likely sent there because of the skimpy outfit she was wearing). The teacher denies the request and looks annoyed, yet (like I imagine I would have been doing) is also stealing glances at the teen's nylon-clad legs. The student notices, saunters over to the desk and hops onto it... dangling her shoe. The teacher is surprised and orders her back to her desk, but instead, the student drops her heel, then aggressively moves her ....
God, it was so hot.
I imagined Samantha's cute feet rubbing my pussy:


I imagined sucking on her nylon-clad toes.


I watched it a second time, imagining Samantha doing that exact same thing to me. I came long before the video ended.
After I recovered from my orgasm, I sat there wondering yet again about the same two questions.
Who?
Who?
Who?
Why?
Why?
Why?
This Secret Santa come-on was the most exciting experience I'd had in years. Yet I knew it was dangerous for my career.
The next question was already swirling around inside me: how far was I willing to let this go?
As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn't get Samantha out of my head. I really hoped it would turn out to be her.

...
WEDNESDAY
After much deliberation, I arrived at school on Wednesday wearing the thigh high stockings I'd been gifted on Monday.
In truth, I put them on and took them off three times before finally deciding to put them on and keep them on for the day. I concluded that yes, I was obeying someone who was possibly a student, a student who likely had some ulterior motives for me, but I also just liked them.
The key was to act as if nothing was different today. I often wore mocha stockings, just not these mocha stockings, and this time it was because I'd been told to.
Today, for some reason, was the only day that wasn't a dress up day of some sort. Tomorrow was Dress as your Favourite Christmas Character Day, and Friday was our traditional formal day that included a school-wide Christmas buffet lunch.
So I was wearing a longer than usual skirt to hide the top of the thigh highs as I played detective and looked for clues about who might be my Sexual Secret Santa.
Unfortunately, I still came up empty.
I got to class a bit early, and found another box on my desk.
I felt like a kid on Christmas morning.
I needed to open this box, and right away.
I went and locked my door and returned to open it.
Besides a note, inside were Ben Wa balls and black panties.
Again, here was something I'd written about in a few stories, but I'd never actually used them in real life.
Even though I was once again shocked by the brazenness of the gift, I read the note.
Mrs. Walker
Did you enjoy the video I sent? I noted that you did indeed download it. I figured you would really enjoy it. I imagine you have fantasized about that being done to you on many occasions by many students.
I hope that today you are wearing the nylons I gifted you. It's the least you can do after all the effort I'm putting into making your Christmas week extra special.
I know that behind that sweet teacher façade is a submissive looking for a Mistress.
So, if you obeyed yesterday's order, you are indeed wearing those very expensive nylons, which are thigh highs. So today's next task is to slide today's little toy collection inside your likely already wet pussy. If you didn't wear any panties (in my fantasies you never do), I bought you a sexy pair. We wouldn't want those little stimulants falling out and clattering to the floor when that sweet pussy of yours gets excessively wet from obsessing about which senior is picturing you between her legs as their teacher submissive. (Yes, by now you must have surmised I'm a girl and one of your students, and you're correct on both counts. So you've narrowed the field down to half of your students.)
Your Secret Santa.
My pussy was indeed excessively wet as she described.
I was also, as she said, narrowing down the field. At least if she wasn't lying to me, and I couldn't see why she would; that would likely just spoil the cat-and-mouse game for us both.
She was indeed a girl.
She was for sure a student... a senior.
She was someone with Mistress capabilities, and probably some experience as well.
She was someone who saw past the teacher façade I'd been successfully hiding behind for decades.
Therefore she was someone intuitive.
And also perceptive.
She was someone who'd likely be able to draw me in like a moth to a flame. Actually, she was already doing so.
I looked at the Ben Wa balls.
I was curious about them.
I recalled reading Fifty Shades and Anastasia quoting, although the grammar leaves something to be desired, as did a lot of the writing in that book, "I flush from the constant movement of the balls. They weigh down inside me, massaging me internally and make me needy, needy for sex. Oh, the sensation is exquisite."
The word choice of exquisite had seemed odd at the time, and yet it had made me wonder then, and really made me wonder again, now that I was facing another choice.
What would they feel like inside me? Let's find out.
As I sat at my desk, spread my legs and slid them in, I told myself I wasn't doing it because some stranger had told me to, but because the idea turned me on, and I wanted to know if they would make me feel exquisite. The fact that I was likely obeying a student, a female student, enhanced the excitement.
I moaned as I slipped them inside my already wet pussy. I was already wearing panties today (this Mistress was partly right -- I didn't always wear them), so I stowed the new pair in my purse.
Sitting still, the balls didn't do much for me. I could tell they were there, but that was it.
It wasn't at all exquisite.
Wondering what the eggs would feel like inside me when I was mobile, I stood up and walked around a bit. I let out a loud moan as they began moving inside me, and were now almost making my legs buckle.
It was awkward.
Slightly uncomfortable.
A little wicked.
A little stimulating... teasing enough to let me know they were there, but not pleasing enough to get me really horny.
Perhaps fiction was indeed more exciting than reality.
So, although I knew I shouldn't obey this teen temptress whoever she was, I kept the balls in my pussy, and continued wearing the nylons she'd ordered me to.
It was so exhilarating just to obey.
The mystery of who it was added to the thrill, even though it should have terrified me.
If discovered, I could be fired just for obeying these orders.
I could be fired for wearing Ben Wa balls inside me while I taught impressionable young minds... although at this moment, one of them was creating quite the impression on me.
Who?
Who?
Who?
I walked around a little more, unlocked the door, sat back at my desk and got used to having these toys inside me.
The bell rang and tired seniors walked in. The first period of the day was always the hardest to teach. They were almost always half comatose. They were less involved in conversations, more likely to fall asleep during a film, and just generally more apathetic than the other classes.
This class was no different.
The morning went rather uneventfully, other than my own internal anxiety and pleasure. Trying not to be obvious, I studied every girl in every class, trying to figure out who it could be. Yet I detected no teasing looks, nothing flirtatious, no one seemed any different from any other day.
It was so frustrating.
As was the constant slow burn from the balls every time I moved around.
A constant reminder of my submissive obedience to some anonymous student of mine.
A constant stimulation that had me becoming more and more eager to learn who it was, and to discover what she ultimately wanted.
A constant tantalizing promise, perhaps a false one, that my years of writing about fantasy submissions of a teacher to a student would soon become a reality.
Would I actually submit to this girl if she presented me with the opportunity?
Better question. Could I resist, if it came down to a face to face order from this mystery teen?
According to my own stories and psychological philosophy; the answer was no. I probably wouldn't hesitate for even a moment before tumbling.
It was just before lunch, and my kids were writing a test, when I was startled, and let out a class-alerting gasp, as vibrations started up in my pussy.
I'd had no clue that Ben Wa balls could vibrate.
The entire class looked up curiously.
I apologized as I tried to control my body, as I felt my face burning, "Sorry," although I didn't explain anything, I couldn't find anything else to say. No explanation except for the truth would make any sense.
I got a few peculiar looks, but then they all returned to their tests.
The vibrating inside me was very slow and subtle, but it packed a lot bigger punch than when they were idle.
Then it suddenly stopped.
I looked around. The range of the remote control couldn't be very far.
It pretty much had to be someone in this room.
Yet everyone seemed to be writing away. There were lots of furrowed brows as they worked their way through the test, but nary a giggle or a smirk.
I stood up to look around for even the tiniest tell from someone, and felt a little wetness leak into my panties. I also felt disappointed when I realized that Samantha wasn't in this class. Although there was no evidence at all pointing to her being the Secret Santa, I had sure hoped she was.
In this class, only a couple kids seemed like possible candidates.
I walked around the class a little more slowly than I usually would, not wanting to stimulate myself anymore, but also doing my job by walking around to ensure there was nobody cheating, and this time also trying to see if someone was hiding a remote device in their hand.
I found none, and the class ended with my being horny and frustrated.
At lunch, I went to the staff bathroom, and rubbed myself to an orgasm. Even though I hadn't even seen Samantha today, it was she who popped into my head and sent me over the top.
Her tight body in sexy white lingerie.




Her ass and legs.

My crawling to her feet and worshipping them.

I came... hard... and after taking a lengthy time to recover, I headed back to class.
I came back from lunch, and there were three candy canes on my desk. Each partially unwrapped.
And a note.
Mrs. Walker
Today for the third day, and as a reward for your obedience, here are three candy canes. Now before you think of that as a pretty lame gift after three pretty good ones, if I don't say so myself, these candy canes were marinated inside three delicious women, including a fellow teacher of yours... until they reached orgasm.
And... YES, one of the flavours is mine.
Enjoy.
Secret Santa
Oh my God!
This was coming right out of one of my stories. Not this exact plot, but the same kinky wickedness.
I'd like to pretend I didn't sample those candy canes... that I was strong enough to resist... but that would be a lie.
I reached for one, lifted it to my nose and took a sniff. It smelt mostly of mint, but I could smell just the lingering aroma of something else.
Curious, I took it into my mouth and sucked the supposed pussy juice from the candy cane.
It was subtle, but I had no doubt it was pussy juice.
I took the second, and did the same thing.
Then the third.
Each candy cane was the identical kind, but each had a slightly different additional scent from the others.
I wondered which teacher it could possibly be. I wondered which one was my Secret Santa. I wondered who the third one's could be.
So many questions, so few answers.
The day continued on without any further drama, without any further buzzing surprises, and I headed home horny as hell, following an afternoon of teasing from the Ben Wa balls inside me every time I moved around.
To my surprise, there was an envelope in my mailbox. I knew who it was from.
Instantly a rush went up my spine.
Instantly a gush went into my panties.
I headed inside, and went directly to my room.
I opened the envelope and found another note:
Mrs. Walker
Here's a bonus gift for you for being such a good girl: pictures of my sexy legs. I hope you enjoy them. I know you've fantasized about seeing them many, many times.
Secret Santa
There were indeed a bunch of photos of her legs and feet in pantyhose.

God, I loved the shiny pantyhose gleam the most.

I admired her nylon-clad feet, the arch of her foot.

God, I wanted to suck on those red painted toes.

God, I wanted to lick the soles of her nylon-clad feet.

God, I wanted that foot rubbing all over my face as I licked it. As I smelt it.

I wanted to dive between those pantyhose-clad legs. To bury my face in her ripe pussy. To become her teacher pet.

I wanted to caress that silky-clad ass. I wanted to lick her ass from behind. I wanted to crawl between her legs while she sat on my face.


Plaid skirts have always been a turn-on for me. The stereotypical schoolgirl attire. Mixed with pantyhose, and my pussy was on fire.

The last photo appeared so innocent. The white, lace-topped thigh highs. The legs crossed. The cute lacy panties. Yet I imagined that underneath that façade of purity was a wickedness that was drawing me in like a moth to the flame.
My other secret fantasy... one that no one knew... well, no one knew lots of my fantasies... but perhaps my ultimate fantasy was one where my sister... my younger sister... my half-sister... Beth... seduced and dominated me.
She was 31 to my 45. An accident of sorts. But she was also the wild child. She lived the life I had always wanted to. She was vivacious and lived on the edge in reality, while my wildness was almost completely restricted to the fantasies I wrote.
She got the tattoos I was always too timid to go through with.
She did the things I only fantasized about.
And... I desperately wanted to eat her pussy.
This is Beth.

Isn't she beautiful?
This is Beth in lingerie... just one of hundreds of photos she posts of herself on Instagram and Twitter.

This is her showcasing her ass... yes, she posted this online.

This was her new Twitter profile pic:

And this her Twitter banner:

Replacing this one:

Like me, she usually wore nylons.
So, I closed my eyes and imagined becoming her pet.

I imagined licking her soles, sucking on her toes, and then strolling up her legs to bury my face in her pussy.

I came hard... like I always did when I fantasized about my baby sister.
I took the Ben Wa balls out of my pussy, and headed downstairs to make supper.
That night, I got a good ten plus pages written on a story I was working on.
Ironically, Beth phoned me as I was slowly touching myself while I wrote. She said we needed to talk, and asked if I could meet her for dinner Saturday night for a girl's night out. I imagined a very wicked version of it, as I agreed that would be fun.
Once she hung up, I closed my eyes and imagined a very special sisterly girl's night.
I imagined her amazing ass:

Her amazing ass and feet in nylons.

Her sexy nylon-clad feet:

Her small, perky tits:

Her sexy, seductive smile.

Like every other time that I imagined worshipping Beth's body: her tits, her nylon-clad feet, her silky sheer ass, and her enticing pussy, I came.
Also, like every other time, once I had recovered from my orgasm, I shook my head in shame.
I was really losing control.
THURSDAY
I wore the same stockings... they were just too good not to wear again.
It was Dress like a Christmas Character Day, and I was dressing as an elf... although without the green nylons.
I looked a little more sexy than usual... for school.
I went to school, looking forward to whatever surprise was in store for me.
I should have been nervous, yet this had been the most exhilarating few days I'd had in years.
Once my guilt faded away, my body triggered more stimulation and excitement.
I arrived at school, and was excited to see another envelope on my desk.
I sat down.
I opened the envelope.
I expected more pictures.
I got them.
This time there was no note.
Which was weird.
Yet each picture had a sticky note attached to it.
I BET YOU WOULD LOVE TO BOW DOWN AND LICK THE SWEAT OFF OF MY STOCKING SOLES, WOULDN'T YOU, MRS. WALKER?

I looked at the shiny feet.
I did indeed wish they were before me to worship.
I looked at the blurred ass.
I looked at the blurred hair.
I couldn't really tell if it was red or brown hair... but it was a clue.
I KNOW YOU LIKE THE SHINY GLOSSY HOSIERY... JENNY.

God, those nylons literally shone and glistened. I was completely captivated.
I also noticed that, for the first time, she called me Jenny, and not Mrs. Walker, although I wasn't sure what to make of it.
It could have been an oops.... But unlikely.
In my stories, and the way this was spinning out, it seemed to be coming completely out of my stories in a way, the Mistress would use the submissive's first name as a tool in clarifying the hierarchy.
Was this seductress borrowing plays right out of my fictional playbook?
I KNOW YOU PREFER STOCKINGS, MY PET, BUT SOMETIMES PANTYHOSE CAN ACCENTUATE AN ENTIRE LOWER HALF, DON'T YOU THINK?

Yes, these pantyhose were definitely sexy.
Her hair wasn't showing enough to tell for sure... was it red? Brunette? This continued to drive me nuts.
I noticed she was starting to call me 'pet'. A term I had used in a plethora of stories about lesbian submissions. This seduction was becoming eerily reminiscent of my own stories.
It sent a chill up my spine.
DO YOU LIKE MY LINGERIE, MY EAGER TO PLEASE SUBMISSIVE SLUT-TO-BE? I KNOW YOU'LL BE WILLING TO WORSHIP MY NYLONS ALL NIGHT LONG.

A slut?
That had escalated quickly.
Who was this?
I analyzed the picture closer.
The hair did indeed look more brunette than red.
That would eliminate pretty much every suspect I had... including Samantha.
I was at a complete loss.
I kept gathering more evidence, yet it only seemed to be leading me round and round in a circle of futility.
SO, SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER, ARE YOU READY TO SUBMIT UNCONDITIONALLY?

WHOA! My entire world came crashing down with that one question.
At first, I read right past the key revelation without it registering, as I was focused on examining the picture.
This picture, although taken from behind, looked like a teenager.
The thong.
The ponytail.
The slim figure.
Who?
Who?
Who?
Each new piece of evidence seemed to contradict the previous.
Was that even her... or was it supposed to be me?
Then as I reread the sticky note, my eyes went wide.
I felt myself go cold.
I felt the blood drain from my cheeks.
She'd called me silkstockingslover.
Fuck!
How could she possibly know that?
How could anyone except myself possibly know about my online identity? Well, lots of people were familiar with silkstockingslover's stories, and in that identity I corresponded with lots of people, but I was always very careful not to drop any clues about my everyday identity.
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
The warning bell rang. I quickly stuffed the photos back into the envelope and into my desk... completely flustered.
I taught the entire morning in a frazzled mess. My only silver lining in this potential disaster was that this photogenic girl could have easily outed me by now and hadn't, so that didn't appear to be her intention.
With that said, my secret being known even by just one person, changed everything. All the excitement of the past few days were crushed. I just needed today to be over.
By lunchtime I was sick to my stomach, and I went home to recover. I just couldn't focus on work.
I reached my car, and again was surprised to see an envelope sitting on my passenger seat.
Although I was curious, funny how I could switch from devastated to curious in a heartbeat, I just headed home.
Yet, when I was still a few blocks away, curiosity got the better of me, as did worry, so I pulled over to see what was in the envelope.
God, I was weak.
I opened the envelope, and found a pair of pink panties inside.
They were wet.
I also found a note.
Mrs. Walker
I hope I didn't stress you out by revealing I knew you were silkstockingslover. It was such a turn-on when I discovered my favourite teacher and my favourite erotica writer were the same woman.
It was even more exciting when it became obvious you were desperate for a Mistress.
These panties are freshly wet after my reading your story about becoming a submissive to your sisters. It's so hot to know that you not only want to be a submissive lesbian, but an incestuous one.
Smell these panties.
Lick my wetness from them.
Soon you will be licking my pussy directly from the source. Won't that be exciting?
Secret Santa
Wetness gushed into my panties as I read those nasty words.
The promise.
I didn't even realize I was doing it until I noticed her scent. I had moved her panties directly to my nose, mindlessly obeying her command.
God, they were wet.
God, they smelt good.
I was about to taste them when I opened my eyes and saw some people walking towards my car. I quickly dropped the panties onto the seat and drove home.
Was I worried about losing my job? Yes.
Was I terrified about being outed? Yes.
Were those two serious concerns overridden by my desperately wanting to discover who this Secret Santa was? Yes.
I arrived home.
I went directly to my room.
I pulled up some new lesbian porn I'd recently downloaded.
I grabbed the rabbit vibrator I almost never used.
I grabbed the wet panties and brought them to my nose. God, I'd love to smell this pussy directly from the source.
I imagined I was the one on my knees waiting to obey an order from the Mistress who I no longer thought was Samantha, but kept dreaming it was.

I, of course, would also be wearing nylons.
I imagined Samantha was wearing the cute jean skirt she occasionally wore... with the beige nylons that weakened my knees and dampened my panties.
Or perhaps the wild outfit she wore a few weeks ago for Purple and Gold Day. A look that wouldn't work on many, but she had pulled it off in an exotic, pussy-leaking way.

I'd never once considered our school colours sexy... yet Samantha had found a way to make them work.
I imagined being on my knees as she offered me her foot to lick, to suck, and perhaps even to ride like a bitch in heat.

Sucking each perfectly manicured toe with dedicated obedience.

Or simply crawling between her perfect, sheer nylon legs and burying my face in her undoubtedly delicious pussy.
God, I hadn't eaten a pussy in almost three years, and was definitely going through withdrawal. Worse than when I'd quit smoking a good twenty years ago.

But in the end, like I always do, I came while I was imagining worshipping her stocking-clad feet.
Licking her sweaty soles.
Sucking on her tantalizing toes.
I draped the panties over my head, the wet crotch over my nose and mouth, and I licked up the wetness as best I could.... Wishing it was her pussy... while I also imagined worshiping every bit of her feet.

After an intense orgasm, I drifted off to sleep.
I was startled awake by my daughter, who asked, "Mom, are you okay?"
I groggily opened my eyes, looking up at my daughter who had a concerned, or perhaps a shocked look on her face. "What time is it?"
"5:30," she answered, glancing beside me.
Shit. My computer.
"Oh yes, Mommy, lick my pussy," a videotaped girl moaned, as I turned and saw that an incriminating video was playing, as I had set up my computer to automatically start a new video whenever another one ended.



I did this for two reasons:

	If I was alone, I liked having porn playing in the background while I wrote. It kept me going, turned me on, and inspired my sex scenes. There is nothing sexier than a woman moaning (except for a woman in nylons moaning).
	I also hated if I was close to getting off while watching a scene, and the damn thing ended. The mood drifting away while I searched for another scene, was annoying.


I quickly closed the laptop, even as the girl moaned, "Suck my clit, Mommy."
"Um, I was... just..." I tried to formulate something to say, just as I also realized my rabbit vibrator was in plain view.
"It's okay, Mom," she smiled. "We all need to get off sometimes."
"Oh my God!" I gasped, "you just caught me absolutely red-handed, and there's no way I can explain this away!" I was so mortified to be caught like this. "You must think I'm a horrible mother!"
"No, I don't mind at all. It's good to see you can still get a little revved up sometimes," she smiled.
This annoyed me for some reason, so I said, "Oh, I still can get revved up, all right."
"So I see," she said, glancing at my computer.
"I wasn't watching that scene," I said, which was true. "It just kept playing after I fell asleep."
"I understand," she said. "I think I'll order us some pizza."
"Thanks, honey," I said.
"And... nice toy," she said, before walking out.
I was mortified to get caught, yet our conversation had relaxed me. She didn't think it was a big deal, and of course it wasn't. Women masturbate... this is no secret. Although the incestuous porn playing in the background definitely made it more awkward.
Although I wrote a lot of incest porn, it wasn't something I'd seriously considered doing with my children. I just saw them as my children. Young people worthy of my nurturing, and I didn't mean that in any tawdry way.
I cleaned up my toy (good hygiene is important), got into more comfortable clothes (I wondered if she'd seen the top of my lace stockings), and after freshening up, headed downstairs.
We ate, watched some television and talked about graduation... thankfully, she didn't mention what she'd walked into earlier.
I ended up chatting on the phone with my husband for an hour.
My mom for fifteen.
I did some grading for an hour.
Anything to push away the reality that someone knew my biggest secret: that I was silkstockingslover.
Who?
How?
Who?
How?
Who?

How?
These two questions wracked my brain and created increasing anxiety.
The fear of losing my job terrified me.
The thought of my daughter finding out worried me.
I had recently told my husband, although not that I was published and the most favourited author in erotica, just that I liked to write dirty fantasies. He didn't know my incest fantasies, or my BBC fantasies, or my pegging fantasies... just my lesbian fantasies... which turned him on... of course.
Yet even with all those fears, I couldn't deny how excited I was to find a Mistress who wanted to take me on. Especially if this woman could make my plethora of fantasies come true, double especially if she could also keep them secret.
Then my sister sent me two pictures and a question... as if she were somehow able to read my mind and my weakness.
Like my new tattoo?


I stared not only at her tiny new tattoo on her right breast, but at her perky tits and her thigh high stockings.
I responded, trying to act like a big sister and not a lustful slut: Did you have to wear lingerie to show me?
She texted back: Of course.
I shook my head and texted back: Of course you do.
She asked: Like?
I replied: It's cute.
She texted back: I was going for sexy.
I responded: The lingerie is.
She added, knowing I always wore nylons: As are the nylons!
I laughed as I replied: Of course they are.
She texted back: Heading out, see you Saturday.
I replied: Can't wait.
She replied: We are going to have a night to remember.
I replied: We better.
So, my libido controlling my mind, and thinking about my baby sister and Saturday, I went to her Instagram and admired her recent posts.
From the cute and innocent:


A cute little photo shoot that started sweet and got more delicious. Especially a
provocative ass shot that had me wishing I hadn't gained some thirty pounds after two kids that I've never lost:


I closed my eyes and slowly pleasured myself, imagining Beth turning me into her submissive sister slut.
Smiling at me as she informed me I was going to be her mindless bimbo plaything.

Telling me it will be our little secret.

Bending over and demanding I just stare at her tight ass.

Ordering me to lick her stocking-clad foot.

Demand I crawl between her legs and eat her pussy like I've been fantasizing doing all these years.

Ordering I bend over, so she can fuck me with her big strap-on:

Calling me a litany of names that make me come like a cheap slut.
Bimbo.
Slut.
Cunt licker.
Pet.
Submissive.
Slave.
Lesbo.
Each making me tremble.
Exhausted from the day... I rolled over and fell asleep.
FRIDAY
Friday was the last day before the holidays, and our traditional formal dress up day.
I dressed in a black cocktail dress, black thigh highs and my only thong... I didn't like wearing a thong as it went up my ass crack, but I was feeling incredibly sexy and risque.
I figured no matter what happened today, it was out of my control, and I was just going to see where the road of submission took me.
I saw a text from Beth sent at 1:30 am. With the word: Hungry?
I clicked onto the image and gasped. She was displaying somebody's cum on the soles of her nylon-clad feet.

It was followed by a second photo and message: Never mind, I ate it myself.

I arrived at school, and found nothing on my desk.
I went through the morning, and still nothing.
This stressed me out even more than getting something.
At lunch I went to the car to see if anything was there... nothing.
It wasn't until the last class of the day when they were bringing around candy cane messages that students could buy for a quarter and have delivered today.
I got one.
It simply said: Soon!
I sighed.
That didn't tell me anything.
The day ended, and I was both relieved... and disappointed.
Of course just as I thought I was out of luck... I found a gift certificate on my passenger seat with a note.
Mrs. Walker
Final gift.
A makeover.
You need to be there for your 5:00.
Enjoy.
Secret Santa
It was for a location downtown.
A place I'd been to once with my baby sister.
The salon was very high end.
Beth had tried convincing me to get a Brazilian... but I resisted.
I drove there, and first got a pedicure and manicure.
They're so relaxing.
As I was soaking my feet, I scrolled through Instagram and couldn't believe the newest posts from Beth. It was like she was constantly tempting me. Two pictures of her dressed like she was 18... how could she be 31 and still look 18?




These were some of her most provocative pics yet.
I wondered who'd taken them.
Once the pedicure and manicure were done, I got a massage, and after only a little push this time, I agreed to the Brazilian... just in case I did end up with a Mistress when all was said and done.
That night, home alone, and a little depressed that I was home alone... it seemed pretty anti-climactic after the wild surreal week I'd had.
I had a long bath... my pussy feeling a little tender after the Brazilian.
I wrote a good 10 pages of a new story.
I watched a couple episodes of Modern Family; man, will I hate it when that show ends.
I then did what I seemed to be doing every night recently... I imagined servicing my baby sister.
Worshipping her nylon-clad feet.

I imagined crawling between her nylon-clad legs and devouring her pussy like it was my last meal.

One orgasm later, I was exhausted.
I drifted into slumber, wishing I could turn my twisted incestuous fantasy into a reality.
SATURDAY
Saturday was a relatively normal, but more chaotic day, since it was the last Saturday before Christmas.
Parking was a bitch... ten minutes to find a spot.
Picking up my husband's present that I had ordered in was a bitch... eighteen people in line before me (and yes, I counted).
Getting groceries was a nightmare... almost as busy and claustrophobic as going to Disneyland on a Saturday.
By the time I got home, I was in quite a bitchy mood.
I was making a snack when I checked my phone, and my mood picked up in a heartbeat. My sister had posted a couple new pictures with the question: What should I wear for a wild night out with my sister? And this wasn't in a private email to me, it was posted on Instagram, where all her followers could see it.
She then had posted a few different looks... each of them showcasing her legs and feet in nylons. As if she somehow knew this would turn me on... even though that was absurd. She couldn't possibly have a clue, other than she knew I almost always wore nylons too. That we had talked about, although I had indicated it was just for my man... which was only partly true. I had first started wearing them to please my very first boyfriend in high school, and then just kept wearing them afterwards, liking the attention I got from wearing them, and how they made Plain Jane me feel a little sexier.
Something nerdy, perhaps?

Something casual?

Something classy?

There were a couple dozen comments. Many of them flattering her about each picture. Others suggesting she wear something sexier.
This, of course, was the opportunity for my sister to respond with something more provocative.
You mean something like this?

Or maybe something like this, underneath:

I responded playfully... Are you ditching me after dinner to go clubbing?
She responded almost instantly, but with a text: I expect you to be dressed up nicely too.
I joked, giving her the most unsubtle hint ever: Yes, Mistress.
She responded: Mistress, I like that.
I responded, even as my pussy tingled: Of course you do.
She texted back: Dress up sexy. We're going to have some fun tonight.
I replied: Why does that scare me?
She responded: It should. See you at seven.
I knew it was incredibly unlikely, but the possibility of an incestuous rendezvous was there... just dangling tantalizingly above me like a forbidden fruit.
A delicious ripe apple. Or better yet, an inviting perfect peach.
I took a long bath.
I imagined worshipping my baby sister's feet.

I got dressed.
Thigh highs.
My sexiest bra and panties.
A red cocktail dress.
I looked pretty hot, if I do say so myself.
As I did... I still couldn't help but wonder who knew my secret. Who could have figured out I was silkstockingslover? Why hadn't she said anything else about it since dropping the bombshell? Her intentions seemed pretty clear, and yet no follow-up... leaving me with a little niggling stress that held me back from being completely comfortable with my life, or even with tonight.
Knowing it was out of my control, I got an Uber to take me to the restaurant, planning to have a few drinks and just let loose without worrying about driving home.
Supper was great. We had a bottle and a half of wine, we had a great meal, we chatted about lots of stuff, and just enjoyed each other's company. It was a relaxing evening as I accepted that my silly incestuous fantasy was just that: a fantasy not even worth mentioning.
When we were done, she suggested we go to her place to hang out some more, and I eagerly accepted.
Twenty minutes later, we were at her house and she was slipping out of her heels... revealing her stocking-clad feet in my favourite colour of nylon.

I stared like a dirty little boy as she slipped out of her heels.
She asked, as she paused with one heel off, "Are you okay, big sis?"
"What? Yeah," I said, clearly distracted.
"You seemed to be dazed for a moment," she said.
"I just like your heels," I covered, although they were nice.
"Thanks," she said. "But what do you think of my nylons?"

"They're really nice," I said, secretly admiring them.
"They're Wolfords," she said.
Wolfords were the same brand I was gifted on Monday by my Secret Santa.
"W-W-Wolfords?" I stammered.
"Yes, they're the silkiest, sheerest stockings you can buy," she explained, as she posed for me like a model.

"They do look sheer," I agreed
"It looks like you're wearing Wolfords too," she said, looking at my legs.
"I-I-I am," I stammered.
"Where did you get yours?" she asked, as she stretched her foot straight out and playfully wiggled her toes at me.

"They were a gift," I said, as I tried not to stare at her sexy foot encased in her glistening nylon.
"From who?" she asked, as she stood up and walked towards the kitchen.
"I don't know," I answered, as I followed her.
"You don't know?" she asked, as she grabbed a bottle of wine.
"It was from a Secret Santa," I admitted.
"Really?" she asked as she grabbed two wine bottles.
"Yeah."
"That's rather an extravagant gift," she said, as she popped the cork.
"I know."
"Well, who was the Secret Santa?" she asked, as she poured the wine.
"I don't know," I admitted, the mystery being one I desperately wanted an answer to.
"You don't know?" she asked.
"No."
"This was at school?" she asked, as she stuffed the cork partway back in the bottle.
"Yes."
She handed me a glass and asked, "And they didn't even reveal themselves yesterday?"
"No," I answered, keeping to one-word answers.
"Weird," she said, sipping her drink.
"Weirder yet, we didn't even do Secret Santa this year," I said, "so they just arrived out of the blue," feeling it was nice to have someone to talk to about this.
"That is weird," she agreed, as she took my hand and led me to the living room.
"Do you have any clues?" she asked.
"I had a couple of hunches, but they ended up being wrong," I answered.
"Strange they wouldn't reveal themselves," she said as she sat down on the couch.
"I know, it's been driving me nuts," I said.



She patted the couch beside her and said, "Well, what else did this person get you?"
"Candy canes," I answered.
"That's it?" she asked. "That seems rather anticlimactic."
"Tell me about it," I sighed.
"What?" she said, as I admired her long legs resting on the table.

"It's just been a crazy week," I said.
"I imagine," she said in a strange tone.
"What with Jake being gone," I explained.
"And your secret mystery girl being so enigmatic," she added.
"Why do you think it's a girl?" I asked. I had confirmed it was, but she should assume it was a guy. Guys buy nylons for women, not women for women
"Just a hunch," she said, as she moved her legs off the coffee table and turned towards me.
"Judging from various things she said in her notes, I decided it was a girl," I said, wanting to segue into talking with her about my secret lesbian curiosity.
"Oh, fun," she said. "I haven't been with a girl since..." she paused dramatically, before smiling wickedly, "...yesterday."
"Yesterday?" I asked, thinking how lucky the girl was.
"Yes, my pet had obeyed all her instructions for the week, and deserved to be rewarded," she said, as I felt her foot suddenly touching my leg... which sent a chill up my spine, as did her usage of the term 'pet'.
"You have a pet girl?" I trembled, trying to phrase my question as if it was a new concept to me.
"Yes, I have a few of them," she said, as her foot slowly rubbed on my leg. "Some of them are around your age, and some are young things -- barely legal."
"Young things?" I asked, getting a little rattled by the conversation, as well as by her foot ever so lightly still touching my leg. In fairness, I could have moved my leg away anytime I wanted, but I preferred to see where she would take this slight intimacy.
"College coeds," she clarified, then added as she moved her foot up my leg a bit more, "and high school seniors."
"High school seniors," I repeated, distracted and overwhelmed. This seemed to be coming right out of one of my stories. Just like the things my Secret Santa had been saying this week.
She then wedged my legs apart with her feet, and in a quick shocking move, placed her foot directly on my pussy. Before I had time to react she added, "I'm told I'm a bratty babe."
"A what?" I asked, even though I was very familiar with that phrase, and particularly with that website. I made no move to resist her as her foot rested on my pussy.
"Now in the videos you like, the seduced woman is wearing pantyhose as her pussy is rubbed, but I prefer the thigh highs," she said.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered in complete disbelief, as she began rubbing my panty-clad pussy with her nylon-clad foot. It was a move directly out of a Bratty Babes Own You video.
"Making your fantasies come true..." she answered, as I moaned, and she added, making my entire world explode, "...silkstockingslover."
My eyes went wide.
"Yes Jenny, or maybe I should say Jasmine, I'm your Secret Santa," she revealed.
"H-h-how?" I stammered with a moan, as I didn't even remotely try to stop what was happening.
"It started that time I borrowed your iPad," she said.
"Oh," was all I said in response.
"Yes, you didn't clear your history," she said, "and well, you know I'm a bit of a snoop."
"A bit," I moaned, as I could already feel an orgasm rise inside me.
"So, I saw you had a few open tabs in a hidden part of your iPad, a different internet browser with bookmarks including: Bratty Babes Own You, Heroine Universe, Nylon Fantasies, Brazzers, Naughty America, and Girlsway. I was surprised by the abundance of porn you watched."
"Oh, God," I moaned, mortified by the knowledge she knew everything.
"Then it got better. I followed your history to Literotica, a site I'd been on a few times, and I gasped when I realized I was on the one and only author profile you ever went to on that site. I clicked on the picture, and although you edited and cropped it, I instantly knew it was you," she said, "or Gayle."
"H-h-how?" I asked, Gayle my sister has the other option, but clearly it wasn't Gayle.
"You were lounging on our grandma's couch," she said.

"Oh," was all I could say, as she moved her other foot into play and started using both of her feet to masturbate me.
"And then once I began reading your stories," she continued as she rubbed my pussy, "I was stunned."
"I can explain," I said, although I wasn't sure I could.
"You have a wide range of interests: BBC (both kinds of black: cocks and cunts), lesbian, orgy, shemale, pegging, gay males, sissies, even hypnosissies, and some of the stories had really hot illustrations," she listed, and with each category she listed, she put extra pressure on my soaked pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, just giving into the pleasure. Truth was, I didn't have an answer. Not at all. Not one that would properly explain any of this.
"But the incest stories," she added. "Wow... just wow."
"They're just other people's fantasies," I lied.
"I don't know, most of them seemed from the heart," she said. "I mean, you often make cameo appearances, some of them are starring you, and a few of them are even called Jasmine's Fantasies."
"I know," I said, as she began moving her feet up and down.
"And apparently a couple of them include scenes of you and me having sex," she said. "I find it interesting that in those, you always submit to me, and you love doing so."
"I'm sorry," I moaned, feeling guilty, but that was overruled by undeniable lust.
"I'm sorry too," she said, as she rubbed a little faster. "If you'd only said something sooner, I could have claimed you as a pet a long time ago. Think of all the years of fun we've missed!""
"Ooooooooh," I said, the idea of being her pet enhancing the physical pleasure growing rapidly inside me.
"You do want to be my pet, don't you, Jenny?" she asked.
"Yes," I moaned, giving no thought to any consequences of my submitting to this blood relative, only the imminence of my long-standing fantasy becoming a reality in real time.
"Now come on my feet, big sister," she ordered, "come just like the secret submissive sister slut that you are."
Her words came right out of my stories as I moaned, like a character in many of them, "Yes, please call me names."
"I've noticed you like being called dirty names," she purred, rubbing me furiously now.
"Yes, yes, yes," I answered urgently, my orgasm so close.
"Then come, my sister slut, come like the bimbo pet whore you were born to be," she ordered as I suddenly erupted.
"Yes!" I screamed, as the most intense orgasm I could remember ever having coursed through me, through my panties and onto her feet.
"Such a dirty little slut," she mused as she kept rubbing my pussy, but more slowly now.
"Yes, and I'll be your slut, if you'll have me," I weakly agreed, as all the energy in my body had been usurped.
"Yes, I will have you; although you may sometimes be sorry that you're mine. Now come to my bedroom," she ordered, moving her foot away. "And do it the right way; you know the drill."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, the honorific leaving my mouth so naturally, even before I realized I was saying it.
"Good girl," she smiled, as she walked to the bedroom and I, loving to be the submissive, the pet, and indeed knowing the drill, got down on the floor and crawled behind her.
"Such a natural," she smiled, before adding, "even more than Samantha."
"Samantha?" I asked, "Samantha Livingston?" as I followed her on hands and knees.
"The very one. Yes, she's one of my senior pets, and served as my go-between this week," she said, as we reached her room.
"Does she know what this was all about?" I asked. "Does she know I'm silkstockingslover?"
"Kind of both yes and no," she said as she got onto the bed, "I just told her I wanted to do some nice things for my lonely sister."
"The candy canes?" I asked, as I crawled to the edge of her bed.
"Well, she was astute enough to read your tells about liking pussy, and that you would love to sample her pussy," she said, as she extended her nylon-clad feet, slightly wet with my cunt cum, towards me. "So she was happy to come on a candy cane, knowing you'd put it in your mouth and wonder if it was her."

"May I lick your nylon-clad soles, Mistress?" I asked, easily shifting into my true submissive nature.
"You mean these cunt-cum-coated nylon-clad soles?" she smiled, as she lifted her foot to my face.
"Yes, your oh-so-tasty cunt-cum-coated nylon soles," I agreed, as I extended my tongue and lapped up the unique mixture of sweat, nylon and my own pussy juice.
"That feels nice," she said.
"It tastes so good," I said, captivated by the task at tongue.
"Wait until you taste my pussy," she said.
"I can't wait," I replied, completely intoxicated by her.
"Yes, you'll be licking my feet, eating my cunt, and taking a strap-on pretty regularly now," she promised.
"You'd better keep that promise," I said, as I licked every inch of her foot.
"Oh, I never break promises," she said, before adding, as she offered me her other foot, "for example, I've promised Samantha she can have you as her pet for an overnight sometime during the holidays."
"Oh my," I said, the idea a major turn-on, although balanced with trepidation.
"Don't worry," she comforted, "she'll keep your secret. She's been her mother's lesbian pet for a couple of months now."
"Oh my," I said, that another shocking revelation.
"Yes, her mom was already my pet when I suggested that she turn her daughter," she added.
"Oh my," I repeated, as I worshipped her foot.
"Come onto the bed with me and get a little more comfortable," she offered as she rolled onto her side, crossed her ankles, and offered me the soles of her feet again.
I crawled onto the bed, went to her feet and resumed licking, but only after admiring them for a moment... God, they were sexy.

"Lick away, pet sister," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress sister," I obeyed, lying on my stomach and continuing to lick her sweet, pussy-scented soles.
"Are you looking forward to serving Samantha?" she asked.
"The submissive slut in me is most definitely," I answered before adding, "But the teacher in me is still very nervous about the risk to my job."
"Don't worry," my baby sister promised, "she's a very obedient little submissive, and will do exactly as she is told... just like her mother."
"I'd love to hear how they ended up being your submissives," I said.
"A story for another time," she said, as I kept licking both feet.
'Yes, Mistress," I replied, hoping I would get to hear that story very soon.
"Yes, we have many fun adventures awaiting us," she said.
"I can't wait," I said, loving the idea of just doing whatever my baby sister Mistress might order me to.
"I bet you can't," she said. "I imagine that after all these years of writing about being a submissive lesbian slut, the real thing will be a massive weight lifted from you."
"And hopefully out of me," I joked, hoping for orgasmic bliss.
"If you're a good pet," she said in a teasing way.
"I think I'll be a very good obedient pet," I replied.
"Ready to prove that?" she asked as she rolled onto her back.
"Ready, willing and eager," I replied, as she lay on her back, looking ready to be devoured.

"I think I'm in lust," I smiled.
She sat up, parted her legs and smiled, "Lust away, my pet."

"And what are you willing to do for me?" she asked demurely.
"Anything at all," I answered as I kissed her inner pantyhose-clad thigh. "Just try me."
"Anything at all?" she pushed.
"Just like in my stories, my mind and body are completely at your disposal," I answered, splattering kisses as I moved closer to her pussy.
"Then this will be your storybook ending," she smiled, as she spread her legs a little wider and added, "now eat my pussy through my sheer pantyhose."
"That's something I've never done before," I smiled, as I approached her completely shaved pussy. "And it looks scrumptious!"
"I'm told it's very tasty and addicting."

"Mmmmmmm," I said, as I sucked her pussy, which was already quite wet, which made me happy... she was as turned on by what we were doing as I was.
It sure wasn't as easy as licking a pussy skin on skin, but it was twice as erotic. Partly because it fed my fetish, partly because this was my sister and fed my other principal fetish, and partly because a decade of writing submissive stories and fantasies were finally coming to life.
"Yes, suck my pussy, you dirty pantyhose slut," she moaned.
Hearing her tell me what to do and doing it, then listening to her soft moans, only enhanced my own pleasure. There is something so innocent, and yet hot, about a woman's moans... enhanced even more when I'm the one causing those moans.
I wanted to taste her full flood (just like I'd written about so many times); I wanted to hear her orgasmic screams (I really hoped it would be screams). I wanted to be the best submissive I could possibly be (hopefully a decade of writing about it would give me a head start).
I sucked on her pussy lips.
I sucked on her clit.
I put as much pressure as I could on those sweet pussy lips and yanked my head from left to right.
Suddenly she lifted up her ass, frantically pulled her pantyhose down so I could get direct access to her pussy, as she said jokingly and yet with sincere lust, "I don't want to wreck these pantyhose, and obviously you need to dive in deep."
"Yes, Mistress, thank you," I agreed, truthfully having been a little frustrated at not being able to probe her entire pussy region.
"Now eat your sister's wet pussy," she ordered, as her hand guided my face deep into her wetness.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied eagerly, as I extended my tongue and parted her wet pussy lips. I tasted her exotic sweetness. It was, as I had imagined so many times, delicious.
I explored every fold.
I probed every crevice.
I then decided to see if my alphabet attack would actually work. I started at A and went through the alphabet... making what should feel to her as random attacks.
"Oh yes, you're a natural pussy eating sister slut," she moaned as I traced out an F.
"I love your cunt," I said, loving being able to finally say out loud the taboo word I wrote so often.
"You do love using that word in your stories," she moaned softly.
"The dirtier the better," I said, as I formed a J.
"Well, you'll be doing lots of nasty things," she promised.

"Yes, Mistress, gladly," I agreed, as I kept going through the alphabet. When I reached Z, I did a dozen of them, sensing she was getting close.
"Yes, more, more," she moaned.
I kept making continuous Z's, colliding with her swollen clit constantly, until I could tell she was epically close. I then took her clit between my lips, and shook my head back and forth.
"Oh, yes!" she screamed, Yes! A scream! as her entire body shook, and she grabbed my head and held it roughly against her leaking cunt.
Her cum gushed all over my face as I tried to lap up as much of it as I could.
I liked male cum... I enjoyed giving head.
Yet female cum... well, that was an entirely different level of satisfaction.
When I swallow man cum, it's only for a couple of seconds, a few at the most, and then it's done.
With pussy cum the flood can last a while, and multiple orgasms might follow.
I kept licking for a minute or so before she let go of my head and asked nastily, "Ready to get fucked, you dirty incestuous lesbian big sister slut?"
"Is your pussy delicious?" I asked rhetorically.
"The answer had better be yes," she smiled as she pulled up her pantyhose.
"Yes, yes, a million times yes," I cried boisterously. Good thing she lived in a house and not in some thin-walled apartment.
"Get on the bed; all fours," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed eagerly, my pussy desperate for a good fucking. The foot rub had been hot as fuck... but now a hard, rough, lesbian fucking was what I needed.
She went to her closet and said, "Oh, shit."
"What?" I asked.
"I left the strap-on behind at Samantha's house," she said. "After I fucked them both with it last night."
"That's so hot," I said.
"It was a fun night," she nodded,
"I can only imagine," I said
She said, "I'll be back in a couple of minutes, I have an idea."
She was actually gone a few minutes until she returned in white pantyhose, her dress gone, but a sexy top and heels.
I asked, "Why the wardrobe change?"
"I like variety," she shrugged and sat on a chair in her room.
She then pulled a dildo from behind her back and placed it at the crotch of her pussy ad posed naughtily. "It's not a strap-on, but it's close."

"So, I see," I said, looking at the dildo.
"It too a while to find it," she said. "I haven't used it in years.
"I hope that changes soon," I said, as I crawled towards her.
"Oh, I imagine a change is imminent," she smiled as I reached her.
"Okay, now that's hot," I said.
"Not as hot as an actual strap-on," she sighed, "but beggars can't be choosers."
"I'm only a beggar," I said
"And what would you beg for?"
"For you to fuck me with that dildo," I said.
"Well, you better get it nice and wet first," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Sister," I said, loving saying those words as I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth.
Yes, I preferred a real cock to a plastic once, but the act itself was so nasty hot.
"You really have been hiding behind that façade of respectability way too long," she said, as I bobbed on the cock like a bitch in heat.
I moaned in response before I wickedly responded, "Then shatter that façade, and transform me into the eager, submissive, incestuous slut I want to be," Degrading myself that way actually turned me on quite a bit.
I returned bobbing as se said, "I can't believe you hid this side for so long."
I responded, "Then we should make up for lost time."
"Yes, we should," she agreed, as she moved onto the floor. She lifted up my dress, ripped off my panties, tossed them aside and said, "Fuck, I've been looking forward to this for a while, too."
"How long?" I asked, surprised to hear that.
"Six months," she said.
"Oh," I said, as she surprised me by bending down and licking my pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, tasty," she said.
"Oh yes," I moaned, enjoying my sister's tongue on my desperate pussy.
She only licked for a minute before knelt behind me and said, "Yes, there have been a few temptations."
"I'm always tempted," I said, waiting to feel the dildo inside me.



"Well, temptation island is now here," she said, as she ordered, "Now come and fuck yourself."

I smiled at her reference. Temptation Island was the guilty pleasure we both watched. I quickly backed up to her as I said, "Yes, Mistress," before it easily slid inside my very wet pussy.
"Oh yeah, fuck yourself," she repeated, as I awkwardly bounced back on her. Apparently, my coordination was a little off.
After a minute or so of no real rhythm, she said, "Maybe I should fuck you."
"Yes, please fuck me, baby sister," I begged, wanting to be pounded hard and deep.
"As you wish," she said, as she began pumping the dildo in and out of me.
"Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me," I moaned, as my orgasm instantly began to rise.
"Not quite as intense as a strap-on," she sighed as she fucked me.
"Oooh, it still feels very good," I said, as I knew my orgasm was going to rock my world.
"I still miss my strap-on," she sighed. "It's longer, and fatter, too."
"Sounds amazing," I moaned.
"And it's black," she added
"Oh yes, a big black cock," I moaned.
"Think you would actually want that fantasy to come true?" she asked.
"I don't know," I said. Cheating on my husband with another woman, even with my sister, I didn't see as cheating. I couldn't ever eat my husband's pussy. On the other hand, I could suck and get fucked by my husband's decent-sized six-inch white cock, and often did.
"Think about it," she said as she fucked me. "I have a few friends with big black cocks. One is eleven inches."
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, the idea of even trying to take something that big a major turn-on.
"You'll walk bowlegged for a week," she added. "I did."
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, not only at the visual of an eleven-inch black cock slamming into either her or me, but also from the growing orgasm from the dildo fucking me.
"And he's young, fit, and can shoot three or four times in a night without ever going flaccid," she added.
"Oh," was again all I could muster. I loved my husband, but one cum deposit, and he was out for the count. At least he always made the effort to ensure I got off first, but multiple orgasms weren't something I could ever experience with him unless he'd be willing to serve as my appetizer, and then step aside so I could enjoy a main course of the eleven-incher Beth had just mentioned.
On the other hand, I was getting close to a multiple orgasm right now.
"Maybe you could even eat some black pussy while you're taking a BBC in this tight cunt of yours," she added.
"Oh fuck, yes, yes," I babbled, my orgasm imminent.
"Now come on my dick, you nasty little wannabe biracial slut," she ordered, slapping my ass as she slammed the dildo into me deep and fast.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Mistress," I screamed, as my orgasm erupted after just a couple more pumps.
She pulled the dildo out, slid underneath me and dove into my pussy, even as cum leaked out of me.
"Oh yes, eat my cunt cum," I moaned, as euphoria pinballed through me.
A couple minutes later I rolled off of her and onto my back and she said, "Well, that was fun."
"Best sisterly bonding night ever," I smiled.
"Indeed," she smiled, as she moved beside me.
And without another word, her arms around me, we drifted off to sleep.
.....
The next morning, I was awakened by some general massaging of my face.
I opened my eyes and saw a pair of black nylon-clad feet above me.

I smiled and said, as I licked the shiny sole, "What a great way to wake up."
"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Walker," Samantha responded.
Samantha?! I froze.
"Keep licking, my teacher pet," she ordered, lifting her foot away from me. "This morning you're completely mine."

Wanting to lick those feet and hopefully progress from there to her pussy, and trusting in Beth's promise that she could keep a secret, I sat up and replied, thinking that today would be another a wild day, "Yes, Mistress Samantha, whatever you say."
The end....
Epilogue:
That day, I was overwhelmed by surprise after surprise.
After servicing Samantha, I was offered my sister's stocking-clad foot.

I was then dressed up for another BIG surprise, while an egg vibrated in my pussy the entire time.

I was taken to the backyard dressed all in white, and blindfolded.
I was nervous.
Excited.
Beth whispered, "Ready to meet your new teenage Mistress?"
"God, yeah," I agreed, without even considering who it might be, or any possible consequences.
"You're to obey this girl without hesitation or question," Beth instructed me.
"Of course, Mistress," I said, my pussy on fire, my brain mush.
When my blindfold was removed, I was staring up at a pantyhose-clad ass.

At first I didn't recognize who it was.
"I've been training her for six months," Beth explained.
It was then I saw the boots.
Boots I myself had bought...
...for my daughter!
I stammered, this being the shock of shocks, the plot twist of plot twists, "S-S-Sarah?"
"Crawl to me, Mommy-pet," she ordered, turning around.
"Oh my God!" I gasped, paralyzed by shock.
"NOW, Mommy-slut," she ordered.
I was bewildered.
Stunned.
Stimulated.
Speechless.
I obediently crawled to my daughter and followed her into the house.
"Have fun, you two," Beth called out, her tone making it clear she was enjoying the role of sexual puppet master.
For the next hour, I sucked on my daughter's feet.

Licked her ass.
Ate her pussy.
Had an orgasm from her feet.
And then Beth joined us with her strap-on, and fucked us both.
...
A month later, I walked into my house after work, my secret safe so far, when Sarah's best friend Mary said, "Get over here, Mrs. Walker, I have a foot that needs cleaning."
I dropped to my knees and serviced the teen, not even asking how she knew I was an available submissive... just assuming my daughter had lent me out to her best friend. And if this was what Sarah wanted me to do, that was good enough for me.

My Valentine's Day trip to Le Chateau Club with Beth led me to wear this:

And as I was already learning, once Pandora's Box was opened, there was no closing it.
I was a submissive nylon-foot worshipping, pussy-licking, strap-on taking incestuous slut, and I was loving every minute of it.







PS: THE ABOVE IS MY FAVOURITE PICK OF THE LOVELY NYLONSKITTY/NYLONSKITTEN.
Sexy.
Sweet.
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Summary: White college girl succumbs to black therapist and...
Note: This is a story occurring around the same time as A PERFECT FALL: A SUBURBAN MOM, where Becky's mother Jessica Jamieson tells the story of her fall from being a bored wife, to becoming a submissive slut to black pussy and cock. This retelling is the story from Becky's point of view, focusing on how she too becomes a submissive slut to black pussy and cock, falling a week before her mother succumbs.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, and Robert for editing.
PROLOGUE:
You may have read my Mom's hot story as she transitioned from a boring sex life with her husband (Martin, my Dad), into becoming a submissive for black pussy and black cock. If so, you would also have read bits and pieces of my own story... although none of the hot parts.
What follows is my own story, and I think it's equally as hot as my mother's.
Oh! I almost forgot. In case you're wondering, I'm a tall (6 feet one), slender, raven-haired down to my shoulders girl... or woman I guess I should say, since I'm now 19 years old. My skin is a burnished olive just like my Mom's; we probably got that from some Italians somewhere back in our ancestry. I'm very athletic, which you'd be able to tell just from a glance (which unfortunately means I have tiny breasts, but great legs and butt), and I'm attending the same college where my Mom teaches English. I'm a freshman there on a volleyball scholarship, and volleyball is pretty much my life, or at least it was at the beginning of this story. Now my passions are sex and volleyball, as you'll see.
A PERFECT FALL 2020: COLLEGE SUBMISSIVE
I was thrilled to see that my Mom had a new friend, especially one who wasn't another college professor.
Mrs. Amy Watson was a breath of fresh air, as was her sexy husband. Although my sex life had been pretty bland... almost nonexistent... up until my life-altering transformation, I'd always found black men hot, and Mr. Watson was really hot. From the day they moved in next door, he became my new masturbation fantasy, especially after through my bedroom window, I spied him going for a swim in his backyard a couple days later.
Although I had already met Mrs. Watson a couple times at our house and found her charming, I hadn't really talked with her until I was coming home from volleyball practice a couple of weeks after they moved in, and she was taking groceries out of her SUV.
She was carrying in only some of her groceries, so I offered, "May I carry the rest of those for you, Mrs. Watson?"
"Sure, that would be great!" she agreed with a big smile, dressed as she had been both days she'd visited our house, very professionally and in pantyhose... something my mom always wore... but that I hated. The apparel was restrictive. I was an athlete, and I tended to dress very casually every chance I had in athletic gear... my hair usually in a ponytail.
"You're Becky, right?"
"That's me," I said, as I grabbed the last couple of bags from her SUV.
"And please call me Amy," she said, as I followed her into the house.
"You sure that's okay?" I asked. I had always found calling an adult by their first name a little weird, strange I suppose, since at 19 I was considered an adult too. But I called all really grownup adults Mr. or Mrs., except for Coach, whom I called, are you ready for this? Coach. It was just how I was brought up. Respect your elders, although I wasn't sure Amy was all that much older than me... still definitely in her mid-twenties.
"Yes," she said, as she opened the door, "I prefer it. Being called Mrs. Watson makes me feel old."
"Okay, Amy it is, Amy," I laughed, thinking she could be a lot of things (I'd only met her briefly a few days ago), but old wasn't one of them.
I followed her into her kitchen, and she asked, "How's your volleyball season going? You're the team captain, aren't you?"
"Yes I am, but it's no biggie. We only win some, lose lots," I joked, although it was the truth, and it drove me nuts. I hate losing.
"I sense you don't like to lose," she said as she slipped out of her heels.
"Who does?" I shrugged, trying to downplay my intense desire to win.
"Nobody," she agreed, as she put milk in the fridge. "But there are strategic ways to get more out of your performance."
"Like what?" I asked, recalling Mom telling me she was a psychologist, and that I had seen a few patients, all of them girls or women, going in and out of her house.
"Well, did your mother tell you what I do?" she asked.
"Psychology."
"That's true in general," she nodded, "but my focus is in helping women explore their true selves."
"Only women?" I asked, even though that's all I had seen coming and going so far... although I'd been witness only to a limited amount of data.
"Yes," she nodded. "I feel our livelihoods should reflect our passions, and men bore me."
"That I can understand," I laughed. Sure, I'd fucked a couple guys, but I'd found them exhausting and needy, and my own passion was focused on my athletics. I had also learned men especially didn't like losing to a girl, and I played to win in everything: active physical sports, but also Xbox and board games.
"Don't get me wrong. I love my husband, and he's not boring at all," she pointed out, "but when it comes to my job, I want to help people who want my help in helping themselves, and who are willing to do the work; and almost all men are too stubborn or afraid to really dig deep inside, to bring out their true inner selves."
"Interesting," I said.
"Yes, I find my work fascinating," she said, before adding, "there's nothing more fulfilling than helping a woman let go of her insecurities, of society's ridiculous expectations, and to become the woman she was born to be."
"That sounds amazing," I said.
"It is," she nodded.
"I'd love to chat some more with you, but I have a 4 o'clock session, and I need to prepare for it," she said.
"Okay," I said, adding, "yes, I should get going anyway. I promised my Mom I'd cook dinner tonight."
"If you're interested in coming next door for a session or two, just let me know," she offered.
"Oh, what you described sounds amazing; but I'm sure I can't afford anything like that," I demurred wistfully.
"Your mother Jessica is the only one of our neighbors who went out of her way to welcome Derek and me to the neighborhood. For her daughter who carries in my groceries so sweetly, I won't charge a dime."
"You sure?" I asked, a little intrigued to learn how she could affect my mentality and make me into a better volleyball player.
"Definitely," she affirmed, as she walked over to me and surprised me by giving me a tight hug. Breast to breast, not that I had much of any. I had height, yes. Muscles and fitness, yes. Curves, no.
The hug lasted only a few seconds, but it warmed me up completely. When she released me, I said, not wishing to commit, "I'll think about it."
"I have an opening tomorrow at 3:00," she said, her tone still polite yet carrying a sense of authority, "I'm writing you in."
"Okay," I said, feeling forbidden to refuse, and truthfully I didn't want to refuse.
"See you then," she said, and I headed out, feeling excited for tomorrow. Things got a little more intriguing when I'd traveled the few dozen steps to my own house, and I saw a car pull up in front of Amy's.
Curious, I paused on my porch to see who her patient was.
I gasped when I saw who got out of the car.
I actually did a doubletake!
It was not only someone I knew... it was one of my best friends... Jill... dressed in her cheerleader outfit plus oddly, nylons with lace tops in clear view a little way up her thigh.
She was turning from the sidewalk into Amy's walkway, when she spied me. Startled, she stopped in her tracks. Her cheeks went instantly red. With embarrassment? Why?
I waved. "Hey, Jill."
"Hey, Becky," she waved back, and then headed quickly to Amy's front door and punched the doorbell.
I went inside, and wondered why she was there. Jill was one of the most confident women I knew. I mean I was confident on the volleyball court, but Jill was outgoing socially. Comfortable and gregarious in any situation. Why would someone like her need a psychologist? I also wondered how she'd even learned about Amy and what she did.
I shrugged; it really was none of my business. Everyone had their own issues, and perhaps beneath Jill's pretty, bubbling personality were hidden issues she didn't feel comfortable sharing with her closest friends, but would share with a professional.
I went to the kitchen and made dinner, then ate it with Mom and Dad, before spending the evening working on a history paper due in a couple of days.
...
The next day flew by, I was almost late getting back for my appointment, and I hated being late. I rang Amy's doorbell exactly at 3:00.
She answered the door, and I apologized, "Sorry I'm late."
"Actually you're right on time," she smiled as she gestured me into her home.
"I like being a bit early for things," I said.
"That's a good trait," she nodded, dressed in a blue blazer and skirt, a white blouse, and black pantyhose. I don't know why it surprised me, but her toenails were painted bright red. Mine hadn't been painted since my high school prom many months ago. I, in embarrassing contrast, was wearing track pants and a t-shirt; I definitely felt underdressed. But in retrospect, Jill had arrived in her cheerleading outfit, and a couple of other ladies I'd seen going in or out had been dressed rather provocatively... each of them around my Mom's age.
"I think maybe I should have changed into something nicer," I apologized.
"Why do you say that?" she asked.
"It's just that you're always dressed so elegantly, and I should have gotten the hint," I explained.
"No worries; let's go to my office," she said, surprising me by taking my hand and leading me down a hallway. She was saying, "Thinking you should dress one way or another, especially when only two of us are present, is kowtowing to society's expectations, a practice I consider psychologically unhealthy. I believe what you wear should reflect who you are."
"Hence I must be an athlete," I joked, as we entered an office containing a couch, a chair, a desk and a couple of lamps. There were also various framed certificates hanging on a wall, and in the adjacent wall was a large window that must look out into her backyard and a pool too seldomly used by a very hot black man, except that right now her husband wasn't home, and the opaque curtains were fully drawn.
"Athlete is one of your personas," she nodded, as she gestured me to the couch, and sat down in the chair directly opposite me.
As I sat down she asked, "But is that all you are?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you simply an athlete? Nothing more?"
"No, I guess not."
"Good. What else are you?" she asked, as she crossed her legs and I noticed, ever so briefly, that like Jill had worn yesterday, her pantyhose actually weren't pantyhose... they were nylon stockings with elegant and sexy lace tops.
I pondered her question. It should be a rather easy one. 'What am I besides an athlete?' Yet as I searched for an answer, I actually found no answer; truth was, athletics did define me. I answered, "I have to say I don't know."
"What do you focus on besides sports?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course," she smiled.
"Nothing else, really."
"Boys?"
"Rarely,"
"Girls?"
"No, no, no," I laughed. Many people thought of female athletes as guaranteed lesbians... I'd been called a dyke, or a 'secret Jenny Allard', too many times to count.
"Not to worry, it is what it is: our starting point. Now I'm going to ask you some rather personal questions," she said.
"Okay," I said. I wasn't much of a sharing person but for some reason, I already felt comfortable in her authoritative but non-judgemental presence.
"When was the last time you had sex with someone?"
"Oh, so not very personal," I said jokingly.
"I need to know what barriers are holding you back from becoming your true self," she explained.
"Last summer."
"That's been a while," she said, before asking, "do you at least masturbate regularly?"
"How often is considered regularly?" I asked, wondering what she would think if she knew my last couple of play sessions with myself had included my fantasizing about her husband being unfaithful to her with a certain next door neighbour.
"Well, if I don't come at least daily, I'm not a pleasant person," she said, surprising me with her frank honesty.
"Then I guess I'm not often a pleasant person," I replied.
"Then you're being unkind to yourself. Sexual stress release is a principal key to any woman's happiness," she said.
"Stress release?" I asked, not having ever experienced sex with another person as any kind of release at all... it was never fulfilling, especially since I'd never come from sex, only with the vibrator I'd bought last summer while out of town in New York.
"Maybe I'm moving too fast," she said, "let's return to the original question."
"I don't remember what it was."
"What are you besides an athlete?"
"A daughter," I answered after some thought.
"Good. More?"
"A friend, a student, a teammate," I continued.
"Good," she said, "those are all critical roles in your life. Now... what brings you joy?"
"Besides playing sports and winning?" I asked.
"Yes."
I thought about this. I admitted, after a lengthy pondering, "Not much, I guess."
"Being an athlete is great; it's part of your core being," she said, "but if that's all you are, then how do you deal with the high amounts of stress you accumulate from being a competitive athlete?"
I had never thought of athletics as stressful, but once she mentioned it, I couldn't help but realize that's exactly what it was. Intense stress. Constantly. Maybe that was why I was always so high-strung.
"Shit," I said.
"What?"
"Oops! I'm sorry!"
"Please don't be; I want you always to express yourself around me as openly as possible. So what was that 'shit' about?"
"I never realized how stressful playing sports is."
"Stress can be good for us," she said; "strenuous exercise for instance stresses the body, resulting in improved musculature; but it's important to be aware of the impact it has on your body. The principle of hard exercise one day followed by gentle stretching the next, applies to our psyche as well; it's important to give our minds and emotions the opportunity to let loose and heal."
"My psyche?" I asked, thinking athletics were only about hard work and grit, and that the mind only entered the picture for tactics.
"Yes, the biggest impact of unrelenting stress is a withholding of the release of energy and, if I may be blunt, athletes and women in positions of power experience the most stress, primarily because they don't allow themselves enough time for what their mind and body needs the most," she continued.
"Sex?" I asked.
"Simply put? Yes," she nodded, "but in practice, it's more complicated than that."
"How so?"
"You need to learn to know yourself and what you need," she answered.
"Apparently I don't know myself at all," I laughed, a little awkwardly.
"You're still young," she said, "but I can help you discover who you are, and more specifically, what kind of sexual being you are."
"What kind of sexual being I am?"
"Yes," she nodded, "but our time is up, so that's for your next session."
"Really?" I asked, quite curious where she was going with this.
"First, we must get your dopamine thriving," she said.
"How?" I asked not sure what dopamine even was... I remembered the term from somewhere, but at the time I had no idea what it was.
"Do you know what releases dopamine?"
"Not really," I admitted.
"Orgasms."
"Oh."
"Orgasms make a woman feel good. Daily orgasms lower stress levels by releasing dopamine, which obviously is good for your overall well-being," she continued.
"Okay," I said, not sure what else to say.
"So, I have some homework for you," she said.
"This sounds like it may be more fun than most homework," I said, expecting her to tell me to masturbate to lots of orgasms. And it turned out I was pretty much right.
"I hope so," she said. "You need to have an orgasm tonight, and another one first thing when you wake up tomorrow."
"Wow! Okay," I said.
"Lastly, I want you to wear something a little more feminine tomorrow when you come to see me," she said.
"Like a dress?"
"Or a skirt," she said, before adding, "and some sort of hosiery."
"Like pantyhose?"
"Yes," she nodded.
"I'm not much of a fan of that," I said.
"Why not?"
"They're a pain to put on, they're kind of itchy, and annoying when I go to the bathroom."
"I have a solution to all three of those concerns."
"I'm listening," I said, intrigued.
"I don't love pantyhose either," she said, but added as she lifted her skirt to reveal her nylons, "these, on the other hand, are sexy, comfortable and convenient."
"Solves the bathroom problem," I joked.
She smiled and gave a little laugh, and added a little provocatively, "That, and other conveniences."
It took me a moment before the light bulb went on. "Oh, I see."
She got up and went to her desk. A moment later she handed me a package. "These will solve the itchy problem."
"How so?"
"Feel my nylons," she said, putting a foot on the couch right next to me.
"Really?"
"Yes, you'll feel they're pure silk," she said. "They're sexy, and they'll accentuate your legs in ways you won't understand until you try them on."
"Oh," was all I could muster as she took my timid hand and placed it firmly on her leg.
It was indeed super soft and silky. "See?" she asked.
"Very soft indeed," I agreed, unconsciously stroking my hand up and down, entranced by the sheer softness.
"These will change your life," she said, as I still didn't realize I was petting her leg.
"These are a lot nicer than the ones I've had to wear at weddings and funerals," I said.
She stepped away, returned to sitting in her chair and said, "You'll love nylons forever after you try those on. They should be a part of every woman's daily wardrobe... not just for special occasions."
"I guess," I said, still captivated by the sheer silk.
"There's no guessing," she insisted. "Fact."
"I'll try them," I agreed, actually curious to see what they felt like on my legs.
"Final question for today. Do you trust me?"
"Yes, I do," I replied sincerely, by now very impressed, and trusting her completely.
"Then you'll do as I say for at least the next few days," she said.
"Okay," I said hesitantly, a little surprised by her request.
"I know it's scary and unorthodox," she said, "but I have an excellent track record in helping women discover their inner selves."
"Okay, I will," I agreed, noticing her frequent reiterations of the inner self concept.
"So for the next few days, you will explore your body inside and out," she continued.
"That sounds rather like fun," I said.
"That too. But more importantly, it will completely change your life," she promised.
"Well I could use a break from my same-old, same-old routine," I said, standing up.
"I plan to shatter that routine completely," she said, standing up as well, and giving me a hug.
"Same time tomorrow?" I asked, already excited about digging deeper into this exploration.
She looked at her book calendar and said, "That's perfect."



"Thanks, Amy," I said, appreciating her spending her valuable time with me.
"You're welcome, my dear," she smiled.
"And thanks for these," I added, waving the nylon package in my hand.
"I'm looking forward to seeing you wearing them tomorrow," she added.
"So am I," I agreed and then headed home, realizing we hadn't talked about sports at all except for her brief metaphor, where she'd taken a fitness concept I'd thought I was thoroughly familiar with to a new and unexpected level. Until today, sports was all I ever talked about.
...
That night I couldn't wait to try on the nylons and masturbate. Yet I've always been so self-conscious about getting caught, I always waited until I was sure my Mom and Dad were asleep.
I know, I know... I'm 19... they likely knew I masturbated, just like I knew they had sex... sometimes.
Yet I just couldn't take a chance on their hearing me.
It was after 11:00 when I finally put the nylons on. I couldn't believe how different they felt from what I'd worn in the past. So soft. So sheer. I looked in the mirror in just a t-shirt and panties, and admired my silky legs. They kind of felt like these stockings were caressing them.
Amy was definitely right. They did accentuate my legs.
I grabbed my vibrator and went to my bed, still in the nylons but nothing else, and opened my laptop. Usually to get myself off I watched porn on mute or with headphones, or read erotica. Although I wouldn't tell anyone this, when I watched porn or read, I got the most turned on by videos or stories where the girl was taken aggressively, or seduced by a strong man... often a black one. I can't explain it, but black men turn me on. I'm not sure if it's the taboo race thing... I don't think so... but I find black men more confident, and thus sexier. Always have, ever since I was 14 or so.
I pulled up a BBC story, I also liked the idea that black men had bigger cocks than white men, my experience with white boys having been literally anticlimactic, and although there could be many reasons I found them inadequate, their small hair-trigger dicks sure didn't help.
I slowly teased myself with my vibe as I read about a black nerd seducing a white cheerleader. The idea that someone meek and low on the social ladder like a nerd could dominate a popular cheerleader was a real turn on, for reasons I couldn't explain.
As the story progressed, and eventually the nerd slid his enormous schlong inside the cheerleader, who by this time was literally begging for it, I was completely captivated by picturing his big cock, and I slid the vibe inside myself. I imagined I was the cheerleader, and the cock inside me was Mr. Watson's. I just knew he had a big cock. A big black cock, a stereotypical BBC.
I furiously fucked myself and came in just a couple of minutes, imagining Mr. Watson slamming into me and, oddly, his wife watching from a couple feet away and cheering us on!
As I lay in bed in the afterglow of a great orgasm, I wondered what kind of true self Mrs. Wat... sorry, Amy might help me discover. Perhaps she even already knew who or what I was, deep down!
...
I never masturbated in the morning.
Yet today I felt compelled to do what Amy had instructed me to do. I was also curious to see whether stretching my wings a bit would have any noticeable effect on me afterwards. Usually I wanted a nap after I had an orgasm, or to drift off to sleep like I had last night, still wearing those heavenly stockings.
I reached for my headphones, opened my laptop, pulled up some BBC porn where a hot young black man with a shaved head (why are bald black men so hot?) seduces his babysitter. Although Amy didn't have any kids, I imagined myself being the babysitter. I mean a big black cock inside me would be a great employment perk!
I closed my eyes, listening to the man's deep voice instructing the babysitter how to suck his cock, while calling her a little slut. I'd never remotely thought that being called a slut might be a turn-on, and I would likely have ripped the guy's nuts off if anyone had called me that during sex or any other time, yet when I heard a black man call someone that, especially when it was racially infused, it really got me wet. I couldn't explain it and I felt peculiar about it after I came, but it turned me on nevertheless. My having a hot, chiseled black man living right next door only made it hotter.
I listened in fascination to the man's firm words.
I listened in jealousy and awe to the girl's obedient responses.
I rubbed my pussy with increasing urgency.
I came hard, covering my face with the pillow as I screamed my lungs out!
I lay in bed for several minutes... letting the intense orgasm continue to course through me. Finally I got out of bed, showered, and started my day feeling oddly rejuvenated. My morning went very differently in the aftermath of that orgasm. I didn't feel at all like taking a nap, but ready to take on anything.
I took the nylons and put them in my bag, plus an almost-never-worn sun dress, and headed off to the campus. I couldn't wear them at school, that would seem weird. That said, I did notice a few girls on campus wearing nylons, and most of the female professors were also wearing them... something I hadn't noticed before today.
In English Lit I saw Jill, who was in a metallic blue blouse, black skirt, and black nylons. I observed, "You're quite dressed up for Shakespeare."
Jill laughed as she sat down beside me, "Since you saw me going into Amy's the other day, I can tell you it's part of my counselling homework."
"How long have you been seeing Mrs. Watson?" I asked, trying to conceal that I too had been invited to call her Amy.
"A couple of weeks."
"How did you find out about her?"
"She did a guest lecture in my psychology class, and I just had to know more," she answered.
"Oh, cool," I said.
"She has a very unorthodox philosophy," Jill mentioned.
"How so?" I asked curiously, wanting to hear Jill's take on it.
"I really shouldn't say, since everything she says and does is tailored to the needs of the individual patient; I think you'll just need to go see her and find out for yourself," Jill said. "I understand she also does wonders in sports psychology."
"Does she?" I asked, pretending I didn't already know that. For some reason, I wasn't comfortable telling Jill I was now seeing her too. But it didn't escape me that Jill was equally reluctant to tell me anything specific bout her own sessions.
"She once worked with the Olympic women's hockey team," she revealed.
"Wow," I said, as the professor started lecturing about the symbolism in Hamlet.
"Yes, wow indeed," Jill agreed as she crossed her legs, and I couldn't help but see that her black stockings were thigh highs, which with the lace tops made them even sexier.
I barely listened to the lecture as I pondered about Amy. She really was an enigma. I also couldn't explain it, but I could hardly wait to see her again... even though she'd probably kick me out of her house if she learned I was masturbating about her husband.
I had an amazing volleyball practice, my best in a month. I couldn't help but wonder whether my morning diddle had somehow loosened me up.
I didn't change into my dress and thigh highs until after I left college and pulled into a coffee shop to borrow the rest room. I actually ended up being four minutes late, which I hated.
I rang the doorbell and when she answered, I apologized profusely, "Sorry, sorry, SO sorry for being late!"
She just replied mildly, "We really need to help you relax," as she let me in.
"This is me relaxed," I joked.
"Then we really need to help you to relax a lot more," she amended, dressed in a business blazer and skirt and as expected, pantyhose or more likely stockings... tan this time.
"I may be too far gone."
"I haven't lost a patient yet," she joked, as she took my hand and led me into her office. It seemed unorthodox for her to take my hand, but she had already established she was unorthodox, which was confirmed by Jill.
I sat down on the couch, she sat down in the chair straight across from me and she asked, "How do the nylons feel?"
"They're amazingly comfortable."
"Yes they are, but how do they make you feel?" she reworded.
I pondered the question. After a pause I admitted, "Feminine." I paused again before adding, "And sexy."
"And how does that make you feel?"
"I don't understand the question."
Amy smiled, as she reworded the question, "How did wearing the stockings to school make you feel today?"
"Oh," I nodded, realizing what she was actually asking. I felt bad for not wearing them all day, and I admitted, "Actually, I only put them on to come here."
"Okay. Why is that?" she asked.
"I also wore them while I masturbated last night, and I didn't take them off till after I did it again this morning," I added quickly, not wishing to disappoint her.
"There's no judging here, Becky," Amy reassured me. "No right or wrong; it's just about exploration. So you never have to apologize to me about anything, by implication or otherwise."
"Okay, and thank you."
"But I am curious, just to get a better understanding of how you tick, why you chose only to put them on once you were coming here," she probed. "Did you like wearing them last night?"
"Yes, actually," I nodded. "I loved how they felt, and how they made my legs look in the mirror."
"Did you feel sexy in them?"
"Yes."
"Did you feel more confident in them?"
"I never thought of that," I admitted.
"So why didn't you wear them to school?"
"I don't know," I answered.
"Saying you don't know why you make a particular choice is an attempt to hide your true nature from me. Which is perfectly natural, but for our purposes here is counterproductive. I think you do know why, if you're brave enough to look," she said. "And again I'm not judging you, I'm just explaining how you can learn to see yourself better by being as open and non-defensive as possible with yourself and with me."
"I guess..." I explained thoughtfully, "...that I didn't want to draw attention to myself."
"Thank you for sharing that. What kind of attention?"
"Being leered at by boys or judged by girls," I admitted.
"Okay. How so?"
"I don't know. Maybe it's that I'm an athlete. So that's the only way I should be perceived by people."
"But we established yesterday that you're more than that," she said.
"Well," I smiled. "I also masturbate."
She laughed. "Twice, since I saw you last."
"Yes."
"Did you feel any different today?"
"I felt a little more refreshed all day," I admitted. "I also had my best practice in a while."
"So were you less stressed?"
"I didn't think about that," I replied, but after some thought I added, "but yes, I guess I was."
"When you're on the court, you know exactly who you are, correct?"
"Yes, I suppose so."
"When you're in class, do you still know who you are?"
"I think so," I said.
"How about the rest of the time?"
I laughed. "What rest of the time? I guess those two scenarios are basically my life."
"Are you okay with that?"
"I thought so," I said. "Now, I'm not so sure."
"We're making some excellent progress here; now tell me why you're not sure," she led me, as she dangled her 4-inch heel from her foot.
"I honestly don't know," I admitted. "I thought I was content with my life, but somehow your questions have me questioning that."
"I'm sorry if I'm causing you any discomfort," Amy smiled slightly. "Although my leading questions are all part of your journey of self-discovery."
"One thing I've discovered... big whoop... is that I'm boring," I said.
"Life is frequently boring and mundane, unless we choose to break free of that cycle," Amy pontificated.
"And how do I do that?" I asked, genuinely curious.
"Dig deeper into what your subconscious craves, and learn how to satisfy those cravings."
"So I crave things, but I don't even know what they are?"
"Most people, especially women, live in a world where, usually out of fear, they consciously or subconsciously reject or hide from their core personas."
"Core personas? Plural?"
"Yes, we all have more than one," she nodded, but didn't elaborate further.
I wasn't sure what to say.
She asked, surprisingly, "What did you picture last night while you masturbated?"
"Pardon?" I asked, Oh, fuck! even though I'd heard her question all too clearly. It had begun with my just reading a story, but my final climb to orgasm had been all about Amy's own husband fucking the life out of me while she herself watched! She'd have a fit if I told her that, and quite rightly! I lowered my gaze in embarrassment, and noticed her shoe dangling on her foot. I couldn't explain it, but it drew me in.
"Part of the subconscious that many women ignore the most is their fantasies, but in essence, your fantasies are about who you really wish to be," she explained.
"Oh my," I said before I realized I'd said it... even as I felt my cheeks burn hotter.
"Mmmmmmm," she said, her smile widening.
"What?" I asked. Could she see through me? Could she possibly know it was she and her husband I was masturbating about?
"You have a secret fantasy," she assessed correctly.
"Don't we all?" I countered, trying to pretend this was a normal conversation.
"Yes, we do," she agreed. "So since we're on the topic, why don't you tell me about your hot fantasy last night? I can tell that you found it particularly exciting."
"Um, I, well... I..." I struggled even to begin to say it.
"Lesbian?" she asked.
"What? No," I said, always hating people assuming I was a lesbian just because I was an athlete and a girl.
"Sorry," she apologized. "I wasn't stereotyping girl athletes, I just sensed you might be curious about that."
"Why?" I asked, as this... perversion? proclivity? sexual identity?... wasn't anything I'd ever seriously considered.
"Many girls are curious, and even a higher percentage of women your mother's age are," she explained. "At some point, almost every woman wonders what it would be like to kiss another woman, or to be with another woman."
"I've never thought about it," I said, because there was no doubt that Amy was the first woman even to slightly arouse me, or to make me ponder exploring what she was talking about.
"Fair enough," she nodded, writing something down on her pad. "So... what did you fantasize about?"
"Um..." I began, looking back down at her dangling shoe.
"You don't want to tell me," she noticed. "Don't be ashamed. Sexual fantasies are not only natural, but necessary."
"I'm not ashamed exactly," I'm scared shitless! "it's just very awkward."
"Sex is beautiful," Amy said. "And we all have naughty fantasies. I do, and I'm sure your mother does too."
"That I can't imagine," I said, my mother being such a conservative woman.
"Me, or your mother?"
"My Mom."
"Trust me," Amy smiled. "Suburban moms are often the ones with the dirtiest fantasies, and perhaps even hiding the darkest secrets."
"I can't imagine," I repeated.
"No one is ever exactly how they present themselves," Amy stressed.
"I guess that's true."
"Trust me, it is."
"You're the expert."
"Yes, I am," she laughed. "So, I'm guessing your fantasy is a little... or even a lot... taboo. Not vanilla."
"Definitely not vanilla," I admitted, unable to evict a visual in my head at this very moment of her husband, with his chocolate skin pressing deliciously against my vanilla body, making my very real, not fantasy, pussy tingle.
"Ohhhhh, then your fantasies are interracial," she intuited successfully.
"W-w-what, n-n-no," I stammered, which I imagine only confirmed her suspicion.
"It's okay my dear, many, many white women have fantasies of submitting to black men and women," Amy revealed, mentioning both genders, I noticed.
"Submitting to?" I asked, surprised by her including that word.
"Sorry, that was a slip of a tongue," Amy apologized. "But I guess I can be frank."
"This entire conversation hasn't been frank already?" I joked.
"Okay, really frank, then," she smiled.
"Please."
"Many white women are naturally submissive, and if given the opportunity, they'll willingly submit sexually to a black man or woman," she explained, again mentioning both genders.
"I've never thought about that, but I guess the videos I watch and the erotica I read is often about women being submissive," I admitted, telling her way more than I'd ever told anyone.
"To black men and women?"
"Black men," I admitted.
"Why do you choose those videos and stories to get yourself off with?"
I don't know," I said.
"Is it about race? Or about the black penis myth?"
"Is it a myth?"
"Not from my experience," Amy smiled, as guilt consumed me that my hidden nasty fantasy was about her very own husband.
"Thank God!"
"Let me guess, you've never come from having sex with a man. Any man."
"No. Although I haven't tried very often."
"And you've never been with a woman, correct?"
"Correct. Never even thought about it until you brought it up just now."
"So the idea of a black man being able to give you the orgasm you desire should be, logically, a compelling fantasy for you," she explained.
"I imagined I was fucking your husband!" I blurted out, my guilt finally overwhelming me.
"Derek would be very flattered to know," Amy said, her response not remotely what I'd feared it would be.
"I'm so sorry."
"For what? My husband is a hot man," Amy shrugged. "You're not the first woman to crush on him."
"I'm so embarrassed," I said, smothering my face in my hands.
A moment later Amy was sitting beside me, placing her hand on my leg and saying, "Becky, I don't want you ever to be ashamed of your fantasies, whatever they are. They're not only natural, but healthy."
"They are?"
"Of course," Amy said, "I'd be lying if I said I'd never fantasized about The Rock."
I laughed, "Every woman does."
"And most men," Amy added playfully.
"So you're not angry with me?" I asked, still a bit fearful, looking up at her.
"No, my dear," Amy said, rubbing my back with one hand while her other rested on my leg. "Like I said, he'd be flattered to know, and that makes me happy."
"He is pretty hot," I smiled.
"And he'd welcome your fantasy, if you know what I mean," she said, giving my leg a suggestive squeeze before standing up.
"Oh my," I gasped.
"Yeah, absolutely oh my," she agreed. "I'd love to dig deeper with you today, but I have a 4 o'clock."
"Oh wow, the time really flew by," I said.
"These sessions often do," she said. "So, you have some more homework to do."
"I liked yesterday's homework," I smiled.
"Well, I expect you to do the same thing at least every night and morning from now on," she said.
"I think I can manage that," I said.
"And I want you wearing the nylons and a skirt or dress from now on," she added. "At all times, unless there's a practical reason they'd be unsuitable, like on a volleyball court."
"Okay," I agreed tentatively.
"If you hate it in a week, you can stop," she said. "But I doubt you'll hate it."
"I'll try," I said.
"And I'm busy tomorrow," she said, "but I'd love to see you Saturday afternoon."
"I have a tournament then," I said, but really wanting to continue these sessions, I added, "but I'm free all day Sunday."
"2 o'clock then?"
"Perfect," I smiled. "Then I can still sleep in."



"That's good, I want you refreshed," Amy said. "We're going to try to really explore your fantasies."
"Really?"
"Yes," she nodded. "You need to understand your fantasies and what's behind them, if you're ever going to fulfill your natural purpose."
"Okay," I said, thinking if that was the case, then I'd have to fuck her husband, and that certainly wasn't in the cards.
"Good luck in your tournament," she said.
"Thanks, we'll need it," I sighed.
"Maybe you could suggest that all your teammates masturbate that morning."
"I'll do that in my pre-game talk the previous night after our other game," I laughed, as she handed me three more packages of nylons.
"So you'll have some colour variety," she explained.
"Um, thanks, wow!" I said.
"Trust me, nylons are a great accessory," she said.
"So I'm learning."
I returned home, and hovered near my front window to see who her 4 o'clock was. I was surprised again. It was the Dean of my Mom's English Department; her name was Dr. Karen Fischer, and she wasn't dressed in her usual conservative attire, which normally featured tweeds. No, today she was wearing a shiny black blouse, a tiny red skirt, black nylons and red heels. The outfit certainly turned her normal look on its head. She'd changed from stuffy to... dare I say... really hot, just because of what she was wearing. If she could pull off such a makeover, I guessed I could too.
That night I masturbated again, not even waiting for Mom to go to bed, and as I pleasured myself, I couldn't help but replay Amy's gentle touch on my leg. It had been harmless, yet still it warmed me. It made me dwell for the first time on what it might be like to kiss a woman. Also for the first time, I ended up reading lesbian stories... surprised to discover so many interracial ones, almost all of them confirming Amy's theory of white women typically being submissive to black women. It made me wonder whether Amy could be as dominant as the characters I was reading about... there was something about her that implied she could... something authoritarian within her warm, caring professional persona.
I came hard, imagining myself servicing both Amy and Mr. Wa... well, Derek, I guess I'd call him in such a fantasy... my being their willing submissive. I was sucking cock, eating pussy, getting fucked by Derek's big black cock, and none of it by my own decision, but just eagerly doing whatever I was told. In my fantasy, and also within my body in reality, I became so overwhelmed that I screamed out a gigantic orgasm.
As I recovered, hoping Mom was downstairs watching television and hadn't heard my loud outburst, I shook my head. What was happening to me? How were these intriguing conversations with Amy making me so horny? Also, how did we once again not talk about sports at all, when that was supposed to be the point?
That night, I had the best sleep I'd had in ages.
The next morning I pleasured myself again. My fantasy: eating Amy's pussy while taking Derek's cock deep inside my pussy from behind.
Again, I came hard.
I wondered if I should tell Amy about this fantasy. Judging from her reaction to my revelation yesterday, the amazing woman would probably be flattered!
As instructed, I put on a pair of nylons, a blouse, and a long black skirt. I felt both a little nervous and a little excited. What would people say? What would Jill say? My teammates?
At school, Jill did notice and joked, "I didn't even know you owned a skirt, you jock."
"I thought I'd dress up for our tournament this weekend."
"Well, you look very cute; hot even," Jill smiled.
"I'm just trying to keep up with you," I joked, as Jill was wearing a tight blue blouse, a black leather skirt and matching pantyhose. I added, "Although I'm not doing a very good job."
"If you want, I can help you slut it up," Jill teased.
"Because that's just what I need," I laughed.
"We could all use a little more slutting up," Jill shrugged.
"I hope you don't say that in Ms. Parker's feminism class," I teased.
"Feminists are the biggest sluts of all," Jill said. "They just hide their sluttitude behind façades of respectability."
I couldn't help but think that was something Amy would say, although not using those words, and I had no idea why that popped into my head. "That, I can't imagine."
Jill shrugged, "Every woman has a multitude of personas."
"Is that an opinion, or scientifically proven?" I asked.
"Both" she answered, "it's my opinion, but it's also a fact."
"Interesting," I said, as my attention went again to Amy's sessions.
Class began, and again I spent a lot of it wondering about my sessions with Amy, and my suddenly confusing sexuality.
I got teased by my teammates about arriving in the locker room to suit up looking like 'high society,' but just in jest, and I gave it back. We won our Friday night game in straight sets, and I played some of my best volleyball ever.
I suggested we should all arrive at the tournament on Saturday dressed to the nines, like the football players had done back in my high school. The girls all agreed.
I masturbated that night.
I masturbated the next morning.
Each time my fantasies were hotter and nastier. Derek fucked me roughly. I ate out Amy as she ground on my face.
I got dressed up to arrive at the stadium before suiting up for our games.
We prevailed over our pool of three other teams.
We won our semi-final.
We lost the final, but even so, it was easily our best tournament of the season.
It was such a rush to finish so close to the top! Somehow Amy's sessions, where sports hadn't even come up at all, had given me enough new confidence that I could then push it onto my team.
Although my appointment wasn't until 2 o'clock the next day, I was so excited about our team's playing today and our success, that I couldn't help but bounce happily up Amy's walkway instead of my own when I arrived home.
I rang her bell, but there was no answer. Weird, since there was someone's vehicle parked in front of her house, which I then realized meant she was likely seeing someone, which seemed pretty late for her to be working, since it was after 8 o'clock.
I sighed and started walking away feeling oddly disappointed, when the door opened. "Becky, what are you doing out here?"
I turned around and saw she was in a robe. I said, "I um, oh sorry, am I interrupting something?"
"No, no," she smiled warmly, but it was clear I was interrupting something.
"You sure?" I asked, as her robe was quite short, and I could see she was wearing thigh high stockings but no skirt.
"Well, I am in the middle of a session with a patient," she admitted.
"Oh, I'm sorry," I apologized.
"No worries," she said. "Why don't you come over at 9 o'clock tonight?"
"It can wait," I said.
"No, I don't think it can," she said. Then she added firmly, "Be back here at 9. And wear that exact same outfit."
"Yes, Mrs. Watson, I will," I agreed, somehow feeing the need to address her with extra respect this time instead of just calling her Amy... like I'd do in the lesbian black-dominates-white stories I'd been jilling off over when I wasn't perving on my real-life neighbours.
"See you soon," she said.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, and headed home.
Mom was in the living room in a blouse, a long black skirt and pantyhose, and I couldn't help but wonder whether my Mom had a secret side like Amy had suggested she might. It didn't seem possible, yet as Jill had mentioned, 'every woman has a multitude of personas'.
"How did the team do?" she asked, as she put on a pair of boots.
"We made it all the way to the finals," I said.
"That's great."
"Yeah, we played really well," I bragged, "never better."
"That's great," she said, noticing my attire.
"Did you girls go out to celebrate afterwards?"
"No," I explained. "I suggested that as a team, we could dress up like the football boys did back in high school."
"Cool idea," she said.
"Thanks," I said. "It seemed to help."
"Anything to bring the team together."
"And where are you going?"
"Your dad and I are going to a 9 o'clock movie."
"You wild, crazy woman," I teased.
"I know, way past my bedtime," she laughed. "Do you want to come along?"
"No thanks," I shook my head. "I need a bath with Epsom salt to soak these sore muscles. We ended up playing four games today!"
"Okay," she nodded, as Dad came downstairs.
"Don't you two do anything I wouldn't do," I joked.
"We'll try to restrain ourselves," Dad laughed.
"And I expect you to bring my girl home by midnight," I continued.
"Yes, ma'am," Dad played along.
They left, which was great, since now I wouldn't have to explain why I was leaving at 9:00, still dressed up, just to go next door.
I couldn't explain it, but I couldn't wait to see Amy again. I wanted her to help me dig deeper into who I was meant to be, but I was also excited by how she was stirring feelings inside me I didn't know I had. She was so pretty, so seductive, and so confident. I couldn't help but picture her as one of the strong mistresses I was now constantly reading about online. The ones who knew exactly how to turn a straight white girl into a submissive pussy-licking pet.
Did I want that?
My suddenly wet panties argued that I did.
Or perhaps I could be dominated by both Amy and Derek, like the white girls in the hot compilation 'Black couples Dominate white Bitches', or the series 'Our First White Babysitter'.
Shit, I really needed to get laid.
I changed panties and headed over a few minutes before 9:00.
I rang the bell.
Derek opened it this time. In a white t-shirt that seemed a size too small, and didn't remotely hide his six pack. "Hi, Becky, you look nice."
I don't know why I said this next, other than my inner slut was begging to come out and play, but I asked, with a slight pout, "Nice? No girl wants to hear she looks just nice."
He laughed, "Yes, I should have known that. You look beautiful tonight."
"Why thank you, kind sir," I smiled warmly, trying to be flirtatious. "You look pretty handsome yourself."
"Thanks; Amy is waiting for you," he said, as he turned around, and I checked out his ass in a pair of tight jeans.
Fuck, I needed to get laid.
"Enjoy yourself," he said, as he passed her office.
"You too," I said, although I realized that made no sense.
I entered the room and saw Amy sitting on the couch I usually sat in... well, both times, so far. She patted the spot beside her and said, "Come and sit down, Becky."
"Okay," I said, surprised to see her still in just a robe and still in nylons. I couldn't help but wonder whether she was wearing anything beneath the robe. With her legs crossed, I could see the entire top of her thigh high stockings.
I sat beside her and she asked, "How did your team do?"
"We made it all the way to the finals," I chirped.
"Excellent," she nodded. "I'm assuming from your phrasing that you lost the finals."
"Yes, but we played very well... better than ever before," I said.
"Great," she nodded again. "What do you think made the difference?"
"It may have been the stockings," I shrugged.
"How so?"
"Well, I arrived in the locker wearing them last night and got some playful teasing, but after we won and I'd played the best I had all year, I suggested the entire team dress up for today."
"Interesting," she nodded, as she wrote something down. "Did they all dress up?"
"They all did," I nodded. "It seemed to be a team builder."
"Did wearing the thigh highs make you play better, or was it the masturbating?"
"I don't know," I said, but added, "it was likely a mixture of both."
"How so?"
"Well..." I paused.
"Go ahead," she said, as she placed her hand on my leg once again. "This is your safe place."
"Well, the masturbating definitely relaxed me," I admitted, "but the reactions I got from my friends and teammates really built my confidence, and it seemed to enhance my playing."
"Your mind and body were in sync today," she said, as I felt her warm hand on my leg. I don't know why, but its presence sent a tingle directly to my vagina.
"That makes sense, even though I never made the connection."
"The balance between the two is critical," she continued. "As is your increasingly comfortable acceptance of your sexual desires."
"My desires?" I asked, which at this moment were a mixture of lust for her husband, and curiosity about her.
"Yes," she nodded. "Now. Why did you come directly to my house after your games?"
"I wanted to tell you that your strategies worked," I answered.
"No other reason?" she asked, as her hand reached under my dress.
"Well, I..." I paused, unsure what the right answer was.
"Go ahead my pet," she encouraged me. "There's no right or wrong here," reading my mind again, "just tell me what you were thinking and feeling."
Hearing her call me her pet was confusing... did she mean it like in those stories I'd been reading? I also wasn't sure how to answer. I actually didn't know why, other than that my body had led me to her house. I tried to explain. "I really don't know, completely. I just knew that I wanted... no, needed to tell you, and you were the one I most wanted to see and to tell about it."
"Do you know why that was the case?"
"Not with any certainty."
"But you have a hunch."
"Yes," I nodded sheepishly, as her hand wandered, seemingly carelessly, closer to my excited pussy.
"What's your hunch?"
"I want to discover my true self," I answered.
"And what are you hoping that is?" she asked, as her sauntering fingers parted my legs and reached my wet pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned.
"You interrupted a session that would otherwise have become quite intense," she accused gently. "I wasn't dressed this way by accident."
"Sorry," I apologized, as her fingers traced my pussy lips over my panties.
"So I think it important that you replace her for the night," she judged.
"I'll do anything you want me to," I moaned again. I then smiled, "I did agree several days ago to obey anything you suggested. That promise still stands; just tell me what you want me to do."
"You're a natural pet," she smiled, as she leaned in and kissed me.
Kissing had always been awkward for me. Usually it was guys pressing their lips roughly against mine while they were squeezing my ass or cupping my tits. It was never intimate, never soothing. It never made a chill go up my spine. But during this kiss, her finger continuing to trace my pussy lips only enhanced the surreal but pleasurable moment.
When she broke the kiss she said, "I believe all women are either dominant or submissive; or occasionally both."
"And you see me as submissive."
"Are you not?"
"I'm dominant on the court," I countered.
"But, in your sexual experiences?"
"Not so dominant," I smiled sheepishly.
"Because you like to please, and don't like confrontations," she evaluated.
"I suppose."
"And even though you've never seriously considered being with a woman prior to our conversations," she continued, as her finger probed inside my panties. "You've been thinking of it lately, haven't you?"
"A little," I admitted as her finger slid inside me.
"You're very wet," she reported
"I'm all confused," I admitted.
"Sexuality is fluid," she explained. "It's always changing."
"Always?"
"Well, not always for everyone," she corrected herself. "But at your age it is."
"I don't know what I think anymore."
"What were you imagining while you masturbated last night and this morning?" she asked, as her finger slowly moved in and out of me... a major tease that already had me a muddled mess.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned. "I shouldn't say."
"It was my husband's big black cock, wasn't it?" Amy asked bluntly.
"It was partly your husband's big black cock," I admitted, getting so turned on that I could speak so frankly and so naughtily, while she did nothing but encourage me. Well, and also kiss and finger-fuck me.
"Was I there as well?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, my pussy on fire.
"What was I doing?" she asked.
"Looking down at me," I answered sheepishly.
"Was I? Then what were you doing?" she asked, her hot breath on my neck kindling the fire inside.
"I was pleasing you," I answered.
"How?" she probed, drawing me deeper into complete submission.
"I was licking you," I whispered, a little ashamed of my answers, yet so turned on.
Why were you doing that?"
"For two reasons," I replied, feeling very emotional about all this. "First because I wanted to, and second because you were kind enough to ask me to, and I wanted more than anything to obey you."
"And you were licking my what?" Amy asked. "You're an adult; I want to hear you speak like one."
"Your pussy," I said loudly. "I was licking your hot, wet pussy while your husband Derek was fucking me from behind."
"Delicious," Amy said.
I looked into her eyes, now feeling brazen and sexy, "Yes, I imagine your pussy is quite delicious."
"So you're telling me you want to taste my black cunt?" she asked, using the nastiest word for vagina possible.
"Is it bad that I do?" I asked.
"Doesn't matter. What do you want to do?" she asked, her finger still playing me like a sexual fiddle. "It's important for you state your needs out loud, and then say whatever you need to next, as you process your feelings."
"What I want more than anything right now, is to eat your black cunt," I admitted, feeling a massive rush as I said it... as if an invisible lifetime burden of propriety had been shattered by those words.
Amy pulled her finger out of my needy, feverous pussy and said, "Get down on the floor, my pet."
"Okay," I nodded, another rush of adrenaline coursing through me at doing as I was told, while feeling wetness leak out of my pussy... from my cunt.
I slowly climbed down off the couch and kneeled between her nylon-clad legs. As I did, she undid her robe and removed it, revealing that all she was still wearing were the thigh highs. So she must have been almost naked with the woman before me, and only donned the robe to answer the door! Her pussy was shaved completely, was dark purple in contrast with her otherwise dark brown skin, and it was glistening with just a subtle amount of wetness. Her large breasts actually hid her face as I looked up from my subservient position. Regardless of whatever her race might be, she was a goddess. I said as much as I stared at her in awe, "You're so beautiful, Goddess Amy."
"Thank you, my pet," she smiled. "Although during these sessions and whenever I call you pet, you will from now on address me as Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, the honorific flowing so naturally off my tongue.
"You are now my pet, and as such, I am now completely responsible for your sexual wellbeing," she explained as she looked fondly down at me.
"I understand and I agree, Mistress," I said, and I did. This just made sense. I was giving myself completely to this beautiful, sensual, intelligent woman. She knew best. She knew what I needed. She knew what I needed even before I did.
"What do you understand?" she asked, as she sat back down before me.
"That you, as my Mistress, will guide me through my sexual awakening," I answered. "And that I can trust you completely."
"Yes, yes, and so much more," she nodded, as she parted her legs wide before me.
"M-mm-may I lick you?" I stammered, my mouth watering as I stared at her dark pretty peach opening before me.



"Ask like a lustful adult," she ordered as her fingers spread her pussy lips... revealing a pretty pink that looked so inviting surrounded by her deep purple outer lips, and then by her dark chocolate skin.
"May your worshipful white pet lick your black cunt, Mistress Amy?" I asked, getting so turned on by each word I said. Saying these dirty things was surprisingly erotic and stimulating.
"You like the interracial aspect?" she asked, looking down at me.
"I don't know why I do, because other than my finding black men attractive forever, racial play has never been something I thought about," I admitted.
"My husband's and my race enhances the submissive aspect, probably for historical reasons, but that isn't necessary for your sexual awakening," she explained.
"I think it is," I said, as I admired her as I kneeled at her feet and gazed up at all her naked beauty.
"How so?" she asked, as she kept me waiting for the delicious pussy I was dying to sample.
"Well," I said, "I've seen many girls naked, but you were the only one, so far I guess, to awaken my sudden uncontrollable curiosity."
"Uncontrollable," she smiled.
"Yes, I literally don't feel I have any control over this situation even if I wanted any," I admitted. "I'm completely captivated, intoxicated, mesmerized by... you."
"Well," she said, smiling warmly, "then let's begin exploring this newly awakened curiosity."
"Yes, please," I replied, sounding corny as hell, as permission given, I leaned forward towards her cunt. I took a deep breath, inhaling just a subtle hint of feminine delight, a rush of excitement coursing through my being, as I extended my tongue and licked between the glistening pussy lips.
"Oh yes, my pet," Amy moaned. "Explore your Mistress's sweet addicting nectar."
It's interesting she used the word addicting, as with one lick, one sweet taste, I was indeed hooked. The taste was indescribable. Sweet... fruity... yet with a hint of fish (my favourite food). Part of me wanted to lap it up like a kitten drinking milk, yet another part of me wanted to savour this moment.
The taste... there can only be one first pussy.
The act... there can only be one first submission.
The feeling... the rush of erotic stimulation inside me that made my head light, my body trembling slightly, and my pussy begging for attention.
The rush... the thrill of being on my knees... pleasing... yet somehow being mentally pleased from on high at the same time.
The discovery... the moment I finally found a new passion... eating pussy; a new sensation... eating pussy; a new addiction... eating pussy.
My acceptance of her rule and her acceptance of me... this was undeniable... this was where I was meant to be. Serving. Pleasing.
I explored her pussy and its surrounds like a crazed explorer cavorting through the wilderness. Every crevice was licked. Her soft moans enhanced my excitement, as I wanted to be a good pussy pleaser. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to taste her full flood of cum.
"Such a good pet," Amy moaned. "So talented. You sure you've never done this before?"
I looked up and said, "No, but it does feel like this was something I was born to do."
"You were, Becky, you were born to be a pet serving black cunt and black cock," Amy said in a soft, smooth way.
"Really?" I asked, that sounding so hot, and yet so simplistic.
"Of course, my pet," she nodded. "Did you not feel an instant comfort when you knelt before me?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Did you feel a rush of adrenaline as you served me?"
"Yes."
"Are you addicted to black pussy?"
"To yours, for sure," I smiled.
"Oh, you'll enjoy dining on a variety of sweet black cunts from now on, my sweet pet," she informed me.
My reaction could have been worry... or even fear... but it was simply excitement and acceptance. "I can't wait, Mistress."
"No, before anything else, you must finish me off, my pet," Amy said. "Then I'll have a big, big, BIG surprise for you as a reward."
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I replied, diving back into her pussy with hunger and lust as I wondered what this reward could be. Her repeating the word 'big' had me thinking of Derek, but that still seemed highly unlikely... too much to ask for. But where had he gone? Did he have any inkling what was happening in his wife's office?
I then wondered if Jill had served my Mistress like this. Did the other women who came here also serve her?
So many questions... so few answers. But just for now, I guessed. I wondered if Jill and I would be playing together anytime soon. If Amy ordered it, I certainly wouldn't object!
But those speculations were for later. For now, I focused instead on the beautiful pussy before me. I wiggled my tongue up and down inside her; I sucked her clit between my lips, which got a huge reaction.
"Oh yes, you eager slut," Amy moaned.
Being called a slut should have killed my mood instantly (at least theoretically, since Amy was the first person ever to call me one), I'd always been so sexually inactive that I was definitely no slut... yet at the moment, I wanted to be her slut, her white slut, her pet, her submissive.
I hungrily devoured her pussy as if it were my last meal, even though I hoped and assumed it would be my first of many chocolate treats.
"Oh yes Becky, you're such a great cunt licker," Amy moaned, as her hand went to the back of my head and pulled me deeper into her oasis of heaven.
I licked and licked, as she began to slowly grind her hips up and down on my face.
"Don't you dare stop, you eager cunt-licking pet," Amy ordered in the sexiest way possible.
I, of course, had no intention of stopping until I was baptized as her pet, and she gave me leave to stop. I didn't want this to end... ever.
"Oh yes, so good Becky, so good, yes, yes, yes," Amy moaned loudly just before my face, lips and tongue were rewarded with a full flood of her addicting, baptismal cum.
As she released my head and stopped grinding, I continued licking... her cunt cum so much tastier than any cock cum I'd ever been subjected to. I couldn't get enough of this vintage.
I didn't stop licking until she gently pushed my head away and said, "Don't worry, my pet, you'll have many opportunities to dine down there."
"It tastes so good," I said, in a cum daze. "Everything was so good!"
"I know," she smiled, before she reached for her phone and typed something.
"Thank you so much," I gushed, feeling it was a privilege to be allowed to service her. To taste this delicious homemade treat.
"You're welcome," she smiled, before asking, "are you ready for your big surprise?"
"Yes, Mistress," I said, ready for whatever she had in store for me.
"You feel ready to expand your sexual awakening?"
"God, yes," I said, without a clue what she may be leading up to.
"You sent for me, darling?" Derek asked from behind me.
"Sweet Becky here fantasizes, I believe endlessly, about your fucking her," Amy informed her husband, as I remained on my knees between his wife's legs, my face suddenly burning red with shame as impossibly, I sought to hide inside her cunt.
"Is that so?" Derek asked, even though I hadn't yet found the courage to turn around and face him.
"Is that true, my pet?" Amy asked, looking down at me with a gentle smile.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted in the quietest of possible responses.
"Tell my husband what you want him to do to you," Amy said, as she added, "it's important not to hold any of your sexual fantasies bottled up inside."
"To fuck me," I answered, a bit louder, but still feeling insecure and awkward.
"Look at him and tell him," Amy ordered.
"Okay, if you're sure," I acceded, as I slowly turned around and looked to see that Derek was now only wearing boxer briefs... tight ones... that didn't leave anything to the imagination. Which meant I didn't have to imagine he was happy to see me.
I stared at his big cock, so perfectly encased in an expandable blue pouch that appeared designed just for that purpose .
"I think she likes the look of it," Amy said from behind me.
"I do," I said, just as mesmerized by his cock as I'd been by her pussy, and I hadn't seen his actual cock yet, just its very impressive tent.
"Tell him," she instructed me.
"You have an amazing penis," I said, unable to break my eyes away from this perfect art exhibit.
"Thanks," Derek said.
Amy coached me from behind, "Cock would be a more suitable word, don't you think?"
"Yes," I nodded, still captivated by the shape behind the thin underwear fabric, and yet suddenly receiving some courage and empowerment from Amy's words, "Derek looks like he has an amazing mouth-filling, cunt-stretching, Big... Black... Cock."
"Unveil it and find out for sure," Amy instructed, her hand on my back gently pushing me towards her almost naked husband so I could finish the job.
"You're really going to let me make love to your husband?" I asked, rather overwhelmed by such amazing generosity.
"Not exactly, my pet," she replied with a wide grin, "I'm going to let him fuck the shit out of you!"
I gasped, grinned, giggled, and then crawled towards him instead of getting up, just sensing it was the submissive thing to do. I arrived at his feet, knelt before him, reached my hands up to his waistband and pulled it downwards, watching as his big black cock, already hard, popped out... like a real-life 3D moment.
I said, as I wrapped my hand around it as best I could, it was just so thick, and said as I admired it, "This, Master Derek, is a magnificent big, thick, black cock."
"Go ahead, pretty girl," Derek said. "Suck it."
"Yes, get it nice and wet for that tight wet pussy of yours," Amy added, as she was suddenly behind me, her hand tracing down my back, between my legs, and to my very wet pussy.
"I can't wait to feel this huge fucking black cock slamming into my cunt," I said, my inner slut coming out in spades (please pardon the racist slur, I didn't mean it that way, honest), my sudden insatiable lust for this man consuming me. I then leaned forward and took the majestic member into my mouth.
I'd never really enjoyed sucking cock. It was just part of the prep work. Yet as I began sucking this massive black dick, double the size of the few white males I'd fucked, another rush of excitement coursed through me.
For the first time in my life, I wanted to suck a cock... no, to worship a cock.
I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head... one I couldn't wait to feel inside me.
"You look so delightful with my husband's big cock in your mouth," Amy whispered, as her fingers continued teasing my pussy.
"Oh yeah, she does," Derek agreed.
Wanting to really worship this glorious cock, I recalled a porn star really working over a big black cock in a video, so I took it out of my mouth and slid my tongue down the shaft and sucked on his balls... something I'd never ever done before.
"Oh, yeah, suck those balls," Derek moaned.
"I think we have a really eager little cock slut," Amy encouraged me.
"Cunt slut, too," I interjected, as I switched over and found the other ball.
"Of course you are," Amy laughed, as she tapped my clit from underneath, making me tremble.
I slithered my tongue back up his thick shaft, took it back in my mouth, and began bobbing.
"Oh yeah, suck that black cock," Amy encouraged.
I bobbed hungrily for a couple minutes, barely getting half of his long shaft in without gagging a bit.
"We'll have to work on her gag reflex," Amy prescribed.
"Bring her to the bedroom," Derek ordered, for the first time sounding like the man in charge.
"Will do, babe," Amy agreed, as Derek backed away, and naked with cock rampant, proceeded with great dignity out of the office.
"Wow," I said, still on my knees.
"Wait until it's buried deep inside that cunt of yours," Amy said, rising to her feet, and then pulling me up.
"I can't wait," I said, already imagining his massive cock slamming into me.
Amy pulled my dress up and off of me. "By the way, white pets never wear underwear of any sort. Except stockings of course, and perhaps a garter belt."
"Understood," I nodded, before joking as she stripped me of my bra and panties, "but then my wetness will be leaking down my legs all the time."
She laughed, "You mean like it is now? It's a good look on you," then she took my hand and led me down the hallway, just two naked women in thigh highs (mine were red, the kinkiest colour in my opinion) holding hands.
Reaching her bedroom, she led me to a king-sized bed with her husband laying on his back, his erect cock saluting me.
"How do you want her, babe?" Amy asked.
"Let's start with her on top," he said. "I want to watch this sexy babe as she bounces on my cock."
"Go ahead, my pet," Amy offered, "take him for a ride."
"I'm not sure I can drive a stick," I joked, as I got onto the bed, suddenly nervous.
"Practice makes perfect," Amy added, "'A journey of a thousand miles...' you know the old saying," as she climbed onto the bed as well.
I straddled Derek's legs, the man a perfect chiseled specimen, planting my hands on his chest and leaning way down to him. "God, Mistress, you married perfection."
"Physically, yes," Amy said. "Emotionally, well..."
"Hey, I only cried when the Saints lost," Derek joked. "That didn't count."
I slowly lowered myself, Amy moving in close to help by holding his cock steady, for me to impale myself onto Derek's cock, moaning loudly as it stretched my pussy unlike any cock or even any toy ever had. I'd never even ridden a normal guy, being self-conscious about my tiny breasts, but despite these potential issues, I didn't care at the moment. I was just going to trust this wondrous couple completely, and do whatever Amy or Derek told me to.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as I slowly took more and more of his massive almost 9-inch cock in my pussy.
"Take that entire black cock in that tiny white pussy, my pet," Amy encouraged me just like in my fantasy, seemingly as turned on by the racial play as I was.
"So big," I whimpered, as I continued taking more and more of it inside me.
"Oh yeah, Becky," Derek said, "you're so sexy."
"Thank you," I moaned, completely full of his black cock. I didn't get called sexy too often... cute sure, but not sexy.
"Now, slowly ride him," Amy instructed me, as she rolled onto her side and watched me fuck her husband without a trace of jealousy, only licentious enjoyment.
I continued lying against his chiseled chest as I slowly began moving my hips up and down, my long hungry pussy on fire as my biggest fantasy literally came true... my orgasm building instantly.
"Oh fuck, yes," I moaned.
"Sit up, I want to watch you riding me," Derek ordered.
"Okay," I said doubtfully, not sure I could balance myself like that, or place myself on display, as a mixture of insecurity and excitement washed through me.
Amy said, reading my mind, "She's insecure about her breasts."
"Why? They're so perkily perfect," Derek said as he sat up, leaned forward, and sucked a hard nipple into his mouth.
"Oh yes," I moaned, as I was now feeling double pleasure.
"And allow me to suck that other sexy little perky tit," Amy added, as my double pleasure graduated to triple pleasure.
"Oh yes," I repeated, now in compete rapture. They like my tits!
I kept slowly riding Derek's big cock as both my nipples were sucked. It felt so amazing, and yet it distracted me from really bouncing on this big black dick.
So, although I enjoyed the attention of these two gorgeous people, I really just wanted to be pounded... to be fucked. I begged, "Derek, please really fuck me."
"I think our newest pet needs a deep, hard fucking," Amy said demurely, as she moved slightly out of the way.
Derek, in an impressive display of male dominance, lifted me up, his dick remaining deep inside me, flipped me onto my back, his dick now slipping out of me, spread my legs wide, and then slammed back into me, the entire routine performed with lightning speed.
"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned, as he began fucking me as hard as I'd just asked for.
"I hope you're ready for a life-altering fuck, young lady," Amy said, as she lay beside me and watched her husband show me how a woman should be fucked.
"Toooooooo..." I replied, my orgasm already about to erupt, "...late!"
"Fuck our pet for me, baby," Amy purred.
"Oh, God, oh, fuck, I'm about to come," I moaned and babbled in what had to have been a thirty-second long yet quickly incomprehensible sentence.
"Come all over your Master's black cock," Amy ordered me.
The term 'Master' sent another rush through my entire being, and triggered my first ever orgasm from intercourse as I screamed, loud enough to wake the dead, "Yes, Master, I'm DOOOOIING IT, I'M CUMMMMMING!!"
"Don't stop, baby," Amy said, as the most intense orgasm of my young life kept coursing through me... so much more intense than with my fingers and toys. It was like the dam wasn't just broken, but shattered into tiny pieces as my body quaked uncontrollably, my head went light, and I just kept getting fucked.
"I-I-I," I tried to speak, but had to give up as the pleasure was still overwhelming me.
"Ever had multiple orgasms?" Amy asked, as Derek grabbed my ankles and kept slamming his massive cock deep inside me.
"N... n... n... n... n... no," I struggled to get out, my brain completely shut off, not remotely able to process any speech other than gibberish, that only I could tell meant something like, 'more big cock, more fucking'.
"Well get ready for heaven, my pet," Amy said, as she leaned over and sucked on my nipple.
"Y-y-y-yes, Mistress," I stammered.
"You're so fucking sexy," Derek said, as he towered over me like the dominant stud he was.
"You too," I said, my first orgasm still lingering as I felt a second wave sweeping in right behind it.
"Hey," Amy said teasingly. "How ya doing, pet?"
"You're both fucking hot, Mistress," I said.
"That's right," she smiled, as she moved to my other nipple.
"Such a tight white cunt," Derek moaned, as somehow he didn't slow down at all. Just kept deep, hard thrusts invading my very cunt core.
"It won't be so tight when you're done with it, baby," Amy predicted.
He pulled out, and I whined like an unspayed bitch in heat, "Nooooooo, shove that big black cock back in my white slut box!"
"Then get on all fours," he ordered.
I flipped myself over with eager obedience as I felt his hands on my hips and his cock slide back inside me. "Oh yes Master, fuck your slut."
"Hungry, my pet?" Amy asked, as she moved in front of me.
"Famished," I replied, as I watched her spread her legs before me.
I'd never seriously considered a threesome, yet now before I knew it, I was in one. I was the white creamy filling in an amazing Oreo sandwich.
Amy lined herself up to offer me her tasty chocolate treat, and just like my masturbation fantasy, I buried my face in her pussy while I got pounded from behind by her hot husband. And also just like in that fantasy, she was as tickled pink (kind of literally) about it as I was.
"Oh yes, eat my wife," Derek said, as his body slammed into mine.
I lapped eagerly, although awkwardly, as the hard fucking made it difficult to lick anyone's pussy with any accuracy.
"How much do you love my man's cock?" Amy asked.
"I'm in love with it," I answered between licks. "With your permission, of course."
"You have it unconditionally; I trust you know by now he'll want to bang your box regularly, whether I'm around or not," Amy said.



"Thank God," I moaned, realizing that this night had changed me in every way possible. My eating pussy, taking black cock, and the soon to come multiple orgasms were changing everything I'd ever thought I'd known about myself. Talk about digging deep into my psyche and discovering my true self... big CHECK!
"Oh yes, from now on, you'll be eating lots of black pussy and fucking lots of black cock," Amy promised.
"Please tell me that will be almost every day," I moaned, the prospect of a smorgasbord of black cunts and cocks accelerating my second orgasm, which was already close.
"It certainly will," Amy agreed.
Feeling so close to coming again, I began bouncing back like crazy to meet Derek's forward thrusts.
"Oh yes, fuck my husband's black cock, you nasty slut," Amy exhorted as she rubbed her pussy, watching me fuck her man.
"Oh yes, I need to come again, and HERE IT COMES!" I cried out, as I took Derek's cock into my womb as deep as I possibly could.
"Oh yes, bounce on my cock, Becky baby," Derek groaned.
I wanted to make him come, I wanted to feel his load spewing in my pussy... something I'd only allowed once while drunk, as I begged, "Come inside me, Master."
"You want my man's load?" Amy asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned desperately. "I want to feel his dominant seed explode deep inside me."
"Go ahead baby, plant your seed in our white slut's tight cunt," Amy ordered. "Maybe we three will have a nice milk chocolate baby to love."
"Oh fuck, get ready for it," Derek groaned.
"Yes, yes, come inside my cunt, come inside your slut," I babbled, my orgasm imminent.
"Fuck," he grunted a few seconds later, as he spewed his load into me.
This finally triggered my second orgasm, and I screamed and collapsed, my face planting itself smack in Amy's wetness, "Fuck!"
Derek kept pumping so much cum into my pussy, as my body twitched uncontrollably.
Derek pulled out, moved up to Amy, and slid his cock, all slimy with both of our cum, into her mouth. As she cleaned our well-mixed cum off his cock, I resumed licking her, even though my body was still on fire.
I licked for a few minutes as Amy nursed his cock, until she once again grabbed my head and began grinding on my face.
"Oh yes, Becky, eat my cunt," she moaned.
I kept licking, and received my second-ever cunt facial from her a couple minutes later.
Once she let go, she asked, "Enjoy yourself?"
"I'm still in a pleasure coma," I answered, still in a raw daze.
"This is only the beginning," she promised, as she looked down at me with great tenderness.
"I can't even fathom what else there might be," I said. "But I still trust you unconditionally, so bring it on!" 'Bring it on' my catchphrase when I was on the court.
"Oh, I have so many plans for you," she smiled. "Plus, I've already offered your services to someone for tomorrow."
"Y-y-you did?" I asked, shocked.
"Yes, you shortened my session with someone, so in return..." she said.
"Y-y-yes?" I asked, a little nervous.
"Don't worry, you'll be exploring your sexuality with a number of women," she swerved from the topic at hand. "Like at some point with your friend Jill," she added, confirming my earlier hope.
"And I hope with some more black men," I swerved with her, smiling.
"Oh, definitely," she said.
"But who am I servicing tomorrow?" I unswerved.
"Dr. Fischer," Amy told me with a smirk.
As mentioned before, Karen Fischer was the Dean of my Mom's department at the college. My eyes went wide.
"Don't worry, she's very discreet," Amy reassured me.
"It's just that she's my Mom's boss," I worried.
"And she'll keep your secret," Amy said. "But I've been training her to become a Mistress, and after you unknowingly interrupted us earlier tonight, she shrewdly bargained for you."
"I'm flattered," I said, which I kind of was, even if I was still a little nervous.
"You're a prize catch," Amy said, pulling me up and kissing me possessively.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said.
"Now, you'd better get home before your parents do," Amy said.
"Yes, I probably should," I agreed.
"But don't worry my pet, your training is just beginning."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, stiffly climbing out of her bed. Our wonderful exertions had taken their toll, and that Epsom salt bath now seemed like a really good idea. "I can't wait for some more lessons."
THE BEGINNING
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Summary: 18-year-old guy discovers the joys of a BBW MILF.
Note 1: This is a short little piece for the one day "ON THE JOB" event.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, and Robert for editing.
*
These days, I only fuck girls with meat on their bones. Chubby girls, fat girls, big-boned girls.
I get razzed all the time for my so-called fetish (as my teammates call it) as with my being the starting quarterback at a top ten college, I can get pretty much any girl I want... which sounds cocky... and I suppose it is... but I don't make the rules of sexual hierarchy, I break them.
Big time (pun intended).
And it all began one summer when I was working at my small town's drive-in theatre, and I discovered BBW's will do all the things skinny girls won't.
I'd graduated high school, and was counting the days until I could get out of this small-ass town and head for college. Sure, I was a local hero of sorts, because in my junior and senior years I'd led our football team to back to back state championships, which were our first state championships in any sport... ever.
I'd also fucked pretty much every hot girl in town, including a few college girls who were also hot, but too dumb to attend a real college farther away.
I know... I sound like an asshole.
And I was one.
I'd been pumped up with so much hot air just because I could throw a football, I'd begun to believe the front page press I regularly received in my small town's shitty newspaper.
I had a full ride scholarship to a top ten school awaiting me, and was ready for the big time. That said, I was living with my single mom (my useless dad having disappeared when I was four), and I was working two summer jobs to help my mom.
One job was during the day, pumping gas at one of our two gas stations and also doing some small mechanics work... and evenings I was working at our run-down drive-in.
I also figured the work would keep me busy, and not bored out of my fucking mind.
What I didn't know was that it would change my life.
I did a variety of jobs at the drive-in, including sitting at the entrance collecting money, running the concession, and sometimes running the projector. I actually liked the job, as I got to see lots of people, but only had to talk to them a few seconds at a time (I enjoyed the constant flattery I still received, even though I knew it wasn't totally merited... I mean I had an amazing o-line that gave me enough time to pass the ball, and two college-bound receivers who made me look good with every pass they caught), and there was enough variety that I didn't get bored.
And there was Mrs. Horton who, along with her husband, owned the drive-in. She was the sweetest women I'd ever met. She was in her late forties, a large big-boned woman with an amazing smile, a warm heart, a jovial laugh, and just an all-around amazing woman. She also had huge tits, which I couldn't help but admire and drool over.
What I didn't like was her asshole of a husband, who treated her (and everyone else) like shit.
I'd been working there for two weeks before things got crazy. The asshole husband was going away for two weeks to check in on the other six drive-ins they owned across the state, and Mrs. Horton insisted I be given the responsibilities her husband usually had. That meant setting up, running the projector and closing up. It also meant a dollar raise, that I only received after Mrs. Horton insisted and her asshole of a husband eventually agreed... when she pointed out there'd be other duties as assigned.
Saturday
Her husband gone, the next evening Mrs. Horton came to work wearing a tight denim skirt and a blouse that didn't hide her big breasts at all. I mean she could never really hide her tits... they were huge... but the blouse she wore that evening seemed to accentuate them deliberately, and even go out of its way to draw attention to them.
She was making popcorn, just her and me in the canteen at the time, when she said, "Oh, shoot."
"What?" I asked, as I was setting up both cash registers.
"I got some popcorn in my blouse," she giggled.
Then she bent over to show me a couple kernels of freshly popped popcorn nestled deep within the cleavage of her voluptuous tits.
I was speechless.
"Can you take it out for me?" she surprised me by asking, "My hands are buttery and I don't want to stain my blouse. It's new."
"Um, sure," I said, stunned by the request and in awe of the vast cleavage I was first staring into, and then reaching into.
I grabbed two pieces of very lucky popcorn, and said, "There you go."
"You're a sweetheart," she smiled.
"A gent among gents," I joked.
Some other workers showed up a few minutes later, and I went and got the first film ready. It was a busy night, Saturdays always are, and I wasn't alone again with Mrs. Horton until we'd closed the canteen during the last fifteen minutes of the second film, like we always did.
To save money during this tough economy... drive-ins were a dying concept... it was just her and me cleaning up. Usually her husband was around, although typically not doing anything useful, but tonight it was just us.
She asked, "So... do you have a girlfriend, Neal?"
"Not anymore," I answered.
"What happened?" she asked, sounding genuinely interested.
"High school relationships are just that," I shrugged. "They finish in high school."
"I guess that makes sense," she nodded as she cleaned the inside of the popcorn maker.
"Yeah; even though she wanted to try, I wasn't interested in a long-distance relationship," I explained, which was true. Leaving town meant starting over, and I liked that prospect... I didn't want anything bringing me back home except for holidays with Mom.
"Makes sense," she said and then joked, "Plus, a handsome man like you wouldn't want a ball and chain hundreds of miles away."
"Exactly," I laughed, and joked, "it would make escaping from the pocket rather challenging."
"Pocket? Oh yes, quarterbacking. Think you'll start?" she asked.
"I've been told I'll have a good chance," I said. Truth was, their starting quarterback last year was returning, but I was likely better than him... but I'd have to prove it. High school to college football is quite a jump, and I knew I'd have to work my ass off to prove myself.
"I'll be watching every game," she said.
"I'm not sure they'll all be on television," I said.
"But they'll all be on the internet," she rebutted, something I didn't know.
"Oh, cool," I said, as she finished with the popcorn maker.
"Yes, otherwise I'll miss watching your cute butt in those tight pants," she revealed, as she walked over to me.
"What?" I asked, having heard her, but thinking I couldn't possibly have heard correctly.
"I mean you have a nice ass in those pants too, but they don't really showcase... your ass...et," she said.
Is she flirting with me? "Uh, thanks," I said, completely shocked by this come on.
She continued, looking at me a lot differently than she usually did, "But there's just something about a young guy's ass in football gear that gets me all revved up."
I was speechless. I was in loose-fitting sweat pants as part of the company's uniform, and I agree they weren't too flattering. Very loose fitting, so much so that even Jenna, a college girl working here who had a great ass, couldn't make them work.
And if that wasn't enough, the shocks kept coming. "But the good thing about these pants," she drawled, as in one swift movement she stuck her hand inside them, "is their quick and easy access."
"Mrs. Horton, w-w-what are you doing?" I stammered in shock, as she wrapped her buttery hand around my semi-erect dick. (I'd had a head start by staring at her tits a little too much.)
"First, it's Hannah when my husband isn't here," she said. "And second, have you ever had a buttery hand job?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, as she began jerking me off, the butter on her hands making an amazing lubricant. I'd always hated hand jobs; they were awkward, and if the hand was dry they weren't pleasurable at all. This one on the other hand, was very pleasurable.
But it was still Awkward.
And I was Shocked.
And the situation had suddenly become very Intense.
"I'm told they're very pleasurable," she smiled, as she slowly stroked my cock... her massive cleavage in clear view.
"B-b-but y-y-you're married," I moaned.
"What he doesn't know won't hurt him," she said, as she continued my hand job, while at the same time rubbing the head of my cock with her greasy thumb, which greatly enhanced the pleasure. "And besides, I've seen in your eyes that you don't like the way he treats me any better than I do, so neither of us owes him anything."
"Oh, God," I groaned, ready to come after only about thirty seconds.
"Come for me, Neal," she said, gazing into my eyes from very close. "I want to feel your warm cum shooting all over my hand."
"I have to, I can't hold back," I grunted a few seconds later, as I erupted with shocking intensity, shooting all over her hand, as well as into my underwear.
"Mmmmmmm, good boy," she moaned, apparently turned on from getting me off.
She continued stroking my cock for a few more seconds, then took her hand out and licked a big wad of cum off her palm and said, looking outside, "You'd better go get ready to shut down the projector."
"Y-y-yes, Mrs. Horton," I stammered, still in a complete daze.
"Hannah," she corrected, as she licked a little more cum off her hand. "Hank isn't here, remember?"
"Sorry... Hannah," I corrected, as I adjusted my cock and headed out, trying to process what had just happened.
Nothing else was said before I went home bewildered, and trying to process what had happened and what it might mean.
Sunday
The next evening our set-up went as usual. She asked about my day, like she always did; she asked about my mom, like she always did. She was again wearing a skirt, and a blouse that revealed much more of her tits than normal.
Except for the revealing blouse, nothing out of the ordinary.
Nothing that hinted at what had happened yesterday.
Oddly, I was disappointed. Oddly because this woman was older than my mother... in fact, I saw her as a mother figure. Yet I had still been hard when I got home last night, and had jerked off while replaying what had happened.
It wasn't as pleasurable as the buttery hand job, but it got me off.
From the moment I got to work, I was hard. Replaying yesterday... hoping for a sequel... yet she appeared oblivious to the impact she was now having on me.
Sunday was usually a smaller crowd, and tonight was no exception. So Hannah suggested, later in the night as I was about to go change reels for the second film, "Why don't you just stay in the projector booth and watch the film?"
"That'd be great," I said, having seen bits and pieces of the new Bond movie, but trying to avoid it as much as I could... waiting to see it in its entirety.
"Enjoy," she said.
"Thanks, I will," I said, heading to the booth.
I got everything set up, sat in the extremely comfortable lounge chair (that her husband spent a lot of time in while he avoided doing much work), and watched the film.
About an hour in, Hannah startled me by appearing and saying, "Bringing you a snack."
"Oh, thanks," I said, as I bolted upright from my reclined position.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked, having brought a big bucket of popcorn with her.
"Of course not," I said, standing up to let her sit down in the only chair.
She surprised me again as she walked over to me, pulled my loose waistband open as well as my underwear, and dumped a bunch of popcorn around my dick...thankfully it wasn't very hot... but it was definitely buttery.
I was stunned.
She pushed me back down into the chair, handed me the rest of the popcorn, and sat on the armrest.
I was bewildered as she asked casually, as she reached into my pants and underwear to grab some popcorn, "How is the movie so far? You think 007 will come out on top?"
"He always does, but I haven't figured out how," I replied with a moan, as her hand brushed against my suddenly growing cock.
"I'll be unhappy when Daniel Craig isn't Bond anymore," she said, not looking at me, but the film, as she ate popcorn from around my crotch, acting as if her behaviour wasn't at all strange.
"Yeah, he has a persona of ruggedness that really makes him a believable Bond," I agreed, having argued with many over the whole Sean Connery vs Daniel Craig debate. I wouldn't even enter into a discussion with anyone who argued that Pierce Brosnan was the best Bond... he was a corruption of the entire franchise.
"And he's pretty hot for an older guy," she said, reaching back into my underwear for more popcorn, this time deliberately stroking my cock for a couple seconds before leaving with another handful of popcorn.
This was wild.
This wasn't even porn plot believable.
No one would ever believe this could happen.
Even I didn't believe it was believable, but even while I disbelieved, it was actually happening to me.
"Never thought much about that," I said, trying to act casual during this intense experience.
"I prefer younger men," she said, looking at me for the first time.
"A young Bond would be weird," I said, ignoring her rather blunt hint at preferring someone like me.
"Think a young Bond would be interested in older full-figured women?" she asked, as she reached back into my underwear.
"Welllllll, Mr. Bond is a man of impeccable taste, and he judges women based on every aspect of their beauty," I improvised, seeing a very sexy, vulnerable, possibly available woman next to me. I hadn't really seen her in any sort of sexual way before yesterday... other than her big stare-attable breasts... yet now I was seeing her as a sexual being... a big-boned temptress... a big, beautiful woman.
"I'd like to interact with a Bond like that," she said, as she stroked my cock again, although this time slowly... the excessive butter again making it feel amazing.
Gaining some confidence, I was usually very confident around women, but she'd had me rattled by her aggressiveness, I said, trying to be clever, "Well, I'm both a little shaken and stirred at the moment."
"Mmmmm," she said, "it feels like you have a concealed weapon in here."
"It's locked and loaded," I retorted slyly, feeling a rush at this wild wordplay.
She moved to her knees before me, fished out my cock and asked, as she smiled up at me, and once again stroked my cock slowly, "Tell me 006, as in even closer to the very best, do you have a license to thrill?"
I groaned, her buttery hand again driving me wild, "Oh God."
"I love your big cock, Neal," she purred, as she stroked my cock slowly, this time teasing me with a hand and finger.
"I love what you're doing," I moaned, she giving me pleasure unlike anything I'd ever experienced. No girl I'd dated had ever given my cock the attention Hannah currently was. She wasn't just stroking my dick, she was worshiping it.
"Do the young skinny girls ever do this?" she asked, as she leaned forward and not only took my cock in her mouth, but deep-throated the entire seven inches.
"Oh God," I moaned again, having never been deep throated by a girl. Most girls, if they even sucked cock at all, did it for only a minute or two, just enough for bragging rights that they'd done it.
She sucked for just a few seconds before sitting back up and asking, "Do the young skinny girls worship this big delicious cock like it deserves to be worshipped?"
She continued slowly rubbing her thumb around my cock head as I groaned, "Not really."
"That's a shame," she said, then licked my entire shaft. "Young skinny girls take their looks for granted, and they don't understand the usefulness of their bodies."
"Oh," was all I could think to say, as she swirled her tongue around my cock head.
"It's only older woman like me, big-boned women like me, who understand how to treat a big young cock," she said, as she took my cock back in her mouth and bobbed hungrily, moaning as she did. She was clearly enjoying sucking my cock, not just doing a brief, obligatory task.
"That's it, Hannah," I moaned, "suck my big cock."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, devouring all seven of my inches with each lustful bob.
"Yes, you look so hot with my cock in your mouth," I moaned, appreciating just how true that was. She was indeed pretty, but likely always judged only by her weight... and I'd done the same thing. I hadn't originally seen her as a sexual being, but now I most certainly did. In two nights, she'd changed my entire perspective of how I judged people.
She moaned again as my balls began to boil.
Sensing I was close, she pulled away and asked, "Do your young skinny girls swallow?"
"Almost never," I answered honestly, as she returned to my cock and resumed giving me easily the best blow job of my life.
After a few more bobs I warned, wanting to make sure she knew, "I'm about to come."
She didn't slow down... and then I came... and then she swallowed every drop.
"Oh, fuck," I grunted, as my load finished spurting into her amazing mouth.
Once I finished coming she slowed down, but continued nursing my cock.
I complimented, while my cock was still in her mouth, "That was amazing."
She let my cock slip out of her mouth and said, "And it was delicious."
"You know, I'm kind of hungry myself," I said, having always gone down on the girls I dated... especially the few who put a valiant effort into sucking my cock.
"You are?" she asked, surprised.
I got up, pulled her up, and then gently turned her around and pushed her down into the chair. I finally lowered myself to my knees and parted her legs.
She said, suddenly looking self-conscious, "You don't have to do that."
"You're right, but I want to," I said, as I reached my hands around her wide hips and pulled her panties down.
"Nobody has been down there in a long time," she warned, looking so vulnerable, right after being so aggressive.
"That's a crying shame," I said, as I parted her legs wider and moved my mouth to her hairy pussy. Many young girls shaved their pussies, which I felt made them look like children. I preferred a woman with some hair covering her pussy. It made her more real... more feminine.
"Agreed," she said, as she trembled in anticipation.
I extended my tongue and parted her pussy lips through the forest of hair that was so authentically capturing her raw scent... and which drew me in even deeper, as I began licking.
"Ooooh, yes," she moaned.
Wanting to reassure her, knowing many women were self-conscious about how they tasted, and I could tell she was, I said, "You taste so good. Did I get you this wet?"
"Your big cock did," she moaned.
"Not my nice ass then?" I asked, as I wiggled my tongue up and down her very wet pussy.
"Not this time. You really should wear your football pants twenty-four-seven," she said, as I continued licking her.
I chuckled before really focussing on getting her off. I wanted to make her feel as good as she'd made me.
I probed her pussy.
I teased her clit.
I paid attention to her growing moans.
As they increased, she grabbed the back of my head and said, "Yes, baby, eat my pussy."
I took her aggressive demand as a directive, and began really attacking her clit.
"Oh yes, eat my fat cunt," she moaned, grinding her hips a bit.
I loved the word cunt, and hearing her say it really turned me on. I sucked her swollen clit between my lips and shook my head, carrying it along.
"Oh yes, mother fucker, yes," she moaned loudly.
I continued relentlessly pleasing her, and seconds later, she held my head roughly against her pussy, and came all over my face.



I lapped up her pussy cum, bathing in the sweet afterglow fluids of her orgasm.
She released my head and moaned, "Oh God."
"Such a delicious pussy," I exhaled, lapping up her creamy cum.
"You're amazing," she added, still breathing heavily.
"As are you," I smiled.
"Shoot, we missed most of the movie," she said.
"Maybe I can watch it tomorrow," I said, as I got off my knees.
"Maybe I'll join you with some more buttery popcorn," she suggested, standing up.
"I do like popcorn, and recently much better," I said.
"I'd better go check on Amanda, I don't usually let her close."
"Sure, sure," I said, my hard cock pointing up at her.
"Although," she said, as she put her hand back into tonight's popcorn bucket, "I could use another late night snack."
"My joint is open all night," I joked, as she dropped to her knees and began to jerk me off... her buttery hands making their magic again.
"So am I," she replied, as she took my cock in her mouth again, and using both her hands and mouth... did her magic.
Since I'd come fifteen minutes ago I lasted a little longer, but not a lot longer, before I grunted and deposited a second load into her velvet mouth.
Once she'd swallowed it all, she backed off, got up and said, "God, I love a young guy's quick reloading."
"I usually last longer," I said, before adding, "but you just have a magical mouth."
"You need to know that big girls do everything better," she said.
"So I'm learning," I said as she walked out.
The credits started running a couple minutes later, as I tried to get all the popcorn out of my underwear and pants as I accepted the obvious... that this was easily the best encounter I'd ever experienced.
Epilogue...
Monday...
It was almost a summer version of Groundhog Day... but the best version.
She once again invited me to watch the movie.
She once again showed up partway through it.
This time she poured the popcorn into her massive cleavage.
She asked, "Hungry?"
"Starving," I agreed, as I buried my face between her big tits and began eating the popcorn, along with doing some motorboating.
That evening ended with my fucking her buttery tits and coming all over them, and then dining on her pussy to serve her not one, but two orgasms.
Tuesday
She swallowed my first load before the shift even started.
After closing, I fucked her to multiple orgasms... for both of us... my first load deep inside her pussy, and a second load all over her face (something no pretty young girl would ever let me do).
Wednesday
She made it a daily set-up routine to include swallowing my load.
After closing I fucked my first ass.
As I pulled out, cum leaking out of her gaping hole, she asked, "So have you learned the most valuable lesson from our encounters?"
"You're insatiable," I smiled, as she turned around and took my cock in her mouth right after it was inside her ass.
She bobbed for a few seconds and then backed off and said, "Well yes, that too. But my main point is that all young studs should go after us BBW's because we're happy to do all the nasty things the skinny young girls won't."
"Is that true for all of you BBW's?" I asked.
"Without fail," she said, as she said, bending over the counter, "Now slam that big dick back into my asshole."
I replied playfully as I slid my cock into her big back door, "Like I said, you're insatiable."
THE END
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Sissification 101: Ch. 01
1. MY SISSY CURIOSITY
I've always liked nylons. I grew up when they were still popular and worn by many teachers (unlike now), plus by most cheerleaders, and some of the nerdy girls... it wasn't as great as the wild fashion of the eighties, but still better than the bare-legs laziness to date so far in the 21st Century.
I loved looking at women's legs in nylons, especially if they had a sheer shine to them.
I was drawn even more to nylon-clad feet. If a girl was sitting at a desk within my view, I'd just stare at her feet, praying for her to slip her feet out of her shoes. Although I loved seeing legs in nylons, I liked seeing feet in nylons even better. I couldn't explain it then, I can't explain it now. Just the sight of someone's feet and toes in nylons, regardless of the woman's age, and I get hard. (Yes, that's still true today.) If I see a teenager's feet in nylons, I instantly get erect. If I see my girlfriend's feet in nylons, I instantly want to fuck her. If I see a grandma's feet in nylons, I still get turned on. The truth is pretty simple... nylons, and especially nylon-clad feet, are my sexual kryptonite.
They always have been.
Back when I was in school and I saw a teacher or another student in pantyhose, I'd daydream about rubbing my hands on their legs, or about having them rubbing their feet on my cock. Sometimes, but only in private of course, I even wore them myself.
Truth was, occasionally I even wished I was a girl. Being a guy, I was automatically disqualified from wearing pantyhose, or any other variety of nylon hosiery... at least so anyone could tell... which I thought was very unfair.
As I got older, I pushed these fantasies out of my head. The 2000s arrived, and somehow we dodged the bullet of the massive Y2K electronic meltdown everyone had predicted, but the new century did seem to eliminate silk hosiery as a fashionable accessory.
Spying a woman wearing hosiery became rare, and seeing a woman's feet in hosiery became almost as rare as stumbling across a needle in a haystack (although far less painful).
Thankfully, what the 2000s did herald was porn going mainstream, and throughout my twenties although I dated a few girls, some of them semi-seriously, and one I even thought for a while I might marry, I spent way too much time online.
Doing what online?
Watching porn.
Watching lots of porn.
Online, I could be anonymous.
Online, I could find women wearing nylons.
Online, I discovered I wasn't alone in my nylon fetish.
Online, I found there were fetish websites for pretty much every possible kink... many I hadn't even known existed.
But thankfully, there were many people like me, perhaps not in percentages but certainly in numbers, and therefore many websites that catered to people like me with a nylon fetish.
I've also always been an avid reader. I hid a couple adult sex books in my room as a teenager, had a couple dozen on hand during college, but once the internet exploded, I could read story after story online and not need to worry about someone finding my stash under my mattress. One of my favourite online authors was silkstockingslover, aka Jasmine Walker, a female writer who not only had an unabashed fetish for wearing nylons, but also for seeing other people wearing nylons, and best, who also wrote stories in a variety of categories that turned me on. Because almost all of them featured characters who were wearing nylons, and who made a big deal about doing so.
But I didn't always read porn, frequently I watched it instead. At first, I watched M/F porn and F/F porn, always searching out scenes where the girl was in pantyhose, or thigh highs, or stockings and a garter... and best, scenes where the heels were eventually slipped off.
Yet I also flew through silkstockingslover's extensive collection, or at least the straight, lesbian and incest stories. (I would never do incest, and I was physically incapable of doing lesbian, but they were still kinky to read about.) Eventually I'd read them all... most of them more than a couple of times.
Yet then, I don't know why, other than I just loved the her writing and her captivating characters, and occasionally her clever repartee between characters, plus there being the odd gay-like scene or story (gay themes but not really, such as pegging, cross-dressing, and even guys sucking or being reamed by cocks still without quite being gay, go figure), which made me curious about wearing pantyhose for real. I'd resisted the temptation my entire life because it wasn't considered manly, it seemed to be a gender issue, or maybe a gender identity issue, but suddenly I was discovering there was a whole subculture where men not only wore nylons, but sometimes dressed entirely as women (and wore women's makeup or not, depending).
I read one that triggered me completely, and started me on this wild journey of exploring my sexuality, "Curiosity Fucked the Straight Guy". After that, I read every quasi-gay story she wrote, almost all of them about straight white or Asian guys (I'm Asian) who ended up succumbing to their sudden (or perhaps eventual, but in either case) irresistible fascination with black cock.
Here are a few pornographic themes that appealed to me the most. And in retrospect, I can now see which also influenced me the most.
a. White men submitting to black men.
This was a theme that fascinated me, as I'd always felt myself inferior to black men, and I wanted to know whether that was really the case. It was certainly possible. They were all built stronger than me (with or without serious exercise), and they all had massive cocks... all of them so much bigger than mine. Or at least so I thought, and for some reason felt the need to find out.
I was 1¼ inches soft, and 4½ inches hard. According to my non-scientific research so far, black cocks were almost without fail, double my size, or even more. And whether that was generally the case or not, according to everything I'd seen in porn, that was always the case.
I was so envious of those big black cocks.
So jealous of those big black cocks.
So in awe of how fascinated and lustful the girls got when they saw their first big black cock. The screams they made as that big black cock slid inside them. Their nasty talk and begging as they were fucked by that big black cock; and that wasn't just their first time, that was every time.
No girl had ever done any of those things for me!
I didn't immediately begin to wonder what it would be like to suck a big black cock... no, that never occurred to me at the time... but the seed had been planted in my subconscious, and it would slowly grow inside me, without my knowledge or consent.
b. Married men being pegged.
I wasn't sure whether I ever wanted to get ass fucked... but my curiosity had been awakened by the vivid descriptions in some of silkstockingslover's stories.
I wondered what it would be like to be the girl.
Bent over and fucked.
Dominated by a woman.
I'd always felt inadequate because of my dick size, I assumed women often faked it with me, and pegging was a new kink that had me questioning my sexuality.
c. Crossdressing
Jasmine only had a couple stories featuring crossdressing, but the way she wrote them seemed so liberating... both for me and the characters in the stories.
It led me to go to the mall.
It led me finally, after all these years, to buy a few pairs of sheer pantyhose.
It led me to finally summon up the courage to put a pair on.
I wasn't yet intrigued by the idea of dressing completely as a woman... but again, unbeknownst to me, that seed too was planted in my head and began taking root.
I wasn't bold enough to wear my brave new acquisitions outside, or to work... but the moment I got home, I peeled out of my suit and climbed into a pair of sheer hosiery... which I experimented with during the next number of days... concluding that I usually preferred wearing them without underwear... and I loved slowly rubbing my legs and my cock in the sheer nylons, and I always ended up rubbing myself to orgasm after a few videos and a few stories and coming in my pantyhose.
D. THEN I READ A SISSY HYPNOSIS STORY.
Even after years and countless hours of watching porn online, I had no idea sissy hypnosis was a thing.
Then even after reading Jasmine's vivid, detailed, HypnoSissy series, I still didn't know it was a real thing.
Of course I then googled it... and found on Pornhub that not only was it a thing... it was an entire sub-culture.
There were hypno-sissy videos.
There were hypno-sissy audios.
There were hypno-sissy websites and Mistresses.
There were hypno-sissy captions where actual women portrayed themselves as cross-dressed men.
It was all so surreal.
So captivating.
I'd finally found a place where I belonged.
Sure, it was just the internet... but it was mine. Just like how some shy or insecure or nerdish kids who get bullied at school can feel all mighty and powerful online by playing something like Street Fighter... I felt I could be myself online.
I entered chatrooms and took part.
I watched every hypno-sissy video I could find.
I took to heart hundreds. if not thousands, of sissy captions... all while wearing pantyhose.
I developed, without my realizing it was happening, a massive submissive mentality, as I (now consciously) began fostering an increasingly undeniable desire to be transformed into a sissy slut... for real... to suck a big black cock... for real... to be caged by a strong female personality... for real... to be pegged... to be spit-roasted by big black cocks... to be cuckolded by a woman I loved as she got herself fucked by big black dicks and made me eat her creampies... to be completely sissified... to be coated in cum... to be the center of an orgy and dominated by big dicked black men... all not as online fantasies, but absolutely, factually, for real.
This, of course, was all just fantasy and gave me great orgasms... but I never imagined it would ever be anything more than just fantasy....
Then... over the course of a crazy year... everything listed above came true... once I met Joan.
Joan was, no she is, an amazing woman.
They say opposites attract, and that theory was proven true when we started dating.
She's vivacious; I'm shy.
She's white; I'm Asian.
She's 5'7", which is fairly tall for a woman; I'm 5'5", which is fairly short for a man.
She has big, hypnotic, blue eyes that draw you in; I have bland, undistinctive, brown eyes that are as unnoticeable as they come.
She has lovely, wavy, brown hair that seems to adapt and change colour to best enhance her accessories; I have dull, straight, black hair just like every other Asian (except for the gorgeous ones).
She's athletic and works out every day; my idea of a good workout is masturbating.
She has an amazing slender body; I'm slightly chubby.
She's very pretty, with a few attractive freckles under her eyes, and high cheekbones; me? Well, I'm literally non-descript, with no particular features to set me apart from any other mid-30s Asian guy.
She has a sexy smile; I can't smile without looking a little creepy.
She's confident in who she is, while I'm completely insecure.
It was obvious she was way out of my league and yet, after some coaxing from my coworkers, I asked her out, and she astounded me by accepting.
What we had in common, just looking at the surface for now, was we were both geeky, both passionate about our work, both loved cooking and fine dining, and both were (and still are) very thoughtful, pragmatic people.
Less obvious at first, we also had one more thing in common... we both loved nylons. She wore them to work every day, and on most of our dates when we first started dating, and on all of our dates once I confessed to I having a thing for them. She even wore thigh highs, or a garter-belt and stockings, whenever she came over for sex, or I went to her house for sex.
So, although at first I didn't think I had a chance with such a beautiful woman... we really hit it off, largely because we both loved trying new restaurants, and thus I began living a dual life.
One side of me was: a caring, compassionate, attentive boyfriend with an amazing girlfriend who liked giving head, loved swallowing cum, had an insatiable sexual appetite, and seemed okay with my small dick... although I compensated for that by going down on her even more than she went down on me. I had learned early on that the best way to keep a woman was to treat her well, to respect her, to listen to her carefully and caringly, and frequently to get her off with my tongue better than any man or woman ever had, prior to me.
The other side of me was a pantyhose-wearing sissy whenever I was alone at home. I also watched hypno sissy videos for at least a couple of hours each night. I parroted the degrading words of faceless women with seductive voices, thus degrading myself. I frequently watched BBC porn, focusing more on the big black cock than on the hot woman taking it in any of her three holes. The minute I got home, I cast aside my boring suit (well, that was a bit overdramatic; actually I hung it up neatly), thus exiting that part of my life, and put on pantyhose and nothing else for the rest of the night, as I entered my other life.
This kinky pattern of behaviour became the trigger that changed everything... in a single moment of time. One moment of sexual serendipity... if you believe in that sort of thing... I believed prior to this crazy night, and what happened next, confirmed my belief).
2. CAUGHT YOU IN THE ACT
MONDAY
I was in my home office, in my high end gaming chair (when you spend as much time in a chair as I do, it's well worth the money), watching my favourite BBC hypno-sissy video on my computer screen (24 inches, lol), where every few seconds, a different big black cock was fucking a different mouth, pussy or ass, while the most seductive female voice I'd ever heard constantly ordered me to repeat after her a wide variety of derogatory, submissive, and racially fueled descriptions of myself.
So, I was naked except for my expensive pantyhose (I'd ordered a dozen pairs of luxurious sandalfoot sheer silk pantyhose from Europe six months prior, and had eight pairs still in great shape), slowly rubbing my raging four-and-a-half-inch cock (if a cock as small as mine can be said to rage), parroting in a loud voice saying, "I'm a sissy begging for big black cock and a load of dominant cum," when I suddenly froze, realizing I wasn't alone.
"Oh my," Joan said, her tone sounding as shocked as I instantly felt.
My eyes went wide; I was paralyzed from getting caught in such an act... by my girlfriend!
The female voice on the screen, blithely unaware of what was transpiring in real life, ordered, "Repeat after me. I was born to be a sissy two-hole faggot for every big black cock."
I didn't repeat that one, even though habit made me sorely want to, the idea of being a two-hole slut having become more and more intriguing as time went by, but instead I slowly turned around to see her behind me, standing just inside my office doorway, staring at the screen.
She asked, with no qualities in her voice to give away whether she was shocked, disgusted, stunned, or something else, "So tell me Eric, were you really born to be a sissy two-hole faggot for every big black cock?"
I apologized, terrified of losing the woman I believed I was meant to be with for life, "I'm so sorry Joan, this isn't what it looks like."
"It appears to me that you're watching, as well as participating in, black cock training sissy hypnosis videos," she said, as the video behind me continued to play. "If you can give me another description that makes any sense, I'll be happy to hear it."
The female voice ordered, a sentence I had long ago memorized, actually I'd memorized the entire twenty-two minute clip, having already watched it hundreds, perhaps even a thousand times, "Declare to the world that your purpose in life is to be on your white pathetic knees, worshiping the superior black race."
I frantically spun back around and halted the video, my cheeks burning with shame, having declared that statement almost every night at least a dozen times for over a year.
"Nice pantyhose," she said, although her tone continued to conceal whether she was delivering a compliment or sarcasm.
Caught in the act, I had completely forgotten I was wearing nothing but black pantyhose... compounding my humiliation.
I stammered another apology, "I-I-I'm so sorry."
"How long have you wanted to suck black dick?" she asked, ignoring my apology, and still giving me nary a clue as to what she was thinking.
On the bright side, she hadn't freaked out, thrown anything (both of my prior Asian girlfriends had literally thrown shit at me when they got mad), or stormed out in a fiery rage.
Yet she also hadn't moved a single inch from leaning against the door frame.
Her tone hadn't changed at all.
Her expression was stone cold. Which was how I first learned she had an amazing poker face.
I whispered, shame coursing through me, even though my tiny cock was still hard, "For a while."
"Since before you met me?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, which I didn't know was better or worse for me. Was it worse for me to have hidden it when we started dating, or for me to have discovered this twisted side of myself after we started dating? I sensed that the answer I'd just given was the better of the two, if only the lesser of two very humiliating evils.
"Have you ever really sucked a black cock?" she asked, making me a little overwhelmed to be answering such questions to the woman I'd fallen in love with. I'd never imagined this secret fantasy being revealed to anyone I knew in real life.
"No," I answered sheepishly, feeling my cheeks burning with shame.
"Have you ever sucked any cock?"
"No."
"Do you want to suck a black cock?"
I answered with the truest response I could; there was no point in lying now, "Sometimes I do."
"Sometimes?"
"Yes," I said, as I tried to find a way of explaining to her what even I didn't understand myself. Even after years of gradually becoming more and more intrigued by crossdressing, sissification, and especially fascination with black cock, I still had no idea what kept constantly drawing me into this growing obsession.
"So you're saying that sometimes you want to suck a black cock and sometimes you don't?"
I sighed and gave her my most simplistic answer to a surprisingly complex question, "Yes, I do when I'm horny."
"So you want to almost always," she summarized.
I wanted to counter her seemingly playful shot by pointing out that she was almost always horny too, but this didn't seem to be the best time to tell her that (and I sure as fuck would never complain about it. Truth was, I'd never had sex more frequently in my life than since I'd hooked up with her. She was truly insatiable).
She then asked the question I was dreading, the one where I'd see her insecurity peeking out from under cover, "So I'm not enough for you?"
This barb, (or rather reverse barb, since it was really directed at herself), made me feel even worse than getting caught in such a compromised and humiliating position. My obsession had nothing to do with her. In truth, I'd watched fewer sissy videos, been a little less obsessed with black cock, ever since we'd met... although the difference wasn't huge (as in I didn't spend eight hours over a weekend watching every sissy video ever made... usually just two or three hours). I said, "You're more than enough for me, it's just...."



"Just what?" she asked, still sounding more hurt than mortified.
I wasn't sure how I could possibly construct my response to that question without either making me sound like a pathetic faggot, or her sound unsatisfactory, or both. Yet she had already seen the video and me watching it, and had heard the gist of the message it was delivering, so my shameful secret life was already out of the bag, per se. I decided just to lay it on the table, honestly and with no spin. I explained, "Frankly, I have no idea why I get so turned on by these videos, and I won't deny to you that I do. If I had to guess, I'd say it's partly because I feel inferior because of the size of my penis, and... also... because..." I ground to a halt, because even though she'd caught me in the act and I was still wearing my pantyhose, I couldn't come right out and say the next unmentionable thing.
"And what?" she asked, her arms now crossed, which I found more intimidating. I was thankful however that she was still here... most women would have either raged out the door or fled in tears long ago. She was asking probing questions and doing so non-judgementally (although she had still given me no indication of what she felt about it), truly attempting to understand what I was doing, and why I was doing it. If she was washing her hands of me, she wouldn't be bothering.
I looked down to her nylon-clad feet, she was even wearing nylons under her jeans, which made my cock involuntarily flinch in my pantyhose, as I sheepishly admitted to the first person ever in person, a single one more than I'd ever imagined admitting this to (I'd told many people about these feelings online, but always anonymously), "The worst part is that I sometimes wonder what it would be like to be a girl."
"Or just to dress like a girl?"
"Yes, that too," I whispered in shame, as I continued to direct my gaze at the floor and at her sexy feet, her toes, I noticed, painted a cute blue... which was new. Today at work, they'd been red.
"And to suck a cock?"
"A black cock," I corrected her, and then wondered why I'd felt the need to clarify that point. I was certain I was now looking even more pathetic.
"And to be fucked by a black cock? And I understand the distinction you're making."
"I don't know," I said, then admitted my truth, "Well, actually the answer is yes. But only sometimes."
"Ever had anything in your ass?" she asked, beginning to astonish me by her abundance of questions, and also by the familiarity with this subject she must have to be asking these specific questions. She was beginning to appear more intrigued than anything else, which had me more than a little confused.
"No, never," I answered, but not adamantly. I'd considered buying some anal toys, had even gone into an adult store and looked around, but I couldn't build up the courage to take an anal starter kit up to the till, which was attended by a pretty college-age girl. I didn't want to be judged, not even by someone working in a sex shop, so I allowed my insecurity about who I was, keep me from exploring more of my sexuality.
"That's a good call, actually; a proper black cock would tear that ass of yours apart without proper training," she said rather matter-of-factly.
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"An ass needs to be well prepared before it can take a big black cock inside it," she elaborated.
"Oh," was all I could muster.
"So, do you have any other hidden fantasies other than cross dressing, becoming a girl, sucking black cock, and taking a black dick up your ass?"
The list just as she'd recited it had me utterly humiliated. Yes, I did have many other twisted fantasies, including being spit-roasted by BBC, gangbanged by BBC, and then many daydreams involving her, including Joan pegging me, watching her get fucked by a big black cock or a group of black men, her caging my tiny dick, and eating her cum-filled pussy.
"Oh my God, you do!" she exclaimed, always able to read me.
"But they're all really sick and twisted and embarrassing," I replied sheepishly, completely disgusted with myself. I'd found a way to ruin my first serious relationship in a decade with my sick sexual perversions. A woman I'd thought may very well be The One.
"Nevertheless, tell me," she ordered. Then added, "I want to know every single one."
"That would take a long time," I joked awkwardly.
"I'm not going anywhere," she said, which surprised me yet again. Why was she being so patient? She didn't seem disgusted by any of this. She also didn't seem turned-on, or anything else. She just seemed... I guess the best description I could give was... curious. It seemed she was trying to understand what she had walked into, and what it meant to me... and perhaps even to her, but that would likely be stretching it.
I sighed heavily, not at her, but myself. I began with, "Well... I'd like to be spit-roasted. Which means..."
"I'm familiar with the term. By two black cocks?"
"Yes, otherwise I wouldn't bother."
"Being spit-roasted can be pretty wild," she observed, although her tone was still neutral.
"You've been spit-roasted?" I asked, surprised, although based on the sexual appetite she'd demonstrated with me, I guess I shouldn't have been.
"A few times," she said, then added, only offering me a single detail, although I instantly had lots of questions, "although never by two black cocks."
"Have you ever had a black cock?"
"Two," she answered, but then stressed, leaving me more intrigued, "but we can talk about my history another time; for now, let's focus on your fantasies. What else is there?"
"They're all so embarrassing," I admitted.
She finally moved away from leaning against the doorframe. She walked over to me, dropped to her knees before me and said, "There's nothing about any fantasy to be ashamed of." She then leaned forward and sucked on the head of my cock through my pantyhose.
"Ooooh," I moaned, her unexpected mouth on my cock instantly sending waves of pleasure through my very being, strongly propelled by the rush of relief coursing through me that she wasn't disgusted by me, she wasn't leaving me, and she even seemed to be turned on by all this.
She sat back up as she rubbed my nylon-clad legs and explained, "I know you're ashamed of your fantasies. So I need to tell you that shame isn't a naturally occurring condition. It's inflicted from the outside by judgemental people. So kindly look deep into my eyes and tell me whether I'm judging you."
I did, and all I could see in those lovely blue eyes was caring and compassion. Plus a hint of authority I'd never noticed before. "No. Astonishingly, you're not. I don't see even a hint of criticism coming from you."
"And I can honestly assure you that you're reading me accurately. We can work on alleviating that astonishment as we go along, but right now I want you to tell me everything. Every... single... fantasy."
"You sure?" I asked, still in awe that not only was she still here, but she seemed to want to know all my fantasies. No, that's not right. She was insisting on knowing them all.
"Every single one," she repeated, as she stood up and unbuttoned her jeans. "And I'll take a step towards getting naked after hearing each of them."
"Well... I want to go to a glory hole and suck and swallow the cum from as many big black cocks as I possibly can," I blurted out, dying to see her undress... dying for an opportunity to reveal all my sick twisted fantasies after years of holding them inside... dying to end up fucking her.
She unzipped her jeans, looked at me and said, "Mmmmmmm, and?"
Her 'Mmmmmmm' was perhaps the hottest non-word ever uttered. She was getting turned on by my sissy fantasies. By undressing, she was actually rewarding me for coming up with them. God, she was amazing!
"I want to be the centerpiece of a big black cock bukkake," I listed. I'd been wondering for a while not only what cum tasted like, and what it would feel like in my mouth and gliding down my throat, but also what it would be like to take a facial. In my fantasies, the more humiliating and demeaning something was, the more sexually stimulating I found it. This causal relationship didn't make much sense to me, yet that was my reality.
"Mmmmmmm, so hot," she said in a deliberately seductive tone, as she slid her jeans down her legs to reveal she was wearing a lacy garter-belt and stockings.
"I want to be gangbanged by big black cocks," I added, perving on her black lingerie and her pale violet lace panties.
"Who wouldn't?" she asked rhetorically and wickedly, affirming that she too would enjoy being gangbanged by big black cock.
I asked, needing to remove any doubt, "Do you really want to be gangbanged as well?"
"By big fat cocks?" she asked demurely,
"No, by big fat black cocks," I smiled back, still finding this entire situation surreal and unbelievable.
"Maybe," she shrugged. "But for now I'm neither confirming nor denying anything about my own proclivities; this conversation is about you. So what else?"
Maybe those were her rules, but she'd unmistakably hinted. Which gave me the cajones to reveal the next one. I admitted, "I want to watch you fuck a big black cock."
"Oh my, how flattering," she said, as she lost the jeans completely. "And?"
My perverted list was turning her on. I added, "And then I want to clean out your cream pie."
"Now let me get this straight, with the clear understanding that I'm still not judging you. You want to watch a black stud with a big dick fuck me until he comes inside me, and then you want to eat his big load of cum from my cunt and swallow every last drop? While it's mixed in with my own tasty orgasmic nectar?" she elaborated wickedly. She was a dirty talker when we were having sex, something that always really turned me on. In public she was sweet and caring and impeccably well-spoken... so no one would ever guess how dirty she could talk when she was getting fucked or eaten out. She was the only woman I'd ever met who used the word 'cunt'. But only to me, and only when we were doing something where it worked.
"Yes, all of that, and from your gorgeous cunt," I agreed, as she slipped her panties down to reveal said cunt, along with a new surprise... it was completely bald... which was new.
I stared in hungry awe. Her pink pussy lips were glistening ever so slightly.
"I had a Brazilian a couple days ago," she explained. "Like?"
"It's amazing," I said, unable to stop staring at her ripe, inviting pussy. I loved eating pussy, always have; I'd better, since my dick is so inadequate, and now I could dine without getting the odd pubic hair in my mouth.
"Good. Next one?"
Since I'd already given her so many tawdry revelations, I figured there was no point in turning back now. "I want to be pegged," I answered, and then added, "by you."
"Oh, fun," she smiled, as she raised her t-shirt over her head and off, to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra.
"In my dreams, that's always fun."
"So, you want your hot girlfriend to fuck your cute virgin ass?" she asked, the words sounding so fucking hot coming out of her mouth, especially while she squeezed my tiny cock, which was indeed raging.
"God, yes," I moaned, as she reached behind me, pulled Chrome back up and pressed Play on the video that had been playing.
She spun my chair back around to face the screen and ordered, "I want you to do exactly as the voice tells you to."
"Okay," I said, still in awe of what was happening. She wasn't disgusted by my pathetic-ness. No, she was definitely turned on by it.
The female voice ordered, as a cute blonde in pigtails was being face fucked by a big black cock, "Your purpose is to suck black cock."
"Say it," Joan ordered, as she stood behind me with her hands on my shoulders, assumedly watching the video too.
"My purpose is to suck black cock," I repeated, shame and excitement simultaneously coursing through me.
A black cock pounded a chubby redhead in the ass, as the voice said, "Your cunt is available for every black cock to breed you."
It had originally taken me a while to get used to the videos calling a male asshole a man cunt, or simply a cunt, but over time, I had.
"Say it, sissy," Joan ordered me from behind.
Hearing her call me a sissy was a bit of a surprise, but also a huge turn on, as I obeyed both female voices, "My cunt is available for every black cock to breed me."
A girl on her back was sucking on a big pair of black balls while stroking the thick shaft, as the voice intoned, "Your one and only purpose in life is to worship big black cock."
I repeated, being pulled into the video like I always was, in a hypnotic sort of way, "My one and only purpose in life is to worship big black cock."
"Mmmmmm," Joan moaned from behind me. "Isn't that a nice cock?"
"So nice," I agreed, entranced by the video.
A new scene appeared, of a girl bouncing on a big cock and looking to be in complete euphoria, as the voice said, "You're a sissy slut for big black cock."
I repeated the words, imagining it was I somehow bouncing back onto that big black cock, "I'm a sissy slut for big black cock."
"I'd be a slut for that cock too," Joan added, obviously enjoying the video, and whittling away at my deeply ingrained shame by getting turned on by the same things that I was.
The video was nearing its end, as the scenes became quicker and the repeated phrases shorter.
Three black men stroked their big black cocks as the voice said, "You love BBC."
"I love BBC," I repeated, staring at all three of those long, thick, glistening cocks, seeming to be calling my name.
"You... love... big... black... cock," she said, stressing each word very slowly, as a pretty brunette stroked a big black cock.
I repeated, "I... love... big... black... cock," experiencing a strange extra rush, knowing my beautiful girlfriend was right behind me not only literally but figuratively, while she was not only watching the same video I was, but listening without reproof to my many sick and twisted declarations.
A cheerleader was deep throating black cock, as the voice said, "You live for black cock."
"I live for black cock," I repeated.
A nerdy girl got face fucked by a fat black cock as the voice said, "You crave black cock."
"I crave black cock."
A schoolteacher was bent over her desk taking a big black dick in her pussy, as the voice continued, "You service only black cock."
"I service only black cock," I repeated, my eyes glued to the screen.
As two black cocks spit roasted a MILF the voice said, "You're addicted to BBC."
"I'm addicted to BBC," I repeated mindlessly.
"You can't resist big black cock," the voice said, as a girl dropped to her knees before a huge black dick.
"I can't resist big black cock."
"I wouldn't be able to resist that one either," Joan chimed in, sounding as in awe of the plethora of perfect black cocks as I was.
"You're a slave for big black cock," the voice said, as a girl with a silver choke necklace actually engraved with 'BBC slave', stroked and sucked a big black cock.
"I'm a slave for big black cock," I repeated word for word, having watched this same video and repeated these same words so many times I could do it without the video, except I'd miss out on the visuals.
As a Latina was pounded hard and was clearly experiencing intense pleasure, the voice said, "You want to feel the way she feels."
"I want to feel the way she feels," I repeated with feeling, so curious to know what it would feel like to get fucked like that.
"It feels amazing," Joan added.
"I bet it does," I said, as I imagined Joan taking that massive black pussy fucker.
"You want to be her," the voice added, as a pretty blonde was furiously pounded from behind.
"I want to be her," I repeated.
"I have been her," Joan said wickedly from behind me.
"Tell me more," I begged; I'd love to hear that story.
"Not now. Keep watching," she ordered.
"You love the taste of BBC," the voice said, as a petite brunette with her ponytail flying everywhere bobbed up and down, and then swirled her tongue around a huge chocolate stick, making it glisten with visual appeal.
"I love the taste of BBC," I repeated, and so did Joan.
Surprised, I turned around to look at her, but she ordered, "Stay focused," pointing at the computer screen.
"You can't resist big... black... cock," the voice said in a slow seductive tone, as a tiny Asian on all fours bounced on a big black cock, obviously near apocalyptic bliss.
"I can't resist..." I began, then was joined by my hot girlfriend in finishing, "...big... black... cock."
"You must submit to any BBC at all," the voice stressed, as a cute coed pulled down a pair of sweats to reveal her very own massive black snake.
"I must submit to any BBC at all," I repeated, now hearing Joan moaning behind me, now with only one hand resting on my shoulder.
"You must suck BBC," the voice said, as a chubby nurse gagged on a fat black dick.
"I must suck BBC," I repeated.
"You must dress sexy for BBC," the voice instructed, as a girl in sexy lingerie gave a nylon-clad foot job to a black prick.
"I must dress sexy for BBC," I repeated, a little ashamed to admit that pronouncement in front of Joan, and yet she seemed fine with it, or at least she didn't comment.
"I should do that to you," Joan said.
"That would be hot," I said, never having had a nylon foot job, but having watched tons of them on a website focusing on that niche.
"Dress you up, I mean," she clarified, surprising me.
"Oh," I said, as my telltale cock flinched at the idea.
"I could turn you into a pretty sexy little slut," she purred, as she tugged on my ear.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, not having complied with the recorded order to wear stockings for BBC. I'd bought myself a couple pairs of thigh high stockings, but only worn them once, as I preferred the feel of my penis against my pantyhose... although sissy boys, I'd learned from these sissy videos, didn't have cocks... a proper sissy had a penis or a clitty.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she whispered, as she reached for my cock, and then added a single word that set me off completely, "Erica,"
"God, yes," I moaned loudly, hearing my name feminized, an idea I hadn't even thought of before, even though it now seemed so obvious. I trembled and came inside my pantyhose within a couple of seconds.
"Oh my, you really like that idea!" she purred, as she continued rubbing my cock while I continued coming all over myself. "Very well, then. You're my sweet little Erica."
"Sissies only want black cock; sissies only need black cock," the voice repeated, this time over and over for the entire final thirty seconds as very short clips of black cocks flashed constantly before me.
"Say it with her, Erica," Joan purred, as she squeezed my slimed cock through my pantyhose.
"Sissies only want black cock, sissies only need black cock," I repeated weakly five times, until the video ended.
"That was so hot," Joan said, as she moved around to stand in front of me, pulled my pantyhose down, scooped up some wads of my cum, and inserted them into her pussy. She then said, "Get down and eat my modified creampie, my sexy little sissy slut."
I was stunned and yet so aroused, as I rolled my chair forward a bit, leaned down, and licked my cum from Joan's wet pussy.



It was so humiliating.
And so stimulating.
And it was also, as I was soon to discover, only the beginning.
I licked all my cum out, the cocktail of our mixed juices quite unique and tasty, as she moaned, "Eat your cum out of my cunt, my sexy sissy."
Her words brought forth the naturally submissive nature I'd hidden away for all these years, as I obeyed, aggressively attacking her pussy and retrieving every last drop of our cum.
"Yes, you cum eater," she moaned, sounding as turned on by what we were doing as I was. "Eat it all up, like a good little sissy."
I don't think she was referring to my tiny penis, or even my slim feminine frame, but I took it that way, which enhanced my transition to submissive sissy and her obedient slave. I replied, between licks, "I want to be a good submissive sissy for my strong, dominant woman."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned and twitched as I flicked her clit, "I like that. And I can be that woman for you."
She grabbed the back of my head and began grinding her twat against my face, something she'd never done before. I licked as best as I could, until she came, and a fresh helping of her pussy juice splattered all over my face as she screamed, "Yes, my sissy slut, lick up my cunt cum!"
I loved the alliteration as I did just that, licking up as much of her pussy cum as I possibly could... a taste I'd always enjoyed, and now even more so, since it was a cocktail of our blended cum.
Once done, she smiled and said, "Well, I came here to surprise you, but I was the one in for a surprise."
"I'm so sorry," I apologized, still a little ashamed she'd caught me in such a humiliating situation.
"No, I'm thrilled I discovered your secrets," she said, her face actually looking thrilled.
"You are?"
"If we're going to work as a couple, and I want us to work as a couple, we can't keep any more secrets," she said.
"I didn't think you'd understand," I said. I added, serving up my own vulnerability to her, "I don't even understand."
"Understanding will come in time, especially without any more secrets. We all harbour sexual fantasies we don't live out, and that we repress," she explained, almost sounding like a clinical psychologist, even as she kept her legs parted to allow me an amazing view of her pussy, thus presenting a very different persona.
"Do you have any?" I asked.
"Of course," she nodded.
"What are they?" I asked.
"Well... and I'm only telling you this because my naughty little sissy will no longer hide away any secrets from me... I've always been curious about having sex with another woman," she said.
"I support that wholeheartedly," I said, perhaps a little too eagerly.
"Of course you do," she said, giving me a smirk.
"Just saying, I support you unconditionally," I said, with a smile.
"Good to know," she nodded. "And although I didn't realize it until I caught you with your pants down so to speak, and then listened to your fantasies and watched these videos with you, I think now I may have a few new fantasies."
"Like?" I asked curious to know what my humiliation and perversion could have triggered inside her.
"Well, being gangbanged by black dicks sure sounds like fun," she smiled.
"Oh my," I said, visualizing her with three black dicks filling all three of her holes... even though I'd not yet fucked her ass; I didn't even know if she was into that.
"Fucking your ass also sounds pretty fun," she added, looking at me as my tiny penis hardened again.
"You want to peg me?" I asked, that being one of my very biggest fantasies, yet one I'd never fathomed ever having a chance to fulfill.
"Very much so," she said, as her nylon-clad feet went to my cock. "Shall I get a strap-on cock and fuck your virgin asshole? Would you be up for that? Or rather, down?"
Hearing her say asshole was somehow even hotter than her amazing offer. While she rubbed her silky sheer feet on my throbbing clitty. I usually took a while to regroup after an orgasm, but this time I was already ready, and loaded for more.
I answered, gradually coming round to the idea that I no longer needed to see myself as pathetic when I wanted to be the fuckee instead of the fucker, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, just like dominants did in the many stories I'd often read by silkstockingslover... pushing the submissive deeper into complete obedience by insisting they spell out what they want.
"Yes please, I want my beautiful girlfriend to bend me over and fuck my virgin asshole with her store-bought cock, which will be much bigger than mine," I replied, making it sound as wicked as I possibly could, even going out of my way to degrade myself, as I described exactly how I imagined her doing it.
"That's so fucking hot, you good girl," she purred, as she rubbed my penis with both of her nylon-clad soles.
"This is too," I moaned, both loving my first-ever nylon foot job, and loving that she was turned on by the idea of pegging me.
"Well, today is a special day," she smiled, as she got off the desk and knelt before me.
"So true," I agreed.
"Stand up," she ordered.
I did. "What I thought I was coming here for was to celebrate our six months," she said.
"What? It's not our six-month anniversary," I said, as she took my penis in her mouth, able to deep throat me without any effort at all. It would be four months on Friday... I'd already booked us a table at the best restaurant in town to celebrate it.
"It's been six months today since the day we met," she pointed out.
"Oh," I moaned as she bobbed on my cock, and at the reality of how sweet she was. I did remember when I first met her. I'd first noticed her because, unlike every other woman in the office, she was wearing pantyhose. I fell in love with her legs even before I saw her face, and eventually I fell in love with the entire package.... something I planned to tell her on Friday. To my mind, my using the 'L' word should be delayed until the time when I really knew it without a doubt... which I'd concluded even before tonight was absolutely the case, and now that she was being so supportive of all the kinks I'd always considered my secret shame, I was one hundred and ten percent certain.
She bobbed on my cock, and within a couple dozen stokes, I was already beginning to feel my balls boiling... I could never last long inside Joan's amazing mouth.
Her hands moved to my ass and gave it a squeeze, which she'd often done before, but this time I felt a finger against my ass, and while never losing the rhythm of her expert deep throat bobbing, she pushed a finger in my asshole.
At first my ass rejected the intrusion. But with a little insistent force, her finger broke through, I gasped, and instantly spewed a load in Joan's velvet mouth.
She kept bobbing, swallowing it all, even as her finger remained lodged partway in my ass, giving me a shockingly intense prostate orgasm.
Once she was done extracting every drop of cum in me, she pulled her finger out, pulled my pantyhose back up and said, "I have one more dirty little fantasy I often fuck myself to."
"What is that?" I asked, as she climbed back into her jeans.
"It's even nastier and more taboo than anything you revealed today," she said, intriguing me.
"I can't fathom that's possible," I said, as she grabbed her t-shirt.
"Oh, it's more taboo than an Asian dude sucking a big black cock," she said bluntly.
"More taboo than having a cross dressing boyfriend you fuck in the ass?" I asked daringly, feeling it so liberating to be able to say such wicked things out loud without any sense of shame or fear of ridicule, instead of being stuck forever with just imagining them in my head, or alone at my computer.
"Yes, and even more taboo than you eating my creampie after my cunt has taken a dozen loads of BBC cum," she said wickedly, now completely dressed, although her panties were still on the floor.
"Oh God, that's the hottest thing I've ever heard," I groaned.
She leaned down and kissed me, and whispered in my ear, her hot breath sending a warm chill up my spine, "My biggest fantasy is a lesbian threesome with me being the submissive slut to my two Mistresses."
"Oh God, that's hot," I moaned, the visual so captivating and erotic but I pointed out, "but it isn't overly taboo."
She walked to the door, stopped, turned her head to me, and revealed, with the wickedest grin ever, "The two girls I want... are my sisters."
I gasped as she walked out of my office and headed down the stairs, right after lobbing me a bombshell just as taboo and twisted as any of the ones I'd unleashed on her, after she'd let herself in with her key to surprise me, and then I'd accidentally turned the tables to surprise the fuck out of her.
"Come back here, you," I called out, imagining her elder sister Denise, a beautiful reddish blonde with amazing curves in a petite frame, and Jeanette, Joan's junior (by only thirteen months), shy academic sister (she was just finishing the thesis for her PhD), in the midst of a sexy daisy chain (of course all three were in nylons in my fantasy... and as it happened, all three ladies were so hot, that I'd already jerked off to that exact same fantasy, and more than once).
"Gotta go. See you tomorrow," she called back, in a tone that said she was getting a real kick out of dropping the bombshell she was now leaving me to deal with.
"If I recover from my heart attack after that reveal," I said, heading downstairs to forestall her.
She was finishing putting on her heels on as she announced, "Tomorrow we go shopping."
"For what?"
"Toys for that cute ass of yours, and a strap-on to strap around these cute hips," she said, posing with her hands on said cute hips.
"Are we really going to do this?" I asked, knowing that Pandora's Box had been not just opened, but nuked to smithereens.
"I refuse to allow my sweet sissy girlfriend to live in denial or regret," she teased, coming over and kissing me tenderly.
"I have no regrets," I said, as I looked into her beautiful blue eyes. "At least not now."
"But if you don't let me help you explore this side of your sexuality, you'll always wonder, and one day you'll regret not following up on today," she prophesied.
"Maybe, maybe not," I said, not yet having any time to process all this... and I was a man who liked to ponder thoroughly, and even make pro and con lists, before making any major decisions.
"There won't be a maybe, and absolutely no maybe not, ever again," she said. "You want to get fucked, and I'm just the girl to fuck you."
"That is the hottest thing you've ever said," I pointed out.
"Hotter than my wanting to be the soft squishy center in a lesbian sandwich with my hot sisters? And if my stern Mistresses allow it, while you watch?"
"Okay," I corrected myself, imagining her rather aggressive older sister taking control of her two younger sisters. "It was the second hottest thing you've ever said."
"And I want to be there cheering you on, when you take that first BBC into your mouth," she added.
"Okay, the third hottest thing I've ever heard you say," I laughed.
"Friday night, after our dinner and the musical, I'm taking your anal cherry," she promised, kissing me one more time, giving my penis a squeeze though my sticky pantyhose, and walked to the door.
"Okay, you make me keep renumbering the order of the hottest things I've ever heard from you," I said, adjusting my penis, which was bent awkwardly in my pantyhose.
"Oh, and beginning tomorrow, your Mistress requires you always to be in pantyhose, or sheer stockings if you prefer, beneath your suit at work, or whatever clothing you're wearing elsewhere," she instructed, opening the door.
"Fifth hottest, or maybe fourth, I'm losing track," I said, completely overwhelmed but in a good way, at the wild turn of events beginning the moment I was caught in the act of watching BBC sissy hypnosis porn and believing my relationship was over... and then miraculously, it wasn't!
She closed the door, leaving me standing there in bewildered awe and soiled pantyhose.
"Wow," I said to myself, as I went back to my office to shut down.
Who would have thought serendipity would play such a wild, crazy, wonderful trick on me?
"Wow, just wow," I repeated to myself as I grabbed her panties off the floor and placed them against my nose. God, she smelt good. I knew these would be resting on the pillow beside me tonight.
I pulled off the pantyhose, took a shower, and got ready for bed. I saw my phone flashing with a picture text from Joan. She was holding a strap-on around her waist (at an adult shop, it appeared) with the message: Sorry, couldn't wait for tomorrow to buy one. Think I'll look hot with this around my waist wearing some lingerie?
I texted back, although her message was fifteen minutes old: First, you always look hot. Second, you'll look amazing when you're wearing that one and it's buried deep in my asshole.
She texted back a few minutes later: I bought a few special items for Friday, and some for the rest of the week.
I texted back, thinking tomorrow was only Tuesday: What did you buy?
She texted back: That's for me to know and you to find out when I want you to.
I texted back: Sigh. Fine.
She texted back: And going forward, NO touching that cock of MINE without permission.
I loved that she called my tiny penis a cock. Thinking of the plethora of stories by silkstockingslover where a submissive is ordered to obey a dominant, I replied: Yes, Mistress.
I got into bed, my tiny penis again hard but now untouchable, as she responded: Good girl.
I felt myself blush at her purposeful decision to call me a girl.
I texted back: Good night, Mistress.
She texted back: Good night, Erica.
My tiny penis flinched, begging for more attention.
I ignored its needs, as I began my journey of utter obedience to my sweet, and apparently dominant (although a switch), girlfriend.
THE END OF CHAPTER 1
.....
.....
.....
COMING IN A COUPLE OF WEEKS:
Sissification 101: Chapter 2: Where both Eric (a) and Joan discover the joys of toys.
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BBBW Domination
"Are we really going to do this?" Janice asked her elder sister.
"Well, I've bought the tickets, and they were paid for from my divorce settlement, so the answer is a big, resounding yes." Joanne, two years older, her interminable three-year divorce finally settled... including a big payout from the cheating bastard... was raring to go!
"I do like spending the asshole who shall remain nameless's money to do it," Janice said, feeling that two weeks at a fancy Caribbean resort was a dream come true.
"Yes, I may as well walk away with something from his banging that twenty-year-old white bitch," Joanne said, still a little angry at the betrayal. Married for nineteen years (the same as the age of her daughter, if anyone was paying attention to why they'd rushed into their wedding), and then it was over.
"We haven't done anything just the two of us for years," Janice said, happy to get out of the country for a while, and hoping to find a new purpose in her life. Her own husband Baker had passed away suddenly from heart issues they'd never known he had. One day he was with her laughing and playing tennis against another couple, and the next day he was dead. Life just wasn't fair.
"Well, we're going to live it up on this trip," Joanne promised, not sure what to do on her own. Jared's betrayal had been devastating, but at least her daughter Jackie had steadfastly supported her throughout the endless ordeal... as of course had Joanne's own loving sister. But as long as her daughter had still been at home, she'd had a purpose... she'd always lived for her daughter. She was an active member of the PTA, she'd attended Jackie's every basketball game -- she was still proud to say she'd never missed even one -- and was delighted when Jackie had gotten a full-ride basketball scholarship... except that USC was in California, and they'd always lived in Lexington, a suburb of Boston. With her daughter now away at school on the far side of the country, she was completely alone... for the first time in her life. Except of course for her sister, who was her rock.
Janice had struggled emotionally ever since her husband's unexpected death. With him, she'd had a plan. They'd never had kids, since she wasn't physically able... because of her ovulation irregularity, her periods had always been anything but regular, and apparently that condition affected a woman's fertility... which they'd learned after years of trying... but he'd always set goals for them apart from their well-paying jobs: saving up for their next and better house; supporting the Boston Symphony and the Red Sox and many other cultural and sporting events. But without him suddenly, she was left with no direction. Her co-workers said she should meet another man. She should go out and date. But she just couldn't. She'd tried. No other man in the world could hold a candle to Baker, and no matter how hard she tried not to, she couldn't help comparing every man she went out with to her late beloved husband. Which of course wasn't fair to the other men, but nevertheless they simply didn't measure up.
"So much rum and so little time," Joanne joked, being a rum connoisseur.
"You and your rum," Janice reproved her mildly, much preferring cocktails like margaritas and bellinis.
Joanne shrugged, "Plus, maybe we can get you laid at this resort."
"Gross," Janice said, having not been intimate with a man for over two years. Or in other words, ever since Baker.
"A nice big dick should rejuvenate you," Joanne, always the wilder of the two, and also the more direct one, teased.
"Big? You and size," Janice reproved again, a little less mildly.
"Size matters," Joanne insisted, a mantra she'd recited to her sister for their entire lives. Baker had been a great guy and really good looking, but as a black man, he hadn't lived up to the BBC legend. Six inches, which isn't bad, even moderately impressive when attached to a white man, but woefully undersized when compared to her own experience with a variety of black lovers in her earlier life. (Yes, she and Janet had always told each other everything.) Her own husband Jared (or rather her ex-husband Asshole), had been (and no doubt still was) nine inches long, and thick, and he'd really known how to fuck her into submission. Truth was, Joanne was a very proud black woman, someone you'd never want to fuck with, except literally, yet when she was sharing a bedroom with a big dick, she became a different person. She needed that dick. She craved that dick. She would do anything to be fucked like a cheap whore! Yet after Jared's betrayal, she had completely lost her sexual appetite. She now felt insecure whenever she was confronted with possible intimacy, and since she'd lost the sexual persona that had drawn men to her ever since high school... what did she have left? Her huge tits and big booty had always helped as well, but if she wasn't on the market, what good were they?.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Janice sighed, having heard that her entire life. Janice, unlike her sister, had been with a grand total of three men in her entire life. There was the high school boyfriend who'd taken her virginity at the stereotypical prom; he was six inches. Then a white college boyfriend, who wasn't even five. And lastly Baker, who was also six inches, which by this time she felt was enough to please her. This was because she didn't get off from fucking... her sum total of orgasms from intercourse during her life, all added up to a big fat zero. Yet Baker had made up for that goose egg with his eager and experienced tongue... often even able to bring her to multiple orgasms. Yet ever since his death, her libido had dried up completely. She couldn't even remember the last time she'd masturbated.
"You wouldn't say that if a ten-inch dick was pile driving you into his bed," Joanne teased her wickedly, knowing it made her sister uncomfortable, even as it made Joanne reminisce about Jake, a college fuck toy who had pounded her pussy, and sometimes her ass, with his eleven-inch horse cock.
"Yes, because it's all about the pounding instead of the tenderness," Janice sighed again.
"Finally, you get it," Joanne crowed, ignoring her sister's sarcastic tone.
"I prefer intimacy," Janice said. Baker had made sweet love to her. He'd set the mood with a roomful of votive candles. A foot massage. A background of smooth saxophone blues or Sade. A bubble bath. Roses.
"Sure you do; because that always gets you off," Joanne smirked. "Not!"
Janice sighed yet again. She still regretted making the mistake after one too many drinks, of telling her sister she'd never climaxed during intercourse. She could still recall the entire conversation like it was yesterday, even though it was over ten years ago.
Flashback...

It was Janice's birthday, and her husband was stuck working up in Canada, of all places. So her elder sister took her out for supper and drinks. And after three hours, they were both rather intoxicated.

"I can't believe you don't get to have a birthday fucking," Joanne said. "I'd be super pissed."

"It's no big deal," Janice shrugged, and for her it wasn't. While her sister assessed the quality of her relationship by how often they fucked and how wild it got, she saw her own relationship as more spiritual. That said, their half-hour sex talk already had Joanne vividly describing an encounter at a staff party where she came three times (in the bathroom, then in an office, and finally from being fingered on a couch with a crowd of other people in the room... and oh yes... she also had a load of cum leaking out of her pussy, as she was sans underwear like she often was (leaving a telltale stain behind on said couch) and was wearing another load between her big tits, which was rather visible because it was still wet and soaking through her blouse. Usually such lurid descriptions did very little for Janice, she had gotten used to them, but she hadn't had any sex in a month because of Baker's Canadian commitments, and she was feeling a little stir crazy.

"Fuck that, it is a big deal, it's a huge deal," Joanne overexaggerated like she tended to do. She then smirked, "Well, for you, poor thing, I guess it's only a medium to smallish deal."

"Six inches is just fine," Janice sighed, wishing she'd never answered that question when Joanne had asked back when they were first dating.

"No one ever describes a proper dick as 'just fine'," Joanne pointed out rather accurately, and using air quotes. No one wanted to be described as just fine; that term was as vanilla as it got. You look fine today. My date was fine. His cock was fine. No matter how it's worded, no matter the tone, (unless you're in an eighties movie and a black woman is describing a hot man: he's so fine! (But that only worked in the 80s, only worked if said by a black woman, and only when said in a certain fashion)) it was definitely not a compliment.

"Okay, then it's good if you prefer," Janice corrected herself, having had lengthy discussions like this with her sister, well, more like one-sided rants, about the word 'fine' in the past.

"Amazing, orgasmic, twat filling," Joanne listed. "Those are all apt descriptors for a sexual experience. At least they are... if they fit."

Janice sighed yet again. It was her go to move when her sister was on a roll, and she was really on a roll at the moment.

"Sighing like you always do whenever this subject comes up, just admits that I'm right," Joanne said, having always used this strange theory to so-called prove she was right... ignoring the obvious reality that a sigh was a not very subtle hint she was being annoying.

But this time Janice didn't even notice. She just sighed again.

"See?"

"Whatever." Janice forced herself to restrain yet another sigh about to escape her lips. Instead, she attempted to fight fire with fire. She said, the alcohol giving her courage to speak so inappropriately, "His six-inch dick is amazing at filling my pussy, until I reach orgasmic euphoria," even though truth be told, she'd never actually come from intercourse.

Joanne noticed something in her sister's face. Her sister had an obvious tell when she lied: a twitch under her left eye. She called her sister out on it. "You're lying. What about?"

"W-W-What?" Janice stammered, surprised by the accusation.

"You just lied to me," Joanne accused.

"I did not," Janice denied, not knowing how Joanne could possibly know that she was.

"I know Baker's cock isn't amazing; how could it be if it's only six inches?" Joanne deduced. "But that isn't the lie you feel guilty about."

"No, it's not," Janice agreed, even though she wasn't even sure what was true and what wasn't, in this suddenly confusing conversation.

"So, what, pray tell, is the lie?" Joanne pondered out loud, gazing at her sister, looking for clues, trying for Sherlock Holmes.

"There is no lie," Janice lied.

"No, that was another lie, so there is, there's something you're hiding," Joanne insisted, physically pointing at her younger sister. After a pause while she analyzed her sister's expression and replayed their conversation, the lightbulb flicked on. "Oh my God, you poor thing."

"What? Why?" Janice asked; her sister couldn't have a clue. Could she?

"He never gets you off with his tiny dick," Joanne deduced correctly.

Janice sighed and then said, although she didn't deny the principal claim, "His dick isn't tiny."

"No? Sorry then, his average-sized dick doesn't get you off," Joanne amended.

"He gets me off in other ways," Janice said, defending her man.

"With his tongue?"

"Yes, yes, he's very good with his tongue," Janice asserted confidently, feeling she was turning the tide in this conversation.

"That's something a woman only says if her man can't get her off with his dick," Joanne countered.

"But I've never come on anyone's dick," Janice blurted out, thinking that by admitting this, she'd somehow be defending her husband... maybe it was something else wrong with her body in addition to her ovulation condition... a possibility she'd considered many times.

"That doesn't make it any better," Joanne refuted. "It only means you've never dated anyone but inept, small-dicked men."

"Enough!" Janice cried, sick of this conversation.

"Whatever," Joanne shrugged. "Your loss."

"I love Baker," Janice asserted.

"I do too," Joanne agreed, deciding this conversation had come to an end. "He's a great guy."

"Exactly," Janice nodded, as she downed her drink and waved to the bartender for another.

.....
"Let's just go and have some fun," Janice said, now in their present-day conversation.
"Agreed," Joanne said. "And if we can find a ten-inch dick to pound your vayjayjay, all the better."
"You never give up, do you?" Janice asked with a laugh. Some people never change.
"Nope," Joanne shrugged.
"Shouldn't we be finding you a ten-inch dick as well?" Janice asked.
"Nope. I'm done with men forever," Joanne declared, Jared's betrayal having really crushed her attraction to men.
"So... we'll need to find you a woman?" Janice joked.
"Perhaps," Joanne shrugged, not taking it as one.
"I was kidding," Janice pointed out.
"It's 2020; maybe it's time I did explore my sapphic side," Joanne shrugged, having been reading lesbian erotica for a couple months now... ever since a younger woman had flirted with her in a grocery store just when her stress from the divorce proceedings getting ugly were reaching a peak. Nothing had come of this flirtation, but ever since, she'd wondered what could have been.
"What?" Janice gasped, this not anything she'd ever imagined hearing from her big-dick-craving hound dog of a sister.
"What? You've never been turned on by a woman?" Joanne asked, her most secret fantasies actually very taboo, especially coming from her black pride worldview.
"I wouldn't say never," Janice said, having experienced a few contemplations of bi-curiosity in her life, although nothing more. She would see a pretty woman, usually younger than she, well actually always younger, and then would imagine this beauty seducing her. She never could understand why it was always that way round... other than her natural submissiveness. It was almost always with white girls too, which made her weird inner curiosity even more awkward... her sister being a black and proud advocate at all times; a principle she'd always supported.
Joanne asked, blunt as ever, "Have you ever eaten a twat?"
"Joanne!" Janice gasped, as a waitress walked by within earshot.
"I'll take that as a yes," Joanne pretended to assess, although she was pretty sure her sister hadn't. She was way too much of a prude, but teasing her was fun.
"No, I've never," Janice whispered, her cheeks going red at the accusation and the possibility of others hearing her sister's flamboyant don't-give-a-fuck-who-hears-me voice.
"Sure, sure," Joanne said, pretending not to believe her. Rattling her sister's cage was one of her favourite pastimes.
"No, I really haven't," Janice insisted. "Have you?"
"Nope. There's only one twat tickler at this table," Joanne continued to goad her sister.
"I'm not," Janice defended. "Now stop it."
"I know, I know," Joanne conceded, knowing she had pushed too far, as always. "I was just messing with you."
"Then stop it," Janice said.
"But would you, if the opportunity arose?" Joanne asked, truly wondering if she would.
"I doubt it," Janice said honestly, although she then realized that by not replying with a firm no, she'd yet again left the subject open for her sister to manipulate. She did find herself getting more looks from younger girls than she did from guys nowadays. Or at least she felt she did, and a little validation that she was still attractive at her age was nice. But truth was, she hadn't felt wanted since her husband's death, and her loneliness was growing.
"That wasn't a definite no," Joanne pointed out.
"I suppose it wasn't. But would you?" Janice countered.
"If the right woman came along, I might explore her lap of luxury," Joanne smiled as she finished her drink.
"Lap of luxury: rich," Janice smirked.
"Just saying; what happens in the Caribbean stays in the Caribbean," Joanne said. "So, if you find a nice, big, ten-inch dick to drill that pussy of yours, or..."
"Why is it always ten inches?" Janice interrupted, that seeming such an arbitrary length.
"Nine is a little small for me, but twelve will tear you apart," Joanne explained.
Horny from all this talk and getting a little tipsy from the wine, she said, "Well, I'd just like one that got me off for a change."
"Ten inches it is, then," Joanne prescribed.
"If that's the voice of experience, then go find me a ten-inch dick," Janice challenged.
"You're on," Joanne accepted the challenge. She then added, "Although it might be a strap-on wielded by some Caribbean goddess."
"You're so bad," Janice laughed as she poured them some more wine, finishing the bottle.
"I bet you'd look great between some hot nineteen-year-old girl's legs," Joanne teased, all her fantasies about much younger girls... just out of high school... beautiful... tall... long legged... slender... blonde... in almost every way, the polar opposite to her own sturdy BBW frame. Truth was she had created a new acronym BBBW for Big Black Beautiful Woman).
"Oh, it will be you munching on that girl's pussy," Janice countered, although she was imagining herself on her knees licking the pussy of the cute Russian cashier at the 7-11 near her work she'd been chatting with for the past couple of months... her accent and slightly broken English were so cute, and oddly, sexy.
"I plan on taking whatever plastic cock and real pussy I can get," Joanne quipped.
"We should get t-shirts saying that," Janice joked.
Joanne laughed too. They spent the next hour chatting about travel plans before both women ended up in separate Ubers, and then in their own bedrooms, and both of them pleasured themselves to the idea of dining on a younger white girl's pussy.
Both came hard, and both collapsed spent, satisfied but a little embarrassed by the fantasy that was now consuming them.
.....
A week later, Janice and Joanne were already a couple days into their two-week trip.
Meanwhile...
The flight from Germany, where their most recent modeling shoot had been, west to the Caribbean, felt excruciatingly long to two models and best friends.
Josefin, a blonde blue-eyed bombshell from Sweden, six feet tall, slender, legs that went up and down for miles, was having a cocktail in first class when she asked, "Think I can get that stewardess to eat my pussy?"



Her equally beautiful Russian companion, although with pitch black hair and green eyes, and a darker, olive complexion, many people wouldn't know she was Russian if it weren't for her accent, smiled. She knew her closest friend had been eyeing the chubby Latina woman, who looked to be in her late thirties... older than most stewardesses they encountered on their many flights. "That plan didn't take long to formulate."
"It's going to be a long flight," Josefin shrugged, rarely going an entire flight without getting her pussy satisfied... sometimes by a stewardess, twice by a female pilot in the cockpit, sometimes by a fellow passenger, and when all else failed, by whoever she was flying with... almost every model she knew was either a lesbian or bisexual (a relative necessity in their business, where you often had to eat your way to the top), and almost without fail, every model would succumb to her charm with relative ease.
"Very long," Dominika agreed, knowing that once a woman was in Josefin's crosshairs, it was only a matter of time, straight or not. No one refused Josefin for long.
Dominika had dined on her best friend many times, and she knew that after a single taste, almost every girl was hooked. Josefin seemed to have pets, her term for her many lesbian submissives, at every location they went to: Tokyo, Melbourne, New York, Toronto, Milan, Venice, Paris, you name it, she could arrive and text someone, and they'd be at their hotel in less than an hour, and then dining on both of their pussies mere seconds later. It was very impressive.
Josefin, and Dominika too for that matter, each had a thing for full-figured women. Although they had their share of skinny waifs while they were at work and on location, either of them could snap her fingers and instantly have a hot model devouring her pussy, but when they were abroad or on the hunt, they both preferred larger women.
Married women.
Women with big tits.
Women with big asses.
Women who were usually lost in their boring, stagnant lives and looking for some adventure... even if they didn't know it yet.
"Well, this will help pass the time," Josefin smiled, as she stood up and sauntered, that's the only way to describe her walk, to the stewardess, who had just completed her initial rounds with the handful of first-class passengers.
Cassandra loved working first class; admittedly the passengers were often super high maintenance, but there were almost never any kids, and with only eight seats, she had to deal with much less of everything. She loved the red-eye flights even better, because the passengers usually fell asleep, giving her a leisurely chance to relax and read.
She was startled when one of her four first class passengers, these flights across the Atlantic were so expensive that first class often remained empty or nearly so, tapped her shoulder.
Dominika looked on with awe. She was often gifted these new pets after they'd finished dining on Josefin, and she could use a nice orgasm before donning her sleep mask and popping her sleeping pill.
Fifteen minutes later, the other two first class passengers already asleep, Cassandra, who had only once before allowed a passenger to seduce her, and he'd been a pretty famous celebrity back when she was a lot younger and single, was now on her knees and licking her first pussy since college. Ten minutes after that, and she was licking her second pussy since college, having been ordered by the blonde seductress she just couldn't refuse anything, to service, yes that was the exact word she'd used, her friend.
Cassandra couldn't believe she was doing this, placing her career on the line, and also cheating on her husband, but there was something so hypnotic about the blonde that she just couldn't say no, and then she'd been on her knees licking the woman's shaved pussy before she could even process what had happened.
After both models had received their orgasms, they put on their sleep masks and drifted off to sleep, while the stewardess, the aftertaste of pussy juice still in her mouth, struggled to process why she'd just done that.
The only thing that surprised Cassandra more than what she'd done early in the flight, was that while the two beauties were leaving the plane, she ended up giving the blonde her phone number, hoping the next time she was in Stockholm she'd ring her up. She couldn't explain it, but she was already craving to eat that pussy again.
The models arrived at their luxury suite and crashed, not waking up until almost 3PM. Refreshed, they were both ready for a night of drinking, partying, and seducing some innocent girls or women. Ones who were properly large, this time.
.....
"Tonight, we get you fucked," Joanne said bluntly, as they lingered at a table in the hotel lounge sharing another bottle of wine.
"All we need is a genie bottle to rub and get me three wishes," Janice joked, a couple days into the trip.
"Oh, that would be amazing," Joanne said. "I'd wish for unlimited money, my figure when I was eighteen, and a twelve-inch man-slave."
Janice did what she always did when she had these chats with her sister, she sighed.
"What about you? What would you ask for?" Joanne asked, and then sighed herself. "I know, you'd fucking wish for world peace, wouldn't you?"
"Maybe. But first I'd wish to have Baker back," Janice answered, then looked sad.
"Ohhh, that's hard to argue against," Joanne said, feeling a little sad for her sister. Baker's death had come as a shock and completely out of nowhere, and it had really taken a toll on her sister... which was why this trip had been a must. "I'm so sorry, Janice."
Janice had tears beginning to form as she said steadfastly, "It's okay, it was all part of God's plan."
"Fuck that," the far less religious Joanne said. "It was bullshit. Assholes like Harvey Weinstein are still alive, and God takes Baker away from us? Give me a break."
"He's in a better place," Janice said, really believing that, although she had to admit her unconditional faith in God had been in question ever since his passing.
"I hope you're right," Joanne replied, not sure if she believed in heaven and the afterlife, but hoping for her sister's sake it was true.
Across the room, Josefin and Dominika were sipping cocktails and watching the two big, beautiful black women.
"You think they are sisters?" Dominika asked.
"Oooooh, that would be delicious fun," Josefin smiled, reminiscing about her last incest seduction. A mother and daughter they'd met at a show in London. She'd watched them in a 69 while she ass fucked the mother.
"You and your incest fetish," Dominika said, that kink not being one that turned her on for its own sake, but watching relatives do something sexual with each other simply because they wanted to please Josefin, was always hot. She recalled another pair of women... two sisters... who kissed each other and giggled at doing something so naughty... and soon were convinced into a 69 with each other... and then Josefin and she had used strap-ons to double team them.
For Josefin, it was always the kinkier the hotter. "What? I'm just fond of bringing loving families closer together."
"Yeah, yeah," Dominika laughed, "that's right, you're completely altruistic," knowing that tonight's targets were already decided upon.
"You love it too," Josefin said.
"I don't hate it," Dominika smiled as she sipped her drink, wondering if those two women had any clue what was about to happen to them.
"Baker's passing is all the more reason for us to live life to its fullest," Joanne was saying, needing to fend off Janice's sudden depression.
"I guess," Janice said, still with Baker haunting her mind.
"What would he tell you to do?" Joanne asked, wondering why she'd never asked that pertinent question before.
"To move on and live my life," Janice said after a brief reflection. Baker had been an amazing man, and truth be told, if he was up in heaven looking down right now, he'd be very disappointed in her.
"Exactly," Joanne said, building on this. "And tonight we need to really live."
"What does really living even mean?" Janice asked, almost afraid of the answer.
"Just to let the night take us wherever it leads," Joanne said tactfully, instead of spouting her usual blunt 'big dick theory'. Her unthinking tact was partly because she was distracted by a tall blonde woman who'd just walked past them. Joanne couldn't help but turn and watch this white beauty.
"Is that woman where the night will be taking you?" Janice teased, seeing her sister's gaze following a woman going into the washroom. Janice only saw her from behind, but she was blonde, tall, and assumedly young. And who wears five-inch heels with pantyhose in this heat?
"Nothing is off the table," Joanne said, having been reading a lot of online erotica and watching a lot of porn in the past week... all of it lesbian. She was particularly drawn to black women being dominated by white women... which she had discovered is rare and hard to find. Most of the domination porn online, whether erotica or video, seemed to be white women succumbing to black women. It was like the historic racial hierarchy had been completely flipped upside down, not that it was a bad thing, unless you happened to be a black submissive.
"Oooooh, my big sister wants to eat some pussy," Janice teased, enjoying suddenly being the one doing the teasing.
"Maybe I do at that," Joanne agreed, hoping the opportunity to explore her sudden same sex curiosity might appear right here at this resort.
"White pussy?" Janice asked with a smirk. Clearly she was drunker than she thought. Although that made sense, since they'd been drinking since eleven this morning, and it was now eight.
"I bet you'd love some white twat too," Joanne said, resuming control of the conversation.
"Gross," Janice said, even though the idea was less disturbing than it would have been in the past. Truth was, ever since her sister had mentioned it last week, she couldn't get the idea out of her head. She had even read some online lesbian erotica and watched some lesbian porn and... masturbated probably for the first time in two years.
"I bet you'd enjoy dining on some fresh homemade fish?" Joanne asked, turning the focal point of the conversation around completely, like she always did.
"God, no," Janice said, although she wondered if it actually did taste like fish.
"Well, perhaps you'll have the opposite answer by tomorrow morning," Joanne said.
"She's coming," Janice reported, as she now could see the blonde from the front, and she couldn't help but stare, as she was looking at easily one of the prettiest, if not the very prettiest girl she'd ever seen.
"How can you tell?" Joanne teased, twisting Janice's sentence like she often did when the opportunity presented itself... from innocent to naughty.
"You're so bad," Janice said, looking away as she approached so as not to make it obvious she was staring at this younger white girl.
As the stunning girl passed their table, Joanne didn't speak, she was too busy admiring the blonde from behind, her slim, tall figure the complete opposite of hers. She did, however, notice her sister turning to look too. Once the woman sat back down with another young woman, Joanne teased, "Maybe you need some pussy instead of cock."
"Me? You're the one who really needs to get laid," Janice retorted, not becoming a lesbian just because of one pretty girl, but indeed in awe of such beauty.
"We both do," Joanne corrected her.
"I could use some dick, yes," Janice admitted, wanting to make it clear she wasn't interested in hooking up with a woman.
"Sure, sure," Joanne smiled, as she glanced over at the two beautiful women.
"You, on the either hand..." Janice teased.
"I'll take either," Joanne shrugged, quite horny herself. She had expected this vacation to be full of sexual potential, yet so far, the dry well of the past while had remained dry.
"I bet you would," Janice smirked.
"I bet you would too," Joanne said.
"I'm sausage only," Janice said playfully, "you know I've never liked fish."
"Well, you've been eating minnows your whole life," Joanne said, not realizing her simile made no sense.
"How does that even relate?" Janice asked.
"You need like a shark, or maybe even a whale," Joanne elaborated, still oblivious to how she was making no sense.
"But those are fish," Janice said; then added, "actually, whales aren't fish at all, they're warm-blooded mammals."
"What are you talking about?" Joanne said, confused by her sister.
"I don't even know anymore," Janice sighed.
Meanwhile Josefin was saying, "Those two are ripe for the picking."
"The one furthest away turned and watched you the entire way to the washroom," Dominika pointed out.
"Of course she did," Josefin said, well used to that happening, regardless of someone's gender. Her facial beauty and her body had the same impact on men and women alike, she had discovered... and even on straight women and gay men. It was both the curse and the blessing of her life. Many people wouldn't understand the curse, but she was typically judged solely on her looks, everyone assuming she was looks only, and vapid behind her outward appearance. Truth was, she was actually very smart. Had graduated with honours in high school and was excelling in university, although she was doing it online because of her busy modeling schedule. Of course, she often used people's stereotypical judging to manipulate them ruthlessly. On the other hand, blonde girl jokes were her pet peeve... she had once halted a guy from fucking her right in the middle of the act when he made a blonde comment, not even a joke.
"So, what is the game plan this time?" Dominika asked, in awe of Josefin's wide range of seduction strategies. Sometimes she was blunt and aggressive, other times she was sly and smooth, and occasionally even timid and shy if she judged that approach most effective. (But of course once the sex actually began, she was always in complete charge.)
"Well, they're almost out of wine," Josefin said, as she waved the waitress over and ordered the two BBBW's two martinis, as well as ones for herself and Dominika.
"So, they likely already have some liquid courage," Dominika surmised.
"It does help," Josefin said, already imagining playing with those big tits and maybe even fucking those big booties. She just loved seeing big fat tits bouncing around in all directions, unlike her own tiny breasts... and she liked slamming into big fat asses.
"It doesn't hurt," Dominika agreed, wondering if they would each go after one girl, or tag team them. She preferred letting Josefin do most of the hard work while getting an equal reward, but the choice wasn't often up to her.
"I think tonight we'll use all the toys we brought along," Josefin said.
"The security dude seemed pretty much in awe of the strap-on you had in your carry on," Dominika laughed, recalling the guy literally gaping at the ten-inch strap-on, and for about half a minute totally at a loss for words..
"After our luggage got lost in Tokyo that time, I never leave the ground without it," Josefin said.
"Now there is the American Express commercial crying out to be made," Dominika laughed.
Back at the other table, "We should get some dessert," Janice suggested, always leaving room for dessert.
"That's a great idea," Joanne said, even though both of them should probably skip desserts.
"Cheesecake?"
"Definitely," Joanne agreed, never saying no to cheesecake, and thinking this might end up being the only treat she'd have tonight.
Just as they both looked around to see where their waitress was, another waitress walked over with two martinis on a tray.
"These are for you two," the waitress said, not used to giving drinks from one pair of women to another, especially when these two sets of women were polar opposites. She'd have thought it would be these chubby middle-aged black women solicitously sending drinks to the skinny young white women.
"Oh, my," Joanne smiled, this instantly rising her spirits. She looked around the room to see which guys had sent the drinks over.
Janice said to the waitress, "Thank you."
Joanne asked, as she didn't see any men looking their way, which was usually the next step, "And who should we thank for these?"
The waitress pointed, "The two women sitting in the back over there."
"Oh my," Joanne said again, getting an instant rush of adrenaline at seeing it was the hot young girls. Impossible, too good to be true!
"You sure?" Janice asked, unable to fathom why two girls who could easily get any man here, and likely most women, would be going out of their way to buy them drinks.
"I am," she smiled, not surprised to see the women were as shocked as she was. "I received their instructions personally."
"Oh," was all Janice could say.
"Please tell them thank you very much," Joanne instructed, as she looked over at the two beautiful women and gave them a thank you wave.
"I shall," the waitress said, before turning and walking away.
Josefin just returned a smile.
Dominika did the same.
The key was not to look too eager.
Josefin said, "I've never had two BBW's before."
"Actually, I believe the most current term is BBBW, when they're of colour. But your not having had two is hard to believe," Dominika replied, thinking that for a woman of only twenty-one, her friend had already fucked and seduced a lot of men and women.
"Time to change that," the blonde beauty said, downing her drink.
"I'm game," Dominika said, always up for whatever Josefin had in mind.
"You take the one looking our way," Josefin said, "I'll take the shy one."
"How can you know she is the shy one?" Dominika asked.
"Experience," Josefin said, as she began to slide out from the table.
"We need to go," Janice said, suddenly very uncomfortable.
"Why?" Joanne asked, "we have drinks to drink."
"Because we're not lesbians," Janice pointed out the obvious, aware that her sister had indeed talked about perhaps exploring her same-sex curiosity, but she assumed that was all talk.
"Well, I doubt they are, either," Joanne said, assuming they were bi, since it was 2020, and if you were young and female, it was the in thing.
"Then why would they buy us drinks?" Janice asked.
"To be generous," Joanne answered, although as she glanced over at the two women again, she saw they were standing up.
"You think?" Janice asked, never having had a woman buy her a drink before. Except Joanne, of course.
"I guess we'll find out very soon," Joanne said, her long-neglected pussy getting a little excited as the two ridiculously pretty girls, both in five-inch heels, both in pantyhose, which made no sense in this climate, sauntered towards them.
"What do you mean?" Janice asked, as she looked around, saw the two girls walking their way, accidentally made eye contact, flushed, and brought her head back around just as quickly. "Oh my God, they're coming this way!"
"Relax, they're just coming to chat, not propose marriage," Joanne said, as she wondered where this might go. Although she could see them eyeing her up in the way men on the prowl had looked at her in the past, it seemed unlikely for two women who were polar opposites in every possible way, to be interested in them sexually.
Janice was paralyzed with indecision, both mentally and physically, as the two beautiful women arrived and stood before them.
"May we join you?" Josefin asked, her heavy Swedish accent on display, which made both men and women melt, and only enhanced her sexual persona.
"Please do," Joanne acquiesced, sliding over to make space for one of them to sit beside her.
"Thank you very much," Dominika said, her heavy Russian accent as sexy as her friend's, as she seated herself beside her BBBW prey.



Janice watched in stunned silence as the black-haired woman, Russian or perhaps Ukrainian, perhaps even Slovakian, sat down next to her wild sister.
"May I sit beside you, sweetie?" Josefin asked, towering over the shorter, seated BBBW.
Janice looked up like a deer dazzled by headlights. Stunned by what was happening. Shocked these two women had not only bought them drinks, but now wanted to join them at their table. Bewildered why her sister seemed perfectly game for this.
"Janice, please slide over and let this nice young lady sit down," Joanne urged her. "I imagine her feet must need a rest, wearing those heels."
Josefin smiled warmly, her smile able to disarm almost anyone, "Why thank you, it has been a long day in these heels. We began today in Hamburg."
Janice scooted over, even as she gave her sister a quick 'what the fuck' look.
"Thank you so much," Josefin said warmly, as she sat down beside the clearly nervous and overwhelmed older woman. "I really appreciate it."
"No problem," Janice said with a forced smile, realizing her stunned reaction was probably coming across as rude.
"So, what brought you two here from Germany?" Joanne asked, trying to spend an equal amount of time taking in each of these two utter beauties.
"A modeling shoot," Josefin answered.
"Of course you're models," Joanne said. "Small world; we are too."
"Really?" Josefin asked, surprised by the big woman's answer.
Joanne roared her laughter, the way she always did, loud enough for the whole room to hear her, "Not really; I'm a teacher."
"Ah," Dominika said. "The noblest of professions."
"I like to think so," Joanne said. "But it's hard to think that when my kids are biting each other, crying and throwing tantrums."
"What grade do you teach?" Josefin asked.
"Three," Joanne answered as Janice listened to the conversation, still trying to process what was happening.
"Oh, how precious," Josefin said in the way she always did... sweet, charming and making the other person feel special.
"That's one way to put it," Joanne smiled.
"And you, Janice?" Josefin asked, having picked up on her name, and knowing that calling a person by name helped them to feel recognized and comfortable.
"I'm a secretary at a law firm," Janice answered.
"By the way," Josefin said, offering her hand, "I'm Josefin Svensson, and this is my dearest friend Dominika Siderov."
Janice shook her hand in awe at how soft and small this girl's hand was... especially in comparison to her own large hands. It made her feel clunky and insecure. "Nice to meet you Josefin, Dominika."
"I'm Joanne," Joanne smiled warmly.
"It's a pleasure to meet you," Josefin smiled charmingly, reaching her hand across the table.
"You as well," as Joanne noticed the pretty blonde had stressed the word 'pleasure',
"I'm Dominika," the black-haired beauty repeated, as she too shook hands with the large woman.
"It's a pleasure to meet you as well," Joanne replied.
Joanne was in awe of how alabaster the woman's skin was. She then added flippantly, enjoying the attention, "So we all agree it's a pleasure to meet one another."
"What brings you two ladies to this lovely resort?" Josefin asked.
"A sisterly bonding trip," Joanne replied. "To celebrate my divorce."
"So it's a celebration," Josefin said excitedly. "Are you still married, Janice?"
"Widowed," Joanne spoke for her still clearly overwhelmed and nervous sister.
"I'm so sorry to hear that," Josefin said, her tone so soft, tender and genuine, even as she saw this as a perfect opportunity to push the seduction ahead.
Joanne added, "That's why we're both here. Hopefully to rediscover our former fire."
"I see," Josefin smiled, knowing women loved compliments, and if she was a widow, she had likely gone awhile without not only intimacy, but also without receiving many compliments. "You're very pretty, my pet."
"No, I'm not," Janice said bluntly, her insecurities still leaning her towards rudeness. "You're the one who's beautiful."
"Yes, I am," Josefin sighed, but added, "but unfortunately, that is all most people see me as."
"What do you mean?" Janice asked, assuming that this ridiculously pretty girl must have everything.
"What do you think of me when you look at me?" Josefin asked.
"A beautiful young white woman," Janice answered.
"And?" Josefin questioned.
"And, um, I..." Janice wasn't sure what else to say.
"Exactly," Josefin sighed, portraying the part of a vulnerable victim so she could manipulate the obviously shy, insecure older woman.
Dominika added, "You see, people generally see us as dumb models with pretty faces and bodies, and nothing else; without a functioning brain in either of our pretty little heads."
"And we're so much more than that," Josefin sighed again, reeling in the pet-to-be.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to imply you're not," Janice said, feeling terrible for judging her in the exact same fashion everyone else did. She too was accustomed to being judged because of her broad, black face, which was the opposite problem, and yet the same. People often assumed that she too didn't have a functional brain.
"It's okay," Josefin said with a slight smile, as she slyly placed her hand on Janice's leg.
Janice was surprised by the girl's hand appearing there, but she didn't object or push it away. Instead she said, "No, it's not okay. But I understand. I too have been judged my entire life. It would appear that to many racists a large black woman doesn't have much of a brain either."
Janice had never had a problem pushing a guy's hand away if she didn't want it to be wherever it was, and yet she allowed this one to remain, and she didn't know why. Part of it was her still being paralyzed by shock... she still couldn't believe this was happening... whatever this was. Another part was because she halfway expected this to be a twisted version of Candid Camera. Why else would these two ridiculously beautiful models be buying them drinks, asking to hang out with them, and now it seemed, possibly hitting on them. Although Josefin could also just be caring and compassionate.
And then there was her curiosity. Perhaps it was her lengthy time without any sex. Maybe it was the earlier bi-curious conversation with her sister. Maybe a contributing factor was that she wasn't completely drunk, but she was certainly a tad beyond tipsy. Also that these two women were the most beautiful she'd ever met in person, and they exuded a sexuality that transcended gender. Maybe it was also the lesbian porn she'd been watching and reading. Whatever the contributing factors, right now she felt completely sexed up just by the touch of this blonde's hand, but she was also filled with trepidation.
"So from what we've each said, we're kindred spirits, you and I," Josefin joked.
"I suppose we are," Janice laughed, feeling an odd serenity at this girl's hand on her leg... and a strange sensation in her twat that wasn't at all serene.
"I'm so jealous of you," Josefin said, turning the conversation's focus back to Janice.
"I can't fathom why," Janice said, as on the other side of the table, Dominika reached out her hand to her prey.
"You can't? Well for a start, you have such lovely huge tits," Josefin said, staring openly at them. "I have almost no tits at all."
"Count yourself lucky, these big girls are back breakers," Janice deflected, noticing the blonde staring at her huge tits like so many men had done in her life. Every guy (all three) she had ever dated had either tried to, or had succeeded in fucking her tits. They also had all tried or succeeded in fucking her ass. She realized that, just like these beautiful young women, she was often judged superficially.
"I imagine so," Josefin laughed, her hand slowly creeping up the prey's leg.
Janice felt her face flush. Her body tingle. There was no doubt this model was actually hitting on her. Her!
Josefin could see through the BBBW's apprehension and confusion, a look she encountered many times, a look that led her to the inevitable opening. "I know how to help you rekindle your fire."
Joanne watched her sister getting seduced. Part of her was jealous. Another part of her was in awe. She spread her legs slightly wider, giving a wordless hint to Dominika that she too was ready to explore some same sex fun.
Dominika took the hint, and reached her hand under the big black girl's dress and directly to her pussy. It was already damp.
Janice's eyes went wide as the beautiful blonde moved her hand under her dress and went directly to her pussy, making her moan ever so softly.
"Why are you wet?" Josefin asked, loudly enough that Joanne and Dominika also heard the question.
Janice didn't have an answer. She literally had no idea why she was wet. She'd never been sexually confused before. She didn't even know she was wet until this forward girl had touched her pussy. Finally, she stammered, still overwhelmed, still confused, "I-I-I-don't know."
"I think you do." Josefin smiled warmly, as she slid a finger inside the stunned older woman's panties.
"I know you know why you're wet," Dominika said to Joanne, as she too slid her finger inside her prey's panties and directly into her pussy.
"Mmmmmm, and why is that?" Joanne asked as she spread her legs wider, giving easy access for this Russian goddess to molest her beneath the table.
Janice looked over and her eyes went wide as she saw the black-haired olive-skinned girl, whose name she'd forgotten by now, seemingly fingering her sister.
Dominika's finger slid inside Joanne and she said, "You tell me."
Joanne looked at her sister, who looked mortified, and answered, as the finger stimulated her intensely, "Because you two are so hot."
"Is that true, Joanne?" Dominika asked, as she slid her finger inside the clearly wanton black woman. "Are we as hot as you two BBBW's?"
"Ohhh, what are you doing?" Janice moaned, even as she didn't resist Josefin's intrusion, the needs of her body betraying her mind.
"I'm fingering your pussy, my pet," Josefin smiled, using the term she often used early in her seductions, to establish the hierarchy.
"P-p-pet," Janice stammered with a rather load moan. "I-I-I'm a pet? OOOH!" Although she looked sweet, innocent and demure, she could get very vocal in the heat of the moment.
Dominika slowly finger fucked her own pet, while watching Josefin work her magic on the reluctant one.
"Yes, and you're my pet," Josefin said, as she found the big girl's g-spot, and tapped it... just twice.
"Aaaaaaaaaah," Janice let out a loud, piercing scream, as she learned, after almost five decades, that she had a g-spot.
"We'd better take this to our suite," Josefin said, pulling out her finger and sucking it into her mouth. "Mmmmmmmm, yummy."
Janice's eyes went wide as she watched the young girl taste her vajayjay.
"Cheque please," Joanne said, her orgasm building from the magical finger of this hot girl.
The waitress arrived and Josefin said, "Actually, kindly put their meal and drinks on our tab."
"Yes, ma'am," the waitress nodded.
Both Josefin and Dominika stood up and pulled their respective pets to their feet.
Janice got up, her legs a bit shaky from her own growing orgasm, and in a daze. Were she and Joanne really going to go to these two girls' bedroom? She looked the question at her sister, who just gave the slightest of nods for an answer.
"Come with me," Josefin said, taking her reluctant pet-to-be's hand.
"You too," Dominika said, taking her more confidently willing pet-to-be's hand.
Janice followed in a daze, trying to process everything that was happening.
Joanne followed with a smile, very ready to explore her same-sex curiosity with the two hottest women in the world.
They reached the elevator, Janice imagining every person was watching and judging them. Which was likely true.
The elevator opened, and in they walked.
Josefin selected the top floor, and once the doors closed, she spun Janice around and ordered, "Bend over, my pet."
"You too, my pet," Dominika followed suit.
Janice just stood there, looking out of the elevator... the glass elevator. Which not only she could see out of, but other people in the lobby could easily see into.
Joanne obeyed, bending over, not at all fazed by the possibility of other people seeing them. She didn't know anyone here, and nobody looking in could possibly know her name, or even where she was from.
Josefin gently pushed Janice down, and soon both sisters were bent over, forearms resting on their knees, facing the lobby.
Janice's eyes again went wide. There weren't many of them, but a few people were eyeing her curiously.
Josefin and Dominika lifted up the ladies' dresses and Josefin said, "God, you have a great ass, Janice."
Janice was speechless as she felt Josefin's hands exploring her ass, squeezing her cheeks. Although middle age had made her tits sag, and she had to admit she was overweight, her big booty had always been just fine.
"Yes, we have two great asses here," Dominika agreed, squeezing Joanne's.
"I can't deny that; It's the best feature of every female member of our family," Joanne moaned softly, loving to have her ass squeezed. She also loved a dick slamming into it, although she couldn't remember the last time her back door had been pounded.
"So I see," Dominika agreed.
Janice could see more people looking up at her from the lobby. Thank God she was black, and no one could see the humiliation her brightly burning cheeks would reveal if she were white.
"I wish I had a booty like this," Josefin said, admiring this big one, and already looking forward to fucking it.
"It's all in the DNA," Joanne said, as she glanced over to see her sister still in a complete state of embarrassment, shock, confusion and etcetera, but happily no opposition.
"Great DNA," Josefin approved.
"You two have seem to have some great DNA too," Joanne complimented back.
"Thanks," Dominika said as she slapped the big fat booty.
"Oh yes, slap my ass," Joanne moaned, always loving a good spanking... especially if it led to a good fucking... and doubly especially if it led to a good anal pounding.
Janice looked over to see her sister get her ass slapped for a second time... not something that had ever happened to her... until now.
"Does your sister like her ass slapped too?" Josefin asked, but not waiting for an answer.
"Oh MY!" Janice screamed, as her ass was sharply slapped.
"I'll take that as a yes," Josefin said mildly, as the elevator slowed down.
Janice was speechless. The diminishing pain in her ass inexplicably sending a rush of wetness into her panties.
The elevator stopped and as the door opened, Josefin pulled her pet upright, spun her around and said, two inches from her face, "Tonight you're mine, my sexy black pet."
Janice remained speechless, even though her spirit and body were already surrendering to this beautiful, masterful girl.
"And you're mine," Dominika said to Joanne.
"I'll do whatever you want me to," Joanne pledged, completely intoxicated by Dominika, and willing just to let go completely.
"Oh, I know you will," Dominika said, taking her by the hand and leading her into a massive suite.
"Oh my," Joanne gasped, their 'room' apparently taking up the entire floor.
Janice followed too, and was equally stunned.
"I know, it's a little much," Dominika acknowledged.
"It's one of the perks," Josefin added.
"As is this," Dominika said, as she placed her hands on Joanne's shoulders and gently pushed her down. "Ready for some more dessert, Joanne?"
Joanne had been in this position, albeit with men, a number of times in her life. They would push her to her knees, shove their cocks in her mouth, and she would suck. She was a natural submissive, although not to the extent Janice was. No one would know it except from personal experience, but she was constitutionally unable to refuse a sexual act... almost ever. She had sucked cock back in high school on first dates; she had sat beneath card tables and sucked whoever won each hand for an entire night, swallowing over a dozen loads, before getting ass fucked by the overall winner; she had sucked three guys at once at a crowded party, and not hidden away in some bedroom; she had gotten bent over a picnic table in broad daylight, and ass fucked while a family of four walked by in shock. So, it came as no surprise to her that she was allowing herself to be guided down to her knees... a position she used to spend a lot of time in.
"I'm ready for more dessert too, if that's not too much to ask," Janice offered surprisingly, and then, after looking to Josefin for a nod of permission, dropping to her knees without any further guidance.
"Dine away, my sweet pet," Josefin smiled down at her, as she raised her dress to reveal her nylons were actually thigh high stockings, and she wasn't wearing any panties.
"What a beautiful snatch," Janice said, staring at a pair of glistening pink, hairless pussy lips.
Dominika raised her dress to reveal that she too was in thigh high stockings and had a completely shaved pussy.
Joanne's eyes went wide. She'd never shaved her pussy and thought only porn stars did... although she hadn't put much actual thought into it. That said, this pussy suddenly revealed before her, looked very appealing.
Joanne leaned in and licked the pink pussy.
"Good girl," Dominika moaned.
Janice glanced over and saw her sister licking a pussy, the first remotely sexual act she'd ever been on hand to see her perform.
"Lick me, my pet," Josefin ordered, guiding the still slightly bewildered, but clearly submissive and entranced by her pussy, woman to her cleft.
Janice had never seriously considered eating a pussy, but suddenly she was very eager to try. She extended her tongue, and used it to part the pink lips.
"Good girl," Josefin moaned, as another turn was successfully initiated. There was just something so arousing about turning a straight woman... especially an older straight woman... and most especially a BBBW.
Janice couldn't explain it but being called a good girl, which should have humiliated her especially given their respective races, actually turned her on... as did her being ordered to perform this submissive, taboo act.
Joanne for her part, was living a fantasy she'd been imagining for a while now. No way had she ever imagined she'd be doing this with a hot young model, yet here she was on her knees licking a tasty white pussy, right next to her sister, who was amazingly doing the same. This was the ultimate sexual rush.
Even given the tiny number of partners she'd been with, Janice had always been great at sucking cock... and as soon as she began licking, she also wanted to be great at licking pussy. The subtle intimate taste on her tongue had her craving more, and she found eating pussy very different from sucking cock. When sucking cock she just bobbed back and forth, perhaps taking an occasional break to lick up and down the shaft, but eating pussy had endless possibilities. She licked between the pussy lips. She wiggled her tongue. She flicked the clit. Each tactic resulted in different sounds and physical reactions from the girl.
"I love your twat, Dominika," Joanne said as she aggressively licked her pussy, instantly addicted to the task and the taste.
"You're a natural pussy eater," Dominika moaned, enjoying how eagerly this large black woman was licking her.
"You too, Janice," Josefin moaned. "You may have found your new calling."
Janice wasn't sure this was a calling, but it certainly was quite the rush. She was completely captivated and intoxicated by this girl, and by her snatch. She mindlessly said, "You taste so good."



"Let's go into the bedroom," Josefin said, wanting to lie down, now that she had control of her pet... she never came while standing up. "Follow me."
Janice went to get up, but Josefin surprised her as she slipped out of her heels, "No, my pet. You must crawl."
"You too," Dominika said, as she backed away from her eager pussy pleaser and sauntered into the bedroom and over to the bed.
Joanne looked at Janice.
Janice looked at Joanne.
Joanne smiled, "Having fun?"
"I can't believe we're doing this, but yes," Janice said.
"Yeah, who knew you'd be such an eager little twat eater," Joanne teased.
"Let's go, you two," Josefin ordered, even as she'd enjoyed listening to the siblings' brief checking in.
Both big black women crawled on all fours... Janice humiliated and yet turned on; Joanne just turned on.
They all reached the bed, Josefin got onto it and Dominika took off her heels.
"Get up here, my two black sluts," Josefin ordered.
Janice winced at the derogatory term, yet she willingly climbed onto the bed, wanting to get back to eating that vajayjay.
Joanne waited respectfully for Dominika to get onto the king-sized bed, before getting onto it too.
Josefin pulled her dress off, to reveal a small pair of perky tits, and she spread her legs.
Janice wordlessly crawled between the nylon-clad legs, and buried her face back in the inviting pussy.
Joanne laughed, "Shit, you have my sister well trained already."
"It's what I do," Josefin smiled.
Dominika snapped her fingers as she too got out of her dress, spread her nylon-clad legs, and beckoned with a curled finger.
Joanne smiled, "Don't mind if I do," before she crawled between her legs and dove into the heavenly pussy.
"That's it, you eager slut, lick my cunt," Josefin ordered, loving to talk dirty.
Janice lapped hungrily, wanting to get her off... wanting to taste the change in the model's pussy juice while she was coming.
"Tell me what you want," Dominika ordered after a minute or so, loving to hear a recently straight woman begging.
Joanne didn't hesitate, so consumed she was by lust and hunger, "I want to eat your vajayjay until you come all over my face."
"Vajayjay?" Both Josefin and Dominika asked simultaneously.
Joanne laughed, "Maybe that's just a black thing. It's what we call a pussy."
"That's hot," Dominika said, as she pulled the older woman's face deep into her pussy and began to grind.
"You ready to be my slut all night, Janice?" Josefin asked.
"God yes," Janice replied without hesitation, her libido awakened for the first time in years, and she was ready to do just about anything this beautiful blonde bombshell told her to do. "I'll be an obedient slut for you as long as you want."
"Good girl," Josefin moaned, as Janice sucked her clit between her lips. "I'll be testing that commitment very soon."
"I'll do anything, try me," Janice said, meaning it.
Joanne meanwhile, was listening to her sister, who had really come out of her shell. She'd always known she could get a little wild when all hot and bothered, that was something they had in common... as had their Mama, who they'd listened to way too clearly through the thin bedroom wall whenever their Daddy fucked her... which was often. Joanne had a hunch that this was just the beginning of this wild night... as she too would do just about anything for her... her... should I begin calling Dominika Mistress?
Joanne was enjoying the rough treatment this girl was giving her. She loved getting face fucked by a big cock until she gagged, she loved being spit-roasted (although that hadn't happened in over two decades), and she loved taking backshots, where the guy pulled her hair like it was a pony's reins, and rode her like one.
"Yes, suck on my clit, you hungry little black slut," Josefin moaned as Janice was getting her close to coming rather quickly for a first timer.
"I'm about to come on your face, my big black slut," Dominika moaned, always in awe of how often she and Josefin came almost simultaneously.
Janice sucked on the clit and licked eagerly, loving to hear the increasingly loud moans and erratic breathing coming from the blonde beauty... she always loved the moment a man's cum spewed down her throat or all over her face (she'd always really enjoyed facials... likely because it was degrading), and right now she was dying to taste what full-flood pussy cum tasted like.
Joanne just extended her tongue and focused on breathing, as her face was used as a fuck toy by this raven-haired bombshell.
"Oh yes, yes, eat my cunt," Josefin moaned.
"Get ready to be baptized, my black slut," Dominika declared, about to erupt.
"Please come all over my face," Janice begged, her pussy on fire like it always was whenever she was pleasing someone.
"Oh fuck, yes," Dominika screamed, as her orgasm hit and she squirted, they both were big time squirters, all over the big black woman's face.
Joanne was surprised by the excessive wetness suddenly coating her face, way more than any man's load (and she had taken many loads in her life... eight in a single night being her record) as she tried to capture as much as she could in her open mouth.
Josefin grabbed Janice's head, pulled it deep into her cunt, about to erupt, closed her eyes, and let the rookie cunt licker finish her off.
Janice assumed her sudden confinement meant Josefin was about to come, so she wiggled her tongue back and forth and up and down between the excessively wet pussy lips, just like her husband used to do for her when she was near orgasm, and then attacked the clit to trigger the orgasmic eruption. And just like it had worked on her, it worked on this young blonde.
"Oh yes, don't stop. I'm about to come, you cunt-hungry nigger slut," Josefin ordered, as she clutched the black woman's face deep inside her pussy.
Janice was shocked at being called the 'N' word. She'd had it hurled at her many times, by many racist people, but never during sex. She'd always despised the word with good reason, and yet in the heat of this particular moment, as she desperately tried to get this beautiful blonde off, being called such a nasty name somehow managed to enhance her growing inner rapture.
Seconds later, Josefin screamed, as an orgasm more intense than most ripped through her, "I'm coming!"
Janice felt a chill shiver through her spine at getting this beautiful woman off, and got a head rush from the tantalizing taste of the gushes of cum splattering against her face and pouring into her wide-open mouth. Somehow, even with how taboo it was, it still felt so right. Being called racist names and being an actual twat licker... this was her biggest sexual arousal since... well... maybe ever.
Janice licked up as much of the flooding liquid as she could, feeling another rush as her taste buds tingled with satisfaction at the sweet taste of Josefin's snatch juice.
Both models cuddled their BBBW pets between their legs until their orgasms were over, and then Josefin let go of Janice's head and said, "Sweetie, you're quite the natural."
"I can't believe I just did that," Janice admitted, her head swimming in an insatiable daze, and even after swallowing, and also bathing her face in all that pussy juice, she still wanted more.
Joanne teased, as her head was released and she looked across at her wet-faced sister, "Yes, I too can't believe you just ate that white vajayjay."
"You ate one too, Janice countered, but playfully.
"Now do you want to get fucked?" Josefin asked, even though the question was rhetorical, as they were definitely going to fuck these two hot mamas no matter what their preference was, and in her long (for her age) history of seduction, she'd never had anyone refuse this offer.
"God, yes please," Janice surprised her sister by replying urgently.
"You little slut," Joanne teased.
"Takes one to know one, slut," Janice teased right back.
Josefin ordered, "Go get us a couple of big dicks, Dominika."
"With pleasure," Dominika said, her favourite thing in the world being to double team a girl or two, or sometimes more (their biggest lesbian gangbang to date had included eighteen girls during an overnight snowstorm in Norway).
"Get out of your dresses," Josefin ordered. "I want to see those lovely big black bodies."
"They're the polar opposite of yours," Janice demurred, insecurity suddenly returning to strike her. These two women had made her feel beautiful for the first time in a long time. These women had rekindled her long-lost sex drive and dried-up libido. Yet she knew her body was far from perfect, nothing like in her prime. Her tits sagged, she had extra belly, and her legs were tree-trunk thick. (Well, a small tree trunk anyway.)
"Then count your blessings; I love a woman with some meat on her bones," Josefin replied.
Joanne pulled off her dress as she joked, "Truth? Then you'll love our bodies!"
Janice sighed softly as she too removed her dress.
"Very nice," Josefin admired, loving their big bodies, their dark skin. "Bras and underwear too, if you please."
"Be warned, these suckers can be used as dangerous weapons," Joanne joked as she cupped her massive 'K' tits through her bra.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Josefin purred, as she waited for the unveiling of both pairs of huge black tits.
Janice, again becoming more comfortable as the girl appeared wonderfully impressed with her large body, unclasped her bra and shared, "No one has seen these in the flesh since my husband passed."
"Well then, that's a shame," Josefin said, as she admired the massive tits and their large erect nipples. "They're the Rembrandt of tits."
"Thank you," Janice said, flattered by the odd compliment.
"Oh, nice," Dominika said, as she returned with two ten-inch strap-ons, and Joanne finished getting out of her underwear.
"Aren't these beauties lovely?" Josefin asked, as she got off the bed.
"They're fucking amazing," Dominika admired the sisters' huge tits, big bodies and black skin. God, she couldn't wait to fuck these two.
"I know," Josefin said, as she accepted a strap-on from Dominika, "We make a lot of money at it, but these two are the real models."
Janice was so flattered as she took off her panties, still not able to comprehend why these two Perfect Tens would not only want them, but clearly admired and were aroused by them.
"Holy shit, those dicks are huge," Joanne gasped, staring at the massive dicks being strapped on by both models.
"We like everything big," Josefin smiled.
"Then you'll love us," Janice joined in, her confidence bubbling, as she cupped her huge tits, daring to show them off, feeling like she was in her twenties again.
"Indeed we do," Josefin smiled, looking forward to really fucking these two... then pushing the ladies' earlier commitment of doing anything... with a taboo little act of incest.
"My baby sister is only used to small dicks," Joanne pointed out, as she got onto all fours, just assuming she'd be taking some back shots.
"Oh, that's about to change," Josefin smiled, as she walked over to the bed and ordered, "Slobber all over my dick, girlfriend. Get it nice and wet for that big fat pussy of yours."
"It's so big," Janice said, in awe of this dick that was almost twice as long as her husband's had been.
"We hear that in America, they like everything super-sized," Dominika quipped.
"Including their sluts," Josefin added, as she slid her cock into the black woman's wide-open mouth.
Janice hadn't had a cock in her mouth in years. She'd always been able to deep throat Baker and swallow his load with ease, but this... yes, super-sized... dick was an entirely different matter. She bobbed slowly, getting accustomed to a cock in her mouth once again... realizing a fake dick couldn't possibly be as delicious as a real dick, unless you dipped it in chocolate sauce.
"Suck that dick, baby sis," Joanne encouraged as Dominika moved behind her.
Janice wasn't surprised by her sister's nasty talk, but she was surprised by how much it turned her on this time. A part of her, she now realized, wanted to prove her sister wrong. That she wasn't so prim and proper, and that she could handle a big dick. So she bobbed faster, and took more of the huge dick in her mouth... a dick she couldn't fathom fitting in her twat.
"You've really awakened the slut inside," Joanne smiled, as she watched her sister let loose.
"She does look pretty hot with my dick in her mouth," Josefin acknowledged.
"She'll look even hotter with that dick buried in her vajayjay," Joanne added, as she felt Dominika's cock teasing her wanton hole. "Don't worry about niceties, just slam that big dick in my snatch; I need all ten inches of that beast inside me."
"As you wish," Dominika agreed, as she slid her cock inside the big-assed woman and watched the entire ten-inch snake disappear between those gloriously huge ass cheeks.
Janice listened intently, hearing her sister getting fucked, finding the sounds of their bodies colliding and her sister's moans surprisingly hot.
"Oh yes, fuck me, make me your nigger slut," Joanne moaned, loving the naughty taboo of the 'N' word in the right context. A word that had been employed to provoke mutual enjoyment by more than one white man who'd fucked her in her youth.
"Oh yes, you're a nasty little nigger slut," Dominika approved, as she slammed into the large woman from behind.
Janice couldn't take it anymore, so she took the dick out of her mouth and begged, "Please, just fuck me now. I need it so bad."
"Then get on all fours and face your slut sister," Josefin ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Janice quickly obeyed, not even realizing she had addressed a girl around half her age as 'ma'am.'
"Ma'am," Josefin chuckled, as she moved behind the wide assed submissive. "That's a new one for a gal my age."
"Please, just shove that big dick in my vaj," Janice begged, having never been as horny as she was right now.
"Move a little closer to your sister," Josefin ordered.
Dominika smiled secretly as she realized what Josefin was planning.
Janice's face was now only a couple inches from her moaning, smiling sister.
Joanne moaned, "Hi there, sis. Enjoying yourself, I see."
"Crazy," was Janice's one-word attempt to explain everything she was feeling.
"How badly do you want my big dick in your cunt?" Josefin asked her, as she rubbed the tip of the cock up and down the sopping wet pussy.
"So bad," Janice moaned, desperate to feel that dick inside her. Years of involuntary celibacy had ripened her for this situation, where her spirit was now awash with unconsummated lust and desperation.
"You've promised to do whatever I order you to?" Josefin asked, as she slid the dick halfway into the desperate woman, but just as quickly pulled it out again.
"Yes, yes, yes," Janice moaned and declared, the brief insertion sparking fires of pleasure inside her core. "I'll do whatever you order me to."
"Then kiss your beautiful sister," Josefin ordered, as she slid all the way inside the horny woman.
Of all the requirements she'd have that could have possibly come out of the blonde's mouth, this wasn't one of them. Janice's eyes went wide even as she moaned loudly, more of a grunt actually, as this huge dick reached never before explored depths inside her snatch.
Even Joanne was surprised to hear this. She was a try-anything-once kind of girl, and that first time usually led to her trying it a second and at least a third time, but this demand was outside her comfort zone. Sex was sex, but family was family.
Dominika stopped fucking her moaning bitch in heat and ordered, "You heard her. Kiss your sister."
Janice begged, "Please, anything but that."
"What?" Josefin asked. "You said you'd do anything, which I assume could include activities like getting butt-fucked, tribbing, getting spanked until your ass is raw... all kinds of extreme things... and all I'm asking for is a kiss."
Joanne, realizing the fucking wouldn't resume for her or her sister until they kissed each other, made the decision for them both... she leaned forward and kissed her sister.
It was more of a peck than a kiss.
"That doesn't qualify as a proper kiss," Josefin disapproved. "I want to see a passionate kiss."
Janice was stunned that her sister had kissed her... but she was also filled with complete sexual frustration, as a huge dick was just resting inside her, doing absolutely nothing. Before she could process what was happening or what she was doing, her sister's lips returned to hers.
The models watched with their dicks deep inside their pets' respective pussies, enjoying the beginning of these two's unexpected (by them) submission into committing full incest.
As Joanne kissed her sister again, this time she was tender and intimate.
At first Janice was stoic and stunned, yet after only a few seconds, she returned the kiss. Joanne's lips were soft and tender, unlike any man's she'd ever kissed... even Baker's kisses had lacked this level of intimacy. This was totally different... a quantum leap above all her prior kisses. This was how a kiss should feel. She briefly forgot she was kissing her older sister and returned this stellar kiss, even being the first to slide her tongue inside her sister's mouth.
Joanne was turned on by this twisted little act. Yes, it was wrong. Yes, it was taboo. Yet fuck, was it hot! She'd never ever thought about her sister or any other relative in any sexual way, yet at this moment the passion conveyed in both directions by this kiss transcended kinship.
"That's so hot," Dominika crooned, always in awe of how far women would go for them. How, once they opened the door to something taboo, that after one small taste, without fail the women would almost vault across the threshold and into a new enlightenment. One of the biggest myths around, Dominika had learned early on in her life, was that men were the ones who were more sexual than the other gender. But the truth was, when introduced properly to the opportunity for various sexual activities, women were far more sexual, far wilder. They just required the proper opportunity to break free from society's Jurassic-old hierarchy of masculine power and rigid gender roles.
"Let's reward these niggers for being such good sluts," Josefin said, always knowing to reward obedience with what the pet wanted most.
"Indeed, let's," Dominika agreed, as both white women began to fuck their pets.
The kiss was broken as Joanne stared at her sister and moaned, "Yes, fuck your nigger sluts, pound our pussies."
Janice was stunned at what she had just done... committed incest more or less... and willingly. And now that she had, she might even consider trying even more. Yet for now, the pleasure already raging inside her was consuming her. The intimacy of that kiss, mixed with the sudden hard pounding of a ten-inch dick, had placed her in a mental and physical mess. So enthralled was she with taboo rapture, that she uttered the word she had never before spoken, as she returned her sister's lustful gaze, still from only a few inches away, "Oh yes, please fuck your nigger sluts."
"Fuck Janice, you're a hot slut," Joanne moaned, a new kind of connection building between the two.
"Just like my hot fucking sister," Janice moaned back, her orgasm building at an incredibly fast pace. This was unbelievable! She'd never come from penetration at all, and yet the pleasure building inside her was undeniably an orgasm on the rise.
"Baby sister has never had an orgasm from getting fucked," Joanne revealed, as her sister closed her eyes and her moans promised that one was fast approaching.
"Never?" Josefin asked, such a tragic state incomprehensible to her and just wrong, wrong, wrong.



"Nope," Joanne answered.
"Well, we can't have that," Josefin said, feeling another rush of adrenaline at the reality she could give this middle-aged woman her first-ever fuck orgasm. "Do you want to come from my big dick, slut?"
"Yes, yes, yes," Janice answered, her moans erratic, her orgasm so close.
Josefin astonished the moaning pet... by pulling out.
"Noooooo," Janice pleaded in desperation. "Shove that dick back in my pussy."
"Roll onto your back," Josefin ordered.
For a large women, Janice showed impressive speed and agility as she flipped onto her back, spread her legs, and offered her flooded snatch to the beautiful blonde.
"How badly do you want my dick?" Josefin asked, as she tapped the black woman's clit with her fat prosthesis.
Janice trembled uncontrollably as she pleaded, meaning every word, "I've never wanted anything more in my entire life."
"Joanne, straddle your sister's face," Josefin ordered.
Janice's eyes went wide at even hearing such unexpected words.
"You'll eat your sister's pussy while I fuck you," Josefin explained.
"But that's incest," Janice pointed out.
Joanne was already scrambling toward her sister's face... this twisted act too delicious not to partake in. Yes indeed, it was incest. Yes, it was taboo. Yes, it was entirely wrong. Which of course made it so... fucking... right!
"Incest or not, tonight you're just a nigger bimbo slave who obeys her Mistress without hesitation, and then has the best orgasms of your life!" Josefin explained wickedly, as she watched the elder sister leaping to straddle the younger.
As Janice lay there in stunned shock yet again, she saw her sister's hairy black pussy arrive a couple inches above her. She felt Josefin's fat cock slap her clit three times, sending convulsions through her very being. She heard herself say, "Fuck it. Sit on my face, sis."
"I can do that," Joanne said brightly, as her fat, wet pussy suddenly descended smack onto her sister's face. "Now Mistress Josefin, please fuck my sister, and together we can show her the real pleasure other women can give her."
"As you wish, nigger slut," Josefin replied, her cheerful tone of voice erasing most of the sting of her demeaning words. She slid back into her pet's wet black box and began slamming inside her, just as Janice began licking her sister.
Janice couldn't believe she was licking her sister... or the way her scent, captured by the abundance of hair, was strong and captivating. Nor could she believe how the dick inside her was creating sensations unlike any she'd ever felt before.
Joanne too was mightily turned on by the wild situation, including the taboo nastiness of committing wanton incest, as she moaned, grinding slowly on her sister's face, "That's it, baby sis. Eat your big sister's snatch. Enjoy!"
Janice heard her sister's words, not at all surprised she was turned on by this, but astounded to discover how turned on she herself was because of willingly committing incest by eating her sister's pussy. Her orgasm was also imminent, as her pussy was slammed hard by the tall, slender girl.
"Fuck, look at those fat tits bounce," Dominika admired, as Janice's tits bounced all over the place like errant bouncing balls.
"So hot," Josefin agreed, as she continued slamming into the moaning, writhing, heavy black woman.
Janice couldn't take it anymore... her orgasm was about to erupt. She screamed, her voice muffled by her sister's pussy, "Yeah, fuck me hard, make me come."
Josefin kept slamming into the fat black beauty as she ordered, "Come all over my dick, you nasty black slut."
"Yes, oh fuck, yes," Janice screamed, as her orgasm hit, and she trembled like a ten on the Richter scale.
Josefin kept fucking her slut while she was coming for a few more hard strokes before she pulled out and ordered Joanne, "Now clean up your sister."
"Mmmmmmm," Joanne smiled, and without hesitation leaned forward between her sister's legs and began lapping up her cum.
"Oh God," Janice moaned as she felt her sister's tongue on her pussy, which was still in spasm.
"Keep eating me too," Joanne ordered, suddenly in her first ever lesbian 69, and with the person she loved the most... her sister.
Janice weakly licked her sister even as she continued quaking from the most intense orgasm of her life.
Dominika moved behind her pet and slid inside her, Joanne suddenly receiving double pleasure from both a huge dick pumping inside her, and her sister's tongue on her clit, as her own orgasm began rising quickly.
"Oh yes, fuck my black box, and eat it too," Joanne moaned, as she tried to concentrate sufficiently to lick her sister, even as her orgasm built rapidly.
Janice was determined to get her sister off, and she attacked her clit with her tongue as she watched the big dick siding in and out from extremely close quarters.
"Oh yes, suck my clit, you nasty sister slut," Joanne moaned, the incestuous factor adding greatly to her arousal.
Josefin had left and then returned with a smaller and narrower cock as she prepared to take her pet's ass. She poured some lube onto it, as she watched the wicked threesome playing out on the bed.
"Oh fuck yes, pound my pussy, oh God, you're both so fucking good," Joanne babbled, her orgasm imminent.
"Come all over my face, big sister," Janice encouraged from below. "I want your twat cream so badly."
"Oh fuck!" Joanne screamed, loud enough to wake the dead, as her orgasm hit.
Dominika pulled out instantly, and cunt cum spewed out of Joanne and directly onto her sister's pretty face and into her open mouth.
"Oh yes, come on me," Janice moaned as she lapped up her sister's cum, completely intoxicated with her pussy juice... A new addiction she knew she'd crave from now on.
"Get the ball gags," Josefin ordered Dominika, thinking these two were so loud they could be heard below... not that she cared, but she preferred using ball gags whenever she ass fucked women.
"They are a little loud," Dominika chuckled.
"A little?" Josefin smiled as she watched the sisters in a big black booty edition of a 69.
Dominika returned and placed a ball gag over Joanne's mouth while she was still coming.
Joanne was surprised, but too weak from the orgasm to do anything but continue trembling.
Josefin took the other ball gag, gently pushed Joanne off of her sister and said, as she installed the gag on Janice's dripping wet face, "Ready to get ass fucked?"
Janice was indeed ready for an ass fucking, or for anything else for that matter, she never wanted this surreal night to end. Yet she couldn't convey that, as she suddenly had a silicone ball harnessed inside her mouth.
"Both of you back on all fours, side by side," Josefin ordered.
Both sisters wearily obeyed, but they rallied for this new fetish, each looking at the other with the ball gag in her mouth. Each of them smiled, not that the other could tell.
They both got into position, as Dominika lubricated both her and Josefin's cocks.
Both models got behind their pets with their lubed cocks and admired the big black booties they were about to fuck.
"These are the best booties we have ever had," Dominika said.
"Agreed," Josefin nodded, as she gripped Janice's wide hips.
"Let's fuck them," Dominika said, as both sisters looked back and admired the beautiful women about to sodomize them.
"Want to get ass fucked, niggers?" Josefin asked, loving to use that taboo word, but sparingly.
Both nodded in the affirmative as they felt cocks poking against their back door entrances.
"God, you're a nasty bitch," Dominika said without rancor, not ever able to utter that word, yet finding it so hot when someone else used it like that.
"Not as nasty as these two lesbian, incestuous, cunt-licking ass sluts," Josefin said, as she pushed forward and slid inside the tight back door.
"Their being all those things is our fault, you know," Dominika bantered.
"Agreed, but isn't it fun?"
Janice winced in pain; it had been far too long since she'd had anything go into her ass.
Dominika followed suit, sliding her slightly longer and thicker cock inside her pet's asshole. Joanne just moaned into her gag, as she was far more accustomed to having big things in her ass... she even had a ten-inch wall cock she often fucked herself with in one or the other of her holes, depending on her mood.
Slowly, both black booties were fucked.
Gradually, Janice got used to having a dick in her ass, and soon she was out of pain.
Eventually, both sisters were moaning like bitches in heat as they, in unison, began bouncing back to meet the thrusts from their fuckers.
"So fucking nasty," Josefin purred.
"Let's switch sluts," Dominika suggested, wanting a turn with the other one.
"Good idea," Josefin agreed, as they pulled out, swapped places, and slammed back into the gaping assholes.
The sisters were ass fucked for a good fifteen minutes, before the models tired and decided they each needed a second orgasm. They pulled out, removed the gags, spread their legs before their hungry pets, and watched benignly as their (by now very compliant) pets both wordlessly dove in.
Janice hungrily lapped the black-haired model, satisfying her curiosity about what she tasted like. She decided that each of the three snatches she'd eaten tonight had been tasty, and each was noticeably different from the other two.
Joanne dove into Josefin's pussy as if it were her final meal.
The models leaned over and kissed each other as they were serviced.
Eventually, both models came on their pets' faces.
Both sisters were still horny and dying for another orgasm, the lengthy ass fucking having been stimulating, but not enough to get them off.
Janice, surprising all three women plus herself, pushed her sister onto her back, straddled her and offered, "Eat my snatch again, big sis, and I'll do yours."
"Wow," Dominika said, recovering from her orgasm.
Janice shrugged, before she dove into her sister's pussy, "What can I say? I'm still hungry."
"If you're still hungry tomorrow, you may enjoy some more of my friends who'll be arriving later in the day," Josefin offered, thinking that these two new recruits could very happily serve as sexual slaves to the other models arriving tomorrow.
"I'm your nigger slut until you tell me otherwise," Janice professed, looking up from her sister's pussy.
"Well then, this is only the beginning of your training," Josefin smiled as she watched the two BBBW sisters happily eating each other's pussies.
Dominika smiled, "Are you serious about tomorrow?"
"We'll see," Josefin shrugged, being known for never using the same pet two days in a row.
Oh yes, baby sis, eat my pussy," Joanne moaned, tonight spinning off in directions even she couldn't have imagined.
Janice couldn't believe she was hungrily eating her sister's delicious twat. Yet even she couldn't get enough.
Pandora's pussy had been blown wide open, and both sisters knew each other's boxes couldn't ever be be closed again... and unbeknownst to each other at first... neither of them wanted them closed.

THE END... FOR NOW!!!
Coming in the future I hope....
BBBW DOMINATION Ch. 2
The sisters wake in each other's arms; the models use brunch to seduce a younger BBBW and her white friend; the models then train her white friend how to use her BBBW friend as her sexual submissive.

BBBW DOMINATION CH. 3
An evening orgy of BBBW submission to six white models.
BBBW DOMINATION CH. 4
The two models mother's arrive for the special mother-daughter shoot and they team up to dominate BBBW's.
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Sissification 101 Ch 02
3. THE DAY AFTER: MY FIRST BUTT PLUG
TUESDAY
I recalled last night's wild revelations, and after a shower, I went without underwear and wore the pantyhose, as ordered by Joan.
It felt a little weird, but also a little exciting, to have female hosiery on beneath my stereotypical business suit.
The morning was uneventful... I didn't get to see Joan all morning, as I was in meetings. It was a slight rush to be aware that I was wearing hidden pantyhose as we discussed marketing strategy and cash flows, and on the surface, everything was mundane.
I received a text to meet Joan at the Swan Pit for lunch. I immediately knew this was special, since that was the location of our first lunch date... which had led to our first dinner date... which, of course, within two-and-a-half weeks, had led to the official beginning of our committed relationship.
I arrived a few minutes tardy, the meeting going over, even though I'd quit listening near the end, being so excited to be having lunch with Joan... but also feeling a bit nervous. She'd had over a dozen hours to replay last night, and to reconsider her reactions and commitments. I felt pretty confident we'd come together on the same page for this new adventure, yet I wouldn't know for sure until we got together for lunch and I'd be able to tell she wasn't having second thoughts. I mean, it would be very reasonable for her to have second thoughts, but after all, she'd invited me here.
She was already seated, and she'd already ordered for us. She smiled and asked, immediately putting me at ease... no, she wasn't having second thoughts... "So how is wearing pantyhose to work?"
"Liberating," I answered.
"How so?"
"I feel I'm a little more myself," I explained.
"How so?" she asked again, as I felt her foot... no shoe, definitely sheer stocking... appear between my legs and rest itself directly on my crotch.
"Well, I've been hiding a significant part of my identity for years, and although you're the only one who knows my truth now, it's exciting to be secretly living it with you," I answered.
"Oh, we're just beginning to live your truth, and you can bet we'll be living it together," she assured me, adding verisimilitude to her assertion by slowly rubbing my cock.
"So, no second thoughts?" I asked, even though it was obvious she didn't have any... yet I still needed to hear it said.
"Oh, I've had second, third, fourth, and hundreds of thoughts."
"Oh," I said, that not being the answer I'd been hoping for.
"But most of them were about tactics for making all our fantasies come true," she revealed, my sudden anxiety relieved just as quickly as it had arrived... especially how she'd referred to them as 'our' fantasies.
"Oh, better," I smiled.
"Were you worried I'd cut and run?"
"A little," I admitted.
"If I was going to run, I had lots of opportunities last night," she pointed out, "one of the later ones being on my way to the adult store to select some toys for us."
"I guess so," I chuckled awkwardly.
"Catching you with that sissy video, for instance," she said. "You were afraid, as the expression goes, I'd be 'shocked and appalled'."
"Yeah," I nodded, shame again coursing through me.
"Then there was your plethora of admissions," she continued. "You were scared shitless I'd find one or all of them to be a deal breaker."
"Yeah," I sighed to myself, thinking almost no one used the word 'plethora'.
"And all those declarations," she added.
"You told me to say them," I protested.
"But hadn't you made those same declarations while you watched them alone?" she asked. "Many times, beginning sometime before we met, and then even continuing after we met and got together, keeping your dirty little secrets from me? Some women would be very upset about that."
"Yes, you're right," I admitted.
"But I'm not some women, I wasn't even mildly upset by any of it, and I'm still here," she said.
"Yes, you are, and I'm so very grateful that you are," I said, filled with gratitude.
"This is going to sound corny, but I want to be a part of your journey," she said. She then paused and added, "I want to make it our journey."
"You do?" I asked, even though it was obvious from her reactions last night, and now her words today, that she meant it.
"Yes, Eric," she said softly. "I want to do everything with you."
"That's music to my ears, because I want to do everything with you, too," I said.
"Good, then we'll be together every step of the way," she concluded, as the waitress arrived with our food.
"I couldn't be happier," I said, a rush of joy coursing through me.
"Although you must understand..." she began and then paused, her tone suddenly ominous.
Oh dear, here it is... a variation on 'I like you, but'.
"...that I'm the one in charge," she finished after an excruciating delay.
"Haven't you always been?" I joked.
"Well, yes," she smiled. "But now it's official."
"Should we put it in writing?" I joked.
"No," she laughed, "but we shall consummate our hierarchy on Friday."
"We shall, shall we?" I smiled, as she continued rubbing my hard penis.
"Oh, you know we shall," she said in a way that made it clear she'd already planned the night... well, the end of the night... I'd planned dinner and a musical, and those were still in our itinerary.
"I'm both excited and terrified," I only kind of joked.
"Given what I'm planning, each of those emotions are logical and appropriate to have," she smiled, as she moved her foot away.
"Hey, I was enjoying that," I protested.
"First, you're not allowed to come until Friday night," she said, that being a mighty long time for me, as I tended to jerk off every night, even nights when I'd already come in Joan's mouth or pussy.
"Okay," I agreed tentatively.
"What? That's only three days," she said.
"Four days and three nights," I corrected her.
"Fine," she sighed, "but my requirement stands," shaking her head and taking a bite of her food.
"That was the first point. Is there a second?" I asked, both scared and curious as to what it might be.
"Right," she said, her response surprising sarcastic, "Sorry, I got distracted by the 'unbearable hardship' I'm putting you through," using air quotes.
"Yeah, yeah," I said, hating not knowing something.
"Second," she said as she sliced her chicken, "there shall be no foreplay during breakfast, lunch or dinner. Our interrelations shall be strictly platonic... until they're not."
I laughed, leave it to her to make a rule about food. We really were two peas in a pod. "Great rule," I agreed, finally realizing I hadn't taken a bite so far, I was starving, and when I looked down at my plate, I saw the dear woman had ordered me the exact same meal I'd ordered myself on our first lunch date.
We ate in relative silence, talking only about boring things like work, that seemed excessively mundane compared to last night and the promise of Friday... that evening seemingly an eternity away right now.
Once we were done eating, she asked, "Do you want dessert?"
I asked, wanting clarity, stressing the last word, "Dessert, dessert or an actual dessert?"
"Unless you're about to crawl under the table to get the dessert you're angling for, I was just thinking dessert, dessert," she said.
"Although that sounds fun, and something to add to my suddenly expanding bucket list, I'll just stick to dessert, dessert as well."
She shook her head, "I just want whatever cheesecake I can extract from this weird game of innuendos you've created."
"Excellent choice, ma'am," I said.
A shared cheesecake later, she said, "Don't leave work today without dropping by my office. I have a gift for you."
"Why does that scare me?" I asked, kinda playfully.
"It shouldn't," she said, then added as she stood up, "much."
"You both turn me on uncontrollably, and frighten the dickens out of me at the same time," I said, also standing up.
She kissed me and said only, "Good," before we walked back to work together.
The afternoon was super busy, and I actually forgot I was wearing pantyhose until I went to the washroom to pee. I unzipped, and was reminded I was in pantyhose. No one else was in the bathroom, so I performed some weird origami maneuvers with my pantyhose, pissed, settled my hosiery back in place, and returned to work.
The workday ended, and I went to Joan's office. I walked through the door and closed it.
"Lock it," she ordered.
"Already in Mistress mode, I see," I joked, as I dutifully locked the door.
She stood up, approached me around her desk, then raised her dress to reveal she was wearing a strap-on.
"Oh my," I gasped. "You're really in Mistress mode."
"Like?" she asked brightly, as she stroked her very black cock.
"It's very unexpected," I said, as I stared at it nervously.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to fuck your ass in my office," she said. "I just wanted to give you a little peek at what I'll be wearing on Friday when I take your cherry."
"It's not as big as the one you had last night," I said, beside myself with excitement that she was wearing a strap-on, but equally full of trepidation.
"Yes, the saleswoman suggested that if I'm breaking in a virgin ass, and yes, she used the words 'breaking in', I should begin smaller," she revealed.
"Did you tell the saleswoman it was for a guy?" I asked.
"I did," she nodded.
"Oh," I said. This suddenly all seeming so real. Yes, I was excited about exploring these sexual curiosities and doing it with Joan, but I didn't want anyone else knowing.
"Come suck my dick, Erica," she ordered, not noticing my sudden nervousness. Whether from lack of observation or by design, I couldn't say.
"Right here?" I asked, trying to hint at my trepidation, even though her words were so fucking hot... words that for weeks I'd secretly imagined her saying to me.
"Just for a minute," she said. "I've been so fucking horny all day, imagining you sucking dick."
"Really?" I asked, surprised that the idea got her excited, but still concerned, because we were in her office, and the corridor outside was far from empty.
"Yeah, I can't explain it," she said, "but the idea is a major fucking turn-on."
"It is?" I asked, still in awe that my dirty fantasies could turn a woman on.
"Stop acting so shocked," she said. "I've always been a bit of a sexual deviant, and it seems that so are you."
"I never thought of it that way," I said, her words relaxing me a little.
"It's a good thing," she said. "We can explore these kinky fantasies together."
"Okay," I said, relaxing a little bit.
"Now get over here Erica, and suck my fucking dick," she ordered, just one more sentence to add to the growing list of super hot things I'd heard uttered from her lips.
"You had me at 'suck my fucking dick'," I joked, having watched Notting Hill with her just last weekend. She loved English movies, and I was just now discovering English movies... especially Love Actually and Almost Time... behind all my kinky fantasies, I was also a romantic at heart.
I walked over to her, dropped to my knees, and hesitated.
It was one thing to fantasize about doing this.
It was another to have it staring me in the face.
My hand was trembling as I reached for the plastic cock. I stroked it, leaned forward and kissed it.
Even after all my hours of watching dicks getting sucked (I couldn't even begin to imagine how many hundreds or even thousands of hours that would total), I realized I had no clue what I was doing.
I licked the shaft, a little surprised I could smell her scent as I did. This was turning her on and stimulating her pussy. That, in turn, excited me.
I licked up and down for thirty seconds give or take, feeling so many conflicting feelings as I did. I liked being on my knees. I liked having a cock in my hand (although it made me wonder what a real cock would feel like). I liked having Joan watching me; she was my safe person, even though she scared the wits out of me sometimes. Yet I also felt a little 'less'. I felt like less of a man, which I'd pretty much accepted in my many fantasies at home, yet it felt way more real when my girlfriend, kindred spirit that she was, was standing above me.
These many thoughts were spinning in my head and through my body, my tiny dick hard as ever, until Joan ordered, "Enough foreplay. Suck my cock."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, liking her nasty words, enjoying being told what to do. I opened my mouth, still trembling ever so slightly, and took the six-inch slim cock in my mouth... so much smaller than the big black cocks I constantly fantasized about sucking.
"So hot," she purred, as I began bobbing.
Truth be told, it was a little awkward.
Partly because I was in her office and could still vaguely hear people right outside, and I couldn't help but wonder what they'd think if they knew what was happening behind the door.
Partly because it wasn't a real dick.
It was nevertheless super stimulating.
My hard penis flinched in my pantyhose from sucking a plastic dick.
"You're going to be a great little cock sucker," she said, sounding turned on, watching me.
I kept bobbing, suddenly wanting to impress her. I was a great pussy licker, I knew that; now I wanted to become a great cock sucker.
Cock sucker.
What a word.
Seldom used, except in a derogatory way.
You never called a girl who sucked a dick a cock sucker. No. Sometimes a slut, if she sucked a lot of different dicks and you thought you could get away with it, but a girl sucking a cock was just a girl sucking a cock. On the other hand, a guy sucking a cock was a cock sucker... or a faggot... or gay. Or some other name most men didn't want to be labeled as, and therefore usually derogatory.
I suppose the same principle could be used to describe pussy licking. A guy eating a pussy is just a thoughtful, considerate guy doing what he should... but a girl eating pussy is a lesbian, or a dyke... although the principle breaks down at the next step: there's no derogatory term synonymous with cunt licker or pussy muncher... those are hot terms when applied to a woman.
I continued bobbing, realizing I was only taking about four inches in my mouth before feeling filled up. How could I possibly take ten? How did anyone take ten?
"That's enough for today, my sexy cock sucker," Joan said, her tone making her words sound so sweet, as if she was saying something sensitive like 'you look hot today.'
"That was wild," I said as I backed off the cock.
"I think we're going to have to work on your gag reflex," she said.
"Looks like, how does anyone take a big cock in their mouth?" I asked.
"Practice," she smiled, as she stood up and slid her cock back in my mouth.
To my surprise, she then briefly fucked my mouth, shoving all six inches in, and making me gag big time.
Like many black men I'd seen online do to their hungry sluts, she grabbed both sides of my skull, taking full control of me as she fucked my mouth.
This rough treatment made my penis flinch, and had a chill going up my spine. Despite my severe discomfort, seeing that Joan was obviously getting into it, enhanced my own pleasure. It seemed the strap-on was creating some sort of friction on her clit, as she moaned rather loudly while she skull-fucked me, albeit with a dick almost as small as mine.
It was quite awkward; my entire sex life I'd been in control, or had at least a semblance of control, and suddenly I had none. Even while sucking her cock, I'd been in control even though I was clumsy at it, but while she was face fucking me, I had none.
And as I said, the entire time I was gagging, the most worrisome part of that being those loud noises you make when you gag, with other people still in the building.
She pulled out and added, looking down at me, my saliva drooling in torrents down my chin and dripping off her cock, "Apparently, lots and lots of practice."
I wiped the saliva off my face as she surprised me yet again by ordering, "Undo your pants, pull them down, and bend over my desk."
"What?" I said, having heard her, but thinking she'd already said she wouldn't fuck me here.
"I picked up a little something for that virgin hole of yours," she said, as she walked back around her desk and picked up a small butt plug.
"Oh," I said, relaxing slightly as I unbuckled my belt... getting a little excited.
"Yes, three days, three plugs," she said.
"Oh," I repeated, as I pulled my pants down.
She walked back behind me and said, as I bent over only in pantyhose again, "God, you have such a sexy, fuckable ass."
"Words I never imagined being said about me," I joked awkwardly.
She caressed my pantyhose-clad ass and said, "Me neither, but here we are."
"Here we are indeed," I agreed.
"Oh, shoot," she said, returning to her desk. "I almost forgot the lube."
"That would be utterly lube-icrous," I joked.
"Nice," she smiled, grabbing the lube, and as usual, appreciating my corny sense of humour. "I bought a big bottle for each of our homes, plus a small one for my purse."
"Always thinking ahead," I smiled, as she returned behind me.
"That's me," she said, again caressing my ass. "Fuck, I think you've got a sexier ass than I do. Where's the fairness in that?"
"No, I don't think so," I said, even though I appreciated the compliment.
"No really, it's actually quite feminine," she said, as she really checked out my ass.
"I don't know how to take that," I joked.
"Well, Eric would be within his rights to be slightly insulted and insecure about his girlfriend seeing his body as feminine, while Erica should be super flattered that her hot curves can compete with her girlfriend's," Joan said.
"Oh," was all I said as she pulled my pantyhose down to my ankles.
"You'll always be Eric at work, but in the confines of the bedroom and," she paused, "when we're in my office with the door closed and locked, you'll be Erica. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, wondering if it could be that simple to split my persona like that, as I felt slightly warm lube being poured between my ass cheeks.
"Good girl," she said as she probed my anal entrance with her finger. "We're in this journey together though, so if there's something you're not comfortable with, please tell me."
"Like being fingered in your office?" I groaned, as her finger slid inside.
"For example..." she said as she pulled out her finger and then a moment later, pushed the smallest of the butt plugs into my ass. "...this!"
I moaned, although after a brief period of stinging, there was nothing.
"The first plug is small," she said, as she pulled my pantyhose up.
"Yeah, I can barely feel it," I admitted.
"Nevertheless, it has its job to do, so keep it in your ass all night and all day tomorrow, until we swap the plugs after work," she said, then quipping, "Your gracious Mistress will allow you to remove this whenever you need to poop; fair's fair." She then slapped my ass. Hard.
I yelped, surprised by the sharp pain.
"Fuck, your ass is hot," she said.
"Thanks," I said, really liking her obsession with my ass, even though it burned for a bit after the sudden slap.



I straightened myself up and pulled up my pants, my penis fully erect.
Joan noticed and reminded me, "Don't forget, no getting yourself off."
"That'll be hard," I replied.
"Terrible pun," she groaned, this time not in a sexual way, sitting down at her desk.
"Maybe you should cage my penis," I said slyly, realizing that was the one thing I hadn't thought to include in my lengthy fantasy list last night.
"We'll see. Maybe I'll have to, if you can't leave your tiny clitty alone."
"I'll try my best," I said, although after this experience, it was going to be very difficult. I also noticed she was beginning to make a point of commenting on what I'd always known... my penis is small.
"There's no trying," she said, as she propped her shoeless nylon-clad feet on her desk. "There's just doing."
"Are you trying to get me horny with that sexy display?" I joked, my cock having flinched instantly when her nylon-clad soles popped into view.
"If you come, then I won't wear these for you anymore," she said, wiggling her toes. "And you wouldn't like that."
"No, that would be a travesty."
"Then be a good girl and obey."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, knowing I was all hers now, and would do pretty much anything she ever told me to.
"I'm off to have dinner with my mom tonight," she said. "So I'll see you tomorrow."
"Definitely," I said, as I started to walk... and was brought up short for a moment by the plug in my ass.
Then later on, twice I sat down and flinched, forgetting about my butt plug; otherwise it wasn't very noticeable... I imagined tomorrow's would be thicker and longer.
I didn't turn my computer on at all that night, so as not to be tempted.
Instead, I caught up on the last five episodes of The Blacklist I'd been taping... nothing sexy about that show... and went to sleep...ignoring the silent pleas from my needy little penis.
4. A GIFT FOR JOAN
Wednesday
I woke up, rolled over, and was reminded of the plug in my ass.
I went and showered, got dressed, no underwear but yes pantyhose again, and headed to work... although I had two meetings with clients at their own offices, so I didn't get to my own office building until after lunch, and therefore didn't see Joan at all... until the work day was over.
I got a text from Joan: Sorry, working late. I'll stop by your place later tonight.
I replied I'd be home by seven, not mentioning it was so I could stop to pick up a bracelet I'd ordered and gotten sized to give her on Friday... with the date we'd first met inscribed on the inside. (I was pretty sure keeping secrets about special presents for her was allowed.)
Unfortunately the bracelet wasn't back from the engraver's yet, but they guaranteed to have it for me by noon tomorrow. I then headed to an adult store. I wanted to give her something sweet and romantic at dinner when I told her I loved her, but I also felt compelled to buy her something sexy for when we got home, especially after all that had happened between us recently... even though I had no idea what Friday's fun and games were going to look like. Except for the part when she took my anal cherry, of course.
I reached the store, went inside and walked around... not even sure what I was looking for... just hoping I'd know when I saw it.
Before I knew it, I was standing in front of some cock cages. I was shocked at how many different kinds there were. Some looked medieval and majorly painful, others looked plastic and cheap, some even had keys to go with them.
They were more expensive than I'd imagined they'd be. For some reason I thought they'd be cheap: twenty or thirty bucks... and there were a couple in that range, but they looked so cheap.
Most of them were seventy-five to a hundred fifty dollars. I was continuing to browse the cages when I was startled by a woman asking, "May I help you with anything?"
"Um, yeah," I said, feeing like I was caught in the act. "I'm, uh, well, looking for something special for my girlfriend."
"A special occasion?" She asked, the woman older... in her forties.
"Four-month anniversary," I answered.
"I see," she said, not sounding overly impressed by that.
Then it occurred to me. I knew what I wanted. "I want a sex toy I can use on her while... um... I..." I said, then wasn't sure how to actually say it.
"While you go down on her?" she asked helpfully.
"Yes," I answered.
"You're a good man," she said, impressed I think, simply because I went down on my girl.
"She's the perfect woman," I replied.
"I know exactly what you need," she said. "Follow me."
She took me to a section with many uniquely shaped items... some of them obvious as to their uses and others that were enigmatic. The one she handed me was definitely an enigma. It was perfectly round and disc-shaped, except the thickness of the disc on one side of the circle was noticeably greater than the other. It also had an oblong hole in it... off-centre. The gadget looked quite elegant and seemed more for me than her... except the hole was way too big for my penis.
"I know, I know," she smiled, reading my mind. "It doesn't look like a vibrator at all."
"Is that what it is? No, it certainly doesn't," I agreed, as I studied the contraption resting in what looked like an oversized jewelry box. Definitely not cheap-looking. It was called a Lelo Ora 2.
"Yet it gives a woman the most amazing, slow build-up, long-lasting orgasms of any sex toy," she explained.
"How does it work?" I asked, curious how to use such a strange-looking device, it truthfully looked rather like a strange piece of geometric art you might see in a modern museum.
"You place the vibrating portion over her clitoris -- that's near the thickest part -- for the best effect, and the device has small rotating beads inside the circle that create sensations amazingly similar to a tongue," she explained.
"Sounds amazing," I said.
"It's the best of the best," she said, and then added with a sly smile, "and I'm speaking from personal experience. My Hitachi wand will give me almost instantaneous orgasms, but they don't last very long; my rabbit will get me off nicely if I want something inside me, but this jewel gives me the very best long-lasting orgasms. It's kind of like the difference between fast food and a seven-course banquet."
"But I don't want it to replace me," I said, thinking this sounded too good to be true.
"They thought of that; it can also be used to enhance the pleasure you're giving your lady," she explained and then added some more. "There are even ten different stimulations, for variety."
"Where do the batteries go?" I asked.
"You charge it on your computer."
"Oh."
"I can show you some less expensive options if you wish," she said. "We have many quality items to enhance your lady's pleasure," she offered.
"No, she deserves the best. I'll take it."
"You won't regret it," she said. "And she'll love it."
"I hope so," I said.
She took the box and said, "I know so. I've never had a customer come back not completely satisfied with this toy."
"Great," I said, dying to try it with Joan.
She rang it up and I didn't even react to its being way more expensive than I'd anticipated, over $250 after tax, but I didn't care. If it brought Joan the pleasure the woman promised it would, it would be more than worth it.
I picked up dinner on the way home at a small family restaurant I loved, ate, and was watching Wheel of Fortune when Joan arrived.
"What's this?" she asked, walking into the bedroom and finding the bag with her new sex toy in it.
"Shit, I should have put that away," I sighed, but I'd forgotten because I was starving when I got home... and I loved Wheel of Fortune, Vanna White being my lone nylon-wearing constant through the slow degradation of nylon fashion.
"It's obviously a sex toy, but is it for you or me?" she asked as she stepped in front of me, wearing a skirt and mocha-coloured nylons.
"Both of us," I answered, before adding with a smile, "although it's intended for your pleasure."
"Oh, cool," she said, as she pulled it out of the bag.
"Wait, that's for Friday; it's a surprise," I objected, but she wasn't listening.
"Too late," she said, as she saw the box and said in awe, "Oh, my."
"Do you know what it is?" I asked, "because I sure didn't."
"It's the Cadillac of sex toys for women," she said. "I almost bought one for myself a few months ago, but then I met my own Asian personal pussy pleaser."
"I wanted to get you something special for Friday, since you've already bought something special for me," I smiled, thinking of the strap-on, and flattered she preferred me over a toy.
"You're so sweet," she said, as she took it out of the box. "It's so pretty."
"It's like jewelry for your pussy," I joked.
She raised her skirt, revealing she was in thigh highs this time, and again no underwear, as she placed the toy right on her pussy. "How does it look on me?"
"Beautiful," I answered, admiring her ripe pussy.
"We need to test it out," she said, as she grabbed the charging cord and left the room.
I finished up my dinner, and was in the kitchen when I saw a bag on the kitchen table that she'd brought.
She returned and said, already googling it on her phone, "I wonder how long it takes to charge?"
"I didn't think to ask," I admitted, having planned to have it fully charged for Friday night. If she was going to make one of my fondest fantasies come true that night, I wanted to be able to return the favour in a meaningful way.
"Two hours," she sighed.
"Do you have anyplace to be tonight?" I asked.
"Not now," she said as she kept reading her phone. "It has ten stimulation modes and adjustable intensities, including one called ultra-intense."
"Cool," I said, unsure what else to say.
"It's even waterproof," she said.
I joked, "Since you take long baths."
"Now they'll be longer," she shrugged, then added, "plus, now I won't have to use the shower head."
"Fuck, you're hot," I said.
"So Erica, are you ready for plug two?" she inquired, shifting smoothly from one taboo subject to a different even more taboo subject, as I lagged behind, picturing her getting off with a shower head.
"I'm never not ready," I said, both excited to continue my anal training, the one still in my ass from yesterday doing nothing for me good or bad, but also nervous that a bigger one might hurt, and be more awkward to walk around or sit down with.
"Let's go to the bedroom," she said, grabbing the bag.
"You have the best ideas," I said.
Two minutes later I was on all fours on my bed, with my pantyhose pulled down to my knees as she pulled out the plug.
She placed it on a towel she'd brought, and then shocked me as I felt her tongue probing my asshole.
"Oh, that feels nice," I moaned, surprised at how relaxing it felt.
"Eating ass is something else you'll soon be doing," she said, as her tongue swirled around, and slightly inside, my back door.
"Really?" I asked.
"I didn't want you to think I was some cheap disposable slut, so I haven't told you all my kinks yet," she said as her tongue felt like it was reaching further inside my ass.
"Oh, you can tell me anything," I moaned.
"I love a good anal tongue licking, and enjoy a cock in my ass," she revealed.
"I'm gathering a very long list of the hot things you say," I said as she kept probing my asshole.
"And things I do," she added.
"Definitely," I said, her eating my ass now joining that second list. It wasn't stimulating me towards an orgasm, but it was definitely making my hard penis want some attention it wasn't allowed.
"You know, you really do have a man cunt back here," she said.
"I do?"
"I think so," she said as she sat up and then said, "Let's see if your cunt can take plug number two."
"Okay," I said, as she went to the bag.
I looked back and saw that this one was indeed larger in every way: length and girth, although it was only slightly longer than my flesh and blood version.
She lubed the toy, and then poured lube down my ass crack again, as I remained bent over, patiently waiting to be sodomized.
Sodomized... what a taboo term.
"In two nights, it will be my dick slamming into this cunt," she said, sounding so hot saying that, yet another sentence of hers to add to the list, as she moved behind me.
"That still seems an eternity away," I said, as I felt the cock at my hole.
"All good things come to those who wait," she said and then added, "and I stress the word 'cum'."
I was about to respond, telling her that same principle should also apply to the new toy I'd gotten her, but she pushed the cock inside me, and I let loose with a loud, embarrassing squeal.
It burned!
Not intense pain, no.
But a very clear protest from my asshole.
"Your cunt will need a bit of time to get used to being so full," she said.
"Okay," I said through gritted teeth, the pain increasing as she continued pushing, until the cock had entered me completely. I couldn't fathom how I could possibly fit the next one inside me, not to mention someone's BBC.
"Yeah, your cunt looks good, all full of dick," she said, as she seemed to be admiring me from behind.
"As do you," I said.
"Especially when it's BBC," she added.
"We both want the same thing," I joked, her admission she wanted black cock too, turning me on even as my ass burned.
"And we'll make it all happen," she promised. "I'm going to deal with a few emails. You should remain in that position as motionless as possible for a minute or two, and then slowly roll onto your back and rest like that for a few minutes... give yourself a chance to get accustomed to your new reality of having your pussy filled to bursting."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, smiling at her concept of my new reality.
She left the bedroom and I remained on all fours, trying to allow my ass, or rather my cunt, to get used to having something this big in it.
After a couple of minutes I slowly lowered myself to my side, and then rolled onto my back. I did it extremely slowly, settling my ass onto the soft bed so as not to push it deeper into me and create any new pain, since I was finally getting back to calmness. It still hurt, but the pain was diminishing noticeably.
Joan returned a couple of minutes later and asked, "How's is it going?"
"Could you have a look? I feel like I've accidentally gotten a dick stuck up my ass," I joked.
"Do you mean your cunt, Erica?" she corrected me.
"Yes, Sorry Mistress," I apologized. "It feels like I have a big dick in my cunt."
"It's not that big," she pointed out.
"It is for a pure sweet virgin such as myself," I said.
"Fair enough," she agreed. "But fret not, fair maiden, we'll soon get that sweet cunny trained to welcome a ten-inch BBC into its folds. Or do I mean its pucker? I do believe your tight little cunny has a pucker, how odd."
"I can't imagine accommodating the legendary Black Knight," I admitted frivolously, although while the idea was still a turn on, it was getting a lot scarier, now that it was coming closer to becoming a reality.
"I can already envision it," Joan smiled, as she leaned in and kissed me.
"Let's go watch a movie," she said. "My wonderful new Cadillac still won't be ready for over an hour."
"Help me up?" I asked.
"No, you've got to be able to do things on your own," she said, although she was kind enough to pull my pantyhose over my ass to keep the plug in place.
"That's not nice," I pouted.
"Hurry up," she said. "I need to distract myself from the toy I want to try so badly."
"Fine," I said, carefully inching myself to the edge of the bed. I managed to make it off the bed and onto my feet, but I yelped as the cock moved a bit further into my ass... I mean cunt.
"You should walk around a bit to get used to having it inside you."
"I can't fathom how anyone could ever get used to this," I complained, walking about as fast as a snail, every single step forcefully reminding me of the plug in my ass... each step creating a little jolt of pain but, I now began noticing, also a little pleasure.
"You may feel more pain and pleasure when you move," she said, "as it will likely stimulate your prostate."
"It's definitely doing that," I said, feeling my penis harden.
"Shit, everything turns your tiny penis on," she said, noticing it too.
"I'm easily stimulated," I moaned, as I kept walking, and noticed her shot at the size of my penis.
"I may have to pick up one of those cages for you," she said, as she took my hand and steadied me as she led me down the stairs to the living room.
"That may be a good idea," I agreed, both to eliminate the temptation to touch myself, and also to explore another of my fantasies.
"You actually want a cage, don't you?" she asked, stopping in the hallway just outside my living room.
"Maybe a little," I admitted.
"Or maybe a lot?" she pushed.
"Okay, maybe a lot," I agreed, loving how she saw through my silly façades to the real me.
"Good to know," she said and resumed walking into the living room.
I followed. On my own. I could do this!
I sat down extremely slowly, leaning heavily on the armrest, then as lightly as possible touched down, letting out a muted yelp as the cock reached new depths inside me.
Joan chuckled, but sympathetically. "Patience, my bitch."
"Yeah," I trembled, my pain being dulled by the natural thrills of obedience, and of fantasies coming true.
And for the next hour, we watched the first half of the new, surprisingly good, Yesterday. I'm a sucker for musicals... and although this wasn't a musical in the traditional sense, it was a lot of fun.
Joan got up and said, "My present should be ready by now."
"Go get it," I said, excited to see how it works.
"Already on my way," she said. "Meet you in the bedroom."
"But I want to see how this story ends," I said, in a whiney tone.
"And I want to twist and shout," she replied wickedly.
"So it's going to be a hard day's night," I joked, playing along with her witty Beatles title play.
"Now let's go upstairs and have some fun with a little help from my friends," Joan shot back, walking away.
I slowly got up, my ass actually feeling a little numb, and with a slight burn, as I followed her up to my bedroom. I needed to rely heavily on the railing and my upper body strength, but I made it... unassisted!
She was already on my bed, naked and with her legs spread, and the toy in her hand. "Good job, sweetie. Now get over here."
I got onto the bed, slowly, and crawled between her legs as she turned on the toy. "Oh, it's strong. And quiet."
"You're supposed to put this part right on your clit," I said, now close enough to dine on her delicious pussy.
"Okay," she said, and placed it directly onto her clit. "Oooooooh, my!"
"Good?"
"Very good," she moaned.
"Let me help," I said as I bent down a bit lower and licked her pussy.
"Oooooh," she moaned, "Okay, I have an idea."
She grabbed a pillow, lifted up her ass, slid it underneath and said, "There. Now you can eat my asshole."
"Okay," I said, not something I'd ever thought about doing, at least not until she'd eaten mine earlier tonight.
"Spread my cheeks and get to work, Erica," she ordered, as she placed the toy back on her clit and moaned.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, pulling her ass cheeks apart, extending my tongue, and licking her puckered back door.
"Oh, yes," she moaned. "Eat my asshole, baby."
I bathed her asshole, swirling my tongue around it... happy to discover it wasn't disgusting at all, just a little bit of sweet sweat.
"This toy is amazing," she moaned.
"Don't let it replace me," I joked, although that was my primary concern, so it wasn't much of a joke.



"Don't worry, I'm still planning on using your tongue regularly," she promised, I noticed not mentioning my tiny penis in this context.
For a few minutes... her moans continued... slowly building... as the toy did its magic... and I ate her asshole.
Eventually she ordered, "Now move up and lick my pussy, baby."
I eagerly obeyed, licking her pussy as she readjusted the toy slightly to provide me access, while the toy still worked her clit over. She'd been at this for a while and she hadn't come yet, so I guessed the saleslady's point about a long, slow build was valid.
"Oh fuck, yes, so fucking good," she moaned, as it was obvious she was finally getting close. I kept licking her wet pussy until she screamed, "Holy Jesus Christ!"
Her cunt cum gushed onto my eager lips and tongue, as I lapped up every drop.
Her orgasm did indeed appear to be endless, but eventually she moved the toy away as she was still trembling uncontrollably.
I continued licking until she pushed my head away and said, "I've got to pee."
She bounced up and hurried to the bathroom.
I rolled off the bed myself, the toy still making it pretty awkward, but now with hardly any pain at all, and called out, "Are we finishing the movie?"
"Yes, I'll meet you down there," she called back.
I headed downstairs, this time just needing the railing to steady myself a bit, grabbed us a couple drinks, and sat down (without yelping or flinching), ready to finish the movie.
She rejoined me a minute later, with her panties from yesterday in her hand, "I found these under your pillow."
I felt my cheeks go red, but admitted, "Yeah, I kinda slept with you last night. I love your scent."
"That's one of the sweetest thing a man has ever said to me," she said. She then surprised me again. "Put these on."
"Really?" I asked, as she tossed them to me.
"Yes, I think you'll look cute in them."
"Okay," I agreed, yet again getting those simultaneous contrasting feelings of excitement and humiliation.
I stood up slowly as the plug shifted in my pussy, peeled off my pantyhose, which was much more work with a plug moving around inside and slightly stimulating me. I put the panties on.
"I was right; you look really cute in my panties," she approved.
"Thanks, I guess," I said, not sure how to feel about a compliment like that.
"Wear them to work tomorrow under your pantyhose," she ordered.
"Okay," I agreed as she moved back to the couch.
We sat back down, me doing it slowly but far more painlessly, and as she cuddled into me, she said, "By the way, my new toy is, without a doubt, the best present ever."
"You're welcome," I said, as she squeezed my penis through her panties.
Once the movie was done and she was heading home, having explained weeks earlier that she shouldn't sleep over during the work week, and as she got ready to leave, she returned to her witty self, using one more Beatles title, "Be a good girl and we'll come together; just not right now."
5. CAGED... BBC FORESHADOWING
Thursday
I texted Joan after really struggling to get comfortable with the plug in my ass, and becoming nervous about it affecting me enough to interfere with my work, and/or my professional demeanor: Hey, babe. I want to obey you without hesitation, but I'm a little uncomfortable about going to work with a plug this size in my ass.
She responded a couple minutes later: I understand. We need to take baby steps. Just make sure you're in pantyhose and my panties.
I responded, thankful she was so understanding. I imagine that will be a forever daytime thing now.
She replied: Yes, it will be. It's all part of your feminine transition. PS: we are going shopping after work.
I asked: For what?
She texted back: Pets don't ask so many questions. Just bring your butt plug with you. We will need it while shopping.
I replied: Yes, Mistress.
That last order scared me a bit, but as always, it also excited me.
Joan was as much of a sexual deviant as I was, which was what made all of this so thrilling. I had found her, in the iconic words of Phoebe Buffay, 'my lobster'.
The day was again crazy busy, like they all seemed to be recently, and other than passing her in the hallway, or waving to her as I walked past her office, I didn't see her all day.
Before I had been caught in the act last Monday, that was the norm and no big deal... work was work and after work was after work, yet now all I could think about was her... and Friday... but first, there was shopping.
She called me moments after work and reminded me, "Don't forget to bring your butt plug with you."
"Already ahead of you. It's in my briefcase... with the lube." I answered.
"Be at the Westlake Mall at 5:15," she said. "Front entrance."
"Leaving soon," I said.
I finished up a couple of emails, picked up the bracelet, and drove over to the mall. I was going to be quite early, when an idea popped into my head. I should put the plug in my cunt before meeting her. The mall was nowhere near where I lived, so I felt the odds of running into anyone I knew were slim... and I wanted to surprise her.
I pulled into a coffee shop, ordered a coffee, I felt I couldn't just use their bathroom without ordering anything, and then before picking it up, went to the washroom.
I went into the only stall, opened my briefcase on the top of the toilet tank, undid my belt, waistband and fly, and then pulled down my pants, pantyhose and panties. I grabbed the lube, and coated the toy very generously. I then dribbled some down between my ass cheeks, realizing this was more challenging on my own... doubled by my being in such a confined space.
I grabbed the lubed up toy and moved it to my ass... my cunt. I pushed, and nothing happened. I pushed again. Nothing.
It was just too awkward, and I didn't have any leverage.
Suddenly the door opened, and a guy went to the urinal. I quickly turned around and sat down on the toilet seat. That's when an idea came to mind.
I waited for him to finish... thankfully he didn't wash his hands... gross, but it meant he left sooner.
I then placed the plug on the closed toilet seat, after distributing excessive toilet paper on the seat first... grasped the plug with one hand, and slowly lowered myself onto it. It was still awkward, but thanks to the weight of my body, following a brief resistance, it slid inside me.
"Ooooh, fuck," I moaned loudly, as I settled myself completely onto it.
It burned.
But it wasn't as bad as last night, I was feeling a tad more pleasure than pain, so overall it felt amazing.
A rush of sexual adrenaline at the reality I was sitting on the plug was exhilarating.
I slowly stood up, quickly pulled up my panties, pantyhose, and then my pants. I screwed the lid back on the lube, closed my briefcase and went to pick up my coffee... realizing it had been a good five minutes since I'd ordered it.
I grabbed it and explained to the girl, as I walked awkwardly, again getting used to this (only medium sized!) plug in my ass, "Sorry, I'm not feeling too well."
She nodded and turned away unbothered, and I walked clumsily out of there feeling so slutty, knowing I had a plug in my pussy. Weird how much feeling slutty turned me on.
I drove toward the mall, feeling even more full in this sitting position, there's really only one way to sit while you're driving, no choices, and in my case pleasure and pain battling for dominance inside me, and arrived.
Joan was standing outside the mall entrance, speaking on her phone.
She was dressed in a very cute blue dress, with dark beige nylons that had my penis hard the moment I saw her.
She smiled when she saw me approach, raising her dress to show me her thigh highs, "Like?"
"Love," I amended.
She looked at me a moment and asked, noticing my awkward movements, "Do you have the plug in your ass already?"
"My cunt," I corrected, and then added, "You told me to bring it, but not how to carry it."
"Well, that that clever little act of adaptive obedience solves my first problem," she approved, leaning in and kissing me, while reaching around and slapping my ass playfully, right on the base of the plug. Ouch! "I wasn't sure how we were going to get that plug back in your cunt."
"Ohhhh," I moaned and groaned, a mixture of pleasure and pain coursing through me, and her calling my ass a 'cunt'.
"Let's go," she said. "We've got a lot of shopping to do."
"A lot?" I asked, as she took my hand.
"A lot," she affirmed, as we entered the mall.
I had imagined our going to some discreet adult shop, so I was quite surprised when she marched me into a Victoria's Secret. It was a store I'd walked past many times, jerked off to their catalogs a few times, but had never actually gone inside one... I just thought a lone guy going into a female lingerie shop, unless he was on a specific errand for someone, was too pervy.
"I thought we were buying a cage for my tiny penis," I said timidly, "Are we here for you or me?"
"You," she said before giving me a quick kiss and adding, "and a little bit me." She kissed me again and added, "But mostly you."
"Uh, okay," I said.
"First, we need to get you some sexy panties of your own," she said, leading me to the panties area. "We can't have you wearing mine all the time."
"Um, okay," I repeated, unsure of what else to say.
"Any colour you'd prefer?" she asked as we reached an acreage (well not quite that large) containing an abundance of sexy lingerie.
"No, not really," I said, as I scanned about a half dozen different styles in a large spectrum of colours. Truth was, I imagined myself wearing pink in all my fantasies, because that's the most girly colour, which is also to say the least manly. So I blurted out, feeing my cheeks going a little red, "Well actually... pink."
"Definitely getting you some pink ones," she said, pulling out a lacy pair.
"And light blue," I said, that being my favourite colour on Joan.
"These would look so cute on you," she said, holding a pair of light blue panties in her hands. "Feel them," she said.
I reached for them, and was surprised by how much softer female underwear were compared to male underwear. "They're super soft."
"I know," she said. "Oooooh, these," she squealed.
They were black, and a thong.
I'd never understood thongs. I couldn't understand how they could possibly be comfortable, although they were indeed sexy to see on a woman. Anytime I saw a thong peeking out of a woman's outfit, I just assumed she was kinky. I know that's shallow stereotyping, but it's just how my brain works.
"I've never seen you in one of these," I said.
"I have one," she said and then whispered into my ear, "but I only wear it for special occasions... like tomorrow."
"Mmmmmm," I moaned at the idea.
She whispered in my ear, "Pick out six pairs. One has to be white. I need to go find something special."
"Okay," I said, "What size?"
"Well, you fit pretty well into my panties. So I'd imagine a medium," she said.
"Okay," I said.
She kissed me and disappeared.
I looked through the panties, feeling kind of like a pervert, since I was now standing all alone in a Victoria's Secret.
I had four pairs in my hand, when a salesgirl showed up, asking, "Do you need any help, sir?"
"I-I-I," I stammered, feeling, and probably looking, like a kid caught with his hand in a cookie jar.
"Have you got six yet?" Joan asked, returning.
"Almost," I said, saved by the bell.
"If you need any help, just let me know," the girl said, and walked away. Evidently, so long as I was accompanied by a female chaperone, I wasn't a threat to public morality.
"Think she knows they're for you?" Joan asked.
"I hope not," I said.
She grabbed two more pairs for me and said, "Now we need you to pick some lingerie for tomorrow's special occasion."
"For me?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, again whispering in my ear. "Doesn't my sweet Erica want to look sexy for her Mistress tomorrow?"
"I-I-I do," I stammered, her hot breath turning me on.
"Maybe something bridal," she whispered. "In this arena you're virginal, you know."
I imagined her someday wearing white for me... all white... yet, we hadn't even said our first 'I love yous', although I planned on attending to that tomorrow. Now she was imagining me in all white. I joked, "You haven't even proposed yet."
She smiled, as she again whispered in my ear, "I'm proposing a whole new world."
"Okay," I agreed.
She took my hand and led me to the back of the store. "I was thinking a complete lingerie set."
"I'm always thinking that," I responded slyly.
"I'll be wearing something so sexy for you tomorrow night, your little clitty will be begging for release from its cage. An outfit that will symbolize our new hierarchy," she said.
"What will that be?" I asked, my tiny penis flinching in my panties and pantyhose at her naughty promise, as well as her derogatory little attack on my penis.
"It will be a surprise," she said, before pointing towards an entire lingerie section. "Do you like any of these?"
"All of them," I said, every outfit sexy as fuck. Every one of them was either a garter belt, or had the pieces to clamp stockings to, including: lace camisettes, a front zipper corset, a cute teddy, a bodysuit. (Actually, nobody would attempt to attach stockings to a camisette, so they were exempt from the rule.)
"They're all super sexy," she agreed as she squeezed my ass, reminding me I had a plug stuck in it, as she whispered ever so sultrily, "I think you'd be pretty fucking hot in that corset." She pointed to a red lace piece.
"I couldn't tell without seeing it modeled by someone," I said, thinking maybe I could convince her to try some of these outfits on.
She smiled, "You sly dog. You want to see me looking all sexy in some of these?"
"I'd like to see you in all of them," I flirted.
"Well, since we have similar body types," she said, yet another shot at my feminine body. "It could help us decide what to get you."
"Yes, yes it most definitely would," I agreed with great enthusiasm.
"Well, pick four more while I go try this corset on, and I'll model them for you," she offered.
God, I loved this woman.
"Will do," I agreed.
She gave me a kiss and sauntered off to a change room. I was bewildered at first by the overwhelming number of choices, but started looking around one outfit at a time, and chose four more sexy lingerie pieces... wondering what the lace lingerie would look like on her, and feel like on me. I didn't even see her walk past me as she left.
I found her change room, thankfully the store was relatively deserted, and she walked out in a red corset seconds later, and somehow she'd found red stockings to go with it.
"Wow," I gasped. I'd never seen anyone look more beautiful than she did at this moment.
"So, you like it?" she beamed.
"'Like' is like the biggest understatement in the world," I responded, feeling like I might be drooling.
"What else do you have for me to try on?"
"These," I handed her, unable to tear my gaze away from her.
"Grab me some black, white and beige stockings," she instructed.
"With pleasure," I said, still staring at her.
"I think you'll look pretty cute in the one I'm wearing," she said.
"I couldn't possibly do justice to it like you're doing," I said.
"You're so sweet," she said, kissing me and returning to the change room.
I adjusted my tiny penis, and went to find the stockings. I grabbed the colours requested and returned.
"I have them," I said.
"Pass them over the door," she said.
I did.
I waited.
A couple minutes later, she came out in an all-white teddy that held her firm smallish breasts perfectly, came together between her legs, and was attached to white stockings.
She looked like a bride about to consummate her marriage.
"Wow," I said again.
"Look," she said, glancing around to check we were alone, before she flipped open a flap at her crotch and pointed out, "It's crotchless."
"Oh my," I said, looking at her shaved pussy, framed by that oh-so-sexy outfit.
"Yes, easy access," she smiled.
"Wow," I said, just in awe of her.
"I think we know one that we have to buy already," she said.
"All of them," I joked.
"Why not?" she shrugged.
"Exactly," I laughed.
"I'll try on one more, though."
"Just one?" I asked with a pout.
"For now," she said.
"Okay," I agreed.
She disappeared again, and I waited for her to change. She came out eventually, wearing one that was ridiculously hot, and a little dominant.
All black.
A zipper in the front that gave her limitless options for how much cleavage (or navel) she could show.
Black stockings.
"I may be repeating myself, but wow," I said.
"I think I'll just keep this one on for now," she said, as she pulled the tag off of it.
"Forever?" I joked.
"Maybe," she winked and returned to the change room.
I waited for her to come back out, we paid for all the panties, lingerie and stockings, and headed to her car.
"One more stop," she said. "Get in."
"But my car?"
"I'll drop you back off after I'm done with you," she said, squeezing my penis.
"Okay," I groaned, my penis desperate for release; but that wasn't happening until tomorrow night.
We drove for about ten minutes as she chatted about work and a new merger she was working on. I talked about two clients I was trying to reel in.
We arrived at a strip mall with an adult store.
"Let's go get you a cage for that tiny penis of yours," she said, as she squeezed said penis.
"Yes please, Mistress," I agreed.
We walked into the store as she joked, giving my hand a soft squeeze, "As much as I spent here a couple days ago, plus whatever we spend today, they should start giving me a 'preferred customer' discount."
"Who knew the road to being a sissy faggot would be so costly?" I joked.
"Yeah, who knew?" she agreed, as we entered the store.
Unlike Victoria's Secret, where Joan had been largely discreet, and I think anyone paying attention would have assumed every purchase was for her... she wasn't at all discreet here. She asked, ironically, a young bald black man looking to be in his early twenties, "Where would your dick cages for my honey be?"
"I'll take you there, ma'am," he said, as if the request wasn't the least bit strange, even as he gave me the twice over. It made me wonder how many people came in here to buy cages. I couldn't even begin to come up with a figure. Was it miniscule? Huge?
Yet, like the store I'd gone to, there was an entire section with just cages.
"Oh my," Joan said, I think as surprised as I'd been by how many different kinds there were.
"Is it for him?" the black guy asked point blank, speaking to her and ignoring me, except as something to point at. He knew already who was in charge in this relationship, which was again a little humiliating, but we were here for a penis cage, so I was far past objecting to any amount of humiliation.
"Of course," Joan nodded, I'm sure my cheeks the brightest red they'd ever been. I lowered my gaze, avoiding eye contact with either of them.
"I see," he said. "Is the purpose discipline?"
"Kind of," she said, as I looked up. "He's in training of sorts. I want him caged, but..." she paused as she examined a device that looked like a miniature iron maiden, spikes and all, "I don't want him in pain."
"Okay," he nodded. "There are quite a few options for that."
"Great," Joan said, clearly excited... which excited me.
"I recommend a metal one, although plastic ones are available as well," he explained.



"What's the difference?" Joan asked. I was curious too, wishing I'd done some research for this surreal shopping trip.
"To be honest, if your man is going all the way in obedience," he said, "the plastic ones are too weak, although many couples begin with a plastic one. It's a little less aggressive, and a lot lighter. Less costly, as well."
"I see," Joan said.
"May I ask a personal question?" the salesman asked.
"Sure," Joan said.
"Is his penis small?"
"Tiny," Joan answered, using her hands to measure four inches.
"I see," he said. "This metal one is quite popular, but it will make his penis look pathetic... defeated," he said, handing it to her. "Which is either good or bad, depending on your goals."
I looked up and saw it was a metal one with a lock.
"I see," Joan said, mulling this over. "We are, to be blunt, exploring his feminine side, and we're only at stage one."
"I see," he replied, and thankfully his tone didn't change. He didn't seem to be judging me, and his ignoring me appeared to be more from deference to my Mistress rather than any particular disdain for me.
"Any restrictions to wearing these?" Joan asked.
"Lots," he chuckled deeply. "Obviously if he gets excited, the rigid cage will restrict his growing and might cause pain, if his brain pumps too much blood down there."
"I see," Joan said, glancing at me with a smile.
"And regardless of which kind you purchase, he'll have to sit down to urinate," he explained. "Otherwise it will go everywhere."
"Makes sense," Joan nodded, even though I hadn't thought about that issue, which would obviously have to be dealt with. "Erica, from now on, I'll expect you to sit down whenever you urinate."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, making our hierarchy clear to this man, even though it had already been obvious.
"Good girl," Joan smiled, taking my unresistant response as permission to push the envelope. She looked at the name tag on his shirt and said, "Carter, this is my pet, Erica."
Not really caring much about me or my feminized name, Carter took the introduction strictly as information and asked suavely, "And you are?"
"Joan," she responded with a flirtatious smile.
"It's very nice to meet you, Joan," he said, saying her name in a fashion that sounded sexy and seductive.
"You too, Carter," Joan smiled, after a moment where flocks of imaginary birds burst into song, and I thought they might fuck each other here and now right in front of me, which of course would tick a major item off of both our bucket lists. "Any other advice?"
"Yes, I suggest tight underwear," he explained, "for a couple of reasons. First, if you get a cage with a padlock, it can flop around when he walks, making some sounds you don't necessarily want; and second, just to keep it place."
"Well, he's already wearing my panties and his pantyhose, so those should keep it nice and compact," Joan explained.
Humiliation compounded humiliation... which of course turned me on.
"I see," he said, this time seemed to be judging. "May I ask another personal question?"
"Ask away," Joan responded playfully.
"Are you sissifying Erica?"
"That's the plan," Joan answered. "Isn't that right, Erica?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling so ashamed, so unmanly, yet so completely turned on from the humiliation.
"I see," he said. "Well, if you ever need any advice on the sissifying process, feel free to chat with me."
"I'll definitely take you up on that offer," Joan said, stressing the word. She then seemed curious and added, "Do you have experience with sissies?"
"I may," Carter said, in a tone that announced loud and clear that he did. "For example," he continued, "I can help with the many benefits of caging."
"Do tell," Joan asked, looking at me... and I was equally curious.
"Well, a chastity cage keeps the sissy constantly horny, which if managed appropriately, makes him a hundred percent obedient to his Mistress or Master."
"Master?" Joan asked slyly.
"May I be blunt?"
"Please do."
"Sissies tend to be white or Asian, and more often than not, one of their major fantasies is to submit to a..." he paused, , seemingly not wanting just to blurt out the rest.
"To a BBC?" Joan asked.
"Exactly," he smiled.
"Tell me more," Joan asked, on the virtual edge of her seat (since she wasn't seated).
"Well, the sissy will eventually become conditioned only to derive pleasure from offering up her..." he again paused, this already surreal conversation now also becoming very intimate, given that Carter was a complete stranger.
"Her what?" Joan asked, even though she knew exactly what he was about to say.
"Her pussy," he finished.
"Have you experience as a Master?" Joan asked.
"Perhaps," he smiled, again in a way that shouted out that the answer was undoubtedly yes.
"To both sissies and women?" Joan pursued.
"They often come as pairs," Carter answered, rather blatantly offering to dominate us both.
"That is very good to know," Joan replied with dripping flirtation, that didn't even remotely hide her interest in becoming his submissive. And bringing me along for the ride, of course.
"By the way, with Erica locked up, she can be trained eventually to experience sissy orgasms, her own pleasure linked to providing her Master or Mistress anything they desire," Carter continued, completely reading my mind.
"And if the sissy wants her Mistress to submit to a Master?" Joan asked.
"It often happens," Carter said.
"Well," Joan said with a sexy smile. "That's great to know, isn't it, Erica?"
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I replied.
Joan grabbed a couple of cages, turned to me and asked, "Which one do you choose?"
She handed me a pink plastic cage and the bronzed one with a lock.
"Um... I..." I stammered, unsure what to say... knowing that this black guy, obviously a BBC from his familiarity with domination, submission and sissification (I wondered how big he was), was watching me. And then I decided... fuck it. I didn't know him. I wanted to impress Joan... and perhaps even him... and the very real possibly of my sucking his cock at some point in time, or down the road watching him fuck Joan, all just added to the twisted exhilaration I was feeling. So I decided. "Well the pink one is cute and feminine, but it's plastic, and Sir Carter here tells us that's for the lame. While this brass one is sturdy, and it has a lock; so you, Mistress, could be Caretaker of the Key."
"Mmmmmmm," Joan approved, before turning to Carter and asking, "Do you approve, Sir Carter?"
"I do," he nodded. "It's the perfect one for a real sissy, and it gives you all the power, once he entrusts you with the key."
"When she gives me the key," Joan corrected.
"Right, right," he chuckled, "she gives you the key."
"Thanks, Master Carter," Joan said, once implying her willingness to submit to him. "Now, we need a couple more toys."
"Anything in particular?"
"No, I think we'll just browse by ourselves, if that's okay," Joan said.
"Of course. I'll be up front, if you have any questions," he said, his flirtation with my girlfriend not even a little bit subtle.
"Great, thank you," Joan said. "You've been very, very, very helpful," going a bit overboard, but hey... it was her call.
"It's my pleasure," he said, stressing the word, and walked away. His obvious flirtation and complete disregard of me as a threat to his owning this woman, made me both jealous and turned on. The idea of a young virile black man like that fucking Joan, was a major turn on. The idea of a confident black man with a BBC face fucking me, was another turn-on.
"He's fucking hot," she whispered to me.
"And I bet has a nice BBC," I replied.
"I bet you'd love to see him fuck me, wouldn't you?" she asked, as she squeezed my cock and found me rock hard.
"God, yes," I moaned.
"You just can't control this tiny thing can you?" she scolded, squeezing it hard.
"Not with you around," I replied sweetly.
"Or a BBC around," she added.
"Well, now that you've examined almost all the contents of the closet I was hiding in, that goes without saying," I joked.
"God, you're a sissy little faggot," she said, not in a condescending way, but in a way that hinted it kind of turned her on.
"Yes, Mistress," I properly addressed her.
"Now, let's go and find some more toys," she said.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as she took my hand and led me to an aisle entirely filled with cocks.
"I'm looking for something in particular," she said, looking around.
"Will it be black?" I joked.
"Hopefully," she smiled. After a few more seconds, she said, "Here it is."
She grabbed a large black cock, around ten inches, and said, "This is perfect."
"It sure is," I agreed, imagining that monster slamming into her.
"It's a suction cock," she said, then added, "and it vibrates."
"Suction cock?"
"Yeah, it sticks to a wall," she said. "I'll show you later."
"Okay," I agreed, curious, trying to imagine a purpose for a suction cock.
She led me to another aisle, where she grabbed some handcuffs, and then to the clothing section where she asked, "Which fantasy would you like to fulfill first?"
There were outfits for every possible occupation, it seemed... all of them slutty: nurse (I'd always had a thing for nurse porn, as they were almost always in white nylons); maid (that one seemed too symbolically accurate, I was already signed up to serve her in every conceivable fashion); cowgirl (I liked the idea of her riding me); princesses of all sorts (the idea of creating a sissy porn version of a princess movie was kind of hot); businesswoman (she already was one, so not much of a fantasy); teacher (which was kind of hot, since I'd had a few teachers I'd jerked off to back in high school because of their nylon-clad legs, etc.)
Yet I instantly knew which one I liked the best. I wasn't sure if it was for her or me, perhaps both, but I'd fantasized about them ever since I was in high school... also totally ignored by them in high school... so I said, "The cheerleader outfit. Definitely."
"Of course," she smirked, although it was on a shelf too high for either of us to reach.
"I've always wanted to fuck a cheerleader," I said.
"Ah, but so have I," she countered, making it clear who'd be wearing it.
"Mmmmmm," I said, the idea of myself playing the cheerleader kind of hot.
"May I please get your help, Carter?" Joan called over, not using terms like Master or Sir, since there were now a couple of other customers in the store.
"Be right there," he replied, his voice deep and strong... the polar opposite of mine.
Joan grabbed a couple pairs of fishnets in black and pink (I didn't even know they made pink fishnets), and a couple more pairs of panties. She pointed out, "Look, they're crotchless, so I can have easy access to your clitty in a cage."
"What can I do for you, Joan?" Carter asked, obviously hearing that last sentence.
"He's chosen that cheerleader outfit up there," Joan said.
"Good choice," he replied as if he were a sommelier, using a long metal grab stick to take it down. A moment later he handed it to her and asked, "Is it for you or her?"
Joan smiled seductively as she flirted aggressively, "Depends on who we're wearing it for."
"I'd love to see you in it one day," he said, ignoring me and still not remotely seeing me as a threat. This should have offended me, should have stirred my manliness to defend myself and my woman, yet the possibility of Joan surrendering us both to him, turned me on completely.
"We may be able to make that a reality very soon," she smiled.
"May I help you find anything else?" he asked a few seconds later, while they both looked into each other's eyes with lust, and both of them seeming to forget I was even there.
"I think for tonight, we're good," Joan said, looking into the basket where she'd placed our items.
"I think you probably are," he smiled, also looking in the basket.
"Go pay, Erica," Joan ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, no longer having any shame in this situation. Instead, I was completely aroused by my treatment... knowing I was likely inferior to this young black man in every possible way.
"Good girl," Joan said.
At the till it was just him and me, and he asked, as he rang up our items, "May I ask you a personal question?"
"I think we're past your needing to ask, Sir," I said, indicating I was already willing to be submissive to him.
"Noted. Are you a BBC sissy?" he asked bluntly.
"Not yet, but I want to be," I replied forthrightly, his question (and my answer) making my cock flinch.
"I see," he said, not saying anything else, but smiling ever so slyly.
I paid for the items, was entitled to a free vibrating egg toy for spending over a hundred dollars, but Carter offered, "I'll give you the anal vibrating toy instead."
"Thank you," I replied sheepishly, wondering what a vibrating something would feel like in my man-pussy... would it enhance the pleasure? Stimulate the prostate?
"Since you've offered, it's now Master," he said.
"Thank you, Master," I obediently, and excitedly responded.
I grabbed my things and headed to Joan as Carter called out rather dominantly, "Joan, come here."
Joan handed me her keys and said, "Go to the car."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, even though she already had her back to me, going to him. Would she be as submissive to Carter as I was to her?
I carried our purchases to the car and waited only two or three minutes, not nearly long enough for her to get fucked or anything... probably.
Once she was in the car, I asked, "What did he want?"
"Oh, just talking about possibilities," she said.
"What does that mean?" I asked, curious.
"It means we may have a BBC lined up for somewhere down the road," she smiled as she began driving.
"Oh," I said, both excited and nervous at the prospect of our having a BBC.
"And he's fucking big," she added.
"Oh," I repeated, as we drove in silence the rest of the way, as I wondered how she knew how big he was, but feeling it wasn't my place to ask.
We drove back to my car, and then separately back to my place. The entire time, my penis was hard as I imagined what might come next. What I couldn't explain was why I was so eager and excited to become caged. I mean I loved sex. I loved having orgasms. Why was I deliberately lobbying Joan to cage me? I didn't have an answer to that, other than feeling myself ready for complete submission to this beautiful woman.
We got to my place, got inside, and she kissed me... hard.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "God, I'm so fucking horny."
"Me too," I admitted.
"I couldn't stop imagining fucking Carter," she admitted, as she took my hand and led me upstairs to the bedroom, carrying our two bags of purchases in her other hand. Totally unlike last night, climbing the stairs with this Size Medium butt plug as a passenger wasn't difficult at all.
"Me neither," I admitted, now knowing for certain she hadn't fucked him. Although I was being really silly to think she could fuck him... and then be willing to walk away... in only three minutes.
"Or watching you getting face fucked by his big black dick," she added.
"Me too," I said, as I went into my bedroom. "He has me calling him Master now."
"I know. Me too. Now get undressed," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, thinking I was perhaps going to get one last fuck before the cage went on. I got out of my suit.
She dumped both bags in their entirety onto the bed. Fuck, did we purchase a lot of items.
"Let's see," she pondered. "What to use first."
I joked, "My face."
"Maybe later," she smiled, as she unpackaged the cage and unlocked it.
"Or that," I said, unfortunately already hard, so it might hurt.
"I see you're horny again," she said, as she moved her finger to my penis and scooped up a little pre-cum. "Here, have a snack."
I opened my mouth and sucked my pre-cum from her finger without hesitation, although there wasn't enough to get much of a taste.
"And before we cage you," she said, "I have another idea."
"What's that?" I asked curiously.
"I'll be right back," she said as she left my bedroom. I tried to get my penis to shrink, no way the cage would fit while I was hard, even at four and a half inches, and wondering where she'd gone.
She returned a minute later with my razor and cream. She smiled, "Sissies shouldn't have any hair on their bodies, should they?"
"I've never thought about it," I answered, although I wasn't really a hairy man in the first place, another of my feminine charms.
"From your neck down, there shouldn't be a single strand of hair," she dictated, as she shoved me backwards onto my bed.
"Oh," was all I could say to that. As I pondered her decree, I realized it made sense. If I was to be a real sissy, a fully feminized fellow, it made sense for me to be hairless, like most women.
"Spread your legs," she ordered.
I joked, "Hey, I'm supposed to say that."
"Not anymore, Erica," she said as she roughly, like a man, forced my legs apart.
"Oh my," I said, watching the gender hierarchy swap happening in real time.
"I wouldn't move much if I were you," she warned, as she covered my hairy lower region with shaving cream.
"I trust you," I said, a slight chill going up my spine at what she was doing. My penis still hard.
"I trust me too," she smiled, before standing up and saying, "Shoot, we should get a towel. This could get a little messy."
I laughed, "Good thinking."
She left and returned with a towel and put it under me. "Now don't move," she warned, as she approached my genitals with the razor.
And for ten minutes, my entire groin area was shaved. I just laid back and oddly, enjoyed the experience. It reminded me of the funny scene in Bad Moms Christmas where a girl shaves a very well-endowed stripper... although without the witty conversation, or a wowed woman in awe of a massive dick.
It was a little nerve-wracking as she stretched out my ball sac and carefully, slowly shaved it. As well as rounding up any maverick hairs on or around my tiny clitty.
"I want you to do your legs tonight, too," she said.
"Okay," I nodded.
"Thankfully you're pretty much hairless on your chest, so we needn't bother," she said.
"Yeah," I said, not sure what else to say about something I was always insecure about... the lack of hair on my chest. Yet now it was a good thing.
"Roll over," she ordered. "Let's make sure your ass is hairless."
"Not an order I ever imagined being given to me," I laughed awkwardly.
"Just a few baby hairs," she apprised, adding, "now don't move."
I remained stoic, as the razor smoothly touched down here and there on my ass.
She then pulled my ass cheeks apart, "And a few around your pussy."
She then ordered, "Pull your ass cheeks apart for me."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as she pulled the plug out of my pussy.
"Oooooh," I moaned, as I suddenly felt empty.
"Keep them spread apart," she reminded me, as she then shaved my inner cracks and right on my pussy. Once done she ordered, "Still don't move."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, holding my ass cheeks wide apart.
A moment later, she poured lube into my open hole and said, "Your pussy looks like it's dying to be filled."
"It's telling me the same thing," I agreed, as I looked back and saw her holding the complimentary toy Carter had given me.
"This isn't even close to the largest one in the three-pack, that thing is ridiculously thick and outrageous," she said. "But thankfully Carter gave you this, which is actually a little thinner than the plug that was just in your pussy, but a little bit longer, and it vibrates."
"Well, thank God for that," I joked, as she lubed the new toy.



"I've never had anything vibrating in my ass before," she said.
"Me neither," I joked, or before yesterday, anything at all, as I kept my ass cheeks pulled wide apart.
"Ready for another cock in your cunt?" she asked, yet another wild utterance for the list from my beautiful girlfriend's lips.
"Is the sky bluuuuuue," I began to answer, when she just slammed the cock in me.
"Fuck," I groaned.
"Sissy sluts take it hard," she pointed out.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, as she pressed a remote control button while I lay writhing on my belly.
"Oooooooh," I moaned again as the vibrations began, creating sensations of pleasure in my very core, the slight remaining pain dissipating in a heartbeat... or in this case, a wave.
"Feel nice?" she asked.
"So good," I moaned.
"Roll onto your back," she ordered.
I slowly flipped over, careful to not let the toy go all the way inside me, as this one didn't have a base to keep it lodged in, but easy to get out.
She grabbed the cage and fastened it to my penis, which I didn't even realize had already shrunk to its pathetic one-and-a-half inch resting state.
I was intrigued by how it worked. The base of it looked very like a cock ring, except for a hinge on the bottom, so it could open to wrap around both my penis and my balls, and then close up again to be secured by the tiny padlock. So without unlocking the padlock, the cock ring couldn't be removed. And the point of all this was a penis-shaped cage, slender bands of brass, permanently attached to the ring. So I was completely unable to touch my penis through the cage, and the scariest part was that if my body attempted to grow an erection larger than the cage, it would get uncomfortable for me, or even painful, if my body was too stubborn.
"So, do I own this key?" she asked, holding it up as she looked at my caged clitty.
"Yes, Mistress, and with everything that entails," I agreed, the cage feeling a little awkward, but not uncomfortable. But as I said, I was totally soft at the moment.
"Who owns your clitty?" she asked liturgically, looking down at my tiny caged penis as if she were attending a miniature zoo.
"You do, Mistress," I responded.
"So I'm the one who decides if, when, where, and how often you're allowed to come," she clarified.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed again, the thought of being under her control to this extent was so fucking hot, my clitty began to get hard. "Oooooooooh."
"Is your clitty excited?" she teased, as she got out of her clothes.
"Yes," I moaned, at the impressive magical power of the chastity cage. I'd feel myself begin to get stimulated, my penis would touch metal, and then back off. A little discomfort. A constant reminder that I was no longer in control of my sexual pleasure, that my organ was owned by Joan.
"Trying to get hard?"
"Yes."
"But you can't, can you?" she asked. Now standing before me in her all-black attire, looking all sexy and austere.
"My clitty wants to stay nice and soft, but that outfit you're wearing isn't helping, Mistress. So then she wants to come out and play, and then it's like the nasty guards step in and beat her back," I groaned, "or at least that's how it feels," my clitty desperately trying to get hard, but constantly being turned back by the cage. It was the most surreal experience I'd ever had. Horny as fuck mentally, but physically never hard. In constant lust, but lust severely restricted; and with the persistent reminder of a little discomfort whenever my puppy got too close to the bars of her cage.
"I see. Then my next little trick really won't help," she said, as she grabbed the ten-inch cock and straddled my face. "Get my cunt nice and wet for this big black cock."
"Yes, Mistress." I moaned, as I leaned up slightly to lick her pussy, as my clitty ached and my pussy buzzed.
"Oh yes, my sissy slut, get your woman all nice and ready for her big black cock," she moaned, as the vibrations inside me changed patterns.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, my clitty desperately trying to break free from the restrictive restraint I'd willingly allowed to be clamped onto my so-called manhood. The new pattern was a little more intense, and Joan's dirty humiliating words added to the pleasure I was trying to refuse for fear of pain.
"I'm about to fuck the shit out of a big black cock, baby," she moaned, as she ground on my face. "Do you want to see me take ten big black inches in my cunt?"
"God, yes," I moaned, although thinking of Carter, and not the fake cock she was holding at the ready.
She rolled off my face and grabbed the big dick.
"Lick the suction cup," she ordered, "get it nice and wet," placing it before me.
I did. Generously.
She took the cock to the wall and stuck it in place. She knelt on all fours, looked up at me and ordered, "Roll onto your stomach and watch me."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, getting into position to watch her take ten inches in her pussy... more than double my length.
"Grab the last plug and place it under your clitty," she ordered.
"Okay," I obeyed, although I couldn't understand the point. I reached for the plug, awkwardly set it under my caged clitty, and looked up to see that Joan was now a little closer to the wall, so she must have at least an inch or two inside her.
"Oh, it's so big," she moaned.
"Fuck that big black dick," I cheered her on, imagining that one day soon these toys would be replaced by actual black cocks.
"You want me to take this big black cock in my white cunt, baby?" she asked, as she slowly began to ride the black dick.
"Yes, baby, take that black cock all the way inside that white pussy of yours," I said, feeling my confined clitty desperately trying to salute the act I was witnessing.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "this fake black cock feels so much better than your tiny Asian clitty."
That was the first time ever she'd mentioned my race, and it coming across like a slur, somehow enhanced the excitement I was feeling, even as a modicum of racial pride inside me rejected it.
"Is your clitty hard?" she asked as she continued slowly to fuck herself.
"The cage won't let it be," I admitted.
"Hump the plug while you watch me," she ordered, as she began moving faster on the big black cock.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, awkwardly fucking the bed and the plug... the cage thwarting my every attempted erection driving me wild.
"Think Carter will fuck me like this?" Joan asked, bouncing on the big black cock. I noted she said 'will', and not anything less certain, such as 'might'.
"Oh yes," I moaned, visualizing the good-looking college-age black man pounding her from behind.
"I bet he'd fuck your pussy too," she moaned.
"Oh yes, if you'd allow me to take his big black cock in my cunt?" I asked wickedly, humping the plug like the pathetic faggot I was becoming.
"I might not have anything to say about it. He could be Master to us both by then," Joan moaned, clearly very turned on, both from getting fucked by this BBC, and from imagining me getting fucked by a real BBC.
"Yes, yes, yes," I moaned, so desperate to cum, and yet completely at the mercy of the cage and my girlfriend.
"And after he came in me, you'd eat my cum-filled cunt," she continued, her moans increasing as she bounced on the big black cock, looking so gorgeous riding it in the sexy lingerie.
"Yes, I'll do anything my Mistress tells me to," I moaned.
"And your Master as well?" she questioned, bouncing furiously on the cock.
"Yes, yes, and my Master," I agreed.
"Hump the plug, you sissy slut," she ordered.
"Oh God, it feels so good to obey you," I moaned.
"But you can't come, can you?" she asked, her moans telling me she was very close.
"Yes, it's so intensely frustrating," I agreed, my body and mind at war with my lust.
"Oh fuck, I'm coming on this big... black... fucking cock," she screamed, as she collapsed forward onto my carpeted floor, spasming like she was being overpowered by an epileptic seizure of pleasure.
"Yes, come from that big black dick," I moaned, loving to see her come so hard. Her pleasure was my pleasure.
She looked up at me a minute later, as her intense orgasm seemed to finally begin to dissipate and said, "Did you like watching me fuck a big black cock?"
"Hottest thing ever," I answered, my clitty aching.
She weakly got up and said, "Roll over."
I did, my entire body at her mercy, as she mused, "Oh, that's a lot of pre-cum."
She grabbed the plug from my pussy and placed it to my mouth. "Clean up your toy, you sissy slut."
I licked my precum off the plug, like the obedient bimbo sissy I was.
Once I was done, she asked, kissing me, "So is this still what you want?"
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"The cage. The sissification. The possibility of us both being put through our paces by a BBC Master," she listed. "This week we've been sharing would just be the beginning."
I got it. She was giving me an out.
If I didn't want to continue this journey, this was my chance to close Pandora's Box.
Yet I didn't want out. I didn't want Pandora's Box closed for business.
I responded, "What I want most is to do everything with you. So if you tell me I should have a Master, or that we should have a Master together, then I want that too. But on the other hand, if I already have a Master and you tell me I mustn't have one, then I won't. So bottom line, no matter what else happens, you'll be my Mistress for as long as you'll have me."
She smiled, kissing me again, "Wow, that's some declaration! But lucky for us, I want to do everything with you, too; just as you described."
I'd wanted to wait until tomorrow to say it, but I couldn't hold my feelings back any longer. "I love you, Joan."
"I love you too, Eric," she said, the look on her face melting from my words. Did I think I'd say and hear those words with a cage on my clitty and a plug in my cunt? No. Yet I wouldn't take it back for the world.
I embellished, meaning this, too. "I love you unconditionally, Joan."
She smiled, "I love you too." She paused for a moment before adding, "and yes, unconditionally."
I said, "I want to do everything with you."
"I want to do everything with you," she smiled, as she grabbed the razor. "Now let's get these legs shaved."
She got every hair off of my legs. Plus the few I had on my chest.
We put on a movie in my bedroom (Four Weddings and a Funeral) and cuddled. She fell asleep in my arms. And yes, I still had a cage around my penis, and a plug in my cunt (with the vibrations turned off so I could sleep). If there's an anomaly in that, I can't see it.
It was such a wonderfully intimate end to a day of unfathomable kink.
And there was still tomorrow... this had been just the beginning.
THE END OF CHAPTER 2
Coming next: Sissification 101 Chapter 3: Erica gets pegged.
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All White School BLACKED
Principal Jones sighed. It had only been three weeks since she had, oh so reluctantly, allowed three black girls into her heretofore all white private school for girls. A school that was very expensive to attend, which had always meant they accepted only the crème de la crème of the students submitting applications. Which in effect meant that young ladies of colour need not apply (any colour, except that girls with a California tan were waved through without incident). It was also a seniors only school, restricted to students in their final year of high school.
This school was not only the most prestigious in America, but it also had a dozen plus young ladies from across the world attending... mostly diplomats' children.
Yet it was 1970, and the black Equal Rights movement had been slowly corrupting America, except that her school had been immune to integration because of the excessive cost of tuition. Until three weeks ago. Damn!
The school's curriculum was designed to prepare women to become leaders in society once they'd completed college, or to marry men of prestige, or ideally, first one and then the other. The success rate was incredible, with alumni in positions of authority throughout the world... often just based on who they married, and how skilled they were in manipulating their husbands.
Men always assumed they were the ones who ran the world, and on a smaller scale the one who controlled their own household... but women were trained here, and later in elite affiliate colleges, how to manipulate men into doing what their wife wanted them to, without even knowing they weren't the ones making the decisions.
Partly psychology, the rest feminine (and hence sexual) wiles.
Unfortunately, a major contributor to the school, actually the largest and most consistent contributor, a dowager named Cindy Chambers (an informal dowager, having no title but more money than God), insisted on their admitting three girls of her choosing to join the second semester, under the threat of her reversing all her recent contributions, and giving no money in the future. This demand was unheard of, as they had only once before allowed a student to enroll in the second semester in the school's entire 150-year history, and that had been the daughter of a current Vice President of the United States.
Although Principal Jones had endeavored to convince Mrs. Chambers this was a bad idea, especially once she learned all three girls came from less than privileged upbringings, the long-standing benefactress insisted, making it clear that, in her view, the school needed to be on the cutting edge of social change, and not plodding along reacting to it... which, of course, was very hard to argue against without sounding racist.
And thus, alas, when the second semester began in January, for the first time ever, three black girls became part of the 1970 class of Wellington Private School.
One of the girls, Zehra, appeared to be the principal reason for Mrs. Chambers' decision. Her mother was Mrs. Chambers' maid, and apparently she had somehow triggered Mrs. Chambers' astonishing advocacy. She had been, in previous discussions over the past ten years, completely against the civil rights movement. She not only had a black maid, but also a black cook and a black chauffeur but... of course... no black friends. In truth, her insistence on ending the traditional segregation at the school came as a major shock. At first Principal Jones thought it was a joke, and had literally laughed out loud at the request, before the dowager's sudden frosty demeanour made her realize it was far from jocular. She then assumed it was a pity project, which perhaps it was. Regardless, these girls were here to stay.
Zehra was a very opinionated and brazen girl, the way Principal Jones envisioned most uneducated blacks. She had been a handful to all of her prior teachers... the only positive being that she was a pretty good basketball player, who helped make the team more competitive.
The second new arrival was Zehra's best friend Sahara. She was the keeper of the three. A basketball state all-star in both her sophomore and junior years. She and Zehra had made their high school team a serious threat for the first time since the late 1940s.
Wellington won their first four games with the two recent additions to their starting lineup, including... icing on the cake... their trouncing their archrival private school Juniper Private Academy by twenty points in back to back games (a team they hadn't beaten since before Principal Jones had become principal).
The third black girl was a large young lady known as Big Josie (yes, this was Big Rosie's mom). She was often a bit abrasive, and given the advantage of her large frame was incredibly confident, but nevertheless there was no doubt the ringleader of the three close friends was Zehra.
And although she couldn't prove it, Principal Jones had a hunch that all the strange unexpected actions done by some of her students were somehow connected to the three black girls' arrival.
For example three days into the new semester, Haley Hamilton, whose father was the CEO of a major (in international terms) oil company, and who was a member of the basketball team who had initially vigorously protested the addition of the two black girls to the team at the last minute (the team had supposedly been finalised in December), was caught masturbating in her chemistry classroom with a marker... a black marker.
The following week Becky Walton, the daughter of a senator from Alabama, her dad well known for fighting integration tooth and nail, was caught sucking off a black janitor in his storage closet when she was supposed to be writing a test.
A couple days later, Daphne McGee, daughter of the mayor of New York, and Zelda Hapsburg, daughter of the man who would have been King of Austria had the monarchy not been relinquished in 1918, were caught in a 69 out in the garden... in clear view of the Principal's office. Which could not been by accident, although both girls swore that they hadn't realized where they were.
Lastly, yesterday all three girls had altered their traditional school uniforms, which was a white embroidered blouse with the school crest, a plaid skirt that went down to the knees, and either black, blue or beige pantyhose, which was the single accessory the girls could choose for variety.
Yet three heretofore good girls, sweet girls who had never gotten into any sort of trouble at all, all three members of the prestigious debate club, came to class wearing shortened plaid miniskirts, and stockings held up by scandalously visible garters. On top of that, they were all wearing red stockings... a colour that clashed completely with their traditionally coloured black and blue skirts.
Principal Jones interrogated each of these girls in her office individually, disciplined them with the paddle when they wouldn't explain why they'd altered their outfits and broken the dress code, watched them all cry, seemingly mortified by their actions, and yet not one of them would tell her why.
It appeared obvious to Principal Jones that this was all the work of a single bully. A puppet master who was pulling these girls' strings from behind the scenes. Every year had at least one bully, but they usually turned out to be harmless and easy to crush. The fact that each one of these... situations, as she called them... had occurred after the arrival of the black girls, made it pretty obvious that the pot stirrer was one (or more) of three specific girls.
Principal Jones knew she had to crush this insurrection before it got out of hand, or to throw herself onto the mercy of parents who had paid ridiculously good money to send their daughters here. Knowing the culprit had to be one of the black girls, her money was on Zehra, who was obviously the leader of this small 'from the hood' group.
So Principal Jones had her secretary summon Zehra to her office via the loudspeakers in all the classrooms, to participate in a very one-sided discussion that would almost certainly include her notorious paddle. Which was part of her intimidation tactics... everyone in the school knew that Zehra Jordan was being summoned to the principal's office to be disciplined
But Zehra was far from intimidated. She walked into the Principal's outer office enthusiastically. She'd already turned a dozen of her white peers into pussy licking pets for her and her two friends... and was now pondering which dumb bitch racist teacher she should turn first... but deep down, she knew if she wanted to take charge of this school, she'd need to start at the top, by taking down the top dog.
Zehra had played her game very patiently so far. Excelling in her classes, openly respecting her teachers, even though they mostly didn't seem to respect her or her two close friends, and following all the rules.... while behind the scenes she was working with her two friends to systematically seduce every girl in the school.
Truth was, it was very easy. Most white girls are naturally submissive, something Zehra had learned quickly when dealing with the bitch Cindy Chambers, who had treated her mother so poorly for years. One day Zehra had had enough, stormed over to the bitch's mansion and after verbally lambasting her, she felt a rush of black power. It was the aftermath of the wild 1960s and the black movement for equality after all, so she turned the bimbo bitch in her late fifties into her submissive... then her two daughters, and later her sister and mother.
Now Cindy, her daughters, sister and mother were all secret maids during the day for a dozen different black families, while wearing the humiliating traditional maid uniforms. Their duties, in addition to all the housework, included servicing the pussies, eating the asses, sucking on the tits, and massaging the feet of black women... for any act of wrongdoing the white maids did, such as questioning an order, tardiness (for any reason whatsoever), working too slowly or unthoroughly, led to a spanking, an ass fucking, a fisting, and for Cindy's rather defiant eldest daughter... a gangbang in the hood.
One thing was clear: you didn't fuck with Zehra, her friends, or her family.
Zehra sauntered into the office and said to the surprisingly pretty secretary, as she blew a bubble with her bubble gum, "You beckoned? Why am I here?"
"Your name?" Mrs. Ashley asked, looking down her nose at the black girl with disdain... she didn't deserve to be in this school.
"You should already know what it is, you called it out for everyone to hear not five minutes ago," Zehra responded, taking note of the look and tone of someone who thought she was superior to her. Instantly, this redhead had earned herself a spot on her turn list.
"Name," Mrs. Ashley repeated and added, already annoyed by this black girl, and not even trying to hide her utter disdain for the black teen, "and don't give me any of your sass."
"Sass?" Zehra asked, actually laughing at the word. She countered, not one ever to back down, especially after discovering the sexual power she could easily assert over unknowing, usually racist, white women. "I think you're the one who's sassing me."
"Enough," Mrs. Ashley said firmly.
"Enough of what?" Zehra asked all innocently, loving to rile up white women, who were accustomed to treating black women as beneath them.
"Enough of your attitude," Mrs. Ashley said, annoyed by the disrespectful tone of this black bitch.
"Sorry," Zehra apologized with a full dose of sarcasm, as she blew another bubble. "I treat people the way they treat me."
"I'm the adult here," Mrs. Ashley said, standing up from her desk, attempting to loom intimidatingly. But as she was eight inches shorter than basketball player Zehra, it didn't work.
"So?" Zehra questioned her elder, having always been amused by how adults thought they should be respected simply because they'd been around longer.
"So I deserve to be treated with respect," she asserted loftily, somehow thinking by standing up she'd intimidate the teen, as she expressed the same opinion Zehra had just pondered.
"I beg to differ; respect is something to be earned," Zehra clarified, already knowing this bitch was going to be eating her pussy and getting a strap-on dick in her ass soon. "And if you're the adult here, you should be acting like one, instead of trying to throw your weight around like a schoolyard bully."
Mrs. Ashley was getting angry, as she wasn't used to being talked down to by a student, especially by a black one.
Zehra decided to push the envelope further by adding, while taking the gum out of her mouth and pressing it onto the secretary's desk, "Besides, you're just a secretary, so you don't have the right to be respected."
"And you don't even deserve to be here!" Mrs. Ashley said bluntly, so angry at the moment, even though she knew she shouldn't say such things out loud.
"Because I'm black?" Zehra asked bluntly, standing right in front of her and literally looking down at her.
"No, of course not," Mrs. Ashley lied, realizing she'd made an error, and decided to end this conversation by spinning around and walking into Principal Jones' inner sanctum. Zehra smiled at how easy it was to push white women's buttons.
"Zehra is here to see you, and she's been very disrespectful to me," Mrs. Ashley reported.
Principal Jones sighed, "Send her in."
"She needs to be disciplined, and shown how to respect an authority figure," Mrs. Ashley insisted.
Zehra walked into the office, not waiting to be beckoned, her tone dripping with obvious condescension, "Like I said secretary, respect must be earned."
"You little..." Mrs. Ashley was cut off before she could say another word.
"Please leave us alone, Mrs. Ashley, and close the door after you," Principal Jones intervened, a little surprised to see Amber so riled up; her closest friend was ordinarily a very calm person.
Amber wanted to continue her diatribe, but she just glared at the ignorant black teen and walked out, closing the door behind her with extra gentleness, although she obviously wanted to slam it with a loud bang.
"Take a seat, young lady," Principal Jones said with another sigh.
"My name is Zehra," Zehra corrected the older white woman, establishing right off the bat she wasn't like every other student.
Principal Jones didn't wish to start a fight over generic nothingness, so she apologized, "Sorry, Zehra, it's just a term I use for all the girls I meet with."
"Actually, it's Ms. Jordan," Zehra corrected the principal again, deciding to push the hierarchy.
"Excuse me?" Principal Jones asked, surprised by the girl's brazen attitude.
"I prefer to be addressed by my last name," Zehra said, although that wasn't true. Her preferred manner of being addressed was Mistress Zehra, but that would come later... perhaps in just a few minutes.
"Well, that isn't really how we do things here," the principal said.
"You don't treat people with respect?" Zehra asked, playing the equality for all women card, buttressed by the fact that the last decade had been a slow but steady positive movement for women.
"Well, of course," Principal Jones responded, realizing she had to word this carefully. "But there is still a hierarchy in any school."
"Why?" Zehra asked, as she finally sat down, seeing she'd already rattled the woman, who was used to being in charge and never questioned.
"It's a matter of respect," Principal Jones answered, getting a little annoyed by the conversation. "Which, speaking of respect, what did you say to Mrs. Ashley?"
"She treated me like I was less than her, so I treated her that way in return," Zehra responded.
"I expect all my students to treat the adults here with respect," Principal Jones stated firmly.
"And I expect all adults here to treat the students, including the poor dumb black girls, with equal respect," Zehra said, throwing the race card right out there.
"Are you implying adults here are treating you poorly, based on your race?"
"I'm not implying, I'm stating it clearly," Zehra said, enjoying rattling this woman who was usually in control. "The teachers here don't respect me, Sahara or Josie."
"Sahara, Josie or I," the principal corrected.
"Actually, in that sentence it's me. The teachers here don't respect 'I' doesn't make grammatical sense," Zehra corrected the principal. Since she was black, she was always underestimated by her teachers, and her average grades hid the truth that she was really fucking smart... she just hated the pretentious bullshit that is and always has been a hallmark of school. With a slightly smug smile, she added, "Perhaps you would care to join our next grammar class."
Principal Jones could feel anger beginning to bubble inside her. The only thing she hated more than getting attitude from a student, was being corrected by a student. She said, ignoring the correction completely, and the smug tone that went with it, "Here at Wellington, we expect our students to follow the rules, Zehra."
"Am I not following the rules, Sarah?" Zehra asked back, using the principal's first name, knowing that would rattle her.
"Excuse me?" Principal Jones asked, standing up, as she felt her cheeks burn red.
"What?" Zehra asked playing dumb, even though she knew exactly why the principal was upset.
"You shall address me as Principal Jones," she said firmly, getting really angry at the smug attitude of this girl, regardless of her race.
"And if I don't?" Zehra asked, looking up at the red-faced woman.
"You'll be disciplined," Principal Jones threatened, having had to paddle many girls during her time here.
"I bet you'd like that," Zehra smirked, not at all fazed by the threat, but rather looking forward to it.
"Get up," Principal Jones ordered, grabbing the teen's shoulders and pulling her up.
"I'm up," Zehra said, still showing no signs of fear.
Principal Jones was now running on anger, which continued to keep growing from this black girl's disrespect. What was the most surprising was the teen's lack of fear. Principal Jones had a reputation she'd built over a decade, of running this school with an iron fist and a wooden paddle. She very seldom had repeat offenders. "Bend over my desk," she ordered.
"Mmmmmm." Zehra moaned, as she bent over the desk, "usually I make my girlfriends take me out for dinner first."
"What, at some fried chicken place?" Principal Jones stereotyped rudely.
"I prefer fish," Zehra retorted, not sure the rattled principal could possibly catch on to the sexual innuendo, although the principal had sealed her fate when she'd made a stereotypical comment about poverty and race.
Principal Jones went to her desk drawer, opened it, pulled out the wooden paddle she sadistically enjoyed using, and returned to the black girl, who was now obediently bent over.
"You shall learn discipline," Principal Jones said, a phrase she was famous for. One that for years had made her students cry out and tremble with fear.
Zehra wasn't backing down as she responded, "Maybe you'll need to learn discipline."
"Excuse me?" Principal Jones asked, hearing the words, but shocked by them. No one had ever talked back to her at this juncture.
"Well, to be perfectly clear, I think you're a submissive lesbian looking for a young black Mistress to take you in hand and train you," Zehra accused confidently, actually lifting her skirt to reveal she had on a pair of crotchless pantyhose, and no panties.



"Young lady what are you doing!" Principal Jones demanded, shocked by the girl's words, her behavior, and now... an unspeakable violation of the dress code!
"I already told you: my name is Ms. Jordan," Zehra corrected, standing up straight, spinning around and hopping onto the Principal's desk. "Or actually from now on, Mistress Zehra. You may call me Ms. Jordan in public, and Mistress Zehra whenever we're alone together."
"Get off of my desk," Principal Jones demanded, ignoring the ridiculous pretentions of the teen, just as Zehra spread her legs to showcase her pretty, pink pussy, framed so attractively by her chocolate skin.
"Come get some chocolate cream, Pet Principal," Zehra ordered, as she moved her fingers to her pussy and spread them wide.
Principal Jones was stunned. Shocked by the behavior of this black girl, shocked by her defiance, and shocked by her own feelings. She felt her pussy getting wet. She felt her mouth watering. She found herself staring at the black girl's vagina, and becoming entranced by it.
"Don't resist the inevitable, Pet Sarah," Zehra said soothingly, seeing the same confused look in her newest prey's eyes as she'd seen in Cindy Chamber's eyes just before she dropped to her knees before her, and licked her pussy.
Principal Jones was paralyzed by confusion. She knew she should be disciplining this sassy bitch, yet when she opened her mouth, it just opened and closed silently, like a fish's. She was mesmerized by the pussy before her. She'd never been with a girl, although she often got aroused when she paddled a student... their moans and cries of pain turning her on, and she often ended up pleasuring herself once she was alone again in her office, or back at her house. But she had never been turned on by the idea of lesbian sex or by the teens' tight bodies, just from the act of disciplining. At this moment, she was sufficiently entranced by Zehra's pretty pink labia that she hardly noticed the intimidating terms the girl was tossing around, such as Pet Principal and Pet Sarah. Finally, trying to regain control, not sure how she'd lost it so quickly, she snapped, "Close your legs, young lady. Your behaviour is completely inappropriate."
"A black woman spreading her legs for her white pet to worship, is far from inappropriate," Zehra corrected her, keeping her legs spread wide open, and even sliding a finger inside her pretty pussy. "It's just the natural order of things."
"Natural order?" Sarah asked, hearing the words, knowing they were absurd, yet unable to break free from the hypnotic power of this visually captivating vagina. So pretty, and so pink. Attractively surrounded by the dark skin. It was completely mesmerizing in a way she couldn't explain... yet the words spewing out of the black girl's mouth were ridiculous and reverse racist. There was indeed a hierarchy, except it was whites over blacks... always had been, always would be... and although the black race had won some small political victories over the past decade, little had changed here in the South, if any at all.
"Yes," Zehra smiled, enjoying the dazed look, the complete bafflement in the older woman's entire face, the shift in her body language, "younger take over from older, and of course, whites submit to blacks... who are the dominant race. It's just the natural world order, evolving right before our eyes."
"That's ridiculous," Principal Jones denied. "And if there's a dominant race, it's certainly the whites."
"That's the greatest myth in history," Zehra rebutted, "and one that is now being rectified all the time."
"That's ridiculous," the principal repeated, unable to find much more to say, as she tried to understand why she hadn't squelched this conversation and crushed this girl's insane attitude... even as she watched her black finger, which was now pumping in and out of that very pretty pink pussy.
"Black men are faster, black men are stronger and, of course, black men have much bigger dicks," Zehra said, all three things true in almost every situation.
"Young lady," Principal Jones said, not even able to remember the girl's name by this point, her head a foggy cloud, she shook her head and broke out of whatever twisted voodoo magic this uppity nigger had worked on her. "Enough. I want you to bend over the desk, right now."
"I think what you really want is to drop to your knees, submit to me unconditionally, and eat my pretty pink pussy," Zehra countered, her negotiating skills very impressive.
"That is...."
"I know, ridiculous," Zehra finished the sentence for the dumb bitch. "Tell you what. You want me and my two friends out of this school, correct?"
"Yes, you never deserved to be here in the first place," Principal Jones came right out and said, wondering if she was finally getting through to this defiant girl.
"Well, I definitely deserve to be here, I'm the smartest one in the whole damn school," Zehra said, "but I'll give you an opportunity not only to save all the white girls and teachers here, including your cute daughter, but also to save yourself. All you have to do is prove you aren't turned on by me."
"Easily, I'm revolted by you," Principal Jones said, looking the young girl in her eyes, although unable not to glance at the pink pussy... shit, why couldn't she stop looking at it? Then, a delayed realization, this upstart had mentioned her daughter.
"Yes, your words say one thing, but your eyes say the opposite, as do your lips and your body," Zehra said, able to read this woman like a book.
"And leave my daughter out of this," Principal Jones ordered firmly, even as she glanced down at the ripe pussy and the three fingers now sliding hypnotically in and out of it.
"That's up to you," Zehra said, although that wasn't really true. Truth was, her end game was to turn every last white girl at this school... one by one... including her pretty, bitchy just like her mother, daughter.
"I don't even know what you mean by that," Principal Jones sighed.
"Well, close to a dozen girls here have already submitted to me. Shannon ate my pussy at break, while Candace devoured Big Josie's deliciously impossible-to-resist snatch, and Bethany munched Sahara's twat," Zehra revealed, all of it true.
"Thank you for that unexpected confession. I can now have you three expelled for bullying those poor girls," Principal Jones threatened, now having the evidence she needed to get rid of all three of these niggers once and for all. Plus, she got a rush of adrenaline at knowing she was right... it had been Zehra causing all the problems at her school... her school... one she needed to reclaim right now.
"And I also confess, if you want to call it that, that I plan to turn every white girl and teacher here," Zehra continued, ignoring the idle threat before adding, "including that dumb bitch racist secretary of yours."
"That isn't going to happen," Principal Jones said, still baffled that the teen wasn't getting off her desk, was still fingering herself, and that she couldn't stop herself from watching.
"That's up to you," Zehra repeated, smiling at how the Principal would take it one way, but she meant it in an entirely different way.
"Of course it is," Principal Jones said, this girl finally beginning to understand who was in charge here.
"So, I'll make this very simple for you," Zehra said condescendingly. "Again, if you can prove you're not at all turned on by me, I'll get up, walk out this door, grab my two girls even if they have some white girls munching between their legs, leave immediately, and we'll never return. You have my word."
"Deal," Principal Jones said, thinking she had won.
"Good. So all you have to do, is to show me that your panties are dry right now," Zehra said, a hundred and ten percent certain they were not only wet, but likely even seeping into the bitch's pantyhose.
"What? Why?" Principal Jones asked, even though she'd heard the girl's expectation perfectly clearly. Her recent confidence deflated like a blowout in a tire, as she couldn't deny feeling excessive wetness between her legs.
"Well, if I'm wrong and you're right, then your pussy will not have leaked into your panties, and likely even into your pantyhose, and you will have saved your white students and white staff from their inevitable future as submissive pussy pleasing pets for me and my friends," Zehra explained, hopping off the desk and walking up to the disheveled white woman.
"That's ridiculous," Principal Jones repeated for the who knows how many times, her body trembling as the black teen stood before her.
"I know, I'm such a dumb little pickaninny," Zehra smirked. "So tell me, are you wet?"
"I'm not even going to dignify that offensive question with an answer," Principal Jones huffed, as she went to walk around the teen and to her desk.
"Stop," Zehra said in a firm tone, that startled her prey.
Sarah had no idea why she even listened to the girl, but she stopped dead in her tracks.
Zehra then reached her hand under her dress, and went directly to her crotch.
The Principal stood there stoic but ashamed, as the teen's hand touched her private area... her very, very wet private area.
"You're not just wet, you're like a broken fire hose," Zehra appraised, just as she had expected.
"Please, don't," Principal Jones moaned, the teen's touch on her long-neglected pussy sending a burning pleasure cascading through her entire body.
"Don't what?" Zehra asked, enjoying this moment... the moment of complete vulnerability... the final moment before a pet-to-be became a pet. She slowly rubbed the bitch's pussy, knowing this would weaken her brittle resistance even further, and expedite the final fall.
"Don't... oh... don't... don't," the overwhelmed woman babbled, unable to complete a sentence, so distracted was she by the magical hand of this aggressive teen.
"You want to be my pet, don't you, Principal Jones?" Zehra asked, rubbing the prey's pussy in a smooth circular motion.
"Zehra, please, I don't... we can't... I... ohhh!" Principal Jones tried to stop Zehra with her words, but her body wouldn't allow it... an orgasm already building inside her.
Zehra could have made her cum right there and then, but orgasms are a reward earned by good behaviour and obedience, plus the Mistress always comes first. The pet needed to learn her pleasure was irrelevant, and was intimately connected to giving pleasure to her dominant black Mistress.
So Zehra took her hand away, and moved her pussy juiced finger to the stunned and dazed white woman's lips and said, "Open up."
Principal Jones didn't even realize she was obeying until she had, having had no time to process what was happening other than a subtle intoxicating scent, before she had a black student's pussy-juice-coated finger in her mouth.
"This is just a sample of the sweet delicacy that is black pussy," Zehra intoned, as she slowly pumped her finger in and out of the helpless white woman's mouth. She knew she had an amazing smelling and tasting pussy, all black girls did, it was just one of those god given blessings, like big tits, amazing skin and big booty asses; except that only Big Josie somehow had a pussy taste and scent that even Zehra had to munch on, on occasion.
Principal Jones continued being completely blindsided by the entire experience. It wasn't just the brazen black girl and her words and antics, but the betrayal by her own body. She hadn't stopped this relentless steamroller when there'd been multiple opportunities to do just that. And now that she'd tasted the teen's pussy juice on her finger, she was completely intoxicated. The scent... heavenly. The taste... tantalizing.
Although she was the principal of this institution and occupied a position of power, rare for women during this time, she had a very different side to her when she was with a man. She allowed, even begged for if need be, the man to take charge, to be in control. It was such a stress relief not to be in charge and to play the role of the heavy all the time. She loved it when a man roughly pushed her to her knees, or face fucked her mouth, came on her face, sodomized her ass, or any other kinky thing he might want from her. In the heat of lust her brain shut off completely, and she allowed herself to be a vessel of pleasure which, in turn, led to her own feelings of euphoria.
Zehra knew she had her; no one resisted the temptation after a teasing sample of her pussy. So she hopped back onto the desk, spread her legs again and this time ordered, although in a soft gentle voice (having learned the power of nuance, even though she could and would use a dominant bark when the situation demanded it), "Come home Pet Sarah, come home and get your lunch."
Principal Jones was completely out of control, her body controlling her mind. Yes, this was wrong... of course it was.
Yes, she was the person in charge, of course she was.
Yet the pretty pink pussy was calling her... yes, it did feel like home.
Calling her from within the black framing.
Accompanied by the soothing audible instructions.
Spurred on by the lusting libido inside herself.
And lastly, some deep inner voice was telling her this was her natural place, and it was guiding her to go against her suddenly irrelevant moral code.
Against her professional responsibilities.
Against her integrity.
Against her pride.
Her submissive mind took control and governed her decisions.
She wanted, no she needed, to obey, to serve, to enjoy that sweet taste she'd sampled for only a moment, this time directly from the source.
It didn't matter she'd always considered herself straight, it didn't matter she was supposed to be in charge... it only mattered for her to let go of her strong-willed persona and obeyed.
"Right now my pet, or I'll have to go and find another white pet to dine on this delicious chocolate treat; perhaps your daughter, she seems like she'd really enjoy a chocolate treat for lunch," Zehra added, having discovered a white woman's competitive nature and jealousy... once she threatened them with not getting the treat they didn't even know they'd wanted until it was presented before them, was often the final straw of submission.
Principal Jones realized she wasn't doing this for herself, at least that was her rationale; no, she was doing it to protect the students she was responsible for... especially her daughter. This wasn't weakness, this was strength. She wasn't a follower, but a leader accustomed to self-sacrifice when it was necessary for the greater good. She hurried to the black girl and lowered herself to her knees, feeling shame course through her, which was countered by an even bigger rush of excitement.
The pink inner pussy, just barely peeking out from the folds of darkness, were mesmerizing... as was the sight of the subtle glistening of the pussy lips... drawing her in.
"Go ahead, my pet," Zehra ordered, "eat your lunch."
Sarah was indeed famished. She needed to eat this pussy right away, regardless of her rationalizations, any thought of resistance shattered by her lust. She leaned forward, the scent drawing her in like freshly baked cookies, extended her tongue, and licked.
Zehra smiled as another conquest, and a very important one at that, was added to her growing list of white pets for her personal enjoyment. "Good pet," Zehra moaned, knowing positive comments reinforced the pet's need to constantly crave her approval.
Sarah heard the positive words, a technique she herself had taught her teachers to use with their students to reinforce confidence and comfort in the classroom, and she knew she was being played. She had a Master's in Psychology, for heaven's sake. Yet she didn't mind. The taste now coming directly from the source and plenty of it, danced on her tongue, and the scent was stronger, enveloping her in a cocoon of submissive utopia. She wanted to get this girl off, she wanted to hear her moan, she wanted to be a good pet.
"Yes," Zehra continued, making it clear this wasn't going to be a onetime thing and knowing it wouldn't be, since she had yet to offer her pussy to a white bimbo who didn't come back for second helpings... often begging for them, "you'll make a great addition to the growing white sluts club here at Wellington."
Sarah heard the threat, or the assumption of the teen, and knew she needed to put her foot down right now... this mustn't become a regular thing. She was still the principal. She was still in charge. She still had the responsibility of leading. She still had to protect her students. She particularly had to protect her daughter! Yet those concerns were squelched by her natural submissive nature. A voice inside her head was telling her: This is what you are meant to do, this is the position you are meant to be in from now on. The voice repeated this constantly, crushing any argument put forth by her moral code, or rather not put forth, that should have been taking control and guiding her through this treacherous, life changing, inexplicably pleasurable encounter.
"Do you like eating my pussy, Principal Pet?" Zehra asked, as she watched the pretty principal between her legs lapping away eagerly... she didn't have any style or skill yet, but she made up with it with her sheer eagerness.
Sarah heard the question, and knew she should lie and answer no, it was disgusting. But in her submissive bimbo-like lustful state, she was in no position to lie, she was only in a subservient position to please and obey. So, although she knew it was wrong, knew the consequences would be only to enhance the grip this black bitch had over her, she admitted, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Zehra asked, pushing the principal's head away, wanting to demonstrate her total alpha power here. To make sure the hierarchy was black and white. Literally, and in that order.
"Yes, I like it," the humiliated but hungry principal answered, as she stared at the delicious peach she longed to resume eating.
"What do you like?" Zehra asked, still fending the lustful principal's face away from her tempting twat.
Feeling frustrated... desperate... captivated... determined, the MILF formulated her reply, humiliating herself with every word, and yet wishing to impress her new Mistress with her utter compliance, she said, looking up at the pretty black seductress, "I love eating your black pussy, and being your submissive white bimbo slut."
"Much better, my pet bimbo," Zehra nodded, looking into the lustful, desperate eyes of her new pet. "You may continue."
"Thank you," Principal Jones said, diving back into the pussy with unbridled lust, not even realizing she'd just thanked the teen for permission to eat her pussy while she sat on her desk.
"You're welcome, my pussy-munching white slave," Zehra smiled as she watched the white woman discover her newfound purpose in life, and her sudden favourite treat. She had also done what she always did at some point during the submission conquest... she had called the white woman a slave. She loved the power of the word when it was reversed so completely, and in her mind she was shattering a repressive racist past as she strove to liberate the ghosts of generation after generation of her ancestors.
Pet. Bimbo. Slave. Principal Jones heard the words, and understood their purpose. Pet indicated she was submissive to Zehra, and was probably in some way owned by her. Bimbo contained the message that she was dumber than Zehra, and was just born to please. Slave was a historical reference, as the teen flipped the script on centuries of a white dominant hierarchy. Yet she didn't mind. The taste of this pussy was utterly irresistible. She couldn't stop licking... probing... exploring. There was wetness everywhere, and her excitement continued increasing while she was called names, and whenever Zehra moaned.



At the moment, Sarah was actively being a pet: on her knees pleasing this black girl.
The principal was also being a bimbo: doing whatever she was told mindlessly, without any thought for the consequences of her actions.
The white MILF was being a slave: a slave to her lust, a slave to her submissive persona, a slave to this black teen, who was completely controlling her.
"Tongue fuck me, you hungry lesbian slut," Zehra moaned, the principal's tongue beginning to really stimulate her.
Principal Jones probed the wet hole, trying to make her tongue serve as a small cock and burrow inside to the fount of the creamiest pussy juice.
Zehra wanted to push this bitch a little further, like she did to most of her conquests when her orgasm was rising, "Beg for my pussy cum, Principal Cum Slut."
Sarah was impressed by the plethora of names the teen continued coming up with, each one sending a wave of pleasure to her fevered pussy, since she was equally as desperate to come as she was to taste the teen's full flood of pussy juice. She mindlessly responded, listing every name she could think of, determined to impress the teen with her complete submissive persona, "Please come all over your dumb white slut's tongue and face, and christen me as your bimbo pussy-licking slave."
Zehra grabbed the back of the new pet's head, shoved it roughly and deeply into her wetness, and ground her pussy up and down all over her face.
Sarah's face was suddenly pressed into the excessive wetness, and she could barely breathe. But she kept licking, assuming the teen was close.
"Oh yes, get ready to be baptized a bimbo, pussy-licking slave not just for me, but for all black women who might wish to use you," Zehra moaned and declared, as she hinted at the full spectrum of her pet's servitude... it wasn't just her, it was Sahara, it was Big Josie, it was any black woman who snapped her fingers and pointed to her pussy, her feet, her tits, or her ass.
Sarah heard the ominous words, and a jab of fear hit her at the idea she could be humiliated and used by the other black girls and even strangers, yet at the moment she had only one purpose, to get this girl off, and to taste her pussy cum.
Zehra asked, "Ready for your baptism?" although she wasn't expecting a response, as she erupted all over the principal's face.
Principal Jones was surprised by the excessive wetness that coated her face and lips, as she eagerly slurped up as much of the pussy juice as she could. The taste was so much stronger when the full flood was being sprayed all over her. She should have been humiliated by having a student not only use her for her own pleasure, but also to come all over her face... but she reveled in the humiliation, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her as her pussy burned with her forbidden, humiliated desire.
Zehra enjoyed her orgasm like she always did, while already formulating a plan for what to do next. To enhance her domination over the principal, and at the same time to exact a little revenge on her stuck-up bitch secretary. Once her orgasm was done, she let go of the principal's head and praised, "Good girl."
The condescending tone of the black girl compounded humiliation upon humiliation... as did the fact she was on her knees in her own office with her face coated in pussy cum. Sarah was about to say something when Zehra, looking down at her, ordered, "Stand up."
The principal did, as Zehra got off the desk and bent her over her own desk. "I bet you're dying to come, aren't you, my sexy slut?"
"Yes," Sarah admitted weakly, her desire to submit and to come still overriding her recently destroyed moral code.
"Yes, what?" Zehra asked, giving the principal a sharp smack on the ass.
"Yes, Zehra," Sarah yelped a little, shocked by the sudden spank... she was always the one doing the spanking in this office... so this was the worst humiliation yet.
"What I'm looking for is, 'Yes, Mistress Zehra'," Zehra corrected her, grabbing the paddle and swatting the principal's ass with it. Hard! The sound of the smack resounded loudly around the room.
"Oooooh," Sarah moaned, as the sharp, burning pain provoked a surprise gush into her panties.
"Wow, this paddle makes me feel powerful," Zehra observed, as she paddled the MILF once again. SMACK!
"Oh, God," Principal Jones whimpered, mentally destroyed by this teen girl.
"Want to come?" Zehra asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the principal responded properly.
"Good girl," Zehra said softy, putting the paddle under her arm and caressing the woman's ass cheeks for a moment, before lifting her dress up.
Principal Jones was excited about what was about to happen even as her cheeks, top and bottom, burned with shame.
Zehra pulled the pantyhose and panties down to the principal's ankles, took the paddle, and slid the handle inside the principal's pussy.
"Oh, God," Sarah moaned, as the handle reached into her very wet pussy.
"Oh, God, what?" Zehra asked, as she rotated the handle inside her pussy.
"Oh, God, please fuck me with my disciplinary paddle, Mistress Zehra," the principal moaned and trembled, surrendering completely to the pleasure.
"You like being fucked by an uppity black girl?" Zehra teased, as she began pumping the paddle's handle in and out of her pet.
"Oh, yes, I love being fucked by a wonderful black girl," Sarah admitted, the pleasure rising inside her like a tornado, randomly touching down here and there all over her body.
"And you want to be my white slave?" Zehra asked as she fucked the white bitch as hard as she could... only wishing the handle was a little (or perhaps a lot) longer.
"Yes, yes, I want to be a white slave for my black Mistress," Principal Jones moaned, willing to agree to anything during this moment of complete insatiable lust.
"Black Mistresses plural," Zehra corrected her, pausing with the paddle deep inside the moaning slut.
So desperate to feel the paddle resume fucking her, and soon thereafter experience the orgasm she knew was imminent, the principal agreed, "Yes, I'll be a white slave for any black woman, including both of your black friends."
"Good slut," Zehra approved, as she resumed fucking her. "You may come whenever you wish, Principal Bimbo."
"Ooooh, fuck, yes, yes, yes," Principal Bimbo moaned, and then came a few seconds later; with permission granted, the invisible barrier that had been holding back her orgasm disappeared, and pleasure cascaded through her like a never-ending waterfall. She trembled wildly, and bit her lip so as not to scream and alert Mrs. Ashley that she was coming from having a paddle in her pussy as she was fucked by a black student.
Zehra kept fucking the quaking slut for a few more seconds, before pulling out the paddle and ordering, "Sit back down at your desk, Principal Pet."
Weakly, her pussy cum leaking down her leg, as she had come harder than she could recall ever coming before, she waddled awkwardly over to her desk and sat down, her pantyhose and panties still around her ankles.
"Open up," Zehra said, before she shoved the wet cum-coated paddle handle into the principal's mouth.
The principal mindlessly obeyed, even as her body continued feeling the aftershocks of euphoria. As the teen slowly moved the handle in and out of her mouth, she thought to herself that she didn't taste too bad.
Zehra pulled out the handle and said, "Now we need to discipline your racist bitch of a secretary."
"What? How?" Principal Jones asked, instantly nervous.
"You shall call her in here and make her apologize for being such a bitch to me," Zehra explained.
"Please, no," Principal Jones pleaded, not wanting her humiliation to get out.
"I wasn't fucking asking, you dumb bitch, I was informing you of what you're going to do," Zehra clarified firmly, as she sat back down in the chair she'd first occupied, making it look like a standard principal-student meeting, but then she slipped out of her shoes and placed her stocking-clad feet on the principal's desk, a liberty that no student had ever dared before..
"Can't we keep this between just us?" The principal tried to negotiate, as she awkwardly pulled her panties and pantyhose back up.
"Either call her in here and threaten to fire her if she doesn't apologize to me, or the next white bitch munching on my cunt and taking this paddle in her ass will be your daughter," Zehra threatened, and it wasn't a bluff.
"Okay, okay," Principal Jones agreed, knowing this dominant girl would follow through with her threat if she wasn't placated, as she pressed the intercom and said officiously, "Amber, please come in here right now."
"Yes, Principal Jones," Amber replied, surprised by the terse tone... the black bitch had probably really pissed her off. She got up and walked into Principal Jones' office.
"Close the door, Amber," Principal Jones ordered, hoping she could make this quick and not too painful.
Amber did, but was rattled first by Principal Jones' tone as if she was angry with her, and second by the impossible sight of the black bitch's feet on the principal's desk.
"Come here," Principal Jones ordered.
"Yes, Principal Jones, what can I do for you?" Amber asked, now standing next to the seated and oddly smiling teen. What could she possibly be smiling about? She had just been disciplined with the paddle. Hadn't she? She'd heard a few of its unmistakeable loud strikes, although she hadn't heard anything else coming from this office.
"I need you to apologize to Ms. Jordan," Principal Jones instructed her, hating that she was doing this. She was going to have to humiliate her secretary (her best friend) to pacify Zehra, to protect her daughter, and hopefully to end this altercation before it escalated into who knew what.
"Excuse me?" Amber asked, glancing down at the very smug-looking teen.
"Apologize for treating Ms. Jordan with such disrespect when she arrived," the principal embellished.
"But I didn't do anything wrong," Amber argued, glaring down at the black teen. "She was the one who disrespected me!"
"Only after you, without cause, got the conversation off on the wrong foot by treating her like rubbish. You disrespected a student in this school," the principal continued, feeling so guilty she was doing this. Amber had expected the teen to be disciplined for her disrespectful behavior, and now the tables had been turned 180º.
"She disrespected me," Amber insisted, wondering what lies this black bitch had told her, although she knew deep down she'd gone a little too far in the heat of the moment... but the bitch had pushed her into it.
"Did you greet her warmly when she entered the office?" the principal asked.
"Well, I, um," Amber said and then admitted, "perhaps not as warmly as I do most visitors."
"Was that because she's black?" the principal asked, even though she already knew that was exactly the reason.
"Not at all," Amber lied, suddenly wondering why she was the one being interrogated by her principal and friend, instead of this arrogant nigger.
"It was definitely because I'm black," Zehra spoke for the first time, really enjoying watching Amber squirm. This was even more fun than just turning her herself. She was going to get a new pet, and needed to do nothing to make it happen.
"It's because you were sassy to me first," Amber snapped, her cheeks burning with anger at the black girl's smug smile, and that she'd somehow turned this situation around completely.
"I simply asked why I was called down," Zehra explained innocently. "And then you gave me attitude."
"Just apologize, Amber," Principal Jones said, hoping that would end this quickly, unaware of her young Mistress's diabolical plan.
"Fine," Amber said, in a tone making it clear it wasn't fine, she was pissed, and was only saying the words because she was being ordered to. "I'm sorry."
"Are you saying sorry to me?" Zehra asked, looking up at the fuming redhead, her cheeks and hair colour almost matching.
"Yes, who else would I be apologizing to?" Mrs. Ashley fumed, this entire conversation ludicrous, and she still couldn't figure out why Sarah was siding with this student.
"Well then, an apology should come across as if you really mean it," Zehra said, knowing this would really rub her the wrong way.
"Excuse me?" Mrs. Ashley asked tersely, trying desperately to control her anger.
"Well, you apologized using reasonably appropriate words, but your tone didn't sound like you were overly sincere," Zehra pointed out the obvious, but knew she was stirring the pot as she did.
Principal Jones, seeing this going off the rails like her own interview with Zehra had earlier, hastened to interject, "Amber, please apologize to Ms. Jordan nicely, and show her the courtesy of addressing her by name."
"What? This is ridiculous," Amber said. "She's the child and I'm the adult."
"Actually we're both adults," Zehra pointed out, "I'm eighteen, which is the legal age to be an adult, and you're old, like what... forty-five or fifty?" She knew Amber couldn't be more than her late twenties or early thirties, but rattling this racist, uppity bitch was just too much fun.
"I'm twenty-nine," Amber clarified, insulted to be taken for almost twenty years older than she was.
Principal Jones saw Zehra stirring up the beehive, and tried desperately just to get this altercation over with, as she pleaded, trying to hint at her own concern about the situation, "Please Amber, just apologize to Ms. Jordan, and this situation can be over and done with."
Amber took three deep breaths to calm herself, a technique she'd once read in a book, and said, "I'm sorry for disrespecting you, Zehra."
"It's Miss Jordan," Zehra corrected her.
"Fine, I'm sorry, Miss Jordan," Amber amended.
"Or better yet, Mistress Zehra," Zehra offered.
"Whatever," Amber said, she was going to bend no further in this situation.
"Come massage my feet, to show me you're actually sorry, Amber," Zehra ordered.
Principal Jones interjected, "No, that won't be...." she snapped her mouth shut as soon as she saw the glare from Zehra, and realized some of the consequences of defying her: everything from the entire student body becoming submissive lesbians, to her own daughter becoming a pet for black pussy, and worst of all, she may not ever again be allowed to taste her sweet nectar. It was pathetic, but she was already craving more pussy, more discipline, more humiliation. So as Amber looked at her, expecting her to complete her sentence and crush this teen, she did the opposite. "Yes Amber, that's the least you can do."
"I'm not massaging a student's feet," Amber retorted, furious that her embarrassing apology had been for nothing, the young bitch had addressed her as Amber, which as a student was a familiarity she had no right to, and for some reason Sarah was allowing this to happen. The teen must have something on her.
Zehra gave the principal a look, obviously a threat of some kind, because the principal said on cue, "Just do it, Amber."
"Sarah, why are you doing this?" Amber asked, shocked that her friend was treating her so poorly. She herself had said dozens of racist things about this girl, ever since she'd first learned the three girls were coming here, and had even fought tooth and nail to prevent it.
"Do it, or you're fired," Principal Jones threatened, by now a little annoyed at Amber's persistent arguing... she may no longer have any control over Zehra (if she ever had), but she was definitely going to remain in charge over her employee.
"What?" Amber asked, shocked even further by her friend's threat.
"Now, Amber," Principal Jones said, mortified that her own weakness had led to this very uncomfortable confrontation, and might even provoke the end of a great friendship. Yet she had to protect herself after her poor decisions, as well as keep her daughter safe from succumbing to this same submissive and humiliating fate.
"You're serious?" Amber asked, still feeling like this was all a really bad joke.
"A hundred percent," Sarah said. "Now massage Ms. Jordan's feet for her."
"I can't believe you're making me do this," she said, tears beginning to well up in her eyes.
Zehra, who was really enjoying watching someone else do her work for her, moved her feet off the desk, spun her chair ninety degrees so she was facing the upset, even devastated secretary, and she clarified, "Amber, you did this to yourself."
"Excuse me?" Amber asked, tears beginning to stream down her face, even as fury raged inside her.
"You treated me like I was a second-class citizen," Zehra explained and then ordered, "Now, drop to your knees, Amber."
"Please call me Mrs. Ashley," Amber requested, lower lip trembling as she struggled to retain some small shreds of her dignity, as she glanced to Sarah for rescue.
Sarah felt her heart break, as she just pointed to the floor next to Zehra.
Amber, tears now streaming down her face, humiliation coursing through her body, and betrayal spinning in her heart, lowered herself to kneel before the black bitch.
"Good girl," Zehra smiled condescendingly, even though for the moment she called her by the name requested. "Now please give me a nice foot massage, Mrs. Ashley."
Amber couldn't believe this was happening, as she used both hands to massage the girl's foot. The only slender glimmer of hope she could see was that the black bitch respected her request, and addressed her as Mrs. Ashley.
"That feels nice," Zehra said, as she watched the pretty secretary on her knees servicing her.
"Am I done yet?" Amber asked, after about ten seconds.
"Not even close," Zehra answered. "This is just the beginning."
"Sarah, why are you letting her treat me like this?" Amber asked, that being the puzzle piece that really eluded her.
"Because she's agreed to be my submissive pet, isn't that right, Principal Bimbo Slut?" Zehra asked, shattering any sort of façade the principal had left of propriety or dignity.
"Yes it is, Mistress Zehra," Principal Jones answered, having accepted she couldn't win this battle of wills, and perhaps this admission would stop any resistance still in Amber.
"Bimbo slut? Mistress Zehra?" Amber asked. "What did she do to you?"
"I permitted her to eat my pussy, and then I fucked her with the paddle, isn't that right Principal Pussy Pleaser?"
"Exactly so, Mistress Zehra," Sarah admitted, ashamed of the truth, yet feeling a strange surreal tranquility from admitting it. "I ate your delicious pussy until you came on my face, and then you fucked me to orgasm with my paddle."
"Oh my God!" Amber gasped. "Why? Did she blackmail you?"
"No, Amber," Principal Jones answered, deciding it was time Amber learned her own place as well. "Mistress Zehra taught me my natural place, which is on my knees, servicing and obeying a black goddess."
"Come around and show her what you mean, Principal White Slave," Zehra instructed, her pet's utter obedience even more impressive than she could have anticipated.
"Yes, Mistress Zehra," Sarah obeyed, getting up smoothly and walking around her desk as she added, "I recall you also paddled me for my disrespect to you, and to your dominant race."
"Yes, I did," Zehra agreed, as she ordered, "now both of you, lick the soles of my nylon-clad feet. They get a little sweaty in runners."
"Disgusting," Amber said, as she watched in shocked awe as her best friend and the most powerful woman she knew, dropped to her knees beside her.
"Do as you're fucking told, Amber," Sarah snapped, sick of her friend's sanctimonious attitude, before she took the other nylon-clad foot, leading by example, and licked the salty sheer foot, surprised by the subtle sweetness of the taste.
Amber felt like she'd been slapped across the face by the blunt angry words of her friend. Which feeling was compounded as she watched that same friend lick the sole of the black bitch.



"Good girl," Zehra encouraged her obedient pet, knowing that licking a black girl's feet was completely humiliating and degrading, and doubly so when a reluctant colleague was right beside her.
"Tastes yummy, Mistress Zehra," Principal Jones said, sounding just like a bimbo, then looked at her friend and said, in a calm supportive way, "just obey her Amber, you'll understand why very soon."
"But this is so humiliating," Amber said, trying to reason with her friend, to pull her out of whatever trance this black witch had spelled on her.
"Agreed. But with humiliation comes acceptance and purpose," Principal Jones intoned, actually kind of impressed by her impromptu fortune cookie explanation. She couldn't explain it, could only feel it. Words couldn't do justice to the feeling inside her from just giving in to this girl and accepting her fate.
"How?"
"Trust me old friend," Sarah said. "You've never come from having sex, right?"
"Sarah!" Amber cried out, horrified to have that private information revealed to a student, especially to this student. Truth was, she'd never come from sex with her husband, the only man she'd ever been with, neither from penetration, nor the single time he gave her oral (for thirty seconds before stopping, complaining about how badly she tasted). In fact, since she refused to masturbate because she thought it was a sin, she'd never had an orgasm in her entire life.
"I can guarantee you an orgasm within the next few minutes, if you'll just obey like the good submissive you naturally are," Sarah pledged.
"Good submissive?" Amber asked, this conversation just getting weirder and weirder.
"Yes, you've always been a people pleaser," Sarah pointed out.
"Well, I do like people to be happy," Amber admitted.
"But shouldn't you be happy too?"
Zehra watched, entertained and impressed by Sarah advocating for her. She'd not only become a great pet, but likely a great recruiter as well.
"I am happy," Amber asserted.
"Are you?"
"Mostly."
"Well, it's time you discover your true purpose in life and discover true happiness," Sarah said.
"True purpose? What's that?" Amber asked, being drawn into the bizarre conversation, almost forgetting she was on her knees before a teen.
"Submission to your Mistress," Sarah answered.
"Mistress?" Amber asked.
"Lick the sole of my foot, Pet Amber," Zehra finally interjected.
"Do it," Sarah ordered softly. "Liberate yourself from your stereotypical, bland life."
"I don't know," Amber said hesitantly.
"Let's do it together," Sarah suggested, as she took the teen's left foot in both hands and raised it to her face.
Amber repeated, "I don't know."
"Do it for me, Amber," Sarah said. "Have I ever steered you wrong?"
"No, but..."
"Then trust me, and do it," Sarah repeated.
Zehra watched as Amber took her right foot in both of her hands and lifted it to her face, wearing a look no longer of disgust, but confusion.
"On three, lick from her heel all the way to her toes, while I do the same, okay?" Sarah instructed.
"Okay," Amber said, unsure why she was agreeing to this, and confused by why her vagina was leaking into her panties.
"One, two, three," Zehra counted up, taking charge.
Both white women licked from her heel to the top of her toes.
Amber was surprised to discover the taste wasn't disgusting, but rather just a little salty and sweet.
"Now my pets, suck each toe into your mouth," Zehra ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Zehra," Sarah replied, as she took the lead and sucked a black pinky toe into her mouth.
Amber watched her friend in action, and then felt compelled to obey. She too sucked a pinky toe into her mouth.
"Such good white pets," Zehra moaned, enjoying watching two older women suck on her toes, not something she'd experienced before.
"Thank you for the kind words, Mistress," the principal said, enjoying this degrading, yet erotic task.
Amber didn't speak, she just worked her way from toe to toe, sucking each one into her mouth, and for some reason feeling her body tingle with pleasure.
"That's it, my white sluts," Zehra continued, "you two are natural submissives."
"Thank you, Mistress Zehra," Principal Jones said, as she finished the big toe and then instructed her fellow submissive with a nudge, "Thank our Mistress."
"I can't do that," Amber said, "I'm not trying to be awkward, I just can't make myself do it," she was so humiliated by the task, and because she was soaking wet.
"Yes you can, my cute little slut," Zehra said, as she moved her foot between the folds of the white woman's dress.
"Please don't call me that," Amber said ashamed.
Zehra's foot reached the crotch, and she could feel an abundance of wetness. "Oh my; but I must speak the truth, and only a real slut would get soaking wet from serving an insignificant black girl."
"Please don't," Amber said, pushing the foot away.
"Do not EVER push my foot away, you dumb slut," Zehra ordered firmly, her tone going from soothing to dominant instantly. "Is that clear?" she barked.
"S-s-Sorry," Amber stammered, unsure why she was apologizing to this teen, even as she allowed the foot to return to her burning vagina.
"Good girl," Zehra purred, shifting back to soothing as quickly as she'd left the mode.
"You see, Amber? Your purpose in life is to serve black girls," Zehra explained.
"Ohhhhh," Amber moaned as the teen's foot rubbed her vagina, bringing humiliating pleasure to her.
"And to serve black women, and perhaps even black men," Zehra added.
"Oh, God," the very Christian Amber moaned, partly because of Zehra's words, and partly because of the pleasure she was bringing her.
"But for now, you'll just worship me," Zehra said. "Now hump my leg."
"Oh, no," Amber whimpered, as the foot was driving her wild.
"Right now slut, hump my leg, or I'll bend you over the desk and fist fuck that white cunt of yours," Zehra threatened, and it was no idle threat.
"Okay, okay," Amber said in a confused lustful daze, as she moved up to the teen's leg, grabbed her thigh with both hands, and began grinding on it.
"Good bimbo," Zehra encouraged.
"Yes, Amber, fuck that black leg, and come all over it," Sarah encouraged, her own pussy getting wet again. "I promised you your first orgasm, and here it comes!"
"Ooooooooh," Amber moaned, unsure why this felt so good. How could sexual submission to a black teenager in a completely degrading way, be turning her on like this? Yet it was. She could feel an orgasm rising... something she'd felt on a few occasions, but hadn't ever fulfilled.
"Yes, my white cum slut," Zehra continued. "Come all over your Mistress's leg, and declare that I own that white pussy."
"Oh, God, it feels so good," Amber trembled, as she was really grinding on the leg.
"Join me, Amber, join me as a white slut for nigger pussy," Sarah encouraged, utilising the taboo word she thought Zehra would be okay with, since it was for the purpose of Amber's ultimate submission.
"Oh yes," Amber moaned, feeling her pleasure rising.
"Don't you dare come, you dumb white slut, before you declare me as your Mistress," Zehra warned.
"Oh God, no, oh God, damn it, YES I'll be your slut. I accept you as my Mistress!" Amber babbled, pleasure overwhelming her like she'd never experienced before, "May I PLEASE come, Mistress?"
"Who owns your pussy?" Zehra queried.
"You do, Mistress, you do," Amber agreed desperately.
"And so do all black women," Zehra added.
"Yes, I'll be a bimbo white slut for all niggers," Amber declared, the pleasure swarming inside her like a tornado about to touch down and wreak havoc.
"You may come, my slut," Zehra allowed generously.
"Thank you," Amber screamed, as she instantly erupted all over the nylon-clad leg.
"So fucking hot," Sarah said, rubbing herself a little.
Zehra glanced at the clock. It was lunchtime, and she and her friends were supposed to be triple teaming a cute blonde cheerleader, who was easy prey.
"You can sit on her face if you need to come again, Pet Principal," Zehra offered generously.
Sarah assisted her trembling friend onto her back on the floor, straddled her face, and ordered, "Get eating, Amber, this will now be one of your new duties as assigned."
"Sarah... I... but we're...." Amber protested incoherently before her friend grabbed the back of her head and guided it deep into her wetness.
"Get licking," Sarah ordered, as Zehra stood up.
Amber had no choice, and she began licking her friend's pussy, even as her own orgasm was still making her quiver. To her surprise, Sarah's taste was very good. She couldn't understand why her husband had gone down on her once, said it tasted and smelled gross, and had never done it again.
"Thank you, Mistress," Sarah said, as she enjoyed her friend's tongue and face.
"I'll be in touch," Zehra said.
"Yes, Mistress," Principal Jones moaned.
"Which teacher should I turn first?" Zehra asked.
"Well, Mrs. Porter is the biggest bitch here, and the most racist," Sarah answered. "Her husband is looking into the legalities of you three being allowed to attend here."
"Oh really," Zehra said.
"Yes, Mistress," Sarah moaned, her second orgasm already on the rise.
"Good to know," Zehra nodded, as she walked out, thoughtfully closing the door so the two could be alone, and headed to the gym for a workout with a cheerleader girl, as she was already formulating a plan to put Mrs. Porter in her place.
The end... for now?
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Modern Fuck-ily: A Sisterly Lust
"Stop staring at my tits, you little lez slut," Haley teased around the kitchen island... even though she knew her hard nipples could be seen if you were paying any attention to her black nightie... her robe being open.
"Haley!" Alex gasped self-righteously, even though that's exactly what she was doing. And was being, for that matter; especially where her sister was concerned, she was definitely a lez slut, and at 5'1", she was certainly little. Ever since their sexual relationship had begun a couple months ago, she'd been helplessly addicted to her sister's sweet pussy and perky tits.
She knew it was wrong, and she knew it was risky, but her numerous assignations with Haley had awakened a side of her she hadn't heretofore known existed. Alex had always had very little interest in boys, although she had feigned some on occasion so as not to stand out, but it wasn't until she'd tasted her sister's pussy a couple months ago that she'd accepted her sexuality... and she now knew she was one hundred percent lesbian.
Haley on the other hand, was a freewheeling bisexual, having eaten pussy quite a few times in high school and since, as well as welcoming cock in all three of her holes. She loved sex in just about any form. She also loved the two polar opposite personas she could adopt during sex. With men she was submissive, and usually did just about anything the guy ordered her to (she had a dozen wild stories of doing things she shouldn't have, but had gone right ahead and done without a contrary thought, in the heat of sexual submission); while with women she tended to be the dominant, as she discovered girls loved servicing her, and her pussy turned out to have an addicting taste and scent to it, that had girls coming back over and over... for instance three years after graduating, her high school English teacher Mrs. Walker was still servicing her weekly.
Haley said, "Haley what? You are staring at me."
"Well, whether I am or not, Mom and Dad could come down at any second," Alex warned, in part to redirect the focus, feeling her cheeks burning red... like they often did these days whenever she was around Haley. Her mind and body were continually fighting her conflicting emotions of, on the one hand, guilt for doing wrong, and they should cease and desist this taboo incestuous relationship, versus on the other hand, the completely uncontrollable, unbridled, insatiable lust that was consuming her mind, body and soul.
"Mmmmmmm," Haley said, a wicked idea popping into her head. She'd been impressed by how submissive Alex was, and by how kinky a freak she also was. For example, even whenever she said no, with a little persuasion the answer always became yes... her submissive side always coming to the fore in Haley's favour. And Alex was the biggest ass slut she'd ever been with. Sure Haley liked a nice dick in her ass, although she preferred getting double penetrated If she was going to take something in her backdoor, but Alex always came the hardest from getting her big ass pounded. Alex also, much to Haley's surprise considering her nerdish persona, developed a nasty, slutty mouth whenever she was horny.
"Oh God, what now?" Alex asked, knowing that tone, and that look on her sister's face. Last time she'd had that look, Alex had ended up eating her sister in the bathroom at a restaurant while the rest of the family were eating dessert... Haley wickedly pointing out a sad truth: Alex's favourite dessert was Haley's pussy... which it definitely was.
"Oh, nothing," Haley replied, a vision of innocence, "Just a few fun tasks."
"What does that even mean?" Alex asked, already worried.
"Easy peasy. I'll assign you a few tasks, and after you complete each of them, I'll let you eat my pussy; and then, once you complete them all, you'll get that cute ass of yours fucked," Haley said.
"What kind of tasks?" Alex asked, even though her first response should have been to flee the house. But instead curiosity, the promise of Haley's tasty pussy, and before long, even getting her backdoor reamed, all combined in a perfect storm to get her pussy tingling.
"Oh, whichever ones pop into my head," Haley replied airily.
"That... is the scariest thing I've ever heard," Alex said, knowing Haley had a superlatively twisted mind.
"So now that we're agreed, your first task is to ask Mom whether you should shave your pussy," Haley said.
"What?" Alex gasped. "No way."
"No way what?" Claire asked, coming into the kitchen.
Alex stammered, "N-n-nothing, Mom."
"It's obviously not nothing," Claire said. "Sweetheart, you can ask me anything. We're all adults here." Truth was, Claire had been worrying about the inevitable change in her relationship with her daughters... where it went from mom and daughters with a clear hierarchy, to one more egalitarian. The prospect of empty nest syndrome terrified her, and before she had to head down that road, she wanted to make sure she had great relationships with all three of her children, filled with mutual trust and openness.
"Hear that Alex? You can ask Mom anything," Haley said, as she sidled behind her and squeezed her sister's booty, the island blocking her mother from seeing it.
"Honey, yes you can ask or tell me anything," Claire said, wanting... actually rather desperate for... that open communication, even as she was a little nervous about what was about to be asked on this occasion.
"It's nothing," Alex said, swatting inaccurately at her sister's flighty hand.
"It's not nothing," Haley insisted. "You're eighteen now, and this is something all women should do. I do it, and I bet Mom does too."
"Haley, please," Alex begged, this conversation so embarrassing.
Claire, now curious and concerned, asked, "Do what? What is it? I want you both to feel comfortable asking me anything."
Haley reached her hand slyly past her sister's robe, between her legs, and to her pussy, as she ordered, "Just ask her, little sister."
Alex let out a soft but uncontrolled moan and blurted out, really needing her sister to take her hand away, "Do you think I should shave my vagina?"
"Oh!" Claire said, this not a conversation she'd anticipated ever having. Yet she saw it as a test of her openness, and was therefore willing to take part in it, even though it was a bit uncomfortable. She wasn't sure whether Alex had even had sex yet, although she knew Haley had... having caught her in the act in the garage once, and having found more than one cum stain on articles of Haley's clothing in the laundry.
"Do you shave your pussy, Mom?" Haley asked, still ever so slyly rubbing her sister's pussy through her panties... having made her sister start wearing a short nightie to bed instead of flannel pajamas, stressing she needed quick and easy access to her sister's cunt whenever she wanted it.
"Oh my," Claire said, surprised by the question, as well as the use of the word 'pussy'; although Haley was generally blunt, it wasn't usually about sex.
"Mom, you don't have to answer that," Alex jumped in, mortified by where this conversation had gone, yet also curious to know the answer to the question... Haley had been suggesting she should get her pussy shaved soon... Alex had been considering it, but felt really nervous about actually doing it.
"No, no, no," Claire said, feeling the need to connect with her kids, "given the topic Alex has raised, it's a pertinent question."
"So... do you shave your snatch or what, Mom?" Haley asked, loving to talk dirty, knowing it would push Alex even further, and already wondering if perhaps her mother could be included in their incestuous encounters at some point... her Mom was still really hot, and Haley had a thing for MILFs.
"Never considered it a snatch," Claire smiled and laughed slightly awkwardly, kind of liking to have such a frank, even daring conversation with her adult daughters... something she'd never had with her own mother. So, she admitted, "I go with Gloria for Brazilians every four months."
"See? I told you Alex, everyone shaves their pussy... even old people like Mom," Haley said, really enjoying this conversation and her sister's clear discomfort, and enjoying the spicy visual of her mother and her friend Gloria lying next to each other having their pussies waxed. She imagined Gloria would be wild in the bedroom.
"I'm not that old," Claire countered, feeling a little self-conscious. She still knew she had a rocking body for her age and got attention from men's eyes all the time, but she also knew she didn't have the body of her daughter Haley.
"Of course you're not, Mom," Alex comforted, even as her pussy continued getting gently touched and teased.
"We should all go together... make it a women's outing," Haley offered brightly.
"Oh God," Alex moaned, her sister's finger on her pussy really turning her on, even though she was mortified both by what was happening, as well as the conversation.
"You okay, Alex?" Claire asked, concerned she might have told her youngest daughter too much. She was only eighteen... she probably hadn't needed to learn her mother got Brazilians.
"Yes, it's just..." Alex said, finally managing to push her sister's hand away from her wet pussy. "...I'm not used to partaking in conversations such as this one."
"We're all women of the world," Claire said, coming around to give her daughter a hug. As she hugged her daughter, she added, "So I mean it, you can ask me anything."
Haley piped right up, "Great! So does Dad do you in the butt?"
"Okay, almost anything," Claire corrected herself with a startled laugh, even though Phil did pound her ass pretty regularly. She had her biggest orgasms when she had a dick in her ass and one of her three we-vibes in her pussy and pleasuring her clit... especially when they were roleplaying some fun, wild, kinky adventure.
"I'll take that as a yes," Haley said, able to read her Mom's facial expressions.
"You'll take that as a 'no comment'," Claire huffed, before adding, "Gloria and I have an appointment next week. Want me to book two more?"
"Yes," Haley said; "No," Alex said, the two in unison.
Haley said, "Book for all three of us. We haven't had a ladies night with just the four of us for forever."
"Consider it booked," Claire said, excited about an opportunity to spend some quality time with her daughters.
"What's booked?" Phil asked, coming into the kitchen.
"A spa day with my girls," Claire said, returning to the other side of the island and beginning to make pancake batter.
"Great idea," Phil said. "And I'll take Luke somewhere cool, too. Like to a magic store."
"Oh, it'll be magic all right," Haley whispered into Alex's ear.
.....
In Haley's room twenty minutes later, as Alex lapped away hungrily on her sister's pussy, having successfully completed her first task (albeit under protest), Haley asked, "Think Mom eats pussy?"
Alex gasped, between licks, her sister always pushing the envelope... I mean she had come into Haley's room right after breakfast to tell her this had to stop, as it was getting out of hand and too risky, yet two minutes later she was on her knees after locking the door, and eagerly licking away at her sister's tasty pussy. She simply couldn't say no to any opportunity to eat her older sister.
"I mean, couldn't you see Mom being Gloria's submissive cunt licker?" Haley teased, having had a crush on Gloria forever. Her lips looked like they should be sat upon. She also often wore nylons that really showcased her legs, which was one of Haley's fetishes... legs wrapped in nylon... blame Mrs. Walker for that one.
"Haley, that's simply ridiculous," Alex objected between licks of her sister's pussy.
"As ridiculous as you munching your sister's pussy whenever I tell you to?" Haley asked, reveling in the power she had over her younger sister who, although being younger and an inch shorter, had always looked down on her for her lack of academic prowess.
"That's different," Alex said, although she couldn't explain why. Although she was an academic genius, as soon as Haley's pussy was offered, and as soon as she was on her knees, she became no more than a cunt-hungry bimbo.
"Is it?" Haley asked as she enjoyed her sister's eager, had-become-quickly-experienced tongue. No one had ever gotten her off so hard with their tongue. She couldn't explain it, but just a couple months ago she'd seen her baby sister in just her bra and panties for the first time in a couple years, and she couldn't deny the instant sexual feelings the sight had aroused in her. Alex, behind her nerdy facade, glasses and all, had turned out to be a beautiful young woman, with an amazing body and a ferocious sexual appetite.
Alex sighed, knowing she had no sensible answer to give. Plus at the moment, all she wanted was to get Haley off, and to capture the full flood of her sister's sweet, tantalizing, addicting nectar.
Haley meanwhile, couldn't believe how her sudden secret crush on her sister had become not only a sexual relationship, but one with her completely in charge. It was the ultimate rush, and not something she'd even planned after finding herself attracted to her sister, and then using Alex to pleasure herself.
Alex, noticing her sister's increased breathing, and having come to understand her sister's body, knew Haley was close to coming.
Alex, always needing to be the best and brightest at everything, and therefore since their shocking first encounter having watched dozens of lesbian porn scenes and read dozens of articles on the art of pussy licking, had found the perfect trigger to get Haley to erupt, and thus to give her the cum she craved. She flicked her sister's clit five times, making Haley's legs twitch each time.
"Oh yes, my sister slut, get me off," Alex moaned, her orgasm so fucking close.
Alex loved being called names in the heat of the moment, and being reminded of how taboo this twisted act was (though she couldn't understand why it was considered so forbidden, when inbreeding wasn't even a remote possibility). She took the big swollen clit between her lips, and shook her head from side to side, and prepared for the wellspring of cunt cum.
Haley's legs tightened, she grabbed her sister's head and held it roughly against her pussy, as her orgasm hit, and cum gushed out of her and onto her sister's cute face.
Alex loved the moment of climax. The rough treatment, the excessive cum, the realization she had gotten her sister off... all were mental stimulants that had her own body burning with lust. She lapped up, as best she could, all the cum she lusted for.
Haley enjoyed the intense orgasm, as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her entire body. Finally she let go and said, "I can't believe I didn't make you my pet years ago,"
"Well, we're certainly making up for lost time," Alex joked, feeling her face full of wetness as she licked just a bit more juice from between Haley's pussy lips.
"They say a peach a day keeps the doctor away," Haley shrugged.
"It's an apple," Alex corrected automatically, always in awe of her sister's paucity of knowledge.
"Oh no, it has to be a peach, or at least it does this time," Haley said.
"Whatever," Alex said, getting up... the task now over, her quench for cunt satisfied, guilt once again beginning to consume her.
"So, I'm going to give you a few more tasks to accomplish in the next couple of days, to loosen you up," Haley said.
"I think I'm already quite loosened up," Alex said, having taken an eight-inch strap-on in her ass to multiple orgasms a couple days ago.
"I mean that I want to make you into less of a prude, even when you're not on your knees between my legs, or on your knees with my dick up your shit hole," Haley said wickedly, loving to talk dirty.
"Such delectable pearls of elegance tumble from your lips," Alex sighed, trying to conceal that such nasty talk actually turned her on. Truth was, she hated how much it turned her on, how much her sister seemed to be in tune with her body and sexual mental state, and most of all she hated that she was developing feelings for her sister.
"I know, pretty neat, huh?" Haley said, completely missing the sarcasm. "So... go shower, and get dressed in a skirt."
"Where are we going?" Alex asked.
"Shopping."
"Why?"
"You need some sexier undergarments," Haley said.
Alex, having seen Haley's extensive collection of thongs, lace bras, lingerie, thigh high stockings and garter belts, couldn't deny that her cheap underwear and pantyhose were no match. Yet she wouldn't admit it. "I believe that my underwear is fine."
"Saying something is fine is just like saying it's terrible," Haley said. "And besides, disastrous, embarrassing, things only nuns would wear, are all better descriptions."
"Fine," Alex sighed, even though in truth the idea excited her.
"We leave in thirty," Haley said, before adding, "now go shower. You look as if you have cum all over your face."
Alex sighed again, and walked out of her sister's room and hurried directly to the bathroom... before her Mom could get close enough to see her wet, sticky face, or worse yet... to smell the obvious scent of cunt on it.
On the drive, Haley ordered, "Panties off."
"Excuse me?"
"Take your panties off," Haley repeated.
"Why?"
"Because I said so."
"I'd prefer not to," Alex said.
Haley sighed this time. "Look, you know you're going to do as I say eventually, since you'll do anything to eat my pussy, so just do as you're told straight off, and save us both the hassle."
Alex sighed. She hated that her sister was right. Every time her sister threatened never to let her eat her pussy again, she caved. "Fine," she said (meaning it was terrible), and she pulled off her bland, black panties.
"Now give them to me," Haley said, reaching an open hand to her sister.
Alex gave them to her.
Haley opened her window and tossed them out.
"Why on earth would you do that?" Alex gasped.
"Because you're never wearing shit like that again. My sister slut is going to always be dressed up sexy for me," Haley said.
"I'd prefer that you not call me a sister slut," Alex said, both loving and hating the term. "I find it demeaning."
"You're my sister, and my sister's a slut," Haley rationalized, "makes perfect sense to me."
"You're a slut, too," Alex countered.
"Yes, and proud of it," Haley shrugged. "You should be too."
Alex sighed as they arrived at the mall.
"Let's go," Haley said.
"Yeah, I can hardly wait," Alex said with sarcasm.
An hour later Alex owned:
-ten new pairs of underwear, five were thongs and the other five were sexy lace
-a black garter-belt
-three pairs of stockings for it (black, beige and white)
-three pairs of thigh high stockings (black, mocha and blue)
-three new lacey bras
-two sexy nighties... one with garters
"Ready for task two?" Haley asked.
"Not really," Alex said.
"No task, no pussy," Haley smiled.
"Then you don't get to come," Alex pointed out.
"I'm pretty sure you remember I have a few eager women who'll come over and eat my pussy with just one text," Haley reminded her.



Alex still couldn't believe some of the women Haley had as pets, including her former English teacher, and reference on her resumé, Mrs. Walker. "Fine," she sighed, a word she seemed to use a lot with her sister now. Yet she was already craving her sister's pussy... something she craved recently almost non-stop. "Okay. What's the task?"
"Go flash your pussy to anyone of your choice in the food court," Haley instructed.
"Seriously?" Alex asked.
"Now, sister slut," Haley said, slapping her ass.
"I can't believe you wish me to do something so audacious!"
"We just need to break you out of your socially shy shell."
"I'm not certain flashing my genitalia to a stranger will accomplish that."
"Or will it?" Haley shrugged. "Now go and find out."
"Fine," Alex sighed as she walked into the food court and looked around for a potentially quick and harmless target.
Haley went to get a milkshake while she watched her sister.
Alex approached a guy eating alone in the corner of the food court, her hands trembling as she reached him. Deciding she didn't care what this stranger thought, she'd never see him again, and wanting to impress her sister who thought she was a prude, she spoke up with, "Hey."
The guy, wearing his local college sweatshirt, looked up. "Hey," he said, smiling when he saw it was a cute girl addressing him.
Alex, getting a sudden rush of courage, glanced around to see that no one other than her big sister, and of course the guy, was watching her, then raised the front of her skirt above her waist and said, "I'd like your opinion, if you please. Would you deem it suitable for me to shave my pussy?"
The guy gasped, as he stared at her pussy, "I-I-I...."
"Is that a yes or a no?" Alex asked, her skirt still up, as she felt a major rush at the obvious spell her pussy was casting over this college boy.
"S-s-sure," he said, staring at the ripe pussy. "it already looks great, but I'll bet bare would be even better."
"Thank you, kind sir," Alex said, turning and walking away, feeling the same rush as when she'd learned she had the highest grade in her Calculus class.
Haley smiled as her sister reached her, "Good job."
"Task number two completed," Alex reported with obvious pride.
"Indeed," Haley said. "Want a milkshake?"
"I deciphered what you meant about a peach instead of an apple. I'd prefer that, please," Alex smiled.
"You can have both," Haley said generously.
Half an hour later in the back of the van, Haley received her second orgasm of the day from her younger sister, and Alex enjoyed her second peach.
.....
It wasn't until the next afternoon that Haley asked, "Ready for task three?"
"I am a little hungry," Alex said, kind of excited for another task... to her surprise, the prior one having really excited her.
"Go put on the garter-belt and stockings and a cute dress," Haley ordered.
"Why?"
"I'll have a surprise for you after you complete the next task."
"Something fun?" Alex smiled, flirting... something she struggled to do well.
"Definitely fun," Haley nodded, planning a romantic evening with her sister, since her parents were going to a fundraiser tonight, and Luke was out of town. They'd have the house all to themselves.
"What's the task?"
"Go get dressed, and I'll tell you."
"Okay," Alex agreed, excited for whatever surprise her sister had for her.
Ten minutes later Alex had on a lace bra, a thong, and a garter-belt and stockings. Oh yes, and a nice dress that showed some cleavage. She felt very sexy.
Haley was also wearing sexy lingerie under her dress. A black garter belt, and matching black thigh highs. Oh yes, and a strap-on cock. She too felt very sexy.
Alex came into Haley's room and asked, "So what's the onerous task?"
Haley walked around her sister, unclasped the back two clasps and said, "Go get Mom to hook these up for you."
"Seriously?" Alex asked, even though this shouldn't have come as a surprise. Haley always liked pushing boundaries, and this was definitely pushing one. Plus, she seemed to be getting ever more intrigued by the idea of initiating some fun and games with their mother.
"Yep, deadly," Haley nodded. "Go."
"Fine," Alex said as usual, although she was kind of excited for this one. She wanted her Mom to start seeing her as more than just the bookish nerd of the family.
Alex went into her own bedroom and called out, "Mom, can you please come help me?"
Claire had just finished getting ready to leave and called back, "Sure, honey." She went to Alex's room, and was surprised to see her daughter with her leg on a chair, trying to attach a clasp to her stocking. She asked, "Do you have a date, honey?"
"Um, yeah," Alex said acting frustrated, "but I can't get these clasps on." Which was a lie; she'd managed quite well before Haley had assigned her this bit of roleplaying.
"Do I know the boy?" Claire asked, curious, as she went over to help her daughter.
Alex, feeling brazen, decided to give some hints to her taboo truth, as she answered, just as her mother lowered herself before her, "It's not a boy."
"Oh, my," Claire said, a little taken aback by the revelation her youngest daughter was a lesbian... or perhaps bi... like she was back in high school and college.
"I hope that's okay," Alex said.
"Oh no, it's fine, dear," Claire said, but in truth not sure how she felt about her younger daughter being a lesbian, although she was probably giving too much weight to this revelation; it was 2020 after all, and she'd had a fun lesbian period when she was younger, before she ended up married. She prided herself on being a liberal mother, and had told her daughters just yesterday they could ask or tell her anything. "It's just that you should put your panties, or in this case your thong," Oh dear, "over the top of the garter-belt."
"Oh," Alex said, that instantly making sense, and she unclasped a front one, preparing to refasten it correctly.
"Since I'm here, let me help you," Claire said, surprised by the sudden change in her younger, more reserved daughter's choices in lingerie. Having done all the family laundry forever, she was well acquainted with her family's clothing, and she'd never found anything like this in Alex's hamper. Haley's sure, but never Alex's.
"Thanks, Mom," Alex said, feeling herself getting a little damp from her mother's touch... and from her sister's wicked words about her mother becoming their pet popping into her head.
Claire unfastened the other clasp and said, "Now to make things easier, just slip off your thong for a minute."
"Okay," Alex said, stunned this was actually happening. She stepped out of her thong, noticing it was indeed a little damp.
"I'll clasp these back to your stockings now," Claire said, thinking she would need to pick up a garter and stockings like these to surprise Phil.
"Thanks a lot," Alex said, looking down at her mother, her face so close to her wet and fully exposed pussy.
Claire couldn't help but notice the scent of her daughter's pussy... which was drawing her in... she'd eaten quite a lot of pussy back in college, and although she'd gone cold turkey ever since meeting, hooking up with, and marrying Phil, she suddenly felt a curiosity she'd long suppressed... even when she'd happened to see the gorgeous Gloria naked more than once in the gym.
As she put the clasps back on, Claire observed, "Quite the outfit for a date."
"Oh, I don't expect her to see any of this, but Haley told me that by dressing sexily underneath my dress, I'd feel more confident," Alex made up on the spot... feeling a little guilty about lying to her mother.
"Well, Haley would certainly know," Claire said, as she did up another clasp, glancing at her daughter's pussy, and then silently scolding herself for the prurience. It was like she was suddenly eighteen again.
"And I really, really like this girl," Alex said, feeling a burden lifted off of her at being able to tell someone her secret... sort of.
"That's great," Claire said, as she did up another clasp.
"Yeah, she makes me feel things I didn't ever know I could feel," Alex continued, feeling so free.
"That's what love can do," Claire said approvingly as she finished the final clasp, noticing her daughter also had a great ass. She couldn't help but reminisce about her many encounters when she'd wielded a strap-on and fucked more than a few classmates... always from behind, and usually in the ass... and her daughter had a very fuckable back end.
"I think I do love her," Alex said, as absurd as that sounded.
"Well, that's great, honey," Claire said, taking one last peek at her eighteen-year-old daughter's fine ass.
"Thanks, Mom," Alex said, as she stood up after finishing the last clasp.
"No problem," Claire said. "By the way, you look very pretty."
"Thanks," Alex said, as she put her thong back on, trembling slightly, and feeling a little wetness leak out of her.
"Well, have fun," Claire said, looking at her daughter becoming a woman, her own pussy leaking a bit into her panties. "I'm supposed to meet your dad in five minutes, and it's a fifteen-minute drive."
"You too," Alex said.
Claire headed out, and Alex went to Haley's room. "Task completed."
"I know; I was listening, and sometimes peeking, from the hallway," Haley said.
"You perv," Alex smirked.
"Yep," Haley agreed, as she walked over to her cute sister and accused, but without rancor, "You were seducing Mom."
"I was not," Alex argued, although it had been a hot interlude.
"Well maybe not on purpose, but Mom got to see your pussy," Haley said. "And she liked it; she was staring at it every chance she got."
"You get to see my pussy all the time," Alex countered, as Haley stood before her.
"And I too stare at it every chance I get. Fuck, you do look cute," Haley said, looking into her sister's eyes.
"I was going for sexy temptress, not Shirley Temple," Alex said, getting a chill up her spine as her sister looked into her eyes.
"Sorry, you look fucking hot as hell; more like Marie McCray," Haley corrected herself.
"That's better," Alex said, drawn into her sister's beauty and appreciating the porn star reference... a name she'd only learned while watching lesbian porn with Haley.
Haley asked, her heart having melted when she listened to the heartfelt declaration by Alex, "Did you mean what you said to Mom? I'm pretty sure you were talking about me."
"I was, and I meant every word," Alex answered sincerely, her lust for her sister and her submissive approach to relating to her were still there, but she realized she was feeling something else... genuine love for her... not as a sister, but as a lover.
"You're beautiful, Alex," Haley said, placing her hands on her sister's cheeks, and leaning in and kissing her.
Once... kissing her upper lip.
Twice... kissing her lower lip
Three times... pressing their lips together.
Haley's lips pressing gently against her sister's.
Alex melting into her sister.
The tender words.
The gentle touches.
The intimacy of the kisses.
Haley whispered, "I love you, Alex."
Alex's entire body trembled from the kiss and from hearing those words. "I love you too, Haley. More than I can say."
Haley kissed her sister again before she moved her hands around and squeezed her great ass. "I love this ass, too. Mom was checking that out as well."
Alex moaned into her sister's mouth.
They kissed for a couple of minutes, Haley's tongue sliding into Alex's mouth, and Alex's tongue following suit.
"Let's see what you look like in just the lingerie," Haley said breaking the intimate, passionate kiss, as she lifted up the dress and pulled it over her sister's head. "Mmmmm, so hot."
"You think so?" Alex asked, loving the validation of being called hot by her older, sexy sister, who made every guy, every lesbian, and even half of the straight women turn their heads. Where Alex oozed confidence in the classroom, Haley oozed confidence in life... and... Alex wanted that.
"I know so," Haley said, as she admired her sister's ripe body. "I'll be expecting to find you in such lingerie all the time now."
"I think I can do that for you," Alex agreed, as her sister unclasped her bra.
"I also love these big, juicy tits," Haley said, leaning forward and sucking a very hard nipple into her mouth.
"Oh yes, suck my tits," Alex moaned, having discovered that when her tits were treated this way, her nipples were an instant trigger to bimbo-ville. Her moral code and common-sense brain switched off, and all she wanted was to feel the pleasure continuing.
"Such hard nipples," Haley purred, loving to suck on her sister's tits.
"You get me all hot and bothered with just a single touch," Alex moaned, as Haley cupped both firm tits, and slithered her tongue down the valley, and then back up to the other erect nipple.
"I have that ability," Haley said, knowing she had a sexual aura that drew people to her, and a magic touch that stimulated people, especially women, in ways other people couldn't.
"That you do," Alex moaned as her other nipple was sucked, sending pleasure pulses through her core.
.....
Meanwhile, Claire was returning home. She was feeling guilty that perhaps she hadn't responded as supportively as she might have to her daughter revealing she was a lesbian. She felt the need to make it absolutely clear that she loved her daughter regardless of her sexual orientation, and that she would support her completely, come what may. She also needed to change her panties, which were surprisingly soaked. She texted Phil she'd be late, as she had to deal with an issue at home.
.....
Haley swirled her tongue around the nipple before sucking it into her mouth.
"Oh yes, I love your worshipping my big tits," Alex moaned, the one thing she had over her hot, popular sister, was bigger tits... and a bigger booty.
"And I love worshipping them," Haley said, as one hand went to her sister's pussy... which was already very wet.
"God, I just need you to fuck me right now," Alex moaned.
"Deep inside that big booty?" Haley asked liturgically, Alex always wanted it in her ass, so the response was the same every time.
"Yes, I need your cock in my asshole," Alex moaned, following the script but nevertheless speaking sincerely, as her sister sucked on her nipple and rubbed her pussy through her soaked thong... loving the dirtiness of the word 'asshole' over 'ass'.
"Who owns that asshole?" Haley queried, still following the liturgy, as she pulled the thong down her sister's legs.
"You do Haley, you own my huge tits, my big booty, my wet cunt, and my tight asshole," Alex declared.
Haley tossed the thong aside, slid her hands up both sheer-silk-stocking-clad legs, and buried her face in her sister's still hairy pussy... which retained the lone benefit of capturing her exotic, excited scent.
"Ohhhhh yes, eat my cunt," Alex moaned, having never uttered that word before her initial sexual rendezvous with her sister. Now she uttered it quite often, as she found the word hotter and nastier than pussy, or any other word.
Claire hurried back into the house, happy to see Alex's car was still in the driveway. She headed upstairs to her daughter's bedroom.
"You're so wet," Haley pointed out, as she cleared a hirsute path to her sister's pussy.
"All because of you," Alex moaned.
"And because of Mom too?" Haley teased, just as Claire was about to reach Haley's open doorway, when she heard voices, and her title referenced. She froze just outside the doorway, and eavesdropped like any caring mother would do.
"You're so bad," Alex moaned, having been tempted to grab her mother's head and shove it in her pussy when she'd helped take her thong off, and reattach the stockings.
Claire wasn't sure what she was hearing. She recognized both Haley and Alex's voices.
"Tell me you didn't think about Mom munching your pussy," Haley said, as she wiggled her tongue between her sister's pussy lips.
"Maybe a little," Alex admitted, thinking such a declaration wasn't overly twisted, after all they'd done together. She'd already committed incest with her sister many times, so adding her mother to the party wouldn't make her any more of an incestuous slut.
Claire's eyes went wide at what she was hearing. Her two daughters were talking about her sexually. And Haley must be the date Alex had said she loved!
"I bet Mom would be a good cunt-licking pet just like you are," Haley said wickedly.
"I'm sure you could make her submit," Alex said, the idea oddly turning her on.
Claire couldn't believe what she was hearing. Not only were they talking about her sexually, but it sounded like they were sexual with each other. And judging from the faint sounds she could hear now that she was paying close attention, they were having sex right now!
Haley got undressed to reveal she was in a black garter-belt and stockings, and an eight-inch strap-on. No panties or bra.
"Is that for me?" Alex asked, as she dropped to her knees and stroked the cock she loved... it always lasted so much longer than the few boys she had jerked off.
"For your asshole," Haley clarified, as she watched her sister sucking her cock.
Claire was paralyzed with indecision. The nasty admissions of her children had rocked her to her core, yet the dirty talk and clear sexual hierarchy between them reminded her of her own senior year, and of her best friend Joan who she'd used almost every day: she was eaten out after getting a load of cum from her boyfriend, she was eaten out while she read or did homework, she occasionally fisted Joan in the school bathroom, ate her puss when hungry (she preferred being in charge, but also enjoyed snacking on a delicious pussy) and she took Joan's anal virginity with a strap-on as they got dressed for prom (she had gotten the toy as a gift from a MILF neighbour she was also fucking)... back in her dominant lesbian days.
"Mmmmmm," Alex moaned, lubricating the cock before it went into her tight asshole.
"Yeah, maybe your next task will be seducing Mommy," Haley said, the idea having been lingering in her head, and now turning into a plan.
Claire knew she should walk in and stop this nonsense right now, and yet she seemed unable to move... although she felt her pussy tingling.
"I can't fathom ever doing that," Alex said, as she got onto Haley's bed on all fours.
"Did you ever fathom becoming your big sister's cunt munching, ass taking submissive slut?" Haley asked, as she grabbed the lube on her dresser and generously lubed up her dick.
Alex replied, loving to degrade herself in the heat of the moment, "No, I'd never considered becoming a bimbo asshole cum slut for my big sister."
Claire remained stunned. Alex sounded so much like her pet Joan back in her lesbian days. A sweet academic nerdy type, who once she was horny, turned into a nasty-mouthed submissive pussy-pleasing, ass-taking bimbo. She recalled when she would just snap her fingers and point to the floor, and Joan would immediately drop to her knees, crawl to her, and lick Claire until she came, or get on all fours and spread her ass cheeks for a good anal drilling. Claire had pushed that wild past into her subconscious when she married Phil, but now it was flooding back into her mind, body and pussy.
"You've heard Mom when Dad fucks her," Haley said, as she got onto the bed. "She gets pretty animated."
"Like mother, like daughters," Alex said, as she looked back to see her sister joining her on the bed.
"We're home alone," Haley said, "so this time I don't have to shove your panties in your mouth, or muffle your screams with a pillow."
"Just slam that dick in my asshole, Haley," Alex demanded, "I need it so bad."



"Mom got you all revved up," Haley teased, as she spread her sister's ass cheeks apart.
"Having her on her knees in front of me was pretty hot," Alex admitted. "I leaked into my thong. Thankfully she didn't notice."
Claire thought to herself... true, she didn't see the wet thong, but she did smell her daughter's nectar.
"Maybe she did," Haley said, as she bent down and licked her sister's asshole.
"Yes, eat my asshole Haley, shove that tongue right up there," Alex moaned, loving the feeling of a tongue on her asshole.
"Your ass tastes so fucking good," Haley said, loving to eat a nice fresh asshole, and Alex's was always clean and fresh.
Eating ass? That wasn't something Claire had ever done... or even considered... until now. The idea of taking a strap-on and bending over either of her daughters was suddenly marinating in her mind.
After a couple minutes of really lubricating Alex's ass, Haley knelt back up and positioned her cock at her sister's puckered asshole.
"Yes, Haley, shove that big dick up my butt," Alex said, dying to feel all of those eight inches deep inside her rectum.
"Butt is the best word you can come up with?" Haley asked, as she rubbed her dick around the cute asshole.
"Asshole. Shit box. Arse. Back door. Anus. Corn hole. Poop chute. He couldn't get it in me, so I rectum," Alex wickedly listed.
"Much better, you dirty slut," Alex said, as she slid her cock inside her sister's ass.
"Oh yes, fill my asshole," Alex moaned, as her pussy tingled as well.
Claire moved her hand under her dress and to her pussy as she listened... even though she knew it was wrong, she couldn't stop listening... it was like driving past a car crash; you shouldn't look, but you always do.
"God, I love fucking your tight asshole," Haley said, as she slowly fucked her sister's big booty, loving to watch her sister's wide ass.
"And I love you fucking my big ass," Alex moaned back, before adding, "so stop making love to my shit hole, and pound it."
Claire couldn't believe Alex's nasty mouth, or how much her own pussy was on fire. God, she needed a dick in her ass too, or a strap-on around her waist to pound her daughters' assholes. So curious and needing to see her daughters in their taboo wicked act, she cautiously leaned forward to see with her eyes what she was already listening to.
"You like it hard, slut?" Haley asked, even though she knew the answer.
"God, yes, you know I like being fucked like a cheap ass whore," Alex said, loving this chance to get as loud as she wanted.
Claire saw her daughters both in stockings. Her baby girl was on all fours, getting ass fucked by her older daughter. It was the most twisted... yet undeniably the hottest thing she'd ever seen. She'd never once considered incest... nor had she ever before seen her daughters in a sexual light (sure, she knew Haley was a slut, but that was somewhere else with some other people)... yet now she was finding herself doing both of those things.
"Beg for it, slut," Haley ordered, as she pulled the eight-inch cock out of her sister.
"Oh, please, big sister, shove that big dick up my asshole, and drill me with your cock until I come like the bimbo incestuous pet I am!" Alex begged, knowing the dirty talk turned her sister on as much as it did herself.
Haley slammed back into her, and rested deep in her sister.
Claire couldn't believe how dominant Haley was being. She wielded that plastic toy with all the confidence and skill of an expert cocksman... just like she had all those years ago, indeed like mother, like daughter, as she felt a strange sense of vicarious pride.
"Don't stop, Haley, I need to be ass fucked so bad," Alex whined.
Haley bucked her hips deep into her sister's ass three times while holding firmly onto her hips.
"Oh, mother fucking yes!" Alex screamed, the three deep thrusts reaching new depths in her asshole.
Claire was now rubbing herself slowly, enjoying the wicked show, wishing she was Haley, wishing she was the one fucking Alex in her ass... or perhaps instead topping her dominant daughter. There was a hierarchy as a parent, and there would have to be a hierarchy in the incestuous lesbian world, and she would be on the top. She shook her head at her incestuous thoughts, even as her pussy burned at the idea. She had closed that chapter of lesbian domination more than a couple of decades ago, but perhaps there would be a sequel (a sequel with the rare possibility of being better than the original).
Alex, coming up with a wicked taboo roleplay idea begged, "Fuck Mommy, Haley; fuck Mommy's asshole with your big cock."
Haley catching on for once, sex talk something she always caught on to, asked, "Does Mommy want her daughter's cock?"
"Yes, my big girl, fuck your Mommy and turn her into your anal sex slave," Alex moaned, as she wiggled her ass on the cock... wanting it fucking her again.
Claire was impressed by her one daughter's wicked tongue and her other daughter's dominant persona... apparently the apples didn't fall far from the tree at all. This was all a little too much... even for Claire. So wrong! Too twisted! So illegal even! Yet... yet... yet... so fucking hot!! Claire began rubbing herself faster as she lived vicariously through her younger daughter's roleplaying of her.
"Take it all, Mommy," Haley ordered, as she began slamming into her sister.
"Yes, baby, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy's ass, you're fucking Mommy so good," Alex moaned, her orgasm already rising following the wild day, the romantic admissions, the rough ass fucking, and the twisted roleplay.
"You want your daughter to be a mother fucker?" Haley asked, a term she found so hot.
Claire whispered to herself, as her own orgasm was building rapidly, 'Yes, baby, please be my mother fucker,' as she imagined sandwiching one of her daughters... fucking Alex in the ass while Haley was in her sister's cunt. Or better yet that little brat Haley riding Alex's dick with her pussy, while Claire took her eldest daughter's tight little ass and made it hers. Oh God, so many permutations of fun.
Alex echoed similar sentiments as her ass was fucked, "Yes baby, I want you to be a dirty mother fucker, and to make Mommy your incest pet."
"Then bounce on my dick, you cock-hungry Mommy-slut," Haley ordered, wanting to watch her sister really go to town on the dick.
"Yes Haley, Mommy will do anything you tell her to," Alex obeyed, as she began bouncing back to meet her sister's forward strokes. "Oh fuck, yes."
"Oh God, yes you will," Claire, the real Mommy, moaned, as she stepped away from watching, leaned against the wall and frantically rubbed herself, imagining being in control of not one, but two anal sluts.
"Oh God yes, I'm going to come, you're going to make Mommy come from fucking her asshole," Alex said, as she bounced back with all her might onto her sister's dick.
"Come on my cock, Mommy, come all over my dick, and declare yourself my slut forever," Alex ordered.
Claire declared to herself, as she covered her mouth with her free hand, as she came hard, "Yes, you'll both be my submissive sluts!"
Alex followed suit a few seconds later when she screamed, "Mommy's coming, Mommy's fucking coming, you dirty mother fucker."
Haley watched as her sister collapsed forward and trembled uncontrollably as she squirted her cum all over the sheets.
Claire listened to her daughter's declaration of euphoria while her own orgasm ripped through her like a tornado.
Haley removed her strap-on, flipped Alex, still coming, onto her back and asked, "Does Mommy want a homemade snack?"
"Mommy wants to eat her daughter's pussy so fucking bad," Alex said, as her sister lowered her pussy onto her face. She glanced towards the open door, and thought she saw a shadow moving in the hallway, just as her face was sat upon.
"Eat me Mommy, eat me good," Haley ordered.
Claire peeked in to see her older daughter sitting on her younger daughter's face. Part of her wanted to creep in, to crawl between Alex's legs and eat her ripe pussy. Part of her wanted to grab the strap-on to fuck her older daughter with and teach her a lesson to show her who was really is in charge. Part of her wanted to get into a three-way daisy chain. Yet instead, she did none of them... instead, she began slowly sneaking away, knowing she needed some time to process this shocking revelation and the reawakening of her sapphic lust.
Alex licked her sister's pussy even as she felt an ominous feeling of being watched. It couldn't be Luke, he was miles away. It couldn't be Dad, he was meeting Mom at the auditorium. It couldn't be Mom, she'd left fifteen or twenty minutes ago. What if Gloria had come over, maybe with grandpa? Shit, what if Manny was here? Alex began to panic.
"Eat me Mommy, eat your daughter's cunt," Haley ordered.
Claire could still hear her loud daughter as she reached the front door, just a couple feet away from safety...when her phone rang.
It was Phil.
Haley froze.
Alex froze.
Claire quickly rushed back to set her phone on the kitchen table, then hurried out, only taking extra time to very carefully and quietly open and close the door, then jumped into her car and raced away... as her phone continued ringing.
Haley nonchalantly finished getting her sister off.
Alex looked up with wetness on her face and said, "That's Mom's phone."
"And that's Dad calling," Haley said, the ringtone unmistakable.
"Shit," Alex said. "That must mean Mom's here."
Haley grabbed a robe and said, "I'll go check."
Alex got off the bed, threw her dress back on and followed closely, as the phone stopped ringing.
They got to the kitchen and Haley said, seeing the phone, "Mom forgot it here."
"Thank God," Alex said, a huge sigh of relief coursing out of her.
"Can you imagine if she'd been here and heard all that?" Haley speculated, laughing a little.
"I'd just die," Alex said, guilt once again coursing through her as it always did once the power of lust faded... or in this case, was extinguished completely as if by buckets of ice cold water.
"Or else we'd be having a family friendly lesbian threesome right now," Haley shrugged, a lot less fazed than Alex.
"Yeah, that's exactly what would happen," Alex said, her usual sarcasm back.
"Or a family sandwich with Mom filling the middle," Haley continued, still horny. She dropped her robe, hopped onto the kitchen table, spread her legs and ordered, "Now finish what you started."
"You're still horny?" Alex asked, shocked.
"Yes, Mommy," Haley smiled. "I need to get off so bad."
Alex wasn't horny anymore, but she couldn't resist her sister's sweet peach as she sighed, "You're going to be the death of me."
"Oh, but what a way to go," Haley smiled, as her sister buried her face in her pussy.
As Alex licked, she still couldn't get rid of this ominous feeling that she'd seen a shadow in the hallway. What if Mom was there... did hear... did see... and then left the phone in the kitchen not forgetfully, but deliberately, not to get caught after spying on them?
"Suck on my clit, Mommy," Haley ordered, her pussy on fire... for her, the idea of getting caught in the act by her Mom a major turn-on.
Alex obeyed, hungry for her sister's cunt cum, as she also tried to figure all of this out. If her Mom had come home and heard them, she would have barged right in and freaked out at great length... wouldn't she?
"Yes, Mommy, eat my cunt," Haley moaned, the idea of her actual mother being her pet really getting her hot and bothered.
There was no way their Mom could have been there. No way she would have just stood in the hallway and listened. No way she wouldn't have confronted them.
"Oh yes, Mommy, yes, I'm going to come, Mommy," Haley moaned, as she grabbed her sister's head and roughly began grinding up and down on her face.
Alex focused on getting her sister off, cunt cum superseding her worry, as she licked and licked and got ready to receive her sister's pussy juice.
"Yes, Mommy!" Haley screamed a moment later, as she came hard all over Alex's eager tongue and cute face.
Alex lapped up the taste of luxury as she tried to push away the nagging feeling that her Mom must have seen... or at least heard... them in the act.
Once her orgasm was done, Haley looked at the phone and said, "Can you imagine if Mom really had come back home and caught us in the act?"
"No, I can't at all," Alex said, even though that was exactly what she was imagining.
"That would have been crazy," Haley said.
"That's certainly one way to describe it," Alex said, as she continued slowly licking up her sister's cum.
"I think your next task should be to flirt with Mom," Haley mused.
"I think we've already played with fire a little too much," Alex said.
"Well of course, we're two hot women," Haley said cornily.
"Worst play on words ever," Alex appraised, as she stood up and stretched.
"I do love you, sis," Haley said, hopping off the table.
"And I love you too," Alex said, as they kissed again, and she allowed her nagging suspicion to be pushed aside.
Meanwhile, as Claire drove to the auditorium, a plethora of questions swirled in her head: how had her daughters ended up having sex together? Why hadn't she marched in there like a proper mother, raised hell and broken it up? Why did she instead masturbate like some pervert while she listened to her daughters fucking? Were they in love with each other? Would she really take a strap-on and fuck her daughters? Claire was now recalling her conversation with Alex before she'd left the first time. Would she really turn her two daughters into sexual submissives to her? What was she going to do now? Well, since she was already very late for the charity benefit, she figured she might as well make one more stop: at an adult shop.
.....
That night:
Haley drifted off to sleep without a care in the world... thinking how much fun it would be to be an actual mother fucker. She had actually fucked a few mothers... but being a fucker of her own mother would be the ultimate coup d'état.
Alex tossed and turned, as she still couldn't get rid of that nagging feeling that her mother had heard and/or seen them in the act.
Claire tossed and turned, even an ass fucking and multiple orgasms from Phil hadn't managed to quell the inner fire burning inside her. Mother fucker. Ass slut. Mommy pet. Incestuous slut. The shameful (yet mesmerizing) labels echoed in her head nonstop as she moved her fingers to her pussy again, and replayed the wicked scene she had eavesdropped on. She imagined both her daughters being cunt licking, ass taking, incestuous daughter sluts to her... the few toys she had bought tonight all needing to be broken in. Would that really be so bad?
THE END...
Coming next:
Modern Fuck-ily: Daughter Pets
Haley and Alex plan to seduce their mother, but their mother is planning to seduce and dominate her daughters.



        Sissification 101: Ch. 03

        Eric(a) gets pegged for the first time.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sissification-101-ch-03

Title: Sissification 101: Ch. 03

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Eric(a) gets pegged for the first time.

Tags: anal, crossdressing, gay, oral, pantyhose, pegging, sissified, sissy, stockings, submissive

Series: Sissification


Sissification 101 Ch 03

Summary: Eric(a) gets pegged for the first time.

Thanks to Eric who requested and helped plot this lengthy story.

Recap so far:

Sissification 101 tells the story of Eric, a mid-30s Asian, who has been hiding his sissy side curiosity for years until he is caught in pantyhose watching hypno-sissy porn by a very supportive girlfriend.

Sissification 101 Ch 02 as Eric begins his sissy training by getting his ass trained for cock and his tiny clitty caged by his girlfriend as the hierarchy is established with Joan in control.


6. PEGGED... A LOVE STORY
FRIDAY
Joan was already gone when I woke up; she was a morning person.
She left a note:
I want you in the white panties and the complete set of white lingerie all day, and of course the cage, since I have the key.
Looking forward to tonight.
Love Joan
The only thing I focused on as I read the letter was one word: love.
She loved me.
After a few of the craziest days of my life, each more amazing than the previous, I was getting ready for an even more amazing one: both romantically and intimately.
Today already hadn't gone as originally planned, as I'd told her I loved her last night, instead of waiting. That said, everything else was in line for the night of our lives.
I took the plug out.
I got out of bed.
Standing up, having been lying in bed the entire time I'd been in the cage, I realized how heavy it was.
It seemed, ever so slightly, to pull my clitty down.
I looked at myself in the mirror with my clitty caged.
It looked so pathetic and fragile.
I showered, which was a little awkward with the cage, especially while trying to wash my clitty.
I put on the lingerie... that challenge taking way longer than I'd anticipated. The garter-belt was difficult to figure out, and I didn't realize until I went pee that I should have put the panties on after the garter-belt and stockings, not before. Unfortunately I didn't have time to fix it, as I was already running late. Which made getting my clitty out to pee, even more of a struggle.
I went to work, and it was the longest day ever.
First, all I could think about was Joan, and the night ahead.
Second, every second Friday Joan's entire department had the day off, so she wasn't even there.
Third, I couldn't focus on anything, as I imagined Joan wearing a strap-on, or Joan taking Carter's BBC in one of her holes (I could just tell he had a big cock).
Fourth, Joan teased me all day.
A morning text: Just a picture of her strap-on and some lube lying on her bed. My clitty desperately tried to get excited, but thwarted by the brass ceiling.
I texted back: Who is that for?
But she didn't respond to my playful banter.
At 10:00: A picture of just her feet, her toenails freshly painted ruby red, in black nylons. My clitty desperately wanted to salute the beautiful, perfectly manicured toenails, but the cage said, Nope!
I texted back: Those look perfect. I can't wait to worship them as they deserve to be worshipped.
At 11:00: A picture taken by someone else, of her at a salon getting her hair done.
I texted back: You look amazing, honey.
At noon: A picture of a gloryhole with the caption, Don't you wish you were here?
My clitty so badly tried to answer that one with some action, but was denied entry, a constant reminder that 'you know who' was in charge of it.
I texted back: I hope we go on a date there someday soon. We could both gobble up all the chocolate we could handle.
Every single time, she was ignoring my responses, or at least not replying to them, which was frustrating. And because of my chronic insecurity, a little rattling... even though if I stepped back for some detachment, it seemed pretty obvious I had very little, if anything at all, to worry about.
At 1:00: A picture of a white woman between a black woman's legs. It wasn't Joan, but her question was hot... How badly do you want to see me eating a chocolate cunt?
I responded: My clitty tries to destroy the cage when you ask a question like that.
No response from her.
At 2:00: A picture of a black cock... a big hard black cock. Just visiting Master Carter. Don't worry, I didn't do anything other than watch him stroke and get hard so I could take the picture.
Oh fuck.
Carter's dick was huge!
Easily 10 inches.
Thick.
Majestic.
Captivating.
Mouth watering.
Cage rattling.
I had nothing against her sucking or fucking him... although if I had a choice, I'd want to be on hand to watch.
I responded: Please tell Master Carter his cock is mouth watering, clitty crowding in the cage, and amazing.
At 2:10: An open mouth displaying a big lake of white cum in it. I promise I didn't touch his big black cock, although I wanted to so badly. I didn't suck it, or let him fuck me, although I promised he'd be our first if we decided to follow through with serving a BBC Master for the two of us. That said, he insisted I catch his big load, and savour it for you. I obeyed, as a good submissive will do for ANY BBC.
God, I needed out of this cage.
If I had the key, it would be unlocked and I'd be spewing my load in seconds, I imagine.
Yet I didn't have the key.
I was completely helpless, and at the whimsical mercy of my beautiful girlfriend.
I texted back: You're a very lucky BBC cum slut... which I hope I get to join you in being VERY, VERY, SOON. PS: my clitty has a headache from her day of desperate attempts to salute every picture and message you've sent me.
Still no response from her... it was amazing how needy I was becoming. I needed her validation. I needed her voice. God, this was definitely love.
At 4:00: A gif of a guy getting spit-roasted. A BBC in his mouth, and a strap-on wielded by a hot blonde at his back end. The message this time had me aching in ways I'd never felt before: Carter and I discussed trying this position with OUR sissy.
Our sissy.
Holy fuck.
That should have terrified me.
I'd willingly given myself mind, body, soul and caged clitty to the woman I loved... and it seemed that with that willing submission I was also surrendering all my freedom, plus any vague semblance of normalcy (if that even existed anymore) to a black college stud.
Each text made my clitty ache with frustration.
And with discomfort.
And acceptance.
I replied, making it clear I was ready to replace that guy: My mouth and pussy exist only for my Master's and my Mistress's pleasure.
I pressed Send, feeling a rush of adrenaline course through me, as my clitty struggled against her restraints uncontrollably, like a desperate fish on a hook.
For the first time she texted back, just a single word: Soon.
And at 4:30: Go to your office... NOW.
I was actually just shooting the shit with Kevin, a partner, when the text arrived.
"I've got to get going," I said. Kevin knew, and even cared, that today was our four-month anniversary, as he was a romantic guy who still brought flowers home to his wife... weekly.
"Joan?" he asked.
"Yep," I nodded.
"Enjoy tonight then," he said, completely unaware of the new power dynamic that had surged into place for us this week.
"I imagine it's going to be life altering," I said, thinking of that strap-on.
"Don't go in there demanding too much of yourself," he cautioned. "Just be who you are."
"For the first time in my life, who I really am is exactly who I'm being," I said, feeling so liberated not to be living a lie anymore. Well, I was definitely living a lie to Kevin and everyone else who knew me... but with the one I cared about the most, I was completely naked in every conceivable way... although physically naked only when it was allowed.
"That's great," he said, and then joked, "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."
"I'll try," I smiled, as I headed to my office, wondering if Joan was there, and thinking it unlikely that Kevin ever got pegged.
To my surprise, she wasn't.
But there was a giftwrapped box on my desk.
Having no idea what it was, just knowing I'd be better off if no one saw my gift. I closed and locked my office door, then unwrapped the box. According to the outside, it was called a Dual Vibrating Egg for Penis and Anal Vibrating sex toy.
My phone rang.
It was Joan.
"Hi, honey," I greeted, looking forward just to hearing her voice.
"Hey, baby," Joan replied. Just those two words, and my heart melted. "How was your day?"
"Nowhere near as exciting as yours.''
"Everything I did today was for you, baby."
"Everything?" I teased, slightly scoffing.
"Well, I did receive some benefits from doing them, for sure," she admitted cheerfully.
"Was the chocolate satisfying?"
"I'm sorry to say that I was just allowed to have the creamy filling," she said. "Although I was really tempted to gobble down that chocolate whole."
"I can imagine," I said, visualizing my beautiful girlfriend on her knees sucking that young big black cock.
"You're imagining me sucking Carter's big black cock, aren't you?" she nailed me.
"I plead the Fifth," I responded with a slight chuckle, in awe of how well she knew me.
"I'll take that as a 'yes you most certainly would like to see me with ten inches of Carter's big thick black cock in my mouth'," she said wickedly.
I responded, countering her nasty words with some of my own, although I whispered them, somehow nervous to be heard outside my office, even though I knew that would be impossible, "Or seeing that big fat youthful cock slamming into that pink pussy of yours."
She jumped right back with, "Or even rooting up my tight asshole."
I countered, each of us upping the other's sexual ante, "Or tearing apart my virgin cunt."
"Okay, you win," she laughed, before adding, "although that virgin cunt is mine."
"Well, that goes without saying," I said.
"On that happy note, what do you think of your gift?" she asked.
"It looks, umm... confusing," I said. Basically it was a couple of bright-coloured smallish objects connected to each other with electrical wiring; and that was it. "Umm... I'm guessing the one shaped like an egg should go in my ass."
"That's right, and I expect it to go in your ass right now," she said. "I left some lube in your top left-hand desk drawer."
"Okay, but what about the other one?" I asked.
"It's a clamp, and usually it would go around a cock," she said, "but you don't have one of those."
That hurt, yet turned me on.
"It could also go around your clitty, except for that tiny thing being caged," she added, humiliation compounding humiliation... which only added to my complete sexual submission. "See if it can fit around your cage."
"Okay," I said.
"Do it now," she ordered.
"Okay," I repeated.
"Okay, what?" she snapped.
"Okay, Mistress," I corrected.
"Good girl," she said. "First of all, see if the clamp fits around your cage. When I bought it on Monday evening, I hadn't even thought of caging you yet."
"Okay, Mistress," I said, taking my pants down.
I grabbed the toy, awkwardly worked it inside my panties (I really should have put the panties on outside the garter; it had been a complete inconvenience this way all day). Although not a great fit, it did fit around the cage, just awkwardly.
"It kind of fits, Mistress," I reported.
"Good. Now lube up the egg and slide it in your pussy," she ordered.
"Okay, Mistress," I replied, getting more excited with each order she gave me.
"You love being told what to do, don't you?" she asked, as I opened my desk drawer and saw the lube immediately. She likely should have put that somewhere a little more discreet, but it wasn't for me to criticize.
I admitted, "It's like you can read my mind."
"Well, we're both very similar kinds of sexual deviants," she said. "We have lots of the same kinks."
"Well, there is that," I laughed, as I coated the smallish egg with lube. This would be a lot easier to slide into my pussy than the last plug, and also assumedly easier to walk around with.
"You like being my slut?" she asked.
"I love it," I admitted, as I stood up, positioning myself to slide the egg inside my needy cunt.
"I know you do, my slutty, sissy pet," she said wickedly.
"Oooooh," I moaned softly as the egg slipped inside my pussy.
"I heard that. Is it in?"
"It is," I answered. I then added, "Umm... but according to the packaging, there should be a remote."
"Should there?" she asked with such blithe innocence that I knew she'd taken possession of it.
"I can't wait to see you," I said, having been looking forward to this special night even before it had become a sexual special night.
"I can't wait to see you too," she said rather sweetly. I was anticipating more of a disparaging response, so her tender answer made me smile. I hoped this was more how she truly felt, and her endless putdowns were just playing the game to make me happy in the twisted fashion I needed.
"Six o'clock," I said.
"Don't be late," she said.
"You're the one who's usually late," I pointed out, me always striving to be at least ten minutes early for any appointment.
"Yeah, yeah," she said. "I've got to go, Got to finish getting ready."
"Love you," I said, the words flowing off my tongue so smoothly.
"Love you too," she replied, and hung up.
It was crazy how we could segue from two completely opposite modes in a moment: from dominant Mistress vs. submissive sissy sub, to two lovers uttering sweet, tender, declarations of love to each other.
I pulled up my pants and sat down, my pussy so well trained by now it easily swallowed the egg whole, giving me no discomfort at all. And the padlock on the cage wasn't noticeable at all, my having rotated it beneath my scrotum so as not to give me a bigger looking package.
I finished work. Well, really I played five games of Clash Royale, before I left the office to head out for the night of my life.
But first I went home.
Changed clothes... well, not all my clothes, the lingerie remained, but I did at long last undo my stocking clasps, take my panties off (weird saying my panties), re-clasp the stockings, and put the panties back on where they should have been in the first place. There was a lot to learn about being a girl.
That felt way better.
I grabbed the bracelet.
I drove to the restaurant and arrived twenty minutes early.
Joan, as usual, arrived ten minutes late. I was already seated, and had wine poured for both of us.
I didn't see her arrive... I felt it.
Buzzing started in my pussy.
Intense buzzing, with wild sporadic patterns and vibrations! Whoo!
I had to grab the table to steady myself, as the toy stimulated my prostate perfectly, and my clitty also tingled with mind-numbing pleasure, while the vibrations also rattled my cage (and thus my clitty, and fortunately not very loudly).
A moment later Joan arrived where I could see and greet her, and like the gentleman I was, I stood up for her. She smiled and said, "You look handsome."
"You look amazing," I returned, admiring her red dress, black stockings (I assumed they were stockings on an occasion like this), and five-inch red heels.
"Don't I always?" She asked, as she leaned in and kissed me, her hand reaching around to my ass.
"Always," I agreed, as she squeezed my ass.
"You're literally vibrating with excitement," she playfully punned (which, to my surprise, is an actual word).
"I've been thinking about you all day," I said.
"I've been thinking about you all day too," she replied as she sat down... as did I. Although very cautiously, as the buzzing continued at an intensely pleasurable pace.
"Well, now we're here," I smiled.
"Yes, we are," she smiled, as she took a sip of her wine, and a moment later the vibrations shut off. She said, "I probably shouldn't have made my entrance so... shall I say, titillating. Because the rule tonight is no sex talk during dinner."
"Agreed," I smiled, as our waitress came by, and we ordered a couple of appetizers and our entrees.
I won't bore you with details of the next hour, but we chatted about where we should travel this summer (she wanted to go to Italy... it's her dream trip, although she wants to hit all of Europe whenever time and money will allow), we discussed why most of the best music was in the 1980s or earlier (including that back then everyone wrote their own music, and could actually play an instrument (auto tune should be illegal)), we agreed that the best movies were action movies with some humour, and we pondered when we should introduce each other to our families (concluding, albeit with a little trepidation, her parent's 40th wedding anniversary in three weeks would be the best time).
I thought this would be a good moment to pull out the jewelry box and place it on the table in front of her. "Just a little something for the woman I love."
"You shouldn't have," she said, taking the box.
"Yes, I should have."
"All right, yes, you should have," she laughed as she opened the box. "Oh, it's beautiful!"
"I hoped you'd like it," I said, having spent a long time looking through a variety of bracelets before choosing this one.
"I love it," she said, her smile and red cheeks confirming she really did. "It's so sweet."
"And I love you," I smiled, loving those three simple, yet all-empowering words.
"I love you too."
The waitress arrived, and we ordered a cheesecake to share.
"So, this play may be a little too much for you," she cautioned.
"How so?" I asked. I love musicals, which stereotypically may explain my sexuality crisis. Yet I wasn't gay. I loved Joan, and she turned me on both before and after she caught me in the act, per se. However, I was beginning to accept I may be bisexual. Or more of a natural cuckold, if that's a thing. Who knows? Labels are always annoying, as they try to pigeonhole everyone too restrictively.
"There are a lot of black men in this play," she smiled.
I laughed as I countered, "Then It could be too much for you, as well."
"Touché! So it should get us both all revved up."
"With someplace to go," I sang, playing on the Meatloaf song and our plans for after the musical.
"Indeed," she smiled, as the cheesecake arrived, and the buzzing in my clitty and pussy resumed, this time at a lower setting.
"Nice," I said, controlling a moan, as the waitress assumed I meant the cheesecake.
"Enjoy," the pretty girl said.
"Oh, he will," Joan spoke for me.
She walked away looking a little perplexed, just as a shoeless foot reached between my legs.
"Horny?" she asked, as I reached down to grasp the sheer, silky foot.
"Pretty much twenty-four seven," I replied.
"The cage is working, then," she deduced.
"It seems to be," I nodded. "It keeps me in an almost perpetual state of frustrated arousal, which I guess is the point."
"Hey, that was me when I was still single," she joked.
"And that's also every guy around," I replied, as she put pressure on my crotch. "Ever."
"Touché again," she smiled, as she reached out her fork for another bite of our cheesecake.



Thereafter we ate our dessert in silence... the only noise being a faint buzzing in my pussy... that even I could barely hear, and I wasn't sure if Joan could hear it at all.
We finished the cheesecake, I paid the bill, and we strolled out hand in hand... the buzzing suddenly stopping... which was both good and bad. I was really enjoying the teasing pleasure in my nether region, but I wasn't sure I wanted to walk through downtown in a state of frustrated horniness.
The theatre was two blocks away, so we walked. Just enjoying the evening air and each other's company.
We entered the theatre.
We stood in line together chatting away about whatever, to purchase glasses of wine.
We chatted.
The buzzing started up again.
She smiled, as she pulled out the remote, "I really like this thing. And especially the look on your face whenever I exert my power."
"I bet you do," I said.
She shut it off again. "Just a tease for later."
"I'm not sure I can take much more of that kind of teasing."
"Too bad, you'd better get used to it," she said, sipping on her wine.
Three hours later, we left the theatre following a wonderful show. Humming soul music, we went to Joan's car to fetch a travel bag she insisted was vital to the rest of the night, we summoned an Uber, both of us having had a couple more drinks than the law would allow before driving.
Joan, not too concerned about the driver, or perhaps deciding to give him a drive to remember, said, "God, I can't wait to get to your place and really fuck the shit out of you."
"Don't you know I'm more than just a piece of meat?" I joked, not any softer than she'd been.
"You are?" she asked as if this was news, as she gave me a surreptitious wink.
"Yes, I have feelings too," I pointed out.
"No worries, you'll be feeling me," she countered, her meaning lost to the Uber driver but not to me.
Deciding to enhance the driver's shock I said, "I can't wait for you to take my virginity, dear." He would likely think, Who is this thirty-something Asian virgin?
Although that wouldn't last long as Joan clarified, "You see, Howard," that was the driver's name, "I'm pegging him for the first time once we get back to his place."
"Oh," the driver said, clearly shocked and a little uncomfortable.
"God, I'd suck your tiny dick right now if it wasn't caged," she added.
"Up to you; you're the one with the key," I pointed out, the idea of her lips wrapped around my clitty making my cage rattle, a bit more figuratively this time.
"Oh shit," she said.
"What?" I said, her tone worrying me.
"I have no idea where I put it!"
"Really?" I asked, that scaring me a little. I liked the cage. I liked the discipline. I liked giving her all the power. But I couldn't fathom her never being able to take it off me even if she wanted to.
She didn't speak for a few seconds, long enough for my stress to grow alarmingly, before she laughed, "It's all right sweetie, I have the key."
"I hate you!"
"I thought you w-w-oved me," she whined, suddenly all baby talk.
"I can't stay mad at you," I said.
"Because you w-w-ove me?" she asked, pouting. God, she even pouted sexily.
"A little," I answered.
"Onwy a widdle?" she carried on with her spoiled little girl act. "Just wike your clitty is widdle?"
"Oh, that widdle thing? Yes, I love you much more than that," I reassured my widdle girl.
"Thank God," she said, before adding in a normal voice as Howard pulled up to my house, "In case you didn't catch our drift Howard, my boyfriend's dick is really small."
He stopped the car without comment, but I did think I saw an embarrassed cringe.
"Her strap-on is a lot bigger than my clitty," I added.
"And you're about to take it up your tight virgin cunt."
"And I can't wait. Thanks for the ride, Howard," I said.
"But now my boyfriend's about to really go for a ride," she added.
"Have a good night, you two," Howard said, clearly discomfited by the entire situation, and happy to see our backs.
We got out of the car, went directly up to my bedroom, and she pushed me onto the bed.
I complained playfully, "Hey, I think the man is supposed to do that."
She refuted, "No, the Mistress does everything, and the sissy gets things done to her. Until the Mistress changes her mind, of course."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as she got onto the bed with me and began kissing me.
And right before the wildness that was about to occur... dominant sex... sodomy... my sissification getting enhanced... we shared some tender intimacy.
We kissed.
Nothing more, nothing less... for a good ten minutes.
No talking.
No groping.
Just our lips pressing together and our tongues dancing with each other. Oh yes, and sighs. There was lots of sighing.
She broke the kiss... I would have remained in this moment of sweet tenderness forever... although I was really dying to see what was under her dress and to cross my next frontier of sissihood (I know that's not a word; perhaps it should be).
She looked into my eyes... with love and caring. "Last chance to change your mind."
"Do you want to change your mind?" I asked, hoping her answer was no. I'd found my soulmate, and I hoped she still wanted to explore all the devious fucked up kink I'd only ever dreamed of doing.
"Not at all," she said. "But I want to make sure you're one hundred percent certain you want to do this. Once we go through with it, we won't be able to unsodomize you afterwards."
"But I have a pussy, you've said it yourself," I pointed out with a smile. "And you can't sodomize a pussy."
"Okay then," she smiled back. "But my point is the same, just in different words. You can only have your virginity taken once."
"Agreed. And since you ask, I'm one hundred percent certain I want to lose it to you," I said. Considering that this discussion was about a girl about to ass fuck a guy... not to mention about a woman transforming a man's masculinity into femininity, it was an incredibly romantic one, and I wanted to make that very clear. "Bottom line Mistress: I love you, and I want to do everything with you, and to do everything I can to please you, for the rest of our lives."
"Wow! I really felt that. You're the sweetest man I've ever met," she professed sincerely.
"And you're perfection," I replied.
She leaned in and kissed me again.
This time for just a few seconds before she broke the kiss again, got off the bed and said, "Then I guess it's clear that your commitment to this course of action is totally settled, and therefore so is mine. So going forward..." and she jumped back into a playful mode... "you want to see what I bought just for this special occasion?"
"Yes, I do," I said with bated breath.
"I'll be back in a minute," she said. "Why don't you get out of that misleading man costume? For the rest of the night you're to be who you really are... a sissy slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as she grabbed the travel bag we'd collected from her car and left the room.
I got undressed, as intense high-speed vibrations resumed in my cunt.
Not getting completely undressed, of course; I left on all my wedding night attire.
White lingerie.
With white stockings attached.
Looking into the mirror, I looked incredibly feminine.
I also looked incredibly sexy. (Which isn't as conceited as it might sound. I'd never seen myself looking anything like this before, and I was blown away!)
My overly feminine body, which had always been my second largest insecurity (after the size of my penis), had suddenly become an asset.
I admired myself in the mirror, wondered if perhaps I should begin painting my toenails, and then I began posing for myself. I was bending over to check out my ass, when Joan walked in.
She startled me by asking out of the blue, "Admiring your girlish beauty, my sissy slut?"
I turned around about to quip something, but instead I froze and gasped. I'd expected that she'd been wearing something sexy underneath her dress all evening, but nothing could have possibly prepared me for what I was suddenly staring at.
"Like?" she asked, as she posed for me in a black leather teddy (although that's a very inadequate descriptor for a dominatrix goddess outfit), which was attached to black stockings, and black five-inch-heeled boots that went up to her thighs. She undoubtably looked like a Mistress.
"You look unbelievable," I moaned, helpless from lust, unable to remove my stare from the entire package that was Joan. She looked radiant, and equally dominant. The strap-on cock pointing directly at me completed the ensemble, making her into dominance personified.
"I know I do," she said, as she turned around to show off the seams going down both legs. (If your Mistress has a seam down the back of her stocking, you know she means business.)
"Wow, just wow," I said, as my clitty desperately tried to break through the cage that was keeping her down.
"Like my new necklace?" she asked, turning back around to show it to me.
I looked at it and noticed that besides it being a very nice delicate gold chain... it also had a key suspended from it... assumedly my cage key.
I said, "Very nice."
"I thought this would be a convenient place to keep it, so I could lock or unlock your cage anytime and anyplace.'
"Good idea," I said, desperately hoping I'd be uncaged tonight.
"So since you're dying for me to unlock your cage," she said, reading my mind again but probably not needing much clairvoyance this time to do so, "you have a task to perform. This cock isn't going to suck itself," she hinted broadly.
I began to walk towards her, eager to take her cock in my mouth, but she stopped me in my tracks. "Nope! Crawl, sissy."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, having read those exact words many times in a variety of domination stories by silkstockingslover. Usually the statement was made by a dominant woman addressing a submissive woman; and at this moment, I realized, the same was true here.
Joan was the dominant female.
I was the submissive female.
Joan was going to train me to be a submissive sissy slut.
I was going to obey without hesitation every order given me by my dominant Mistress.
I lowered myself to my knees and then, like a good pet, I crawled the few feet to my Goddess of a Mistress.
"You like being on all fours, Erica?" she asked as, with my hands still on the carpet, I sat on my haunches before her.
"I do indeed, Mistress," I replied, bending down and kissing her boot.
"Nicely done, except that I require balance at all times. Kiss the other one, too."
I did.
"Now turn around, I want to see that pussy," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, turning around and showcasing my arched back and feminine ass proudly, posed as if I were a top competitor in the annual Westminster Kennel Club Dog Show in New York City.
"Reach back and spread those cheeks nice and wide, so I can get a really good look at that pussy," she ordered.
I had to abandon my championship bitch pose and far less gracefully, I rested my head on the carpet so I could do as she instructed.
"Pull those ass cheeks apart wider," she ordered.
I pulled them as far apart as I could possibly go.
"Shit, I think we'll have to manicure those nails one day soon," she observed.
"I was already thinking of painting my toes," I admitted, keeping my ass cheeks wide.
"Oh, we'll be doing your fingernails too," she promised.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, a little self-conscious about having my fingers painted, and then going out in public.
"Now come and get this cock nice and ready for your virgin pussy," she ordered.
Part of me still couldn't believe this was happening... my greatest fantasies coming true like this... it still seemed unreal... like the best, and also longest, dream ever.
Yet my caged clitty, my all-white lingerie, plus my girlfriend's black dominant attire all made it pretty clear. This wasn't a dream.
I knelt before her and took the black (of course) cock in my hand. "What a great cock," I admired, even though it was quite small for a black one.
Six Inches.
And thin.
"It's just a beginner cock," she said. "Your pussy couldn't possibly take my two bigger black cocks," she said and paused for a moment, "yet."
As I stroked the cock I said, "I can't wait to be able to take every big black cock you can find into my needy cunt."
"All in good time," she said, as I licked the shaft up and down... something I liked having done to me.
I did this for a few seconds before she ordered, "Now suck it, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, getting a rush of adrenaline every time she gave me an order... my clitty continuing desperately to try and salute this beautiful goddess... pleasure denied for the past few days really driving my core existence crazy.
I opened my mouth and took the delicious cock in my mouth, as the vibrations again resumed inside me, this time more intensely than ever before. "Oh fuck," I moaned just before I wrapped my lips around Joan's cock.
I bobbed slowly on the cock, still getting used to the strange yet natural feeling of having a cock in my mouth... albeit only a plastic one.
God, I really wondered what a real cock would feel like between my lips... deep inside my mouth.
"A sissy slut bobs on a cock, she doesn't fucking make love to it," she scolded.
I followed her instructions as I began to bob on the cock, determined to take all six inches in my mouth. I wanted to be a great cock sucker, especially when the inevitable opportunity to suck Carter's big black cock, or any other big black cock, was offered to me.
"That's better," she encouraged, moaning softly.
Was she getting turned on from watching me suck her cock as much as I was stimulated from sucking it?
I had four inches going easily in and out of my mouth, and I tried taking a little bit more with each forward bob. I was determined, come hell or high water, to take the entire six inches into my mouth.
"That's it, keep taking more and more between those pretty cock-sucking lips," she encouraged, constantly reading my mind.
The strange compliments continued enhancing my inner pleasure and lust, even as my outer pleasure was still completely restrained by the cage.
A dozen bobs and I had five inches in my mouth... which gave me a rush of excitement as I got closer to deep throating all six inches.
"Getting closer, faggot," she said from above me, that term always seeming harsher than others.
I was a sissy... hard to argue, as I loved dressing up.
I was a cuckold... I definitely wanted to watch Joan getting fucked by BBC. I wanted her to have the massive orgasms from a real dick that I couldn't give her physically, but that I certainly could assist her in reaching with others.
I was a cock sucker... well, I wanted to be. I already had a plastic cock in my mouth in part to practice with, and I wanted nothing more than eventually to suck to completion a BBC.
I also wanted to taste a load of cum.
I wanted to take a facial.
I also was curious to get fucked... today by Joan's strap-on... another day by a BBC.
Yet, I wasn't sure I was a faggot. In fact, I probably wasn't one, since I got turned on by women. I didn't find men sexually attractive... just cock... and more accurately, just black cock.
I didn't want to kiss a man.
I didn't want to hold a man's hand.
I most certainly didn't want to date a man.
Could you imagine me flirting with Carter? I think not.
Could you imagine Carter flirting with me? That would be just plain wrong.
I just wanted to suck and get fucked by BBC.
As I pondered all this... which in essence was just semantics... just boxes... just labels that oversimplified who people were... And who was I? I was who I was today, while tomorrow I might be something a bit more or less... as simple as that.
I took the final inch of my practice cock in my mouth.
I felt like I had won the Stanley Cup.
"Good girl," Joan moaned, congratulating me on my first ever deep throat. Sure it was only six inches, but after taking all of it for the first few times, I could now take it easily, without gagging at all, which was thrilling! Hopefully I would soon have larger... and actual... cocks in my mouth and down my throat.
Joan pulled out and asked, "What do you want, Erica?"
"I want your cock, Mistress," I responded instantly... my mind now switched to sexual submission cruise control.
"Where?" she asked, tapping my lips with her cock.
"In my cock sucker mouth, or if you would be so kind... in my virgin ass," I replied forthrightly, dying to feel the pleasure and pain of anal sex... the constant buzzing having been driving me wild ever since Joan had left to get changed, and had then returned to play.
"In your what?" she interrogated, tracing my lips with her cock.
"Sorry, silly me," I apologized, having briefly forgotten my new gender. "In my pussy, my cunt; I desperately want to feel your black cock pounding my virgin pussy."
"Better," she approved, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the bed.
I crawled, like an obedient puppy, on all fours to my bed.
She ordered, "Take off your panties."
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, starting to stand up.
"But do so while on all fours," she ordered.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, thinking this would be a lot more challenging. I moved my left hand to my panties and tugged them down, but after only an inch or so they were caught on the cage.
I did the same on the other side, more forward than to the right this time, and with three yanks, the panties had managed to get past the cage, although it hurt like hell while they did.
It then took me another thirty seconds to slowly pull the panties down side to side, bit by bit, to my knees.
I raised my right knee and pulled the panties over it.
I did the same thing with my left knee.
After that it was easy: I just used my right hand to sweep my panties down my calves, over my feet, and off.
It literally was a workout; I was sweating afterwards.
"Good girl," she chuckled, clearly amused by all my tussles.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, realizing I was also slightly out of breath.
"Climb onto the bed and roll onto your back," she said. "I need to see your caged clitty."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, crawling onto the bed and then onto my back, the vibrations in my pussy and clitty still continuing relentlessly, although now my cage was swinging around whenever I moved.
"How has wearing a cage been for you?" she asked, as she crawled between my legs.
"Intense," I answered, that one-word answer pretty much encapsulating every feeling that had come with wearing the restrictive device.
Intensely humiliating... as I allowed Joan to take control over my manhood.
Intensely frustrating... as my clitty was constantly stimulated, yet ignored.
Intensely stimulating... I'd been constantly horny and on edge.
Intensely consuming... the cage had taken complete control of my attention, making it very difficult to focus on anything else.
Intensely life-altering... in one wild week, everything had changed.
She smiled as she cupped my caged dick, "The dear thing really is small."
"I know," I said, her humiliating words enhancing the pleasure consuming me.
"I mean ridiculously small," she said, bending down to get an up close and personal look at my pathetic little caged clitty.
"I know," I whispered, my heart filling with shame.
"And yet so easily excitable," she said, as she massaged my clitty through the cage, and then moved her finger up to my lips.
I sucked a very small amount of pre-cum off her fingers. I wondered how much leakage I'd had today... the constant stimulation throughout the day as my clitty begged for the attention and release the cage refused to allow.



She moved her hand around, inspecting my clitty in the cage. "I don't think very many men could possibly fit their cocks into this tiny thing."
I replied, "Only tiny sissies like me." Although I had to assume that some men with bigger dicks, and perhaps even the odd one with a large cock, had fantasies of sissification, or at least of giving handing over control to a powerful woman.
"I would think so," she said. She cupped my balls and said, "On the other hand, it feels like there's a pretty big load in here."
"That load has been rising and falling for days, now," I said; it felt like an eternity since I'd last come.
"Your balls do look cute, all shaved like that," she said.
"Thanks, Mistress," I replied. I imagine very few men would appreciate being told they had cute balls. Telling a guy he really had balls would be a nice compliment. Adding the word 'cute' would completely reverse the sentiment.
"Let's get you back on all fours," she ordered, slapping my caged cock.
I grunted, "Oooooh," as I obeyed her command... thinking I was finally about to take a cock up my ass... sorry, my pussy.
"God, you almost have a hotter ass than I do," she said, as she slapped it playfully.
"No one is hotter than you," I said loyally, as she pulled the egg, still vibrating, out of my desperate pussy.
"That's true," she agreed, as she shut it off and tossed it onto the bedside table.
"So," she said, my body trembling as she moved behind me, somehow already having lube with her. "What should we do next?"
"Probably be best just to slam that black dick in your sissy slut's cunt," I answered, feeling a rush go through me at saying such sick and twisted words.
"I don't know," she said, as she lubed her dick generously. "I'm not sure you really want to be fucked, and forever become a two-hole bimbo for dick."
Fuck, she had a nasty tongue.
More wicked than any porn star's.
This being a live scene way hotter than any scripted film.
The truth was that real life was always more fascinating than fiction.
I responded, almost pleading, no, strike the almost, "Please, Mistress, I really, really DO want you to be the first to take my virginity and make me your bimbo fuck slut. PLEASE train my pussy so I can take big black cocks and become the two-hole fuck box I was born to be."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she moved right behind me and I felt her cock move between my ass cheeks.
"Just slam that big dick inside me," I moaned, preparing myself to feel a dick in my ass... my pussy. I knew there would be some pain, some discomfort... but all I cared about right now was becoming Joan's sissy slut... taking a cock in my virgin pussy... being sodomized... a word I found so hot.
"God, you're such a slut," she purred approvingly as she grasped my hips and slowly penetrated me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned in a very feminine tone as I felt her dick slide inside me. Maybe it was the butt plug training, maybe it was the lengthy buzzing from the egg, or maybe it was the complete sexual rush of submission... but I didn't really feel any pain... just an intense sensation as my clitty tried to harden.
"Your cunt is swallowing my dick," Joan said, as the cock kept going deeper and deeper into my no-longer-virgin pussy.
"Oh yes, it feels so good," I moaned, wondering how many inches my pussy could take. I learned a moment later it was at least six... as Joan's body was resting against mine... her cock completely inside me.
The moment was transcendental.
After years of being the one penetrating another (when I got lucky) ... being on the other end was surreal. Being the fuckee instead of the fucker was a completely different experience.
"Your cunt took it all, my sissy slut," she said, her hands remaining on my hips.
"Feels so good," I groaned, this experience continuing to be completely cathartic... years of fantasy, years of wondering, suddenly coming to fruition in one perfect moment of time.
She bucked her hips, making her cock somehow reach deeper than I'd thought possible, since she'd already been all the way inside me.
"Ooooooh," I whimpered, a sudden pain hitting me.
"Oh yeah, take it bitch," she said, giving me five quick, rough, deep thrusts.
"Ooooooooooh, aaaaaaaah," escaped my lips, although it didn't sound at all like me. No, it sounded more like a high-pitched scream from a teenage girl.
"Yeah, you love my dick, don't you?" she growled, seeming to really enjoy this other kind of power she had over me.
"I fucking love it," I moaned, sounding like the slut I was becoming.
"I'm going to fuck you good and hard," she said, as she began pumping her cock in and out of me.
The sensation when I was fucking someone was constant stimulation to my penis, as the pleasure grew and grew until I erupted.
This was different.
Strange would be the best descriptor.
Strange in the fact that the entire exchange felt wrong... as if we were shattering the previously unshakable hierarchy not only of society, but of evolution itself.
But I don't mean wrong in a bad sense.
Just that it was completely strange, and unorthodox, and even unnatural to be using an inevitable 'exit only' hole as an entrance.
This too was impossible to explain, as the unnatural feeling was actually an added turn-on. I was breaking the norms, flipping them 180 degrees per se, and I was deriving intense pleasure from that realization.
It was humiliating... which was something a man was never supposed to allow.
It brought me humility... as this role reversal allowed me to view sex in an entirely different light.
It also brought me the most amazing sexual rush of my life, although that was limited by the cage preventing my tiny clitty from swaying around or getting at all hard.
Nevertheless, As Joan started fucking me in earnest, I let go completely. When I was the one fucking her I tended to be quiet, physically energetic of course, but audibly just enjoying myself by listening to her moans. I didn't let out many sounds when Joan was giving me head.
Yet tonight as she penetrated me, I lost control, or maybe gave it over. My moans were loud! Lustful! Desperate! The cage likely enhanced the desperation, since for the first time ever, my clitty was completely removed from the action. I couldn't even rub it against the bed. And again, the noises escaping my lips weren't masculine at all.
This fulfilling desperation (yeah, sounds nuts, doesn't it?) only increased as she began fucking me even faster.
"Oh yeah, you love this cock in your cunt, don't you?" Joan moaned, seemingly also turned on by this hot role reversal.
The sounds escaping my lips that I didn't even know I could make, revealed that I too was in a new world of euphoria as I replied, "Oh yes, I love your cock pounding my cunt!"
The feeling was overwhelming.
The pleasure was unlike any I'd ever experienced, as my prostate was pleasured, and I discovered my male g-spot.
Similar I suppose to shutting your eyes during sex intensifying your other senses, my pleasure seemed to be even more intense, since the cage was keeping my clitty from hardening, even as it desperately attempted to become the Hulk and break free of its shackles.
I also felt completely vulnerable, as I was giving myself up, along with any shred of my remaining masculinity, to this amazing woman.
She stopped, deep inside me, and ordered, "How badly do you want my dick?"
"So badly," I moaned, desperate for her to resume fucking me.
"Show me," she ordered. "Fuck yourself on my cock."
I didn't even hesitate, and began to bounce back on the cock... riding it like a horny desperate slut.
"That's it," she encouraged. "Ride my cock."
"Oh yes, I love your cock," I moaned, getting a new rush from being the one fucking myself.
"What are you?" she queried after a couple minutes of my riding her cock like a porn star.
"I'm a slutty sissy," I moaned.
"What else?" she asked, as she slapped my ass. Crack!
"A bimbo for cock," I added, as my ass burned from the unexpected slap.
"And?"
"Your submissive fuck toy," I declared, these self-declarations adding to my humiliation and excitement, bouncing up on the cock, and feeling my cock within its cage bouncing all over the place.
Another slap. Smack!
"God, you really are one eager bimbo slut," she mused, as I moaned from her cock, and from the slaps on my ass.
"Yes, your bimbo slut," I moaned, as I received a third slap, even as I bounced back onto her cock. Whack!
Suddenly she pulled out and ordered, "Flip onto your back."
I did, suddenly feeling so empty and wanting that dick back inside me, desperate to feel so completely full again.
She hopped to the floor, then grabbed my ankles and roughly pulled me to the end of the bed.
I felt so helpless, which I cherished.
"Lift those legs up," she ordered.
I did, as I grabbed the backs of my knees and looked up at her with lustful desperation. She looked down at me with dominant aggression.
She cupped my caged clitty and balls and said, "This poor little thing looks so pathetic and desperate."
"It's never been so numb before," I replied, although a pleasurable ache was consuming the rest of me.
Joan kissed the hairless region around my caged clitty... which made it flinch. She gave me a splattering of kisses as I watched, wishing the cage wasn't there, so she could suck it if she wished.
I noticed she'd left little lipstick marks all around the area.
Her upper arms rested against my hands behind my knees as she slid her cock back into my gaping hole. I moaned as exhilaration coursed through my body, this position making me feel even more vulnerable than before, since I was far more open to her.
Legs up.
Spread.
Joan able to see my caged clitty.
Joan able to see the ever-changing expressions on my face.
As she resumed fucking me, I got what could only be described as a case of the warm fuzzies. As raw and carnal as this was, this new position was shockingly intimate.
"Oh yes," I moaned, as I was able to watch her fuck me.
To watch her body.
To watch her expressions.
To watch her cock going in and out of me.
It was so fucking intimate... and hot... and primal... and so fucking wrong, which made it feel so fucking right.
Thank God I was caged, or I would have come in seconds. "Oh yes!" I cried out.
"Oh yes, what?" she asked as she held my legs open.
"Oh yes, keep fucking me," I moaned as my clitty begged for release, and the only things in the entire universe I could possibly want right now was her cock inside me... to be her sissy slut... and to keep being fucked.
"God, you look so hot with my dick in your pussy and wearing your sexy lingerie," she said, admiring me the same way I was admiring her.
"You look so hot too... fucking your sissy slut in your dominant Mistress outfit," I reciprocated, feeling so dirty, so kinky, so fucking slutty... the ultimate euphoria.
"I love pounding this tight fucking pussy," she added as she began thrusting hard and deep into me.
"Oh yes, fuck me," I whispered, as my body was writhing in lust as the pleasure consumed me... nothing coming close to this excess of pleasure in my entire life... coursing through my entire body, even as my clitty, helplessly walled away from the action, nevertheless continually tried to break free from its metal cage.
"God, you're such a natural sissy slut," she said, slamming into me.
I couldn't explain it, but it felt like this was what my body was built to do. To get fucked! Hard! Rough! Deep!
Nothing had ever felt so right in my whole life.
Nothing in my life had ever been more simplistic... there were no complexities... just an understanding between Joan and me that she wanted to fuck me, and I needed to be fucked.
We were raw animals, both fulfilling our primal needs.
"Does your clitty need to come out and play?" she asked, as she moved a hand to my caged clitty.
"Oh God, yes," I writhed, as I so desperately needed to come... like never before.
"You're leaking rather profusely," she observed.
I couldn't feel anything leaking out of me, just a constant state of hovering at the ultimate peak of arousal with nowhere else to go.
"Oh please, don't stop," I moaned, as she pounded me hard.
She pulled out and said, "Don't move; like it or not in the short term, you need a pit stop."
"Please hurry, I need your cock back in my cunt so bad," I pleaded like the pathetic slut I had become. All I wanted was cock. Her cock! All I wanted was to be fucked. By her!
As I continued holding my legs up, I wondered how pathetic I must look.
She removed her necklace.
Anticipation coursed through me.
She slid her cock back into me, lodging all of it in me, and remained in place while she unlocked the cage.
I trembled uncontrollably.
She removed the cage, set it aside, and resumed fucking me. "Such a cute clitty," she mused as it instantly sprang forth... to its full four and a half inches.
"Ooooh fuck," I trembled uncontrollably, as in fifteen seconds, maybe less, following only a few deep hard strokes from Joan, I shot my load up in the air like a one-gun salute delivered by my tiny cannon! Or maybe by a water cannon!
"You pathetic little slut, couldn't you hold it?" she laughed, I'm sure knowing full well there was no way I could have possibly held back, given the extremity she'd driven me to. She continued fucking me as my enormous load that had been building up for days, splattered her all-black attire, and also as my clitty flailed around every which way, still shooting, some landing on my bed, some on my chest, and even more of it who knows where.
"Oh, God," I moaned weakly, as the most intense orgasm of my life ricocheted through me like a pinball of pleasure.
"You came without your clitty even being touched," she said, as she didn't slow down her deep thrusts.
"And that's never ever happened before! I'm such a sissy slut," I declared, as the orgasm still continued... unlike the three to five seconds of pleasure my orgasms usually lasted.
"You're my sissy slut," she added as she pulled out, rolled me onto my side, got behind me and slammed back into me.
"Oh yes, I'm your sissy slut," I agreed, as my clitty remained rock hard as she fucked me and continued pleasuring my prostate, which I was learning, allowed the orgasm to linger long after its initial eruption, and totally unlike most male experiences, seemed to be allowing a second orgasm to build upon the first one.
This position was different, as the angle was different, which led to a different pleasing of the prostate.
I was completely at the mercy of pleasure.
Of cock.
I begged, the sensation continuing to go directly to my clitty, which was throbbing completely, "Yes, please keep fucking my cunt."
"Such a tight pussy you have," she purred, as she reamed me from behind and caressed one of my nylon-clad legs.
"I love your cock so much," I declared, unable to control my emotions at all.
"I love fucking you so much," she replied.
For a couple more minutes she fucked me roughly, my clitty constantly throbbing, my body on fire.
She pulled out, pushed me onto my back, and she quickly got out of her strap-on harness. "God, that was so fucking fun."
"So fucking fun," I parroted in agreement, smiling at her use of the word 'fucking'.
"It got me so fucking hot and bothered," she said, as she tossed the harness off the bed.
"You got wet from fucking me?" I asked.
She straddled me and dropped on my clitty as she said, "So fucking wet."
She began riding me, and although it had been less than ten minutes since I'd been uncaged before almost immediately unloading a massive eruption, I was about to burst again!
I warned, after being inside her wetness for maybe thirty seconds, "I'm going to come again."
"Come deep inside me," she moaned, "or as deep as my sweet little sissy can," as she stabilised herself with both hands on my chest, and really rode me.
"Oh fuck, yes," I grunted, as I spewed my second load in ten minutes, this time inside my beautiful girlfriend's pussy.
"That was quick," she said, as I filled her.
"Sorry," I moaned, embarrassed at my inability to please her sexually, or even to last long enough to get her off.
"Not to worry; I know how exciting all this has been for you, Erica. Besides, you can finish me off the way you're best at," she said, getting off my clitty and straddling my face, and offering me an added attraction as my cum leaked out of her pussy, plopping right on my face.
Hungry to taste her, to eat my cum, and to get her off, I leaned up and buried my face in her cream pie.
I hungrily lapped up my cum.
"That's it, eat your cum, you dirty cum slut," she moaned, clearly turned on.
"I love cum," I declared bimbo-like, as I eagerly lapped her pussy.
"Cum... yours or someone else's... will be part of your new diet," she decreed, as she began grinding on my face.
I kept my tongue extended as I received a face wash from a blend of my own cum and her wetness.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, as she aggressively ground on my face for her pleasure.
I licked the best I could for a couple minutes, until she grabbed the back of my head and came all over my face... a massive gush splattering me.
I lapped up as much of it as I could, almost suffocated by her pussy.
A moment later, she let go of my head and collapsed beside me.
I rolled onto my side and said playfully, "That torrent almost drowned me, so you must have come."
"So good," she moaned, trembling slightly.
"I love you," I said, admiring her beauty as she enjoyed the afterglow of orgasm.
"I love you too," she said, as she also rolled to her side, bringing us face to face.
"That was wild," I said.
"It was a wild rush," she added.
"Yeah, it was way more intense than I'd even imagined," I admitted. "And I've been doing lots of imagining in the last few days."
"No regrets?"
"None."
"Me neither," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
It was a tender kiss for a minute or two, before she sat up and said, "You should go pee if you want, before I put the cage back on you."
"Ohhhh, a cage-free pee treat," I said, that actually exciting me.
I went pee... standing up.
In a cohesive stream, instead of droplets flying everywhere.
It was liberating.
I returned to the bedroom (after washing my hands, of course) and she was out of the boots but still in the lingerie, as she sat on the edge of the bed.... cage in hand.
I walked over and watched her lock my clitty back in the cage.
She then got into bed and said, "Get in here."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, climbing under the sheets.
"Honey, when the sex is done, I'm your girlfriend, your lover," she said. "And although I think it makes sense for me still to be the one to decide when your clitty should and shouldn't be caged... I think you're happier that way... any other decisions we can make together, as equals."
"God, I love you," I said, kissing her.
"And wait until you see what I have in store for you tomorrow!" she said, when she broke the kiss.
"What?" I asked, instantly curious. "What do you have in store for me?"
"That's for me to know and you to find out at the right time," she said, kissing me once more, and then cuddling into me.
God, I was the luckiest man... sissy... guy... girl... whatsit... in the world.

The end... for now.
Coming next: Eric(a) and Joan both get their BBC they have been craving.
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Summary: Mom serves as virgin son's prom date and....
Note this is A Love The One(s) You're With 2020 contest story.
Prom 2020: Mommy Helps Out
David wasn't the least bit surprised when this year's prom was cancelled, but he was nevertheless very disappointed. Truth being told, he originally had no intention even to go to prom... he hated everything about all the juvenile high school traditions, and he couldn't wait to leave his little backwater home town and attend college, where he would have the chance to hang with other academics... but his sweet girlfriend had really wanted them to go together, and she had even made it clear she wanted to do what everyone else (said they) did at prom... lose their virginities... and thus he had taken a complete about face, and had been really looking forward to it.
But alas, COVID-19 reared its ugly head.
And instead of her at least being available to do 'prom things' (hint hint) without the actual prom, Debbie had gone to the lake with her family, where the great outdoors gave them plenty of room for having fun even with social distancing, leaving David home alone with his mom. Not that that was entirely a bad thing. He loved his mom, it had only been the two of him since his dad died unexpectedly when he was a baby, so being stuck quarantined with her wasn't much different than the life he had already been living with her for as much of his life he could remember. Besides, he was mostly an introvert, and would rather be quietly at home, than out at a party or school event.
"So I have an idea," his mother Pamela... who felt she was way too young to be facing empty nest syndrome at her tender age of 37... said.
"What's that?" David asked, setting down a book from the upcoming fall's college syllabus: War and Peace, which was ridiculously long, and had a large cast of people, all with unpronounceable and quickly forgettable names.
"The two of us can have a home prom together," Pamela said, having found her husband's tux he had worn nineteen years ago when they had gotten married; it was classic black, and thus it never went out of style.
"How?" David asked, looking at his mom in her pantyhose (well, plus all her other clothes), and like he always did, his cock getting hard. Fortunately for him, she had continued wearing them every day, even when quarantine had required her to begin working at home. She was a psychiatrist, and she still cared for a full schedule of clients, although now she did it from home, using Skype or video calls, and emailing prescriptions to pharmacies. She still dressed up for work as if she was leaving the house, although she could have been naked below the waist and her clients would never know. (Although her grown son most definitely would, on the rare occasions he walked silently off-camera through their living room!) But of course she never would, for a multitude of reasons. One reason being that she refused to get complacent and lazily casual during these stressful times, but instead, attempted to live her life as if she weren't now living it almost entirely at home.
David's mom was a very pretty big-boned woman, which unfortunately in today's social media-obsessed, size-zero culture, meant many people considered her fat. She wasn't fat, just ask her son. Chubby perhaps, but truth was, she was a very attractive full-figured natural woman... with huge tits, a big ass, and great legs. She also had enticing blue eyes you could sink into and drown, and her smile could be sexy or sweet, depending on who she was aiming it towards.
"You want to know how? Come with me to my bedroom," Pamela said.
Those were, verbatim, the very words David had fantasized hearing many, many times, from various women and girls. He really liked Debbie of course, but he also had a secret crush on his English teacher Mrs. Walker. And he dreamed of fucking Beth, the blonde-haired, blue-eyed cheerleader... who oddly resembled his mother. But his greatest fantasy, just like many other boys (this next being something he had discovered through massive research in the form of reading endless online porn) was to bone his mother. He had been stunned when he realized that the stories about incest on Literotica were by far the most popular, that there were forums where people, mostly guys of course, but also more gals than one would expect, chatted about their fantasies or even realities of having sex with their mothers. (Yes, of course he assumed most of these so-called true life episodes were lies... but nevertheless, the idea really excited him, and his ad hoc surveying gave him a 0.01% chance (that's only one in ten thousand, but still more than zero) that he might one day sleep with his own mother.) And then he began watching and reading incest porn (most of it was step-mom, but some was staged or written as being authentic).
"Okay," he said curious to know what she intended, and needing a break from the endless book, that could also be used as a weapon for bludgeoning, it was so thick and heavy. He still hadn't decided whether he loved or hated the novel... he figured it would depend on whether the ending turned out to be worth the endless read.
Pam took her son's hand to lead him down the hallway. This was something she had always done, although now he was pretty much grown, not in public anymore. She did it not because she was some pervert, but because it was touch, which she missed greatly ever since her husband's passing, and it provided her with a natural, intimate connection between her and her son.
David far from minded holding his mother's hand... it had used to make him feel safe and secure, and now he simply enjoyed any opportunity to touch his mother... his cock rock hard, from admiring her cute feet and legs in their sheer pantyhose.
Reaching her room, Pam said, pointing to the tux laid out on her bed, "Try this on."
"You rented a tux?" David asked, surprised to see one in their house.
"No, it was your father's," she explained, pointing at the picture on her wall of their wedding day, where his dad was wearing the same exact tux.
"Wow," David said, as he looked at the tux.
"I think it will fit you," Pam said.
"Okay," David nodded, appeasing his mother.
"I'll give you a few minutes to try it on while I start getting dinner ready," Pam said. "Call me when you're ready to model it for me."
"Okay," David nodded. Once the door was closed, he got undressed and put it on. He didn't have a proper dress shirt on hand to go with it, but the pants and jacket fit him perfectly. He opened the door and called downstairs, "Mom!"
Pam returned a moment later and smiled warmly, her heart beating a bit faster as she gushed, "You look just like your father!"
"I do?" he asked, only having pictures to remember his father by.
"So much," she nodded, amazed at the resemblance.
David looked into the full mirror on his mother's bedroom wall. He couldn't believe how different he looked in this tux. Somehow it made him look more handsome, in the same way he always thought a pair of nylons made a girl look hotter.
"Your dad would be so proud of you," Pam said, admiring her son. She was so proud of him. He had worked hard in high school, and as a result had been offered scholarships to just about every major school in the country. He had also performed the man's work at home (he was great with tools just like his dad, and had become a great cook, preparing most of their dinners, because of his mom's erratic work schedule... which had become even more intensely erratic with this whole COVID-19 crap taking over the world).
"Think so?" David asked, this mother not talking about his dad very often.
"Oh honey," Pam said, coming over and giving him a tit-crushing hug. "You know he would be amazed at how well you've turned out."
"That's mainly because of you," David complimented back, loving the feel of her huge tits against his chest. His cock, that had deflated, was back up to full mast in a cock-beat. He knew his mom felt insecure about her parenting skills at times, and he also knew reassuring her was a good idea.
"Oh honey, I love you so much," she said, tears beginning to roll down her face upon remembering he'd be leaving home in a few months.
"I love you too, Mom," he replied, feeling a little guilty that he so loved feeling her big tits against his body, and because his cock was so fucking hard right now. He couldn't help it, but his cock flinched against her leg.
Pam was surprised to feel what was obviously her son's penis twitch against her leg. She wasn't sure how to react to that. Was he getting hard because of the hug? For some reason was he hard because of her? Was he simply hard because he was an eighteen-year-old boy?
She released her son, the hug having continued way longer than any she'd given him since he'd been a young boy, feeling very emotional because seeing him in his dad's tux made it obvious her son was turning into a man, and because in this tux he struck such a striking resemblance to the only man she'd ever loved. She couldn't explain it, but at this moment, for the first time ever, she was seeing her son as a man.
David didn't understand what he saw in her eyes, but he definitely saw something, so he asked, "Are you okay?"
Pam glanced down to see how obvious it was that her son did indeed have an erection, and the answer was very, as she answered, "It's just sometimes I still miss your dad, and I just remembered that you'll be gone pretty soon, too."
"Oh, Mom," David said, knowing it had been just the two of them for a long, long time. "Maybe I should find a school closer to home."
"No, no, no," Pam said, wiping her tears and feeling bad for making her son feel bad. "You've worked way too hard not to go to Harvard like you've always dreamed of ."
"You're not wrong, I have always had my sights set on going there, but I hate the idea of leaving you here all alone," David said, which was true. For his entire life, all he he'd known was living with just his mom, and conversely, that was all she had been doing for eighteen years, as well.
"To tell you the truth, I hate it too," Pam admitted. "But I'll figure it out." Changing the subject as she wiped a few tears from her eyes, "but let's not dwell on that; let's plan our Prom 2020."
"Okay," he agreed, not very excited about it, since there was no way their festivities would include what he had previously been planning... to lose his virginity with Debbie. But he knew his mom wanted to do this, so for her sake, he'd put on his big boy tux tomorrow evening and show his sweet mom the best time he could.
"Okay," she nodded. "Tomorrow is prom. We'll both get dolled up, dine on a delivered dinner from the best restaurant in town Le Chateaubriand, have a dance or two together, maybe even take some pictures, and do whatever else you want."
I'd love to lose my virginity to you, he thought to himself, but he just nodded, as he glanced down at her nylon-clad feet, "Sounds great."
"Sweet," she said, a word that had long fallen out of popularity, yet was still his mother's go-to word.
"Yes, Mom, saccharine sweet," he teased, something he did every time she said it.
"Teasing your old mother isn't very sweet," she objected mildly.
"You're not old, Mom," he pointed out the obvious. "There are women at your age who are just starting to have kids."
"Maybe that's true, but I still feel old," she sighed.
"Well, you're not," David said. "And I don't want to hear any more about it, unless you're fishing for compliments; in which case I have plenty to choose from."
"Fine," she smiled, She then posed playfully, "Then I'm a hot babe."
"You're joking, but I hope you know that every guy in my school, even the assholes, or rather especially the assholes, all think you're hot," David pointed out, having on many occasions seen guys checking out her big tits and ass.
"I can't imagine," Pam said, flattered to think so. Truth was, she had been oblivious to men ever since Sam's passing, focusing on just her work and her son. She had been in two rather brief and anti-climactic relationships over ten years ago, but both had failed; mostly because she couldn't help comparing the men to her deceased husband. Although at a medical conference a couple of months before COVID had hit, she had daringly tried out her first experience with a woman. A younger woman had hit on her at a bar where the conference was hosting a poker night. So tipsy, lonely and horny, she allowed herself to get fingered in a bathroom to orgasm, subsequent to which, curious, she went down on the girl, licking her to a rather loud orgasm while some other women were in the bathroom. It was exhilarating, even the walk of shame when she and her paramour emerged from the stall to be greeted by some playful applause, and the experience had made her feel sexually alive for the first time in years.
"Mom," David said, noticing his mom a bit distracted, decided to cross a line he likely shouldn't cross, yet felt the need to do something excessive to make his mother feel better, "please don't be offended by this, but if you weren't my mother, I'd be completely in lust with you."
"Really?" Pam asked, flattered by her son's words, and not interpreting them in the inappropriate way he'd meant them.
"Mom, you're incredibly sexy," David added, before figuring he may as well throw this next thought out there too, "plus, unlike all my classmates, even unlike most of my teachers other than Mrs. Walker, you wear pantyhose."
"You like pantyhose?" Pam asked, that having been his father's fetish. She had actually hated pantyhose as a teenager, until she met Sam. He revealed he liked them after a few dates, and thus she started wearing them all the time for him. He appreciated it, as he would massage her nylon-feet at school, in the car, and at their homes. She discovered there were various qualities of pantyhose. The kind she wore originally had been cheap and itchy; but the kind she wore in her senior year of high school and ever since, were sheer silk stockings... and once she could afford them, including many luxury brands from Europe, where hosiery was still fashionable, unlike here (although over there, they call pantyhose tights, and thigh high stockings are called hold-ups).
"Yeah, I do," he nodded, glancing down to her nylon-clad feet, and doing it quite obviously for the first time, and he added, "it's probably your fault."
She had long noticed her son checking out her feet in nylon, and this time she felt flattered. She knew as a psychiatrist that some sons become sexually aroused by their mothers (although she hadn't applied that thought to David until this very moment). She responded, "Actually it's your father's fault; his fetish was nylons, and I've worn them in memory of him ever since."
"So it's like father, like son, so if I check out your legs, I'm just honouring my dad's memory?" David joked, now not even pretending he wasn't staring at his mother's nylon-clad feet.
Pamela knew it was a little wrong, but she was enjoying the attention, so she wiggled her toes, as her husband had been particularly obsessed with her toes in sheer nylons... although she hadn't bothered to paint her toenails since the quarantine began. She would definitely make a point of doing so for tomorrow evening! As she recalled her husband's eight-inch cock, that used to bring her to multiple orgasms, she couldn't help but wonder if her son had also inherited that impressive gift, and with that thought secretly in mind, she said, "There is no one I'd rather you be like."
"And there is no one I'd rather have for a mother, not even some hot movie star," David said, his dick dying for attention.
"I'm going to finish making dinner, and then while we eat, let's watch Wheel," she said.
"Sounds good," David nodded, that being his favorite hour every night. Partly because he really enjoyed Wheel of Fortune and Jeopardy, partly because he loved how excited his mom got when she knew an answer, and partly because it usually meant an unbroken hour of his getting to stare at his mom's nylon-clad legs and feet.
Twenty-five minutes later they were eating dinner, guessing puzzles, and David was slyly admiring his mom's legs.
Pamela had never paid any attention to his fixation in the past; although she'd been vaguely aware of it, she had just focused on answering the puzzles, and then on answering the clues by forming questions. Yet tonight, she couldn't help but view her son in a different way. For one, she noticed he was constantly admiring her legs and feet, not just from time to time, like she had thought. For two, she now couldn't stop noticing the many similarities between her deceased husband and her son. The slightly crooked smile, the dimples, his constant glances at her, the affectionate (and even slightly horny, she now saw) look in his eyes. She couldn't explain it, but more than once she thought she was looking at her husband instead of her son.
Usually his mother was so focused on the puzzles and questions that she was completely oblivious to his constant glances and stares. But this evening, every time he admired her legs in the beige nylons she usually wore (4 days a week, black two days a week, and cream colour on Sundays... not that he kept track or anything, no, certainly not), she seemed to catch him looking... or sometimes instead, when he turned his head, she was already looking at him with what he could only describe as a perplexed look.
For them both, it became a strange game of cat and mouse, although neither quite realized they were playing it. David would get caught admiring his mom's feet, so he'd look away; Pamela would be looking at her son instead of watching the show, and then when his head began turning her way again, she would turn away.
Pamela, for a couple of reasons, decided to wiggle her toes and move her legs far more than she usually did. At first just to test her theory that he was checking out her legs and feet; and then once she had decided he definitely was, to tease him... she knew it was wrong, and she had no idea why she was enjoying her son's attention (other than because of her being physically isolated from the rest of the world, she was quite naturally starved for attention), but she was enjoying it... especially when she saw him adjust himself on more than one occasion; which brought her to the third reason: she was antsy herself, and a little horny.
David was confused by his mother's reactions, and by her slightly flushed cheeks.
Pamela was confused by her own reactions, and by the way that tonight she was constantly seeing her late husband in her son, who was very alive indeed.
That night David jerked off while reading erotic Mom and Son stories, while unbeknownst to him, his mother masturbated while imagining her husband was still alive, and he was fucking her like he had all those years ago: hard, rough, deep... although as she came, three fingers in her pussy while she spanked her clit with the other hand, it was her son's face that popped into her head!
David went to sleep, curious about what his mom would look like tomorrow, all dolled up... her very words.
Pamela went to sleep disgusted with herself. What kind of horrible mother has such twisted thoughts about her very own son?
.....
The next day, Pamela painted her fingernails and toenails red for the first time since the quarantine had begun. She applied her make-up with great care. She put on some glossy, bright red lipstick. She didn't know why she was going the extra mile with her undergarments, she certainly wasn't going to try and seduce her son, but she wore a fancy garter-belt and stockings for the first time in months. (She did wear the ensemble on occasion, just to feel sexy while she was out and about, even though no one else would know.) And tonight she even wore a thong (which she often wore, as she liked them... always had).



In the early evening David put on his tux, with a powder blue dress shirt and a sparkly button cover at his neck this time, thinking that based on his mom's plan... that she would be his prom date... he knew that afterwards he would be jerking off tonight, but even before then, that the evening would proceed in a wild kinky way where, like with his original plan with Debbie, he would lose his virginity tonight, if only in his late-night fantasies.
Pamela walked out, wearing a red dress and matching five in open-toed heels, and mocha stockings (a darker shade of beige that really showcased her legs, and contrasted so perfectly with the red). She knew she looked pretty hot, and even her huge tits were well showcased, while still being appropriate for the family pictures they'd be taking.
David was already downstairs, getting the tripod and the timer on the camera ready in front of their bookshelf. When he saw his mom, he was so startled by how sexy she looked, that he actually said what he was thinking, "Wow, Mom, you look amazing!"
"And you, my dear man, look absolutely dashing," she smiled, flattered by the compliment, even thought she was expecting it, and admiring her son, who was looking so stunning himself.
"I know," David said, posing seductively, or at least he tried to look seductive.
"You're no longer my little boy," Pamela said, which made her memory of his cock flinching against her leg yesterday pop into her head. I bet it's as big as his father's was!
David was tempted to make a quip about his eight-inch cock (8¼" to be exact... he'd measured... which although he was a virgin, he knew from porn and research was considered pretty impressive, so he was indeed no longer anyone's 'little boy'), but instead he gave a subtler hint, "Well, I am the man of the house."
Pamela smiled, as she thought to herself, I definitely need a man in my house, "Yes you are."
Neither realized the other was entertaining inappropriate thoughts about them. David thinking about his hot mom like he always did, and Pamela trying to process the new confusing feelings inside her.

"Well now that we're agreed that we both look as good as James Bond and whichever beauty he's with in this movie we're taking their place in, let's take some pictures," Pamela declared, trying to ignore the innuendo she'd thoughtlessly put forward... Bond invariably had sex with his beauties... and she also tried to push away the thought that her son looked fucking hot, and to ignore the confusing tingling in her pussy and the inexplicable slight wetness that had leaked into her thong.
"Sure," David said. "I have it all set up."
"You're amazing."
"I really am," David joked back.
"And humble, too," the mother smiled, as they headed to the living room.
"I really am," David repeated.
"Brat."
"I really am."
Pamela shook her head, His ebullience is just so cute! as they reached the spot for the photo shoot. She said, "And the camera can be timed?"
"Already done," David said, and he added, "I have it set up so after I press the button, it will take the first picture in twelve seconds, and then the next ones every seven seconds, until I go over and stop it."
"So this could be a real photo shoot with endless shots," Pamela said.
"With you as the hot model," David slyly said, tonight easily being the most flirtatious attempt in his life.
"Wait a minute, it's your big day," Pamela pointed out, even though she appreciated the compliment.
"Okay, it's my big day because I get to pose with a hot model, and it's your big day because you get to pose with your own hot model named David. So it's our big day," David embellished sweetly. "I couldn't have done any of this.. schoolwork, scholarships, being the hottest man in this entire room... without you right by my side."
"And don't you forget it," she said, poking her nose in the air and asking faux snootily, "so camera lackey, where do you want me?"
On your knees sucking my cock, was his first thought, but he said out loud, "Well, standing right beside me makes sense, doesn't it?"
"Yes, it does," the mom smiled, loving how sweet her son was being
"All right," David said, as he went to press the button. "Are you ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," she said, wondering how to pose.
"Okay," he said, pressing the button and going to his mom. "Now just look at the camera and say 'limburger'."
"Okay," the mother said, as they stood side by side.
"And smile," David added, as he draped his arm around his mother's waist.
The gesture was harmless and normal. Yet feeling her son's hand on her waist excited her. She put her arm around his too, looking away from the camera just as the first picture was snapped.
"Oops," Pamela said.
"Just keep smiling," David laughed.
"Okay," the mother said... just as the next photo clicked. "Damn it."
"Maybe we should have gotten an actual photographer," David laughed, as he moved his hand ever so slyly lower down her hip.
"No more talking," she said, looking at the camera with her big smile, even as she noticed her son's hand moving ever so little lower.
They took three pictures in a row, all of which seemed successful, and then several more in other poses, before they were done.
Pamela asked, knowing her son loved seeing her nylon-clad feet, and her feet already sore from the heels she hadn't been wearing regularly, "Do you mind, honey, if I take the heels off?"
"Your feet sore?"
"A little; it's been a while since I've worn heels," she said, slipping out of them and wiggling her toes.
"Do you need a foot massage?" David asked, having wanted for years to give one to his mother.
"You don't have to do that," Pamela demurred, recalling how her husband had done that every single day during her pregnancy, and how amazing it had felt.
"I know I don't have to," David said, "but I think you deserve it."
"I do miss your dad doing them," Pamela said, as she compliantly sat down on the couch.
"So you're saying you haven't had one in eighteen years."
"I guess not."
"Well, since I'm the man of the house, I should be taking over the duties dad would be performing if he was still here with us," he said, as he too sat down on the couch ... having just given her a not-so-veiled hint that he'd be willing to assume the so-called 'duty' of fucking her.
"Well then, once you finish doing my feet, you'd better hop to fixing the leak under the sink; chop chop!" she teased, as she swung her legs around and settled her feet on his lap.
David couldn't' believe this was happening... sure this wasn't anything anywhere close to having sex with his mother, but it was the closest he'd ever come. He moved his hands to her left foot and said, "I'll do anything you need me to, Mom."
"I'll keep you to that," she said, as she let out the slightest of moans at his soft touch on her foot.
"You okay?" David asked, loving to hear his mother moan.
"Yes, what you're doing just feels really nice," she said, explaining her moan. It wasn't anything sexual... certainly not!
"Then just relax and let it happen, Mom," David said, as he began massaging the sole of her left foot.
"Okay," she said, enjoying the foot massage... her first in almost two decades; she didn't even realize the tops of her lace-top stockings were within clear view of her son.
David massaged her for a few minutes before he noticed his mother wasn't wearing pantyhose like he had thought, but a much sexier garter-belt and stockings, which of course made his cock twitch under his mother's leg... which in turn, she couldn't help but notice.
Pam did indeed notice her son's cock twitch against her leg. She asked, "Is my leg too heavy on you, honey?"
"No, no, no," he replied, likely far too urgently and quickly.
"Okay," she said, before adding, "Can you do my toes, too? Your dad always did the toes, and I loved that part more than anything!"
"Your wish is my command," David said, again offering her anything and everything... sky's the limit... as he rubbed her pinky toe.
"Your dad used to say that too," Pamela said, unable not to see her husband in her son.
"Well, since I'm the man of the house now, I'll happily do everything he'd be doing if he was here," David said, even more bluntly implying he would fuck her if she just gave him the word.
Pamela, for the first time, sensed that David was actually flirting with her. Deciding to push the envelope a bit and also tease him, she said, "Well, you can't perform all of his manly duties."
David caught on, and yet pretended he didn't, saying, "I'm serious, mom. Whatever you need, I'll do it. A man's job is to make sure his woman is taken care of, and that he makes her happy."
"I agree with that sentiment wholeheartedly," she enthused, as he continued massaging her toes... one at a time... endlessly... before moving on to the next one and giving it a little bit of heaven... before... "Yet you really can't do everything I need," she added, stressing the pertinent terms.
"Try me," David asserted, as he moved to her right foot and replicated his tiny toe massaging.
"Well you see, since you're my son..." she explained, and as he continued looking at her with a confused expression, Is he actually this naïve? "and since I'm your mom..."
"Okay, and...?" he played dumb, knowing exactly where she was going while hoping his penny would drop, and having the time of his life watching her struggle against having to come right out and say it.
"And there are some needs a son can't fulfill for his mother," she continued, reluctantly doling out words that really shouldn't be necessary, as his fingers sent small waves of pleasure into her vagina by way of her toes. After a long pause, while her idiot son still looked blank, she added, "Things only a married couple do... in the privacy of their bedroom."
"Aaaaah," David nodded as if he'd finally figured out what she was getting at, as he moved one of his hands to her calf and began rubbing. He then added, "You're talking about what I was supposed to be doing tonight for the first time!"
"You were?" she asked, surprised... although it made sense. He had been dating Debbie for a while, and it was prom night... the same night she had lost hers. She also noticed his hand going up to her calf, which felt very nice, and even slightly seductive.
"Yeah, you know, the typical prom bullshit," David shrugged.
"Losing your virginity isn't bullshit at all," she objected with some heat. "It's actually pretty special. That just happens to be the night when you were conceived."
"So pretty special, then," David smiled.
"A little," she smiled. She then added, "It's really too bad you're stuck here with your mother, on the night you were supposed to lose your virginity."
"Well, there's no other place I'd rather be," the son said, glancing to the top of his mother's stockings... wondering why she would choose those to wear for a night at home with her son. Was there any chance she was thinking the same inappropriate thoughts he was?
"You're sweet," she smiled. "A liar, but sweet."
"I'm serious, Mom," David insisted. "You're the most important woman in my life."
"You really are so sweet," she said, her pussy dampening her thong... completely seeing her husband in his son.
"Great," David sighed. "Every man wants to be called sweet... high praise indeed."
"Well, you've turned into a very good-looking young man," she added, noticing him looking a little insecure.
"You're my mom, so you have to say that," David said, playing the insecure card and sensing, as surreal and unlikely as it seemed, that his mom was having her own inappropriate thoughts.
Pamela swung her feet off her son, slid across the couch to sit very close to him and said, as her hand went to rest on his leg, "Honey, I'm serious. You're a very attractive young man; and I'm telling you that as a woman, not as your loyal old mom."
"Really?" David said, enjoying the compliment, enjoying his mom's hand on his leg, and enjoying his mother sitting hip to hip with him.
"Well, like I keep saying recently, you look just like your dad, and I've never found anyone hotter than he was," she said, her lips just inches from her son's.
"So you're saying I'm hot?"
"If you weren't my son and weren't half my age, I'd be all over you," she said wickedly, knowing she was crossing a line, and yet not saying anything more daring than he said yesterday. But she wasn't prepared for what he said next!
"If that's the case, and since I feel exactly the same, then let's make a decision. Tonight you're not my mom," David said, deciding to go for broke, "you're my prom date."
"I am, am I?" Pamela asked with a playful smile, her hand moving up his leg just a bit.
"Yes," he said, building some confidence as his mom's hand wandered a bit closer to his very hard cock. "Tonight Pamela, you're my hot prom date."
"In that case, I think you're looking very sexy tonight, David," Pamela said, moving her hand closer to his cock and her lips closer to his.
Pamela asked, as she repositioned herself slightly to give him easier access to her nylon-clad legs, "Do you like the nylons I wore for you?"
"They're so soft," David said, caressing them... both of them so close to crossing the forbidden line, and yet neither wanting to be... quite.. the one to do so. He then asked, "Why garters and stockings?"
"To feel sexy for me, and to look sexy for you," Pamela answered, drawn to her son like a moth to a flame.... Years of missing her husband, years of ignoring her pussy and her feminine needs, but now Sam... or rather David... was lighting a fire inside her that was suddenly consuming her, and had her ready to break every taboo there was.
As David took a risk and moved his hand ever so slowly beneath his mother's... or rather his date's... dress, Pamela took a risk too, as she quite rapidly moved her hand to the large bulge in her son's trousers, needing to feel her son's cock, and to confirm it was as big as she imagined.
"Ohhhhhh," David moaned as his mother's hand suddenly landed on his cock. Any lingering fears that he was reading things wrong flew out the window, as he moved his hand directly to his mom's panty-clad pussy, and found she was very wet.
"Is this weapon hard because of me, David?" Pamela asked, happy to confirm her son's dick was as big, if not even bigger, than she had imagined.
"It's been hard for you every day for several years, Mom," David admitted, as he traced his finger between her wet pussy lips over the flimsy panty.
"Really? Then you couldn't have just been looking at me as if I were a pretty statue, you must have pictured some sort of interaction going on between us. So tell me, my hot date... what naughty things did you imagine doing to your Mommy?" Pamela moaned, her son's fingers driving her fevered snatch crazy... beginning to frequently use the term Mommy, which made this completely taboo act she was now committed to doing, somehow even worse and more wickedly taboo, and therefore hotter.
"In my imagination? I've done everything conceivable to you," David answered, which was the most accurate answer ever.
He had imagined crawling under her sheets and eating her pussy while she slept.
He had imagined sucking on her big tits like he had as a small child.
He had imagined her giving him a nylon-clad foot job.
He had imagined her giving him a blow job.
He had imagined fucking her huge tits.
He had imagined losing his virginity to her.
He had imagined coming all over her face.
He had even imagined fucking her ass.
In truth, just like he'd said, he had imagined being with his mother in every possible position and sex act.
"Well, that 'everything conceivable' is pretty large in scope," she said, giving his cock a firm squeeze through his tuxedo trousers. "Maybe you can narrow that down to some specifics, baby."
He slipped his finger inside her panties, which he realized might be a thong, since he couldn't see it at all (he really wanted to switch positions, and yet he wasn't about to do anything that might startle his mom into coming to her senses) and he slid his finger inside her very wet pussy (which wouldn't startle her, since it was asking him to).
"Oooooooooooh," Pamela moaned, as she allowed her son to finger her.
"I've always wanted to do this, to reveal one conceivable thing," David said, his confidence brimming now that the invisible line had been crossed.
"You're fingering Mommy," Pamela said, realizing how dumb that sounded even as she said it... but it was really her processing that was happening.
"You're so wet, Mommy," David said, as he slowly slid his finger in and out of his mom's pussy, the term 'Mommy' sounding so fucking hot, no matter which of them was saying it at the time. It was a hot term he had read many times, in many erotic stories.
"It's been so long," Pamela admitted, as the finger felt so amazing inside her, but it only made her want more.
"Lift up your dress, Mommy," David ordered.
"You want to see Mommy's pussy, baby?" Pamela asked wickedly with a soft moan.
"Yes, Mommy, that's exactly what your dirty son wants," David said, enthralled at what was happening... the real thing so much hotter than the plethora of fantasies he'd stroked himself to in recent years.
Pamela raised her dress to let her son see her pussy. "I wore a thong just for you as well, baby."
"So sexy," David said, his eyes going wide as the dress was lifted to unveil the thong, black unfortunately, but extremely fortunately, with his finger still inside her pussy.
"Should Mommy pull her panties down for the man of the house, baby?" Pamela asked as she looked at her son, whose eyes were as big as they'd been a dozen years ago on Christmas morning.
"Yes, please, Mommy," David said in a trance, now sounding very much like he had a dozen years ago. A real pussy, a real woman, was so much more excitingly raw than any of the wild porn he had watched.
Pam gave her son's cock one more firm squeeze, then she stood up, allowing his finger to slip out of her, and said, "Actually, do you want to see the lingerie I picked out just for my prom king?"
"God, yes," David said, now sounding more like himself, as he adjusted the raging rod trapped in his trousers.
Pamela lifted her dress over her head and tossed it across an easy chair, now standing in front of her son in her sexiest lingerie.
David was speechless.
"Do you like, David? Is this anything like you fantasized?" Pamela asked, as she posed for him.
"There's no way I could have imagined this! You're so hot, Mom," David said, as he stared at her full figure. Her huge tits seeming to be struggling to get out of the lace bra. Her sexy garter-belt and stockings. Her thong. Her red-painted toenails.
"This is all for you, baby," Pamela said, as she turned around to give him an up close and personal view of her ass.
"Oh fuck, Mom," David said. "Your ass is so amazing."
"Your dad loved my big ass, and often said so," Pamela bragged, as she wiggled it playfully.
David reached over and gave both big cheeks some appreciative squeezes. "I can see why."
"Yes, squeeze Mommy's ass, baby," Pamela urged, loving to have her ass squeezed, and unbeknownst to anyone but her deceased husband, she also loved taking a cock inside it. It was, until what she expected to do tonight, the kinkiest thing she had ever done (the lesbian bathroom encounter taking a close second).
David leaned forward and kissed her ass cheeks.
"Oooooh, that feels nice," Pamela said, that not something her husband had ever done. Telling someone to kiss her ass would be so insulting, but David doing it because he wanted to, feeling like such a special treat!



"This ass needs to be worshipped," David said, reading her mind, as he began splattering kisses all over her ass cheeks, while squeezing them both.
Pamela allowed the words to slip out of her mouth before she even realized she was saying them, "It also loves a good fucking." Shit, did I just say that?' Pamela thought to herself.
David's eyes went wide. Yes, he had imagined fucking his mom in the ass. Yet he had never imagined his mother as someone who'd ever take a cock in her ass for real! Of course he had also never imagined she would willingly show her body off to him in lingerie, and then allow him to touch her in ways a son never touched his mother. Or rather, he amended, in ways an unfortunate son never touched his mother.
"Sorry," Pamela apologized. "It's just been such a long time."
David deciding to pursue this topic he asked, as he pulled the thong down her legs, "Does Mommy like a cock in her ass?"
"Oh, David, I shouldn't have even said that," Pamela bemoaned, as her entire body trembled.
"No, you definitely should have said that. So tell me, Mommy," David said, as the thong was now on the floor and he pulled her big ass cheeks apart to admire her asshole. "Does Mommy like a big cock in her ass?"
"Yes, baby, Mommy loves a big cock in her ass," she said, then added, "or at least she used to."
David had never really considered doing what he was about to, although he had seen the odd rimming video online, but at the moment, it seemed like just the right thing to do if he wanted to assure her he'd be onboard for anal, so he leaned forward, extended his tongue, and gave her asshole a nice firm, wet lick.
"Oh David, that feels soooo nice," Pamela crooned, never having her asshole licked before. Fingered and gaped in preparation for being sodomized, yes. But rimmed... never. For such a kinky-sounding act, it felt surreally intimate.
"Such a juicy asshole," David said, as he swirled his tongue around it.
"Now you're taking a virginity of mine! Eat Mommy's asshole," Pamela moaned, only a couple of people knowing that once she got revved up, her sweet side faded, and she would talk quite nastily.
"Mmmmmm," David moaned at his mother's dirty words, as he probed her asshole with his tongue.
After a minute or so, Pamela needed to see her son's uncovered cock (he was still fully dressed, tuxedo jacket, patent leather shoes and all), she needed it al dente in her mouth, and then in her pussy and ass, so she spun around, pulled her son up, dropped to her knees and yanked his pants down like a bitch in heat... which at the moment was exactly what she was.
David watched in awe at his mom on her knees, the deep and scenic valley between her bra-clad tits in clear view, as she fished out his hard cock.
Pamela pulled her son's boxers down, and gasped at the fat, eight-inch cock suddenly staring back at her. "Oh God, son, your cock is fucking HUGE!" she cried out in awe as she took it in her hand.
"Oh Mom," David groaned, as his mother stroked his cock.
"Do you want your hot Mommy/prom date to suck your big, fat cock?" she offered, looking up at her son.
"Yes, Mommy, suck my big cock," David ordered, as they made eye contact, both seeing each other's lust. "Nobody's ever done that before!"
"God, it's so fucking big," the mother admired, before she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
David had jerked off hundreds of times imagining this moment, but nothing imaginary can ever compare to the real thing. Her mouth was so warm, her lips were wrapped around his dick so tightly, that in just a few seconds he could feel his balls boiling. No, no, no! he thought to himself, I can't come so quickly! Yet the decision wasn't within his control, the pleasure his mother was giving him was too intense,
Pamela bobbed on the cock hungrily... wanting to please her son, wanting to get him off just as soon as she could! She knew, or she assumed, he would be a quick reloader at his age. She wanted to taste his cum. She wanted to be the first to swallow his load. The first to take his cock in her pussy... and in her ass. She wanted to be his first everything... she wanted to be his perfect prom date.
"I'm sorry, but I'm going to come, Mom," David moaned weakly, mortified that he was coming so quick, maybe thirty seconds, yet wanting to warn his mother.
Pamela took the cock out of her mouth and said, "Don't be sorry, that's what I want you to do. This way you'll last longer once you're in my pussy! So hurry up and fill Mommy's mouth with your cum, baby."
She then devoured his cock, taking all eight inches in her mouth like the cock-hungry slut she was at the moment... like the cock-hungry slut she'd used to be for his father.
"Oh, God, Mommy," David groaned, closing his eyes, and moments later erupting into his mom's mouth... the orgasm so much more intense than any he'd ever managed with his hand. And the intensity kept increasing throughout the orgasm, as his mother kept sucking as he deposited his load in her... as his usual orgasm that lasted several seconds stretched and stretched its duration, continuing to keep coursing pleasure through him.
Pamela felt the warm cum explode in her mouth, and she didn't slow down at all, swallowing every drop of her son's sweet creamy cum... which conversely, made her gush some wetness out of her pussy and directly onto the living room carpet.
Pamela slowed down as she continued nursing her son's cock, until she backed away and asked, "Was that like you imagined?"
"And so much more," he said, looking down at his mom, but added, "although in my dreams, I last a lot longer before I pop."
"Well, I'm hoping you're not done for the night," Pamela said.
"No, I'm just getting started," David reassured her. "I can reload quickly, and with a lot."
"You'd better," Pamela said, then added the wickedest thing a mother can likely say to her son, "I still have two holes that need your cum."
"Oh, God," David said, but then added, trying to be as kinky as his mother, "and you could also use loads on your tits, feet and face."
"Are you telling me you have five more loads in you?" she asked, as she stood up, put one leg on the couch and offered her hairy pussy (in retrospect, she should have at least trimmed it) to her son.
"Given enough inspiration, I should have at least that many, and with you onboard, I'm feeling plenty of inspiration," he reassured her, his record of self-love being ten, as he stared at his mom's wet pussy.
"Then why don't you have a little snack until you're ready to fuck Mommy," she said, as she reached for the back of his head and guided him the few inches to her pussy.
"I am kinda hungry," he said, as he extended his tongue and began licking... captivated by the strong, sexy scent.
"Now that our prom night has revealed so much to us about each other, I expect the man of the house to eat my pussy regularly," she said, her husband having gone down on her just as much as she went down on him... which was usually daily, back in the day.
"Anytime, Mommy," David agreed willingly, as he eagerly licked his mother's pussy.
"I'll keep you to that," she moaned, as she enjoyed her son's eager tongue.
"I mean it, Mommy," David said. "I'll eat your pussy, and service you any way you want, anytime."
"In that case, your tongue and cock are going to be very busy," she said, as she pushed him backwards onto the couch and straddled him. She asked, as her pussy was poised immediately above his erect cock, "You sure you want to lose your virginity to your mother?"
"I want to lose my everything to you, my MILF Mommy dearest," David said, as he reached out his hands to her hips and guided her onto his cock.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, as she took his cock in her pussy. "I'm going to make every fantasy of yours come true, baby."
"You already have," David moaned, as his mother sat on his cock, her huge tits now just a couple feet above his face.
"Oh, my big boy, we're just getting started," she said, as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. "Case in point: do you want to see Mommy's tits?"
"Yes, please, Mommy, always," he said, his cock deep in her pussy, and now her tits about to be revealed right in his face.
She tossed her bra aside and said, "Now suck on them, baby, suck them as Mommy rides this big cock."
"Yes, Mommy," he said, as he reached up, cupped both huge tits and sucked a very large, hard nipple into his mouth.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as she began slowly riding her son... her nipples and tits major erogenous zones. "Suck on Mommy's tits."
"All night long," he sang playfully, as he sucked, licked and played with her huge tits.
"You like Mommy's big tits?" she asked, as she continued slowly riding her son's fat cock.
"I love them," he said.
"Ever imagine fucking them?" she asked.
"All the time," he admitted.
"You never did tell me what you meant by 'everything' earlier," she said, as she got into a smooth rhythm of slowly fucking him... wanting to build up to her orgasm slowly.
"It's a long list," he said.
She pushed him back onto the couch, used his chest for balance as she fucked him, and said, "We have all night, and then some. Tell me every dirty fantasy you have about your mother."
"A nylon foot job," he said, as he looked up at her.
"Mmmmm, you want to come all over Mommy's nylon-clad feet?" she purred.
"Yes," he moaned, as she seemed somehow to be tightening her pussy muscles around his cock.
"What else?"
"I want to fuck those huge tits and come between them," he said, admiring her huge tits as they slowly swayed... imagining how much they would bounce when he took control and fucked her on her back.
"These tits were made for fucking," she said.
"I want to face fuck that pretty mouth, until my balls bounce off your chin, and I come all over your face," he said wickedly.
"Well," she said with a smile, "I do like a man who knows what he wants, and takes it."
"You want a man who takes charge?" he asked.
"Yes, I want a man who's in control, knows what he wants, and fucking takes it," she said, almost challenging him.
"Let's take this to your bedroom," he said, stripping off the rest of his clothing.
"Yes, baby," she said, as she got off his cock, bent down and sucked her wetness off of it, "fuck, I taste good."
He slapped her ass and said, "Hurry up, I have a pussy to fuck."
"And a nice fat ass, too," she added, as she took his hand and led him to her bedroom.
"And your lovely ass," he agreed, admiring it as he followed her.
Halfway down the hallway he tugged her to a stop, pushed her against the wall and kissed her passionately.
Pamela moaned into his aggressive kiss, this somehow feeling naughtier than everything they had done so far... kissing was intimate, and as such, it was even more taboo and therefore hot, than the sucking, licking and fucking they had indulged in so far. She returned the kiss as their tongues explored each other's mouths.
Breaking the kiss after a minute or so, David took the lead and led his mother to her bedroom. Pamela loved her son's aggressive behavior, and she felt wetness leaking down her leg.
In the room, David pushed his mother onto the bed, spread her legs wide, and slid inside.
"Oh yes, fuck Mommy, baby," Pamela moaned, as her son began fucking her.
"I'm going to be fucking this pussy all the time," David promised, as he watched his mother's tits bounce around as he fucked her hard.
"You want to fuck Mommy's cunt every day?" she asked wickedly through her moans.
"And also your mouth, tits, feet and ass," he listed, as he grabbed her ankles and spread her legs even wider.
"You want to turn your sainted Mommy into your cum bucket?" she asked, as she admired her handsome, take-charge son.
"Well, I do plan on using you to deposit a lot of loads," David promised, as he pumped his cock into his mom.
"The next load better be in Mommy's cunt," she said, as she added, "and don't worry, I had my tubes tied a few months after your father passed. Now slam that big fat cock in Mommy's pussy, and fuck Mommy hard!"
"And I want you to come all over my cock, Mommy," David ordered, as he fucked his mom hard, loving to see her big tits bouncing all over the place.
"Oh yes baby, fuck me, fuck Mommy," Pamela moaned, her orgasm rising quickly from the hard fucking, and enhanced both by her long time without cock, and by his face constantly reminding her she was fucking her son.
"Your cunt is so hot and tight," David said in wonder, as he moved his hands onto her nylon ankles, admired her huge tits bouncing everywhere, watched his cock disappearing over and over in his mom's pussy, and listened to his mother's increasing moans and nasty tongue.
"Oh God, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy's cunt," Pamela moaned loudly, her orgasm imminent.
"Come, Mommy, come all over your son's big cock," David ordered a couple dozen strokes later, as he could tell she was very close to coming, and his second load wasn't far away, either.
"And you come inside me, baby, fill Mommy's cunt with your cum," she moaned, about to erupt.
"Let's come together, Mom," David said, holding back for as long as he could.
"Oh yes, fuck!" Pamela screamed, a couple deep, hard strokes later.
"Yes, come together..." David grunted, "right now," as he spewed his load deep into his mother.
"Yes," Pamela moaned as she felt her cunt being filled with cum.
David collapsed onto his mother, his face planting itself between her tits, as they both experienced intense orgasms.
"I love you, baby," Pamela said, as she wrapped her arms around her son, even as she kept coming.
"I love you too, Mom," David said, as he moved up and kissed her tenderly.
"So how long before you can fuck my asshole?" Pamela asked, a couple minutes later.
"Let's order supper from Le Chateaubriand, I'll pound your asshole while we wait, and then we can dine on our gourmet supper in our very own exclusive clothing optional restaurant. And then how about a sweet 69 for dessert?" David suggested.
"And then if you're still up for it, a nylon foot job, some more fucking, and a tit job," she suggested.
"Best prom anyone has ever had," David said, as he flipped his mom over onto all fours and said, "Maybe the ass fuck first, and then we can order the food."
"Definitely the ass fuck first," Pam said. "I want that big cock buried deep in Mommy's asshole."
"If you insist," David said, as he positioned his cock in his mother's last unplumbed hole.
"I do insist," Pam said, as she pushed back to get that big fucking dick into her ass.
THE END
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Sibling Surprise
It was nice to be back home after my second year away at college. It was also nice to finally see my sister's very hot friends live and in person. I'd been following my sister and her friends on her Instagram account all year, discovering that my sweet and popular sister had four amazingly sexy friends, who liked posting provocative pictures of themselves.
I'd spent the majority of my jerk off sessions reading erotica, which I found more stimulating than watching porn, but looking at pictures of ripe, cute eighteen-year-olds was also very arousing.
Amber had big tits that she found a way to perfectly showcase in every picture she was in.
Josie had a great figure that looked amazing in a bikini.
Shandra had her Latina booty going for her that resembled Beyoncé's.
Cassie had amazingly long legs.
Allie, my sister, was almost always in the pictures, yet I didn't really notice her.
No, I imagined myself jerking off all over Amber's huge tits.
I imagined myself spewing a load all over Josie's flat tummy.
I imagined myself exploding a load all over Shandra's big booty.
I imagined spraying my load all over Cassie's long legs... she was the only one who often wore nylons in the photos, other than my sister, who also often wore them... such a rarity among teens and college girls today.
Imagine being the key word here, since being painfully shy, I'd never even kissed a girl (except for my mom on the cheek sometimes), let alone ever done anything more adventurous.
I had hundreds of photos of the five of them, or any mix and match of them, saved on my computer: in cheerleader outfits, in bikinis, dressed up, and more. Yes, I know it's a little pathetic stalking my sister and her friends on social media, instead of actually living my life at college... but like I said, I'm excessively shy, and my words get all jumbled up in my mouth whenever I try talking to a pretty girl.
So instead, I lived vicariously through my sister's friends and my fleshlight... which is supposedly like the real thing, but I had to take their word for it.
I got up from my laptop and looked out the upstairs window into our backyard. I stared at Cassie tanning... her long legs looking even better live.
I also couldn't help but stare at Amber's tits as she sat on the edge of the pool, her feet dangling in the water.
Then I noticed my sister.
She'd always been in the photos... but only as background noise to her friends... not because she wasn't cute, nor because she didn't have a great body... but just because she was my sister.
Yet suddenly, at this moment, as I looked out my window, I saw my sister for the first time. Not as my sister, but as a beautiful girl.
Her cute, flat tummy.
Her tight ass.
Her long legs.
Her small, perky tits.
Her beautiful high arched feet.
Her legs in nylons in over half of the pictures.
Her cute perfectly manicured toes in a quarter of them... she'd never worn nylons when I lived at home... but she seemed to start doing so in her senior year of high school.
My seven-inch cock was raging as I realized my sister was a perfect blend of all her friends. The perfect package. How had I never noticed her before?
I began slowly stroking myself as I admired her from afar.
My balls were bubbling in a couple of minutes, before I spewed my load all over the wall... just as my sister looked up and saw me wearing my cum face.
I quickly moved away... but it was too late... I was busted.
I cleaned up my mess, shaking my head at the reality I'd jerked off to the sight of my kid sister.
I was disgusted at myself.
What kind of pervert would drool over his own sister?
Fuck!
I was just leaving my room to go and grab lunch, when Allie confronted me from out of nowhere, saying, "Stop perving on my friends."
"I wasn't," I lied, as I noticed how her curly copper hair and green eyes were so hypnotic and so alluring.
"Yeah, right," she said. "It's creepy."
I looked down at her small, perky tits, her nipples poking out through her blue flowered bikini. "I was just checking what it was like outside."
"Yeah, whatever," she said. "Why don't you actually go outside, if you want to check the weather."
"I will, I will," I said, as she turned and walked away. I, of course, stared at her ass, so perfectly framed by her bikini.
I sighed at the fact that just a couple of minutes after cursing myself for jerking off over my sister, I was now staring at her ass, and my cock was hard again.
I was often hard.
Three jerk offs in a day was a slow day for me.
I turned around, went back into my room and started flipping through photos, and this time I focused on my sister in every one of them... the other girls becoming the background noise.
I noticed Allie's sweet smile.
I noticed her green eyes.
I noticed her body, splattered with freckles from head to toe... like mine.
I noticed her tits that although small, were so perfect for her petite frame.
I noticed her long, flaming, copper hair... that looked so much better on her than it did on me.
I noticed her firm ass, that now I'd had my epiphany, I just wanted to squeeze.
I noticed her legs, that accentuated the rest of her body so perfectly.
She was the perfect package.
Fuck, my newest crush was on my sister!
.....
That afternoon I was watching television, binge watching Chuck, a greatly underrated show, when Allie came in and plopped down on the couch beside me.
This was a surprise.
My cock instantly hardened.
She asked, "Which friend of mine were you drooling over?"
"None of them," I said, which was kind of true. I had been drooling over each of them, but only before targeting my attention on her.
"Yeah, right," she scoffed, as she surprised me by swinging her feet onto my lap.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, as her heels were suddenly on my crotch, and her nylon-clad feet were suddenly front and centre. Why was she even wearing nylons in the middle of the afternoon on a 90° plus day?
"I'm demanding that you give me a foot massage," she said, wiggling her toes and putting pressure on my hard cock. "And if you don't, I'll tell Mom and Dad you're perving on my friends."
It wasn't much of a threat, since my parents wouldn't likely give much merit to her accusation... I'd always been their perfectly well-behaved child. (Because I was too shy to be any other way.) Yet I wasn't about to miss this opportunity to massage my sister's cute feet, and to feel them through her nylons. One of my many unfulfilled fantasies was to feel nylons on a girl, and/or to get a nylon foot job.
Her toenails, painted a cute blue, looked even more tantalizing in her beige shade of nylons.
I grabbed her left foot and said, acting like this task was a huge inconvenience, "Fine, whatever."
She switched the channel to some lame reality show, and played with her phone.
Her feet in these stockings were so, so very soft.
I massaged each foot for a few minutes, my cock rock hard, as I ignored the terrible television show that made me feel dumber anytime I happened to listen to them talking.
A couple times she moaned ever so softly, which turned me on, as it meant I was doing a good job, and I'd never heard a woman moan before... except in porn.
"Massage my toes, perv," she ordered, as she continued pecking away on her phone.
"Whatever," I said, although I was actually excited to get to do just that.
For a couple more minutes, I went through each individual toe. She moaned a few more times, and feeling a little confidence, I flinched my cock under her feet.
She didn't seem to notice it at all.
Suddenly obsessed with her nylon-clad feet, I lifted her foot up to my lips, and sucked her pinky toe, needing to taste this nylon-clad foot.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked, her expression showing how disgusted she was.
"I-I-I," I stammered, unsure of what to say. I couldn't defend taking this liberty.
"You just sucked my toe," she accused, although oddly not pulling her foot away.
"I don't know what came over me," I blathered, which was somewhat true. I really didn't know why I did it other than it was there, and I was drawn to her perfectly manicured toes.
"You like feet, big brother?"
"Um, I like everything about girls," I said, not wanting to be seen as a foot fetish perv.
"Or is it particularly my nylons?"
"They are nice," I admitted.
She requested, seemingly amused, "Keep sucking on my toes, then. It felt nice."
"You sure?" I asked, shocked.
"You obviously want to," she said.
"Okay," I said, sucking another toe into my mouth.
"So what else do you like about women?" she asked.
"Everything," I said, as I sucked her toes and massaged her foot at the same time. "A woman's smile, her breasts, ass, legs."
"Not her pussy?"
"And her pussy," I admitted.
"But you've never seen a pussy except in pictures, have you?" she asked, even though her tone told me she knew the answer.
"I have a problem even just talking to girls," I admitted, trying to defend the reality of how pathetic I was sounding, or the even more obvious truth: that I was a virgin... unless you counted my three fleshlights, that I'd fucked many, many times.
"I have it on excellent authority that I'm a girl," she pointed out, as she switched the foot for me to worship next.
"But you're my sister," I explained, even though it seemed we'd already crossed that invisible line of taboo.
I realized at that moment that Allie was indeed the only pretty girl anywhere I was comfortable talking with.
"Am I not hot enough to get you stammering?" she asked, as I took her other foot in my hand.
"No, you're definitely hot enough," I said, in awe that this conversation had taken such a surprising detour.
"But my tits are smaller than Amber's," she said, as I sucked on her cute pinky toe.
"I suppose, yet yours are the perfect size," I said, having already resolved that issue to my own satisfaction earlier today.
"You're sure about that?" she asked, as she raised her shirt to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra. Her hard nipples were looking right at me.
"I-I-I'm v-very sure," I stammered, staring at my sister's perkily perfect tits. My cock was raging in my pants as I held her foot in my hand.
"So you're telling me you like your baby sister's tits?" she probed, seeming to love teasing me so relentlessly.
"They're perfect," I answered, my eyes fixated on them.
She pulled her shirt back down and asked, "Do you think my legs are as hot as Cassie's?"
"In these nylons, definitely," I said, sucking on another toe.
"You like these nylons?" she asked, as she placed both her feet directly on my crotch.
"Yes," I groaned.
"Ooooooh, is this hard on because of me?" she asked wickedly.
"It's not not because of you," I answered, letting out another moan, as she began playfully rubbing her feet back and forth over my cock.
"This feels pretty big, big brother," she said, still rubbing my cock.
"Oh, God," I moaned, about to come already.
"Is my big brother packing a big dick?" she queried, continuing to rub my cock.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as I spasmed, and OMG... came in my pants!
"Did I just make you come?"
"S-s-sorry," I replied weakly, as my orgasm overwhelmed me, even as shame at coming so quickly also hit me.
"That was fun," she shrugged, jumping up and walking away... leaving me to wallow in my own cum, and completely shocked.
As I sat there bewildered, I said to myself, "Well that was unexpected!"
.....
The rest of the day was a whirlwind of confusion.
I actually pinched myself to make sure I was really awake, and that this wasn't some crazy dream.
I replayed the day over and over.
In awe of what had happened.
Allie went out for a little after the surprise foot job, and she didn't return.
I was in bed, on my laptop, flipping through pretty much every photo of my sister... now completely ignoring whoever else was in the photo.
I couldn't imagine how I hadn't noticed her for all this time.
She was absolutely gorgeous!
Her smile.
Her eyes.
Her hair.
Her tits.
Her hips.
Her ass.
Her legs.
Her feet.
Perfection!!!
I had my cock inside my fleshlight and was slowly fucking myself, when I was interrupted by my sister.
"Oh my," she gasped as she closed the door behind her that evening... wearing a blue dress and the same nylons as this afternoon... or so I assumed, since they were the same colour.
I snapped the laptop shut, not wanting her to see what I was looking at. Yet my cock was still inside the fleshlight.
"Is this because of me?" she asked, walking over to the bed.
"What? No... I," I babbled.
"Mmmmmmmm," she said, reaching for the fleshlight. "I've been curious about how big you are, ever since this afternoon's little foot job."
"I... um... well... I..." I continued sounding like the totally inexperienced guy I was.
She pulled the fleshlight off my cock, making me groan with pleasure, and gasped, "Well... wow! My big brother is BIG!"
"After how quick Joey came inside me tonight, if you weren't my brother, I'd straddle this big dick and go for a ride," she said, staring at my dick similarly to how I'd stared at her tits earlier. Joey was her linebacker boyfriend.
My cock continued saluting my baby sister, as she suddenly grabbed my computer and asked rhetorically, "And what was big brother stroking himself to?"
"Please Allie, give me back my computer," I begged, reaching out with one hand while covering my dick with the other... finally.
"Don't hide that monster away on my account," she said, tugging my blanket hard, and revealing my hard dick again.
"Mom and Dad are home," I protested, although I wasn't really concerned about their having sex... they slept like logs.
She opened my laptop, and she froze. Obviously this wasn't what she was expecting to find. I imagine she was anticipating seeing porn of some sort.
I stammered, "I-I-I can explain."
"Can you?" she asked, as she flipped through the photos.
"Um, I, well," I said, not sounding like a college guy on a full ride academic scholarship, but like an uneducated hillbilly.
"These pics are all of me," she said, her tone inexplicable. She sounded shocked, flattered and annoyed, all at once.
"And of your friends," I added, which I wasn't sure if that made it more or less pathetic.
"How long have you been collecting these?" she asked, still giving me no clue to what she was feeling or thinking.
"All semester," I admitted, feeling shame course through me at how pathetic I must look to her.
"I see," she said, looking at me for the first time since discovering the photos.
"I'm sorry," I repeated.
"Does that thing ever go down?" she asked, closing my laptop.
For a second time she wasn't as mad as she should have been. I replied, "It has a mind of its own."
"What's it thinking right now?"
"That it needs to come again," I answered, figuring there was no reason to hide behind false pretenses anymore.
"Want me to help?"
"Really?" I asked, still feeling like I was living in a dream world.
"Yeah, I want to see how this thing works," she said, as she grabbed my hard cock and lowered the fleshlight onto it.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned, knowing this was going to be another quick eruption.
"What are you fantasising about?" she asked, as she began masturbating me with the toy.
"You," I admitted.
"Me? Okay, me doing what?" she asked in a sexy voice.
"Everything," I answered.
"You can be more explicit than that, college boy," she said, pausing her slow masturbation with the fleshlight.
Desperate to come, I answered, "What everything means, is that I want to face fuck your pretty mouth, suck on your tits, eat your pussy, suck on your nylon-clad feet, fuck your stocking feet, and to just plain fuck you."
"Oh my," she purred, as she resumed slowly masturbating me. "You really want to fuck your baby sister with your big cock?"
"God, yes," I moaned.
"That's so bad, big brother," she purred, so sensual.
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, so close to coming.
"You know... you're a couple inches bigger than Joey," she added before she ordered, "Come for me big brother, come inside this toy pussy, imagining it's me."
"Oh, fuck," I trembled, before immediately erupting my load into the fake pussy... which felt so much more erotic when someone else, especially my hot sister, was manipulating the toy instead of me.
"Good boy," she purred, as she continued milking my cock throughout my orgasm.
When I was finished, she pulled the toy off and observed, "You have a great cock, big brother."
"Thanks," I said, that being the most amazing compliment I'd ever received from anyone.
"The fact that Joey didn't get me off earlier, added to your yummy big dick, has my pussy all wet," she said, staring at my cock.
Was she thinking of straddling me? I wasn't about to get soft anytime soon.
"What can I do for you?" I asked, trying to sound suave, when I was really giddy with excitement.
"Fuck me," she said, shocking me to the core. Before I had time to say anything, she added, grabbing a Coke bottle I'd recently finished, "with this."
She handed me the bottle, got onto the bed opposite me, lifted up her dress revealing she wasn't in pantyhose but thigh highs, and spread her legs.
My eyes went wide at the thigh highs, and the fact she wasn't wearing any underwear, and her completely shaved pussy was in plain sight right before me.
"Wow!" I said, captivated by what I was staring at.
"I only wear thigh highs," she said. "Easier access to my pussy."
"Wow!" I repeated, not yet moving, even though I should have been quickly moving between her legs.
"Like my shaved snatch, big brother?" she asked.
"It's beautiful," I said, still staring in awe.
"Are you going to fuck me or what?" she asked, as she moved her hand to her clit and began slowly rubbing herself.
"Yes, sorry," I apologized, spinning around to move to her. "I'm just captivated by you."
"How sweet," she said, and then added, "now fuck your baby sister with that bottle."
I moved between her legs, feeling a little brazen, and glided my hands up both of her nylon-clad legs.
As I was now staring at her pussy from very close, I grabbed the bottle and moved it very cautiously between my sister's pussy lips, which were literally glistening.
"Just shove it in my pussy big brother, and fuck me," she moaned, clearly turned on by the taboo incest thing, as she repeatedly called me big brother.
"As you wish," I said in a complete daze, sliding the coke bottle inside my sister's pussy and able to smell just the slightest exotic scent.
"Oh yes, shove it all the way in," she moaned.
I did as she requested, and then began to slowly fuck her with it... captivated by watching the coke bottle going in and out of my sister's pussy.
I wanted to eat her pussy.
I wanted to suck on that swollen clit.
I wanted to taste her wetness.
Yet I just enjoyed the privilege of fucking her with the bottle, and admiring her sweet pussy.
She began moaning louder as she demanded, "Harder, fuck me harder, big brother. Give it to me like you imagine doing when you jerk off."
I pumped the Coke bottle in and out of her faster, as the sexy sounds of pleasure escaped her lips and made my still hard cock flinch.



"Yes, big brother, yes don't stop, fuck your sister, fuck her hard," she said wickedly.
I pumped the bottle in and out furiously like I did with the fleshlight on my dick when I was close, and she came a couple dozen strokes later, "Oh yes, fuck big brother, fuck me, yes, yes, yes big brother, I'm coming!"
I kept fucking her as she collapsed onto her back, and her body trembled uncontrollably. It was so fucking hot.
I slowed down and admired her body, wishing she was completely naked (except for her stockings of course), but still happy to be drooling over her nylon-clad legs and perfect pussy.
"Thanks, big brother," she said, pulling the bottle out of her pussy.
"Anytime, little sister," I replied, trying to act casual.
"I'll keep that in mind," she smiled, as she got off my bed, tossed me the bottle, and left my room without another word.
God, she was an enigma.
I grabbed the bottle and moved it to my nose. I know this may have been pathetic, but I wanted to get a better smell of my sister's pussy. It wasn't strong, but I was instantly captivated by it, as well as by the sheer wetness of the bottle.
Dying to find out what a pussy tasted like, even if it was somewhat from a second hand source, I licked the wetness off the bottle... sending fireworks into my taste buds and a chill up my spine.
I licked the entire bottle until I could no longer taste my sister's sweet nectar.
I got undressed and collapsed into my bed for the night, still in awe of the most amazing day of my life.
.....
Allie didn't act any different from normal in the morning.
Nor during any other point of the day.
That night was my parents' twenty-third anniversary, and the four of us had already planned dinner at a nice restaurant for the evening.
My cock ached the moment I saw what my sister was wearing: a red dress and black nylons.
At the restaurant I ended up sitting beside Allie, which was always the case when we had family dinners out... Mom and Dad always sitting together.
We had a corner booth that was relatively private, yet I was surprised when I felt Allie's left hand on my crotch under the table.
It felt amazing to feel her squeeze and rub my cock until it was hard... all while we were chatting with our parents.
I figured I was going to come in my pants again, but she impressively, with one hand and a little work, fished out my cock.
She slowly rolled her finger over my cock head throughout our starter salads. It was such a pleasurable tease. The fact she was doing it under the table, with our parents sitting across from us, only enhanced the surreal intensity.
"So when do you start work?" Dad asked me.
"Monday," I answered, trying to act casually and speak normally. I had a summer job at a law firm doing research, starting in a few days.
"And how's your work, Allie?" Dad asked my sister.
"Boring," she said. She had a job as a lifeguard and while she was likely bored, I could guarantee that very few of the other people there were bored with her.
"That's probably good news," Mom joked.
"Yeah, I suppose," Allie said, squeezing my cock head, "It just gets hard to stay focused."
I groaned at the extra pressure and her naughty ever so vague innuendo.
"You okay, son?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, just a little hungry for the main course," I said, as I moved my hand and gave my sister's leg a squeeze, trying to imply what I was hungry for.
"I'm starving," Allie added, starting to stroke my cock.
"Well, hopefully the food will be here soon," Mom said.
"I'm pretty hungry too," Dad said.
"How about a toast?" Allie proposed, using her entire left hand to slowly massage me.
"Yes, to our two lovely parents," I said, trying not to moan as Allie's hand continued working its magic, and I struggled to restrain my orgasm.
"Yes, if you two hadn't had sex two times, we wouldn't be here," Allie said, my cock and pleasure in the palm of her hand.
"How sweet," Mom sighed.
"And we've had sex three times," Dad joked. "The first time was just for practice."
"To Mom and Dad," I said, laughing awkwardly as I grabbed my glass.
"To Mom and Dad and procreation," Allie added, grabbing her glass.
We leaned forward, me being unable to stand up since my cock was out, and we all clinked glasses.
The food arrived a minute later and disappointingly, Allie's hand left my cock.
I went to tuck it away, but she slapped my hand under the table.
We ate our meals... my cock remaining exposed and hard with hopeful determination throughout the entire meal.
"Did you guys leave room for dessert?" Mom asked.
"I always have room for dessert," Allie said, as her hand returned to my cock.
"Me too," I said, as she rolled her fingers over my cock head and rubbed the pre-cum all over it.
"Cheesecake?" Mom asked.
"Sure," I said, trying to say as little as possible.
Allie resumed stroking my cock as Dad and Mom chatted with each other.
I moved my hand to her nylon-clad leg, wanting to feel the sheer nylon, as she stroked me faster.
I bit my lip as my balls began to boil, and I knew I was going to come right in this seat, with my parents somehow oblivious to the entire situation.
I squeezed Allie's leg in an attempt to give her a warning I was about to come.
She understood it, as she somehow found a way to continue milking me smoothly until I grabbed the table for control as I shot my load under the table, hopefully not onto my Dad's trousers, as he was the one sitting across from me.
Allie stroked me for a few more seconds until I was done, just as the cheesecake arrived. She moved her hand away, showed me a wad of cum on her fingers, and slyly moved them to her lips.
I groaned at the shocking sight of my sister eating my cum.
"Mmmmm," Allie moaned.
"You haven't even had a bite yet," Mom said, as she sliced into hers.
"It just looks so creamy," Allie said, so wickedly.
"Mmmmmmm, it is," Mom said, as she took a bite.
I ate my dessert and finally put my cock away, in awe of my sister's wildness... the rest of the evening being rather normal.
.....
For the next two days she teased me relentlessly, whether we were at home or out.
The next morning she squeezed my ass while I was buttering my toast.
She rubbed my crotch under the kitchen table with her foot as Mom chatted with us, Dad already gone for work.
She put her finger to my lips as she was leaving for work and said, "Just a sample for you, big brother," as I sucked her finger and tasted her pussy on it... just the slightest hint of the full nectar I'd love to devour from the source.
When I checked her Instagram later that day, there were a couple photos of her in a bikini at the pool. Not super provocative, yet I sensed she was posting this for me... or at least I convinced myself she was.
That night she didn't come home, but there were a dozen pictures on her Instagram account, including pictures of her nylon (and shoeless) feet on Cassie's lap, one of her and Amber, each posing with their tits pushed up by their hands, one of all five girls showing off their legs... three of them in nylons, just to name a few.
It was Saturday morning, the next day, when I typically did a lot of jerking off, and yet nothing else had happened with my sister... I was beginning to worry that she was done with this unique game... the parents gone for the weekend to celebrate their anniversary, when things got even crazier.
I was in the kitchen just washing up after a late breakfast... it was almost lunchtime... when Allie walked into the kitchen completely naked... well... she was in black thigh highs, which was even better. I stared at her in awe, which was apparently my new go to feeling, as she said, "Do you know what day it is today?"
"Saturday," I answered, staring at her perfect body, my eyes wandering all over the place: her tits, her smile, her hard nipples, her freckled body, her hips, her legs, her arches.
"Anything else?" she asked.
"It's our parents' actual anniversary," I said.
"Anything else?" she pursued, posing with one hand on her hips, my cock raging with lust.
"Because of how you're dressed, the best day ever," I joked, still drooling over her.
"You're getting closer," she smiled, as she walked up to me and pulled my t-shirt off over my head.
"So are you," I joked, her tits almost touching me.
"It's Nude Day," she said.
"That's a thing?" I asked, as she tossed my t-shirt aside.
"It is," she nodded, as she pulled my sweats down.
"Cool," I said, unable to come up with anything else to say as I looked down at my sister kneeling below me.
"I see your big dick is awake and happy to see me," she said, giving it a squeeze through my underwear.
"It's always happy to see you," I replied, about as smooth as I possibly could be, as she pulled my underwear down and off.
"Fuck, do I love your cock, big brother," she admired as she reached for it.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned, as my sister wrapped her hand around my raging rod.
"So today we're going to be naked all day," she said before adding, "except for these thigh highs, unless you want me to take them off?"
"No, please keep them on," I moaned, as she began stroking my cock again.
"Do you mind if I have some sausage and cream for breakfast?" she asked, although she didn't wait for an answer, as she opened her mouth and took my cock into it.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as I continued being shocked by what my sister was willing to do for me.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed on my cock.
"I can't believe you're doing this," I said, as I watched my sister and her red hair bobbing back and forth... happy to have already jerked off this morning, so I wouldn't be shooting my load in thirty seconds or less.
She pulled off of my cock and said, "I can't believe no one has discovered what you're packing down here."
"It's hard to advertise," I shrugged. "Without being arrested, anyway."
"Hard indeed," she smiled, as I didn't even realize the play on words I made. She took my cock back into her mouth and resumed bobbing.
You can imagine a blow job every day of your life.
You can imagine your sister giving you that blow job.
Yet nothing can possibly prepare you for the actual sensation and rush of actually getting that blow job... it was an on an entirely different level than masturbation, my fleshlight, the foot job, and the hand job. Each, on their own, were already amazing individual experiences.
But this felt like my cock was inside a washing machine and a vacuum simultaneously, which is a terrible description, but the best I could come up with at the time. There was an abundance of wetness, and yet her lips were wrapped tightly around my cock. It was an amazing combination of pleasure.
She pulled back off and asked, "Enjoying this, big brother?"
"It's amazing," I admitted, feeling pleasure unlike I'd ever felt before.
"I really like your cock, big brother," she purred, licking my shaft.
"It really loves you," I said, equally in awe of the fact my sister seemed to be as excited by me, or at least by my cock, as I was by her.
She cupped my balls as she returned to sucking my cock, massaging them as she bobbed.
I just enjoyed the surreal pleasure of my very first blow job, from my sister no less, desperately holding back as long I could, not wanting this experience ever to end. Finally I couldn't hold back any longer and warned, "I'm about to come, Allie."
She just kept bobbing, so taking that as permission to come in her mouth, I grunted and shot my load inside her.
The orgasm was a million times more intense than any other I'd ever experienced, as my entire body quaked, and my cock underwent pleasure pulsations unlike anything I could possibly begin to explain.
She sucked me for another minute, long after my load had been deposited in her mouth. She took it out and said, "A very yummy breakfast."
"That was amazing," I said, looking down at my smiling beautiful sister.
"Are you hungry for some homemade breakfast?" she asked, as she stood up and hopped onto the kitchen counter.
"If you're offering the meal I hope you are, I've been craving this homemade meal ever since I realized how hot you are," I said, as I parted her nylon-clad legs and admired her pussy, feeling a sudden rush of confidence.
"Well then, you dirty sister lover," she purred, "eat away."
I'd researched how to eat a pussy for the time it might finally happen, so I tried to recall all I had read.
I rubbed my hands up her nylon-clad legs, and then moved my face to her sweet, inviting, shaved pussy.
I parted her lips with my tongue, and did wide paint brush strokes.
She moaned, "Yes, big brother, lick my pussy."
"You taste so good," I said, her taste completely indescribable. Sweet. Tangy. Fishy. Exotic. Such words don't even come close.
"Good, because from now on, you'll be snacking on this pussy very regularly," she said, making my hard cock flinch.
"Anytime you like, baby sister," I offered willingly.
"Now eat my cunt, big brother," she moaned, hearing the word 'cunt' coming from my sister's mouth adding to the extremely wild rush of the experience.
I did just that.
I traced her pussy lips teasingly.
I flicked her clit just once.
"Oh fuck, stop teasing me big brother, just munch my box," she moaned.
I wiggled my tongue up and down in wide Z's.
I flicked her clit twice each time I reached the top of her pussy.
"Oh God, big brother, you're so good at this," she moaned, consistently calling me big brother.
"I love your pussy, baby sister," I replied, as her moans increased.
Wanting to get her off, wanting to taste the full nectar of a flooding pussy for the very first time, I took her clit into my mouth and sucked it over and over between my lips.
"Oh fuck," she moaned loudly, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me deeper into her wetness. "Don't stop, big brother."
I sucked her clit and shook my head left and right, and then slid a finger inside her and finger fucked her.
"Oh yes, big brother, oh yes, yes, finger fuck me, big brother," she moaned loudly.
I finger fucked her fast, sucked on her clit, and a few seconds later she screamed, "Yes, big brother!"
Her juices gushed out of her pussy as I pulled my finger out and lapped up her sweet river of cum.
"Yes, lap up my cum," she moaned, as I did just that.
I lapped it all up until she pushed me away and said, "Sorry, I've got to pee."
She hopped off the kitchen table and hurried to the washroom.
I took some things out of the fridge to make Allie some breakfast, and when she returned still naked, I asked, "Want some real breakfast?"
"That sausage and cream was very real," she smiled.
"As was the delicacy I just lapped up. But would you like some pancakes and bacon?"
"Yes and yes," she said, "I'm going to go shower."
"Okay," I said, watching her tight little ass walk away. I grabbed an apron, not wanting to burn myself with bacon grease splatters, but not wanting to put any clothes on... it was Nude Day, after all.
I made her breakfast, and she came downstairs just as I finished. Still naked, but now wearing mocha coloured nylons.
"So... what do you want to do today, big brother?" she asked as she sat down.
I brought the bacon and pancakes to her and offered, "How about my doing anything you want for as long as you want?"
"Mmmmmm, so you're saying I can have my very own live-in boy toy?"
"Play with me however you wish," I smiled, sitting down across from her.
"Then get that damned apron off."
"This sexy thing?"
"Yes, it's driving me wild," she smiled.
I stood up and took the apron off.
"Doesn't that thing ever go to sleep?" she asked, staring at my hard cock pointing directly at her.
"Not whenever you're around," I answered with a smile, and it was true. Once she'd opened my eyes a few days ago, she kept me hard all the time.
"Well, that is very good to know," she smiled, as I sat back down.
She ate and I stared at her perfect little tits while sipping on some orange juice in silence, until she asked, "So, which of my friends do you want to fuck?"
"What?" I gasped, choking a bit on my juice.
"Well, I can suck your cock and you can eat my pussy, but we can't fuck each other... that would just be wrong," she said.
"Right, wrong," I agreed woodenly, suffering a sudden wave of disappointment at my dream being crushed so soon after my thinking it could become a reality.
"I mean I'd love to feel your big cock inside me," she said rather bluntly, "but you can't lose your virginity to your sister."
"I guess not," I said listlessly.
"You're not hiding your disappointment very well, but your first time should be special," she said, "and something you can tell other people about."
"Yeah, I guess telling someone I lost my virginity to my hot younger sister would be weird."
"Stop tempting me with words like that."
"What can I say?" I asked. "You're my perfect dream girl."
"And you're my perfect fuck toy," she said. "And maybe for real, after we get you laid with someone else."
"Okay," I said, unsure what else to say, but my spirits immediately lifted... the possibility of fucking my sister back on the table.
"So how about making a choice? Amber, Josie, Shandra or Cassie?" Allie asked. "Although Josie generally only likes pussy."
"Josie is a lesbian?" I asked, that a little disappointing, but also hot.
"Well, we're all bi," she revealed. "But she prefers pussy to cock."
"You're bi?" I asked.
"I do like to eat the odd pussy, and no one can get me off like Josie does. Her tongue is magic," Allie revealed.
"Wow," I said, my cock raging again.
"But Amber would love your dick fucking her big boobs, Shandra loves big dicks in her ass, and Cassie thinks you're cute," she revealed.
"Wow!" I repeated, all three revelations making my cock flinch... although Cassie thinking I was cute was the ultimate shocker.
"I can likely make any of those happen," she said.
"I can't imagine," I said, even though I was imagining each of those scenarios.
"Well, think about it," she said, as she finished eating. "Having a big dick and knowing how to use it, especially if you're willing to munch snatch, can get you into the mouths, pussies and assholes of the 'in crowd' girls."
"So size matters?" I asked.
"Size and confidence are everything," she said. "And although you're lacking in confidence except apparently with me, I can help you with that."
"How?" I asked.
She stood up and said, "Come with me."
I stood up and she took my hand, which felt oddly intimate although I'm not complaining, and led me to her bedroom. She said, "Look, we can't like fuck, fuck, because that would be wrong. You really should lose your virginity to someone special who's outside your family." She went to her dresser and took out a bottle.
I watched in awe, having no clue what she was planning.
"But we can do this," she said, as she poured some lotion from the bottle into her cupped hand, then came over and stroked my cock with it.
"Oooooh," I moaned, the lotion feeling good. "What are we doing?"
"Want to practice fucking?" she asked.
"A million times yes," I answered, wondering how she'd changed her mind in five seconds.
"Good," she said, as she got onto her bed on all fours and said over her shoulder, "Come here and fuck my ass, big brother."
"Y-y-your ass?" I stammered.
"Yeah, big brother, come and slam that big cock into your baby sister's tight asshole," she said wickedly.
I climbed onto the bed, speechless, and moved behind her amazing ass. I squeezed her ass cheeks. And then I decided I was going to take control.
I asked, as I rubbed my slick cock between her ass cheeks, "Does my baby sister want my big dick in her ass?"



"Oh, yes, big brother," she moaned, "take my ass."
"Then beg for it, baby sister, beg for your big brother's cock in your ass," I ordered, as I positioned my cock lightly at her puckered back door.
"Oh yes, big brother, please take control," she purred, sounding turned on by what must be my unexpected dominant behavior. "Please, big brother, fuck my asshole with your big cock, and pound me like the baby sister slut I am for you."
Those words turned me on excessively as I took a deep breath and pushed forward, slowly sliding into my kid sister's tight asshole.
"Oh yes, big brother," she moaned, as my cock disappeared in her ass.
"So tight," I moaned.
"It won't be, once you wreck it with your big, fat cock," she said wickedly.
"You love my cock, don't you?" I asked, loving to see her so lustful for me.
"I fucking love your big cock, big brother," she moaned, as I was now completely inside her ass, my hips resting against her booty.
"You want to be my baby sister ass slut?" I asked, as I bucked hard once, going even deeper into her ass... having seen this in more than one porn scene.
"Oh fuck, big brother!" she screamed, as I went deeper in her ass.
"Oh fuck, what?" I asked, bucking my hips again.
"Fuck my ass hard, big brother," she demanded, "literally fuck the living shit out of me."
"I love hearing you talk so nasty," I said as I began fucking her ass.
"Yes, and do you also love ass fucking your slutty baby sister?" she asked, the question likely rhetorical.
"Best moment ever," I said, in awe again of the wide range of sensations. Unlike the previous encounters with my sister, this time I was in charge.
I controlled her pleasure.
I controlled my own pleasure.
It was a major rush.
"Fuck my asshole, big brother," she moaned, as our bodies kept crashing into each other.
"I'm going to be tapping this asshole pretty regularly," I declared, confidence oozing into me... a confidence I always felt in academia, but never socially.
"I love a take charge man," she moaned, as she began bouncing back on my cock.
"And I love having a baby sister to face fuck and to ass fuck whenever I want," I said.
"Oh? You want to face fuck your baby sister's mouth and have your balls bouncing off my chin?" she asked, showing off her ability to talk so hot and nasty.
"And to cum down your throat, or all over your face," I added.
"Yes, big brother, you can do all of that; just take me as your baby sister slut," she moaned, as she furiously bounced back on my cock, her moans increasing rapidly.
"Yes, ride my cock with that tight asshole of yours," I ordered, as I stopped fucking her, and just watched her going to town on my cock.
"Oh yes, fuck, but I want this load deep in my asshole," Allie moaned, her orgasm getting close as she used her left hand to rub her pussy.
"Come from taking my cock in your ass, just like the nasty, incestuous sister slut you are," I ordered, my balls beginning to boil.
"Oh, fuck yes, big brother," she moaned, as she fucked herself on my cock.
"Come, baby sister; come, my sister slut; come, my cum bucket," I listed, sensing my name calling was really enhancing her pleasure.
"Oh yes, fuck yes, yes, yes, YES, big brother!" she screamed as her orgasm hit and she collapsed forward.
I followed her down and resumed slamming into her ass while she came.
"Don't stop," she moaned, now a lot quieter, as all her wicked energy seemed to be usurped from the intense orgasm.
I didn't stop, as I was close to coming too.
A couple dozen more strokes, and I was about to come.
Allie somehow able to read my body, or perhaps my groaning was too obvious, she moaned, "Come in my ass, big brother, fill my asshole with a big load of your cum."
I did as she requested a few strokes later, "Fuck!"
"Oh yes, fill my asshole," she moaned, the word asshole somehow so much dirtier than just plain ass.
Once I was spent I pulled out, rolled over and said, "Wow!"
"Wow indeed," she smiled, lying on her belly with her butt cheeks so red.
After a couple minutes she said, "I'm going to nap now. You really wore me out."
I said, "Okay," as I started to get up.
"No, stay with me," she said, as she rolled onto her side and cuddled into me.
I was shocked by this sudden tender intimacy but if she wanted this, I certainly wasn't going anywhere. Instead, we both drifted off to sleep, naked in each other's arms.
....
A couple hours later I woke up, and Allie was still asleep.
I was in awe of everything.
I just watched her sleeping, looking so sweet and beautiful.
A few minutes later, I went and had a shower.
When I returned she was just waking up, and she said with a smile, "So, we really did that."
"Yes, we really did."
"And you were so confident, so assertive; where did that come from?"
"You."
"Me?"
"Yes, somehow you helped me break through my insecurity."
"Well, I'm happy I could help."
"You're so beautiful, Allie," I said. "I can't understand how I missed seeing that until recently, because you really are."
"You're just saying that because your cum is in my ass."
"I'm serious," I said as I got back into bed and looked into her eyes... not with lust for the moment, but with love.
"You're cute too," she said. "I guess I never noticed until recently, because you've always been my nerdy big brother."
"Nerdy big brother with a big cock," I corrected.
"Well, yes and that," she smiled as I climbed on top of her.
"And I know this is crazy; this whole thing has been crazy, but... you said my first time should be special, and with someone I care about, so I've decided which member of your group that should be," I said, leaning down and kissing her.
She was startled as I kissed her softly. After a moment, she kissed me back.
This wasn't sexual... this wasn't lust... this was love.
When I broke the kiss, she said, "Bret, I..."
"Shhhhhh," I said, as I looked into her eyes. "I love you Allie, and I want you to be my first everything."
"Well," she smiled, "there's only one first left."
I kissed her again.
Then I kissed her cheek.
Kissed her ear, and tugged on it with gentle teeth.
I moved down her body, splattering kisses down her neck.
I moved to her tits and sucked on her nipple.
Then her other nipple.
I slithered my tongue down her belly, and then to her pussy.
I kissed her pussy lips.
She moaned.
I moved back up and said, "I choose you. Nobody else, just you."
"Bret, that's crazy."
"You know we're going to be at the same college this fall, far away from here," I pointed out.
"Yes, we are," she nodded.
"No one would know you're my sister," I pointed out.
"Unless I keep screaming 'Fuck my asshole, big brother'," she said wickedly.
"Yes, that would certainly give away our secret," I smiled.
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"I'm saying that I want you not only to be my baby sister slut and the girl to take my virginity the sooner the better, but also to be my live-in college girlfriend."
"Seriously?"
"Yes, I love you more than anything," I said, leaning down and kissing her again.
She melted into my kiss.
After a couple minutes she broke the kiss and said, "But I like the big brother taboo."
"And I love fucking my baby sister, and using her for my cock-craving, cum-lusting slut," I said wickedly.
"You had me at cum-lusting slut," she smiled, as she wrapped her legs around me and added, "now slide that big-brotherly cock into your baby sister's greedy little pussy."
"You sure?" I asked, as my cock was between, but not yet past her pussy lips, and her nylon legs were wrapped around me like a sweet sexual cocoon.
"Now that you've made me love you as much as you apparently love me, I've never been more sure about anything in my life," she said, pulling herself into me, and my cock slid inside her wetness.
"Oh, God," I groaned, the inside of a pussy feeling much different from the inside of an ass.
Not as tight.
But so much wetter.
"Oh yes, big brother,' she moaned, "fill me up."
"So good," I moaned back, as my cock filled her.
"Now fuck me, big brother, fuck me hard," she ordered.
I began slowly fucking her. I was fucking my sister. I was in love with my sister. Like love, love. And... she felt the same about me.
Was it wrong?
We've been brainwashed into thinking it is.
Yet what is purer than loving another member of your own family?
Why should something that felt so perfect be considered wrong?
We both wanted this.
We both needed this.

We both were choosing this.
We were both of legal age to make choices like this.
So fuck it.
Literally.
When she unwrapped her legs from me, I spread them open, held her ankles, and began fucking her hard and fast.
"Oh yes, big brother, take me however you want to," she moaned, looking up at me lustfully.
"I'm going to fuck this pussy every chance I get."
"Don't forget my mouth and asshole," she moaned.
"Oh, all three of your holes will be well filled," I promised. "I can come six to ten times a day."
"I expect all of those loads to be either inside or onto me," she demanded. That fleshlight needs to grow some cobwebs."
"Deal. But you'll be constantly full of cum."
"Yum," she smiled.
After a couple minutes she said, "Roll onto your back, big brother."
I did as she asked, and watched her straddle me.
"Fuck, you're hot," I admired, as her pussy engulfed my cock.
"Mmmmmm, this will be your new workout routine," she said, as she began riding me.
"I've never liked workouts, but this is a regimen I could get addicted to."
"It also includes a healthy diet of cunt cum," she added.
"Mmmmmm," I said as I continued losing my virginity to my sister.
She put her hands on my chest and rode me... her small, perfect tits bouncing as she did. Her lips pursed so perfectly. Her hair falling so sexily over part of her face.
Even though I'd jerked off already today, then came in her mouth, and then came in her ass... after just a few minutes, my fourth load was boiling inside.
"You've already come in my mouth and ass," she moaned, able to read my upcoming orgasm, "you have only one more hole to fill."
"But...." I began.
"No worries, I'm on the pill," she said, reading my mind. "Now fill my pussy with your cum, big brother."
"Oh God," I moaned, as she kept riding me, her orgasm close too.
"Let's come together," I suggested.
"Yes, yes, let's come together," she agreed as she kept riding me, and I began bucking my ass up to fuck her too.
A couple minutes later, both of us looking into each other's eyes, moaning like crazy, we came together.
I grunted.
She moaned loudly and collapsed onto me.
I kissed her.
She kissed me.
We collapsed beside each other.
A couple minutes later she asked, "Happy with your choice?"
I replied, "My dear sister, my love, I've never been happier."
.....
We shared a romantic supper.
In a silly mood at one point, we fed each other a few bites.
Dessert was a 69.
My fifth load ended up smeared all over her face.
We watched a romantic comedy on the couch, cuddling, completely naked... except for the thigh highs, of course.
Load six was a nylon foot job, where I came all over her feet. Which meant I needed to fetch a fresh pair of stockings for her. And then even better, I got to help her put them on.
In bed we finished with a marathon make out fuck session, where my seventh load ended up deep inside her.
.....
Epilogue:
We fucked like bunnies for the next couple of weeks as I deposited at least one load in each hole every day.
Unfortunately, Allie was going away for a month to lifeguard at a summer camp. Yet, doing me the ultimate favour, she set me up with Cassie and we hit it off. She found me funny, it turned out we had similar interests and much to my surprise and chagrin (but only initially) she just also happened to be going to the same college as me.
We had a few threesomes when Allie returned, as well as during school breaks, and even on our wedding night.
Love... it comes in the most unexpected of ways.
THE END
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
Originally, I had a different ending... but it ended up feeling a little too corny and far-fetched... but here for your own curiosity, In case you actually are curious, is:
ALTERNATE ORIGINAL ENDING: HAPPILY EVER AFTER
Epilogue:
This loving and fucking relationship continued all summer... with us almost getting caught a couple times by our parents.
They were thrilled when we told them we thought we should room together for college... my Dad having been super worried about his only daughter being all on her own a couple thousand miles away. I promised to look after her.
And I did.
A few times a day, usually.
.....
Now we're at college.
We're dating.
No one has a clue we're related.
They're all just in awe of how much in love we are with each other.
Although we do get teased about us having the same last name.
We just quip back that it'll save Allie some paperwork once we get married.
THE END... AGAIN.
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THE END
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Muscle Men Studs
Every guy goes through a mid-life crisis.
Most buy some extravagant unnecessary purchase to prove their manhood.
I, on the other hand, got in shape following a lengthy scolding from my doctor. I dropped from 250 pounds all the way down to 200. It was a major rush to see those two trailing zeros scroll down next to the leading two.
Unfortunately the gym near my home went under, so I needed to find a new one. I found one close to my work, and then figured instead of going to the gym, then coming home to shower before heading to work, I would simply go to the new gym, work out, and then shower there before going straight to work... it would save me some valuable time traveling.
What I didn't know was it would completely change my life.
The gym I had been going to was never busy in the morning, and sometimes I'd even be the only one there working out... plus, most of the people who went there were guys my age -- in our forties or fifties. I don't know how it got a reputation as an old guy's gym, but it did, and then could never break that stigma and be able to attract the younger crowd it would have needed to be successful.
This new gym on the other hand, was not only busy pretty much anytime, but it also had a wide range of ages patronizing it.
I was working out my first day there, just taking it easy as I checked out the various pieces of equipment to see which of them I preferred, this gym not only having more equipment than my former one, but more variety, and in a lot better repair. I'd had no idea I was getting so little for my money, since I was paying ten bucks a month less at this new gym, but nevertheless was using better equipment and more variety, and It even boasted a swimming pool and sauna.
The other thing different was the eye candy. There were lots of beautiful girls there, almost all of them half my age. There were also a few ridiculously good-looking guys there, including a breed of guy I'd only ever seen on television, or at the beach on the rare occasions I went down there: muscle men.
I don't know why, perhaps because they were the polar opposite of myself in every physical feature, or perhaps because they reminded me of the many bullies I'd had to try to avoid back when I was a scrawny runt of a kid, but I was in awe of them.
I was in awe of their muscles. They were so big and foreboding. Every one of these muscle men oozed confidence, commanded attention, and seemed to be in complete charge of pretty much everyone around them.
The way they could take three hundred pounds and bench press it like it was a feather.
The way their arms sweated and their veins pulsed when they worked out.
The way their ripped arms, abs, legs... everything really... were so defined.
The way the shapes of their muscles were prominent even under their clothing.
How their forearms, biceps and chests had individual characteristics for each man, even though they worked together as a team to lift weights and work out.
How they each somehow had a chiseled stomach you could bounce a quarter off of.
How even their calves were meaty and strong.
Each of these muscle men were beings I had long fantasized being: brawny, beefy, stacked, tough, built, robust, powerful, chiseled, ripped.
Now I want to point out I wasn't gay. I'd never had daydreams about guys. I wasn't drooling over these muscle men. I was admiring their bodies and wishing I looked like that myself... the same way I admire Brad Pitt and wish I looked like him.
Yet, as the first couple weeks went along, I'd be lying if I claimed I wasn't spending more time watching the young muscle men work out than I did the pretty young girls.
So much so... that I ended up googling the term 'muscle man'. I couldn't explain why I was becoming so entranced with these guys, like I said I wasn't gay at all. I just found them intriguing.
I found a website of muscle men videos, including ones of them fighting each other in contests, often wearing only male thongs, which didn't look too comfortable. But they did give me a new admiration for muscle men's asses. Like the rest of their bodies, they were rock hard and impressive.
Watching the wrestling oddly made a certain muscle of mine hard as I watched them manhandle each other, and I somehow started imagining them manhandling me that way.
As I researched more deeply, I found there were also lots of videos of muscle men stroking their big dicks... they always had big dicks... much bigger than mine. I don't know why I became so fascinated by these videos, but I was entranced. I was captivated by how each muscle man's entire upper body worked in smooth concert to stroke his impressive cock.
His chest, his arm, his bicep, all worked fluidly together to jerk him off.
My eyes would dart all over the screen like following a pinball, as I was visually overwhelmed.
The massive pecs flexed with each stroke up and down, and they really grew when he was about to come.
His forearms and biceps pulsed, making the veins throb.
His firm chest, whenever it was in view, was stiff, with just the odd crease.
His cock was always big and hard.
These features all combined with his manly groans, and then the climactic orgasm, when a few ropes of cum exploded from his cock which for some reason, made my cock ache in my pants.
I also learned that in porn these men were often called muscle hunks. And that most muscle hunk videos were gay porn. Sometimes it was one muscle hunk sucking another one, more often it was a twink sucking and getting fucked by a muscle hunk, other times it was a guy in his forties or fifties (like me) sucking or getting fucked by a bigger, stronger muscle man, and other times it was a threesome, or even a gang bang of meaty muscle hunks.
Regardless of which, I couldn't get enough of them.
I must have watched over the next few days:
-a couple dozen solo muscle hunks jerking off... enjoying their groans, their muscles, their cocks, and their eruptions.
-a couple dozen twinks, or else older men, sucking muscle men and/or getting ass fucked by muscle hunks.
-A few group sex scenes... so many hunky muscle men... muscles everywhere... cocks everywhere (yes, always unfathomably large).
It was only then, after a few days of watching only gay porn and slyly checking out the real life muscle men at the gym, that I had to admit to myself I'd become obsessed... although it should have been blatantly obvious... as I always ended my porn sessions with coming while I imagined I was the one being dominated in some fashion by a dominant muscle hunk.
Again, I wasn't gay, I simply wanted to have a body like that. I'd been working out for a year, dropped 50 pounds, but that had been almost entirely belly weight, and at my age, 55, I was never going to have a body like these young hunks in their twenties and thirties.
I was envious of their bodies, and I couldn't stop admiring them.
At the gym before work I'd be on a treadmill appearing to be watching the morning news on my monitor (yes, almost all of the workout stations at this upscale gym featured a wide variety of streaming video in addition to details about my workout), but the truth was I was slyly checking out the two muscle men I'd become particularly obsessed with during these few weeks. They were always there the same time I was, both wore muscle t-shirts that allowed me to see lots of their muscles, and they both pushed each other to go harder, faster, throughout their strenuous workouts.
What I hadn't felt daring enough to do... until today... was to follow them... oh so casually, this just happened to be when I decided I'd worked out long enough for the day... to follow them to the showers. I wanted to see their bulging muscles with their shirts off... I wanted to see their rock-hard glutes... and I was very curious to see whether their dicks were as big as those muscle guys sported on the internet.
So I followed them slyly, my cock hard under my shorts. They went into the change room, took off their shoes and socks, took off their shirts (their back muscles even looking impressive), as I bent down to untie my shoes and not look like I was checking them out. I felt oddly giddy like I had the day of the high school prom, when I'd been promised I'd lose my virginity to my girlfriend. They then pulled down their shorts and underwear and grabbed a couple of towels, awarding me a very brief glimpse of their cocks... but not clearly enough to actually see anything.
Not wanting to get caught checking them out, I scurried into the sauna, my cock hard, and sat down immediately, just before they walked into the sauna as well... which I wasn't expecting at all!
They both went to a bench directly across from me, set their towels on the bench, suddenly completely naked!... and sat down on their towels... I wondered if that was the etiquette in a sauna like this.
I tried to act casual and not to appear I was looking, but was unable to contain a slight gasp when they spread their legs, presenting me with a very clear view of both of their cocks (one completely flaccid and the other semi-erect, in case you wanted to know, and I certainly would if I were in your shoes), as they dangled appealingly between their legs.
I couldn't help it, but I stared at the two cocks, only for a couple seconds, which even so was a couple of seconds too long for etiquette in public even with only men present, before I looked away, likely too quickly, trying to look casual. I trust I've conveyed that I was a complete emotional mess at this juncture, because I was.
I kept my towel in place because first, their cocks put mine to shame, and second (and more importantly), I was embarrassingly rock hard. I considered getting up to leave, but I felt a rush because I was in a secluded room with these two hot muscle hunks, and the hot sauna was already making their amazing chiseled chests sweat... which made their skin glisten... enhancing their already perfect male bodies.
So although I knew I should get up and leave right now, I decided to linger a couple minutes and then feign it was too hot in there and leave.
"Hey, you're new here, right?" one of them said.
"Yeah, coupla weeks," I admitted, trying to act casual, trying to maintain normal eye contact and not to admire any of their many impressive assets... never mind their cocks.
"I'm Dave, this is Bryce," the same one said in a friendly way.
"I'm Mark," I said, Dave seeming more like a Chuck or Charles, although Bryce seemed the perfect name for a muscle hunk.
"Nice to meet you," Dave said.
"Yeah, you too," I said, really struggling not to look down and admire their entire bodies as they heated up.
"Bryce here tells me you've been checking us out for the last few days," Dave said, astonishing me, just as I happened to glance down at his chest.
"And he's doing it right now," the blonde Bryce observed, busting me.
"What? No!" I said too quickly, likely only making me look even more guilty.
"Riiight," Dave said in a long-drawn-out syllable. "So now that we've established that you're a perv... Are you also a cock sucker?" as he parted his legs wider to give me a better view of his cock... which now that I'd taken a very good look at it, looked quite big.
"What? No," I repeated, this tactic of blatant denial falling apart rather quickly, since I couldn't help glancing down at his cock again.
"Probably a bottom then," Bryce said.
"I'm married," I pointed out, looking at his eyes and then his cock in rapid succession.
"Figures. Most cock sucking bottoms are," Dave said.
"I'm not either of those," I said as I stood up to leave. It was one thing to admire their bodies and jerk off to gay muscle hunk porn, but this was becoming an entirely different level of involvement. I didn't want these men to think for even a minute that I was gay. So I clarified as a parting shot, "I just admire your sheer strength and aesthetic beauty."
As soon as I heard myself saying the words 'aesthetic beauty', I knew I couldn't have sounded any gayer. So I tried to clarify, "I mean I just admire your dedication to fitness." Which just made it worse as I kept wading into quicksand of my own making.
"I bet you do, since it's pretty obvious you've been checking us out every morning for almost a week," Bryce smirked, spreading his legs wider, and bringing his semi-erect cock into even clearer view.
"I should get going," I said, trying not to appear in awe of their bodies and their cocks, while my own modest cock remained completely erect beneath my towel.
"Lose the towel, Mark," Dave ordered.
"What? Why?"
"Well, if you simply admire our bodies for their aesthetic beauty, then you won't be concealing an erection under that towel, will you?" Dave said, bursting right through my façade.
"I'm not sure that statement even makes logical sense," I argued as I felt my cock flinch under my towel.
"I think it does," Dave said, standing and walking up to me, his chiseled perfect chest glistening in sweat, making his body look even hotter.
I should have fled that sauna in a record-breaking sprint, but my legs felt like they were encased in hardened concrete.
Dave stood before me, naked, then grabbed my hand and placed it on his chest. "Mark, have you ever wondered what a chest like this felt like?"
My eyes went wide, my cock flinched again, as I felt his firmly muscled chest. Shit, it was so hard and muscular! I mindlessly moved my hand across his chest in awe, forgetting where I was and with whom.
"That's the way. Now use both hands on me," he said and I did, allowing my towel to fall to the wooden floor as I helplessly rubbed my hands all over his sweaty chest.
Bryce said with a chuckle, "Bingo! Just like all the others, our latest conquest is already rock hard."
Even as I realized I was now naked in front of these two muscle men, my tiny cock inarguably rock hard, I had no control over my own actions... I was just mindlessly reacting to whatever was happening. I was completely captivated by this perfect physique I was touching.
Dave said, "Go ahead, wrap your hands around my biceps."
"They're so big," I said in awe, doing just like he said while he flexed. His arms were so big! I'd researched that the average man's bicep is 13.3 inches around, while muscle men were often 22 inches, which is almost double that. Mine were a mere 12.6 inches, thus below average, while Dave's were so big and hard that his veins were pulsing as I wrapped my hands around them. Or tried to. His upper arms were so enormous, I couldn't succeed in wrapping my hands completely around them.
"Yep, 24 inches," Dave said, clearly proud of his measurements, and likely having them all memorized.
"Wow," I said in a daze, as I enclosed my hands around his arm the same way I'd cupped my first pair of breasts... completely captivated.
"Nope, they're only 23.9 inches," Bryce corrected him.
"Yeah, yeah," Dave said in irritation, annoyed by the reminder he wasn't actually 24 inches quite, but nevertheless I was mesmerized by his body in the same way I was first mesmerized by touching a woman's body.
"I'm 24 point two inches," Bryce said, flexing his own bicep of grandeur.
"You're both impressive," I said, admiring Bryce's body... both of these men something I wished I was more of... masculine. Their bodies were so well defined and tight, not an ounce of fat anywhere... this mixed with their good looks, towering frames (Dave was a good 5 inches taller than I was while Bryce was even taller, at around 6'8"). Add this to their confident demeanor, and they had me completely at their mercy.
"Suck on my nipple, Mark," Dave ordered, changing the focus of the conversation.
No longer in charge of my own decisions, just basking in the physical glory of these two young gods and doing whatever I was told, I leaned down a bit, opened my mouth, and sucked on his hard nipple... tasting the salty sweat on his body.
Wanting to feel his flat, muscled stomach, I moved a hand to it and slowly caressed it, while I sucked on the hard nipple in my mouth.
"You like my body, Mark?" Dave asked.
"Yeah," I said in a lustful stupor.
"Ever sucked a cock?" Bryce asked, as he stood up and brought one over to me.
"No, never," I denied, realizing I was now too deeply in this quicksand to back out.
"But you're about to be sucking mine," Bryce predicted without the need for much psychic awareness, as he settled his big, strong hands onto my shoulders and steadfastly guided me to my knees.
Again I should have fled. Yes, I had already worshipped Dave's arms and even sucked on his nipple, but sucking a guy's cock was an entirely different commitment. Yet I didn't flee, I just stared helplessly at a now fully erect cock, about nine inches long. It was beautifully majestic, two words I realized sounded pathetically gay, but which were the only semi-adequate descriptor available to me at the moment.
"Stroke it, Mark," Bryce ordered me.
Feeling compelled to obey, I reached for his thick dick and wrapped my hand around it. "So big," I moaned, more to myself than to anyone else.
I stroked it slowly, unable to do anything but stroke and stare worshipfully at his dick.
"Suck it, cock sucker," Bryce ordered a moment later.
The term 'cock sucker' pulled me out of my trance and I stammered, "N-n-n-o, I-I-I need to go."
"No, what you need is to suck my cock," Bryce corrected me, as he shoved his cock into my mouth.
"No, to suck our cocks," Dave corrected him, as I suddenly had an additional cock in my mouth.
I'd imagined in the heat of the moment an experience very much like this one while watching those hot muscle hunk videos during the past few days, while sucking an imaginary cock, but that fascination was crushed the moment I came... and then I cursed my pathetic weakness.
What you can't possibly imagine unless you've been there, is what it feels like to have a long, thick, pulsing cock inside your mouth. A cock so long and hard that it stretches your mouth... well, unimaginably. And It tasted salty, since it was full of sweat from the workout and the sauna.
I should have felt diminished and weakened, yet what I did feel was appreciative and curious. I felt this new experience was a natural position and a natural act. I didn't even notice I was bobbing on a cock at first, until I heard Dave's groan. "That's it, cock sucker, suck our dicks."
Hearing myself being called a cock sucker was so surreal... I sure the fuck wasn't gay. Yet at the moment I was assuredly performing as a cock sucker, and therefore I was gay. And not just because of some technical definition. No, I loved the feeling of bobbing on a dick or two; I loved the sensations of having a cock in my mouth, and I loved the taste of Bryce's masculine nature.
"Don't forget about me, Mark," Dave spoke up.
I took Bryce's dick out of my mouth and looked at Dave's longer ten-inch cock, although his wasn't as thick.
"Ready to become our cum bucket, Mark?" Dave asked.
"I don't really know," I replied honestly, even as I swooned at the sight of his big cock.
"That wasn't really a question, you pussy," Dave retorted. "Now suck my cock, you effeminate little cock sucker."
The name calling was humiliating, and yet oddly stimulating, as I obeyed just like every twink and faggot in the porn films I'd been watching, as I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth, my own cock raging in response to being told what to do.



"Stroke mine, faggot," Bryce ordered, a label that made me flinch as I nevertheless obeyed, reaching out my hand to him, and after finding his thickly muscled leg, moved it up to his cock and began stroking it.
"Oh yeah, Mark," Dave moaned, "you're a natural at cock sucking."
I found being called a cock sucker humiliating, and yet being called a natural cock sucker was kind of flattering, although I couldn't figure out the distinction.
"Back to me, faggot," Bryce ordered, as I moved off of Dave's big cock and returned once again to Bryce's thick cock.
I took it back in my mouth and began bobbing, becoming accustomed to having a cock between my lips, as I reached across and resumed stroking Mark's throbbing cock.
"Think he's ready for a spit-roasting?" Bryce asked.
I recognized the term and my eyes went wide as I bobbed on his cock, even though I was only taking about half of it in my mouth, and still found myself completely full at the bottom of each bob.
"Not here," Dave replied, "this sauna is way too hot for a marathon fuck session."
"Yeah, true enough, "Bryce agreed.
"Back and forth, cock sucker," Dave ordered me.
Figuring out what he meant, I took one cock out of my mouth and replaced it with the other and back again, feeing so slutty and so excited.
"You sure I can't ass fuck him for a couple minutes?" Bryce asked. "He looks like he could use a rough workout."
Just then the door opened and Bryce called out to someone, "Get over here, cock sucker."
"Yes sir," a new masculine voice responded as I kept bobbing on Dave's cock.
"I get his asshole first," Bryce claimed dibs.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Dave said, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and ordered me, "Tell me what you want, faggot."
"I want to suck your cocks," I replied urgently, feeling so lustful and hungry.
"You wish to be our cock sucker?" Dave asked, beginning to sound like he was leading a ritual.
"Yes, sir," I replied, using the honorific even though he was obviously less than half my age.
"And to serve as our obedient faggot," Dave continued.
"That's it, deep throat me, faggot," Bryce groaned.
I glanced over and saw a guy I recognized, someone a little younger than me, bobbing furiously on Bryce's fat cock.
"Focus on me, cock sucker," Dave rebuked me, as he turned halfway around and said, "Eat my asshole, faggot."
My eyes went wide as I heard the new guy's slobbering right next to me as I stared at Dave's amazingly tight, muscular ass. Such a polar opposite to my big, fat, flabby buttocks (no, mine weren't worthy of the term glutes).
"Stop staring faggot, spread my ass cheeks and shove that tongue up my hole," Dave ordered me.
This was so humiliating, yet I felt compelled to obey. I pulled his ass cheeks apart, impressed by how firm they were, how sweaty from the sauna. I looked at his asshole, having never seen one before, not even my own (there's only so much you can do by yourself with even two mirrors unless you're a contortionist), having no idea what to do with this starfish.
"Bend over, faggot," Bryce groaned, the slobbering sounds sounding so loud.
"Yes, sir," the faggot said.
"That will be you soon," Dave told me, although I couldn't see anything in that direction as I extended my tongue and licked his sweaty asshole.
"That's it, really lick my hole, slut," Dave ordered me.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass," Bryce's faggot moaned, in a voice that was in no conceivable fashion masculine.
I licked the butthole in front of my face, rolling my tongue around it, and probing it like a pussy.
"Yes, get that tongue right in there," Dave ordered.
"Oh yes, pound my asshole," the faggot begged.
I probed Dave's asshole, his salty sweat tasting surprisingly good as my cock ached, even as I sweated like crazy.
"Beg for it, faggot," Bryce ordered.
"Please Master, fuck my asshole with your big fat cock and cum inside me," the faggot pleaded.
Dave turned around and shoved his cock back into my mouth and began skull-fucking me.
"Oh yes, fuck," the faggot squealed, not because of anything (I was pretty sure) happening to me.
Dave face fucked me roughly, his entire cock slamming into my mouth (as I was helpless to prevent it) and making me gag, saying, "We're going to have to work on your gag reflex, faggot."
He kept face fucking me, saliva sluicing down my chin, although considerately not going as deeply as before.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fill my asshole with your load," the faggot squealed like a bitch in heat... which somewhat turned me on, as I wondered what it would be like to have a dick stuck in my own ass.
"Get ready, faggot," Bryce grunted.
"Yes," the faggot moaned as he assumedly took the load in his ass.
"Want my load?" Dave asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
"God yes," I answered, so he furiously stroked his cock, aiming it right at me, and erupted a load all over my face. I was shocked by how warm the cum was, how large the load was, and as some of it landed in my open mouth, how gooey and salty it was.
"Thank you, sir," the faggot said.
"Yeah, no problem," Bryce said, just before he slapped my ass, hard. "I'm taking this asshole later," he informed me.
"Yes, sir," I mindlessly agreed, not even processing what I had just agreed to... still awash in the aftermath of my first facial, and swallowing the small amount of cum that had landed in my mouth.
"When you get off work, faggot?" Dave asked.
I asked, "Me faggot, or the other faggot?"
"You; faggot Mark," Dave clarified.
"Five," I answered.
"I expect you at our dorm as soon as you're done with work," Dave said.
"But I have to go home for supper with my wife."
"Make some excuse to your wife. Supper will be at our place."
Bryce added, "And you'll be well-fed."
"Figure it out, faggot," Dave said. "And keep my load all over your face until you get my address."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, completely bewildered by what had just happened, and what was now being planned.
They strolled out of the sauna and I looked at the faggot, still bent over. He said, "Welcome to the club."
"Club?"
"The bottom boys club," he said.
"Bottom boys club?" I asked.
"Around here, either you're a muscle man dominant, or you're a bottom boy cum bucket," he said before adding, "and you're obviously not a muscle man, so..."
"Oh," I said, this adding to my complete bewilderment. I got off my knees, grabbed my towel, still hard, and went to leave.
Faggot asked, his asshole gaping wide and cum leaking out of it, "Want to drop a load from that pecker inside me?"
"Maybe another time," I said, my cock aching, but not sure I was willing to fuck another guy... even though I'd apparently agreed to be fucked by another guy.
I headed out and went to the shower, cum still on my face. Dave and Bryce were lathered up, and I still couldn't help but admire their bodies, although now I couldn't see the point of doing it on the sly. Every move they made, I found stimulating and erotic.
"Go ahead and clean up, faggot," Dave said, as he finished rinsing off. "But not my cum, that remains," he reminded me.
"Yes, sir," I said, turning on the shower.
"You're still hard. You didn't fuck the other faggot?" Bryce asked.
"No, I'm just a faggot for you two," I said, sounding rather pathetic. "And until just now, I wasn't one at all."
"Not just for us two," Bryce corrected me with a sly smug, confirming the faggot's mention of a club, and a hierarchy with two levels.
The two grabbed their towels and headed off to get dressed. I finished cleaning up, keeping the cum on my face as best I could, before heading to get dressed as well.
I got dressed, processing all that had happened, when Dave walked over, now dressed, his muscled body impossible to hide even under street clothes, "Here's our dorm number and my phone number. Get there as soon as you can after work."
"I'm not sure I can," I said.
He shrugged, "Your call, but if you don't come this time there won't be a second offer. In any case, you may wash your face now."
He turned and walked away as I stared at the card.
I finished getting dressed, washed my face and headed to work, my mind spinning.
The morning flew by crazy busy, and it wasn't until lunchtime that I had time to reflect upon what happened a few hours ago.
I had sucked two cocks.
I had taken a facial.
I had agreed to take a dick in my ass this evening. Maybe.
I couldn't believe how quickly everything had unraveled. One minute I was working out, the next minute I was outed as a peeping tom, and a minute or two after that, I had two cocks in my mouth.
Fuck.
Yet as I replayed my morning, I felt my cock harden.
I sighed.
What had come over me?
Why was I hard?
It was one thing to admire muscle men and to watch muscle porn, it was a completely different thing to go through with what I did this morning.
I was disgusted with myself.
Disgusted at my weakness.
Disgusted that my cock was hard right now just from thinking about it.
Disgusted that I'd more or less agreed to go to a college dorm to suck some more dick and get myself ass fucked.
No way I was doing that.
I'd simply have to find another new gym.
Yet instead of pushing those two muscle men out of my head, I ended up on my phone watching some muscle hunk porn while I ate lunch... focusing on guys like me getting fucked.
I put my ear buds in and listened to the moans... listened to the dominant orders of muscle men (I was in awe how every muscle man was just naturally confident and dominant... although if I was that strong and good looking, I imagine I'd be a lot more confident too).
Every non-muscle guy in the vids I was watching begged to be fucked.
Every guy moaned like a bitch in heat... and I found there was something very arousing about hearing a guy moan as he was fucked.
Every guy took the big dick deep into his ass.
Every muscle man dominated the guy he fucked... calling him names, making him beg, drilling him hard, and spewing his load all over his faggot's face or deep in his ass.
The entire time, all I thought about was what it would feel like to take a dick in my own ass. I know I was straight, married, etc., but with the possibility just a few hours away, the euphoria I saw in those men in the videos while they were being ass drilled was very intriguing.
The afternoon, thankfully, also kept me pretty busy and it wasn't until 4:30 when I had time to think some more.
I knew there was no way I should go to that dorm. No way I should even be considering going. Going to their dorm could only end one way: with me getting sodomized and likely spit-roasted.
This visual, of course, had my cock raging.
So even though I still hadn't convinced myself I was going, I texted my wife I'd be meeting with some colleagues for dinner, and wouldn't be home until later.
I had just lied to my wife.
I never lied to my wife unless you counted "yes, you look good in that outfit" or "no, you don't look fat in that."
I sighed.
Then guilt washed through me, since it was only now I realized the obvious: this morning I'd already cheated on my wife.
Sure, our sex life had been just about nonexistent for the past few years.
Sure, our marriage had become boring and stale.
Sure, empty nest syndrome had turned our marriage into one of convenience. We got along affably enough, but the spark was gone. But even if we both longed for greener fields, who would possibly want to rejoin the dating pool in their 50s?
But... I still loved her.
Right then and there I decided I wasn't going near that dorm.
I couldn't.
I wouldn't.
I had to be a man.
Not a sissy.
Not a cock sucker.
Not a faggot.
So I finished work and went to my car.
I started driving home... the college coincidentally along the way. Okay, I'd go near it then.
I was determined to drive right past it, I convinced myself I'd drive right past it, yet when the turn approached, I felt myself merging into the right lane, and when it arrived, my car, with a mind of its own, exited the freeway.
Fuck.
Five minutes later I was parked outside the dorm.
Five minutes after that, I was still sitting in my car.
Why was I even here?
Why?
Why?

Why?
That was the question I kept repeating as I got out of my car.
That was the question I asked myself over and over as I walked nervously into the dormitory building.
That was the question I couldn't answer no matter how hard I tried as I climbed the concrete stairs and reached their hallway.
Just then my wife texted me: Have fun.
I froze. This was rather serendipitous. My wife texting me just as I was approaching the door of two relative strangers so I could suck their dicks and get fucked. This was a caution from the universe that I wasn't supposed to do this. Yet, yet, yet, her exact message was 'Have fun.' Was she unknowingly telling me to enjoy sucking big cock and getting fucked by big cock?
Taking the message for the latter, having already decided I was going to do this, I muted my phone, and for some twisted reason I pressed Record so I could replay the audio later.
I reached the door, took a deep, shuddering breath and knocked.
"Come in," Dave yelled.
I took another deep breath, and walked into the dorm room.
"Get in here," Bryce ordered.
I walked into the small dorm room and both the guys were shirtless, sitting on the couch, playing Call of Duty.
"Get over here, cock sucker," Dave ordered, not even glancing up at me, not acting like it was at all weird to have some mid-fifties guy show up to suck their cocks.
They didn't stop playing at all as I sheepishly walked over to them and knelt before Dave. "Get my dick out, cock sucker," Dave ordered, lifting his ass so I could. I pulled down his shorts, surprised he didn't have any underwear on.
Dave sat back down, spread his legs and offered me his completely flaccid dick. I awkwardly took his cock, which was still pretty impressive even when soft, into my mouth.
"I can't wait to fuck that ass," Bryce said, as I felt Dave's cock hardening in my mouth.
"Let's finish the game first," Dave said.
"Of course," Bryce agreed. I could hear recorded shooting in the background as I swirled my tongue around his growing cock.
Feeling a cock harden in your mouth is quite surreal... feeling it completely soft at first, then slowly hardening, and then becoming stiff as iron, is pretty cool to feel. It's equally unique to feel it double its size in my mouth.
"Bet I'm going to really break him in," Bryce said.
"You always do," Dave said, as I wondered how many guys like me had already ended up here. Ended up on their knees. Ended up with a dick in their mouth. Ended up getting ass fucked. Ended up spit-roasted.
"Yeah, I sure do," Bryce agreed in a confident manner... a confidence I wished I had.
Now it was hard, I slowly sucked Dave's dick, enjoying the smooth bobbing, enjoying being on my knees.
"Get me ready too, faggot," Bryce ordered after about a minute... although time was irrelevant now that I was zoning out.
"Yes, sir," I said, taking Dave's dick out of my mouth and moving to Bryce, who had already helpfully gotten out of his shorts.
"I love when these old faggots call me sir," Bryce chuckled, as I reached for his semi-erect cock.
Wanting to sound even more submissive, I replied, "May I suck your big fat cock, sir?"
"You may," he chuckled, as I took it in my mouth. Sure, Dave's was an inch longer, but Bryce made up for that with thickness. I seriously couldn't fathom how I could take this dick, or any dick, up my ass... yet I felt compelled to try.
I wanted to feel a dick in my ass.
I wanted to be a cock sucking, ass taking faggot for muscle men... muscle hunks.
As pathetic as it sounded, I'd do anything to suck these dicks, to admire these bodies.
"Get it nice and hard for your virgin ass, faggot," Bryce ordered.
"Fuck," Dave cursed.
"Whatever," Bryce said. "We can fuck him now."
"Yeah, I really need to dump a load," Dave said, making me sound like just a pathetic object.
"Spit-roast?" Bryce asked, as he stood up and his cock slipped out of my mouth.
"Why not?" Dave shrugged. "He'll do anything to touch and admire our bodies. Get undressed, faggot."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, mindlessly admiring their beautiful bodies, and willing to do anything to be with them.
I got undressed, revealing my cock was rock hard, and before I knew it, Bryce had lifted me up and repositioned me onto all fours.
I couldn't believe this was actually happening. I couldn't believe I'd taken two cocks in my mouth today. I couldn't believe I'd come over to get ass fucked, to lose my anal virginity, to be sodomized. I couldn't believe these two hard-bodied men were using me... that these two muscle hunks even wanted to use me. Oddly, as I was manhandled onto all fours like a Barbie bitch, I was flattered they were willing to plug my holes with their big, muscular cocks.
"Ready, faggot?" Bryce asked, as I felt his cock poke between my ass cheeks.
"Frankly, I don't know," I said, looking back at him, which sure wasn't the refusal it should have been, although I was long past doing that. I was also completely distracted by his impressive physical presence: his pecs, arms and stomach. His strong hands on my hips added to my inability to stop this from happening... even though so many mixed emotions were swarming through me... I'd do almost anything to spend time with these two gorgeous muscle men, no matter the cost.
I recalled from the porn vids that when twinks, or men my age, or even other muscle men had cocks in their asses... every one of them moaned and whimpered and seemed to be in complete euphoria, as if there was nothing in the world more pleasurable than getting ass reamed.
"Just shove it in his ass," Dave said carelessly, as he slid his cock in my mouth.
"Yeah, if he didn't want it, he sure wouldn't have come over here," Bryce agreed, as I felt his cock trying to push inside of me.
"They all want it, given the opportunity," Dave said, as I wondered who he was referring to... before a sudden burning pain ripped through me. Obviously none of the guys getting rapturously ass fucked in those videos were virgins.
"True enough," Bryce laughed, as his cock slid inside me.
"Go slow for a bit," Dave said, noticing the excruciating pain showing on my face.
"So tight," Bryce said, as fire and brimstone burned inside me.
"Obviously the first dick in your ass, Mark?" Dave asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
"Yes," I groaned, gritting my teeth as the dick ripped my asshole apart as it went deep inside me.
"But you still want to be our two-hole faggot cum bucket, don't you?" Dave asked, as Bryce's cock somehow continued travelling deeper and deeper inside me.
Yet even as the pain coursed through me my cock raged, I answered, as ludicrous as it was, as I looked at his big hard cock and his thick strong legs, "Yes."
"You'll be getting a lot of great workouts from now on," Dave promised, as I felt Bryce's body resting against mine. I now had all nine inches of his fat cock inside my ass.
So many mixed feelings were swarming through my body: pain... pleasure... humiliation... excitement... confusion.
Yet what I wanted the most was to have that big dick back in my mouth and the one in my ass fucking me. No... I needed to have that big cock back in my mouth and that other cock pounding my ass.
"Fuck me," I whimpered, hoping and imagining that the pain coursing through my body would simmer down over time, as my ass adapted itself to this violation.
"What a natural faggot," Bryce said, as he began to slowly fuck me.



"Ohhhhhh, God," I whimpered in a way that wasn't at all masculine, but also wasn't particularly feminine. I then added, "Shove your dick back in my mouth, Dave."
"A real faggot," Dave said, as he obliged my request and slid his big cock in my mouth.
And at this moment, I became a real faggot. I began to bob on Dave's cock as Bryce slowly fucked my ass, stimulating my prostate in a way that started building pleasure inside me that thankfully counteracted the pain.
"Billy will love him," Bryce said.
"So will Jarod," Dave added.
I didn't know either of those names, but I did know that muscle men tended to work out only with others of their ilk, and thus I assumed they were two fellow muscle men.
"Tightest asshole I've banged in like forever," Bryce said.
"Won't be after your fat cock tears it apart," Dave said, as I bobbed awkwardly on his cock.
Bryce laughed, which sent vibrations through me, "I do love gaping an asshole."
Dave said, "Let's get this faggot to do the work."
"Yeah, ride my cock, faggot," Bryce ordered.
The pain was still there even as some pleasure was building inside me. I'd been struggling inadequately to suck Dave's cock smoothly, and this seemed like a sensible solution.
Bryce stopped moving, deep inside me.
"Rocking horse, faggot," he ordered.
Having watched a lot of porn, I knew exactly what he meant. So I leaned forward slowly, and took Dave deeper into my mouth, my behind leaving Bryce slightly behind.
Then I rocked back, taking nine inches of Bryce's hammer as deep into me as I could.
Slowly, getting the hang of it, I moved forward and took Dave deep in my mouth; I moved backward and took Bryce's cock all the way in my ass.
Forward... back.
Ten inches sliding into my mouth; well, more like eight, for now.
Nine inches in my ass.
It was so exhilarating.
My cock raged.
"Fuck yourself, faggot," Bryce groaned, slapping my ass kind of like ride 'em cowboy.
"Deep throat me, cock sucker," Dave ordered, as I was now taking almost his entire dick in my mouth.
I moaned... the pleasure swallowing up the pain....
I moaned... feeling exhilaration at taking two cocks at once....
I moaned... at being a dirty slut for two hot well-built muscle men....
I began riding faster, now taking both cocks in me smoothly, getting into a perfect rhythm.
Never had I performed so athletically. I wasn't remotely a physical specimen like these two muscle men, but I felt like on some level I was equivalent to them. Together we three were certainly performing like a well-oiled team.
"Do you want my load, faggot?" Bryce groaned after a couple minutes of my doing the fucking.
Dave pulled out of my mouth and I replied, dying to feel his cock twitch and erupt inside me, "Yes please, fill my asshole with your cum."
"Then ride me, slut," Bryce ordered, "hard!" as I stared forward at Dave's chiseled chest and thick biceps while I furiously bounced on Bryce's cock like the bimbo slut I now was.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, feeling nothing but pleasure, and my cock, even though unattended, pulsing like I could come any second.
"I'm going to shoot my load up your asshole," Bryce grunted an instant before spewing hot cum up my ass, which amazingly did trigger my own orgasm as I grunted too, and spewed my load all over the floor.
"Jesus Christ, he just came," Dave gasped, shocked.
"Fuck," I groaned, as the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced coursed through me.
"Shit," Bryce laughed, "that I haven't seen before."
"The guys are going to love him," Dave said, as he grabbed his phone.
"Want more muscle men cock?" Bryce asked, his cock still in my ass.
I should have said no, but of course that isn't what I said at all. I replied, "Yes, please, I want to worship every muscle man's cock you know."
Dave said, "You may want to text your wife you'll be late."
"I already did," I said, as Bryce pulled out.
"You want me in your mouth or ass?" Dave asked.
"I'm your faggot, you choose," I answered, admiring his perfect fucking body.
"Well, I don't really go for sloppy seconds," Dave said, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
Epilogue:
I swallowed Dave's load a few minutes later, and God it tasted good, and felt amazing gliding down my throat.
Three other college guys heavily into bodybuilding showed up, and for two hours I was circulated between the five of them, usually with a cock in both of my holes, but not always.
One was an amazing Latino Adonis at 6'3", 275 lbs of ripped muscle, and an 8-inch cock. Another was a Mediterranean stud even larger in all ways, at 6'5", 295 lbs, with a chest full of black hair (unlike the rest of the men, whose bodies were hairless), and an 8-inch cock, also full of hair. The last was a black god just over 6 feet and slightly slimmer than the others... but with a dick that would frighten even the biggest sluts... 12 inches, and thick.
I took two more loads in my ass.
Three on my face.
Two down my throat.
I came one more time from getting sodomized, when the black stud destroyed my asshole and gave me pleasure even more intense than the previous dicks that had ass fucked me.
I agreed to be at the gym twenty minutes earlier for now, first for Billy and Jarod who finished their workouts then, and would enjoy depositing their morning loads in a willing faggot (their words, and I didn't object)... afterwards I'd be taking loads from Bryce and Dave after their workout.
Every muscle in my body was aching as I walked, somewhat bow-legged, back to my car, feeling cum oozing out of my ass.
There was a text from my wife from ten minutes ago: You almost done?
I texted back: On way home now.
Yet the truth was... I wasn't almost done at all... no, today had been just the beginning.
THE END
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7. THEIR FIRST BBC

Saturday
Following our momentous and ground-breaking Friday evening, I woke up, and Joan was lying beside me.
God, she was beautiful.
Radiant.
It was still a little hard to believe she'd not only supported me in my very offbeat sexual exploration from almost the very moment she'd learned about it, but was also playing such a pivotal role.
I went downstairs, made her some breakfast, and brought it up to her.
She was just waking up when I entered the bedroom. I smiled and said, "You slept in. All that fucking must have worn you out."
She smiled, as I walked to the bed with the tray, "Yes, it did; but I also learned something last night."
"That your boyfriend is a sissy slut?" I asked.
"l already knew that, silly," she said, as she took the tray. "No, I didn't realize how much work doing the fucking is. I burnt a ton of calories, and actually broke quite the sweat."
"Well, anytime you want to use my cunt for your cardio workout, just let me know," I smiled, although meaning every word.
The first time you get a blow job, all you want is more blow jobs.
The first time you get laid, all you want is to get laid some more.
So not surprisingly, after the first time you've gotten ass fucked and discover the unbelievable feeling of having a cock buried deep in your back door, all you want is more dick back in your ass... or in my particular kink... in my cunt.
"I may be taking you up on that offer regularly," she smiled, before adding, "but for now, I'm going to enjoy this thoughtful breakfast you made me, while you enjoy the breakfast I've been keeping warm for you all night."
"Mmmmmmm, my favourite meal," I said, wondering if cock cum would one day replace her cream as my favourite snack. But then I realised that cock cum already creampied into my girlfriend's cunt would be the pinnacle of both culinary options.
As I crawled under the sheets and between her (still in black stockings), legs, which I'd barely had time to enjoy in last night's wild escapades, she added, again somehow able to read my mind, "Pretty soon you'll be a cum connoisseur; a sommelier of the sweet homemade gift from both genders."
"I can't wait," I said sincerely, as I moved my hands up both her nylon-clad legs, wondering if that was what today's surprise was to be.
"Now take your time down there," she ordered. "I want to enjoy my meal."
"Yes, Mistress, I want to enjoy my meal too," I replied, as I extended my tongue and leisurely grazed on her sweet pussy.
For twenty minutes, my neck actually getting a little sore, I slowly licked her, exploring every inch of her pussy over and over again, until she grabbed my head and shoved it roughly into her pussy. I took the wordless cue, and attacked her clit with reckless hunger.
A couple minutes later, she came on my face.
She let go of me, I lapped up the rest of her juices, and crawled back out from under the covers.
She asked, "Ready to continue your training today?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Good; I have something fun planned for tonight."
"What is it?"
"You keep asking questions I have no intention of answering."
"You can't blame me for trying," I smiled.
"I most certainly can; what is it about enjoying delightful surprises you don't get?" she sighed, stretching, "God, I'm a little sore from last night's workout."
"Are you in the mood for some morning cardio?" I asked, hoping for another back end pounding.
"I'd love to," she said as she glanced at the clock, "but I'm meeting my sisters for lunch."
"Lunch?" I asked, trying to sound flirtatious, recalling her fantasy of having an incestuous lesbian threesome with her two sisters, "lunch, lunch, box lunch!"
"That's right. If the opportunity presents itself, I'll eat both my sisters' cunts right under the table," she said wickedly.
"Oh, God," I groaned, the image of my hot girlfriend kneeling under a table licking her sisters' pussies was one of the most amazing, clitty tingling images ever.
"Yeah, I bet they both have tasty twats," she continued.
"I can imagine," I said, imagining just that.
"Don't you dare imagine my sisters' cunts," she scolded playfully as she got out of bed. "Your tongue is mine!"
"I was just imagining you on your knees between their legs," I defended.
"So was I," she winked, giving me a peck and heading to the shower.
"Fuck, my poor clitty," I said as she left me alone.
She returned a minute later and said, "I have an idea for tonight's rendezvous."
"What?"
"Let's do your nails."
"Really?" I asked, even though I liked the idea. I'd considered doing my toenails more than once, but never had.
"Yes, and I even got you a special colour to go with your outfit," she said.
"Ruby red?" I asked.
"Close," she said, tossing me the bottle.
"White?" I asked, this colour seeming so wrong against my brownish Asian skin.
"Yep," she said, "you still have a lot of virginities to be taken."
"That's the weirdest sentence ever," I joked.
She shrugged as she unclamped my white stockings, "You deny having virginities? There are cock sucking, spit-roasting, a real BBC in your pussy, being cuckolded, a BBC bukkake (which I might join you for), just to name a few."
"Oh, God," I groaned, her nasty list making my caged clitty ache.
"It's the truth," she said.
I got out of my stockings and watched in awe as she painted my toenails white. She then said, as she moved to my fingers, "These you can remove before work on Monday, but the toes remain painted."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, knowing I would always obey her, and happy she understood that work was work, and play was play.
"So cute," she said, once she was done.
"I never thought cute would be used as an adjective to describe me," I said, even though I was flattered by the compliment.
"And yet you're completely cute," she said, kissing me and then adding, "the cutest cutie cunt licking, cock taking, cute little sissy ever."
"You just always know the right words to say," I smiled, as she cupped my caged clitty.
She knelt down and talked to it. "And you, my sweet little clitty, are the cutest caged clitty in the world."
"Such poetic alliteration," I smiled, as she blew hot breath on my clitty, making my entire body shiver.
She stood back up, shrugged, and quoted, "I'm a poet and I didn't even know it."
"Stick to your day job," I joked.
"What about my night job?" She asked.
"Night job?"
"Mistress," she said.
"Yes, you should definitely keep that job, too," I said as she kissed me again and went to the bathroom.
She showered... called an uber... and left... saying she'd go home to change and fetch her car, and would be picking me up at 6... but she wouldn't tell me where we were going.
I showered... read the newspaper... did some online work... just trying to get through the day. The trivial aspects of day-to-day life now seemed completely irrelevant and mundane since being caught in the act.
I made supper.
I texted Joan: What should I wear tonight?
She texted back: The same white lingerie as yesterday. We have another christening of sorts... more of a baptism.
I texted back: That sounds cryptically hot.
She responded: Oh, it will be. See you soon.
I texted back: I can't wait.
I got back into yesterday's lingerie... and realized I still had no idea where we were going.
I texted: What is the dress code for tonight's date? I mean on the outside.
She responded a minute later: Casual.
I grabbed a pair of jeans and wore a new bamboo baby blue t-shirt I'd picked up recently. Joan, much to my shock, arrived five minutes early... which may have been a first ever.
Joan, being the man in our relationship, just honked and didn't even get out of her car. I submissively went outside and got in the car.
She was in a cute dress that had almost the same coloured baby blue top. "We match."
"Great minds think alike," I laughed. "Although I feel a little underdressed compared to your outfit. Where are we going?"
"Someplace special," she answered. Then after a pause, "For dessert."
"Chocolate?"
"I believe chocolate is de rigueur for us these days," she smiled as she kept driving.
"Yummy," I said, my tiny clitty tingling with anticipation from her vague answers. I mean if we were going out for something as everyday as pizza, she'd tell me. And I probably wouldn't be wearing a white negligee with my nails polished.
"Yummy, indeed," she smiled.
We pulled into a hotel parking lot. This was her surprise? How sweet. Would Carter be here too? Or was this a romantic, although likely kinky, rendezvous?
"This is the surprise?"
"It is," she nodded. "Just an intimate night... in the honeymoon suite."
"Oh, nice," I said, thinking this was incredibly sweet, and yet feeling a little twinge of disappointment I wouldn't be sucking Carter... something I'd had a hunch was in the cards for tonight.
"Yeah, a night of romantic decadence," she smiled as she parked.
We strolled inside hand in hand, and she surprised me by going into the lounge instead of to the front desk or elevators. "I promised you chocolate."
"Yes, you did," I said as we sat down at a table...it being quite a disappointment it was going to be actual chocolate.
We ordered a bottle of wine and a chocolate dessert; I had read this evening incredibly wrong.
We were into our second glass of wine each, the dessert done... it was tasty enough, but it was only food... when she said, "So, I chatted with Carter today."
"Oh?" I asked, perking up.
"Yes, and he's willing to do a threesome with us sometime down the road, if you wish."
"I see," I said, having assumed that was what tonight was about.
She clarified, "To be clear, Carter is going to want you to suck his dick."
"I know," I said, my mouth watering at the possibility of making another fantasy come true.
"He also expects to fuck me."
"I know," I repeated, that idea equally as exciting as my sucking BBC. The idea of her getting the amazing fuck I couldn't give her, really turned me on.
"And you're still okay with all that?"
"As long as we're doing it together, and it's what you want, I'm okay with anything... the kinkier the better," I said as I felt her foot move to my crotch, and I therefore moved my hand to her nylon-clad foot.
"I'll only fuck young black men with big black cocks when you're there," she promised wickedly... even though it felt oddly romantic... as she slowly rubbed my caged clitty.
"And I'll only suck big black cock when you're there," I reciprocated.
"And eventually take it in that pussy of yours," she added.
"Well, that goes without saying," I said. "It comes under the banner of my doing anything that turns you on, because then it's guaranteed to turn me on, too."
"We can both explore some of our deepest, darkest fantasies."
"Nice pun," I laughed.
"I didn't even realize I was making one," she laughed, as she downed her second glass of wine. "Finish up. I have a pussy that needs fucking."
I wasn't sure if she meant hers or mine, as I downed my glass.
Joan poured, and then tossed down the remainder of the bottle, and we headed to the elevator. "I already checked us in."
"Cool," I said, as we held hands.
In the elevator, she pushed me against the wall and kissed me hard. The kiss was aggressive and passionate and urgent.
And long. It lasted until the elevator slowed down almost to a stop.
"Ready to get fucked?" she asked.
"Twenty-four-seven," I agreed, as the elevator door opened.
She led me to the room.
We walked in and I said, "Wow."
"I know," she said, and added, "Only forty bucks more."
"The bed is larger than a king?"
"Yeah," she nodded.
"A hot tub, too," I said, in awe of the room.
"And more wine," she said.
"Are you trying to get me drunk to take advantage of me?" I quipped.
"Maybe," she said with a smile, as she poured two glasses of wine.
"Well, play your cards right you masterful woman, and I just may let you fuck me," I replied playfully, as she handed me a glass of wine.
"Now get undressed, slut," she ordered.
"No foreplay?" I pouted.
"Oh, you want me to get undressed first?" she offered playfully.
"Yes please, and slowly," I suggested, sipping on my wine and getting a buzz.
She pushed me onto the bed, making me spill a bit of wine on myself, as she placed her foot on my leg. "Unbuckle me."
"Mmmmmm," I said, beginning high and stroking my hand down her silken calf.
I unbuckled the shoe, with a bit of work, and she ordered, "Take it off."
I did.
She switched feet, and I removed the other heel.
She moved away and slowly slid her dress down her perfect body. This time she was in a red lace bra with a matching garter holding up her mocha-coloured stockings. Her shaved pussy was on full display, as she wasn't wearing any panties.
"I think for now, the rest of this outfit stays on," she smiled.
"I definitely concur a million times over," I overstated my case, admiring her amazing body, the red lingerie really hot, wondering if red stockings would have been even hotter.
"Now get undressed," she ordered. "I have a dick that needs sucking."
"God, you always know just the right words to say," I said, as I quickly got out of my clothes, except for the all-white lingerie again... and of course, the cage I had absolutely no control over, yea or nay.
As I was getting undressed, she was getting her strap-on strapped on... this one bigger than yesterday's.
"Oh my," I said.
"We've got to keep working on stretching you out, so you can eventually take great big dicks in both of your holes, baby," she said, before adding, "and we have a way to go; most black cocks are bigger than this one."
"Makes sense," I nodded, as she walked over to the bed.
"Lay on your stomach and put a pillow under your caged clitty," she ordered, as she also pulled out an additional black dildo, also slightly larger than the previous ones.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, grabbing a pillow and getting into the position she ordered. In essence, my back arched and my ass up.... so my cunt was open for business.
"God, your girlish figure is just so fuckable," she said, as she moved onto the bed with lube and the dildo.
"Thank God you get to fuck it then," I said, "for both our sakes," loving her admiration of my body. What had always made me self-conscious before, now that I was in a sissy relationship, was an asset.
"Indeed," she said, as instead of feeling lube pouring down my ass cheeks, I felt her palms spreading my ass cheeks, and then felt her tongue on my pussy.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy," I said, loving the feeling of her wet tongue and hot breath on my backdoor entrance.
"Such a delicious pussy," she purred, as she really tongued my hole.
"Not as tasty as yours," I moaned, her tongue working its magic on my entire body, including my confined clitty.
"Well, that goes without saying," she said as she kept bathing my pussy with warm wetness.
"God, that feels good," I moaned.
"Need to get it nice and ready for this big black vibrating plug," she said, as a finger rather easily slid inside my pussy... no resistance at all, unlike her previous fingerings. "Your pussy seems pretty hungry."
"It's always hungry," I admitted, as she wiggled her fingers around, just grazing my prostate.
"God, you're a bigger slut than any girl I know," she said, which should have been an insult, but instead I took as a compliment.
"I want to be the biggest, sexiest, sissy slut I can be," I said, my declaration so pathetic, and yet so earnest.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she kept fingering me as she poured lube down my crack. A moment later, she pulled her finger out and warned, "This may spread those pussy lips quite wide."
"Okay," I said, ready for the pleasure and pain principal to begin its work inside me.
I felt the toy at my entrance, and then I felt it slowly slide inside me. "Ooooooooh," was the sound escaping my mouth, although I wouldn't call it specifically a scream of pain or a moan of pleasure, but somewhere in between.
"God, your pussy loves dick," Joan said, as she seemed to be watching with pleasure as the black snake slithered inside me.
"I love it so much," I admitted, and even added, "I can't wait to feel a real black cock filling my cunt."
"All in good time," she said, "all in good time. That's what everything we're doing right now is preparing you for." Then she slapped my ass. Just once, but unexpectedly and hard.
"Yes, Mistress," I yelped, the slap harder than any of her previous ones. I apologized in case I'd offended her, "But both my holes are owned by you first."
"Don't forget that," she said, as she began slowly to pump the dildo in and out of my pussy.
"And my clitty too," I added, as my pussy got fucked again, making my clitty once again desperate to salute my beautiful, dominant, Mistress.
She pushed the dildo deep inside me and said, "All right, now let's practice your dick sucking."
"Okay," I said grimacing in sudden pain, as the dildo went deeper than any other cock inside my pussy.
"Now to make this even more fun," she said, as she went to her duffel bag of sexual surprises.
"You have me curious," I said, as I saw a remote control in her hand.
"Let's start this on low," she said, "we don't want your tiny clitty making a big mess quite yet."
"Not in this cage it won't," I said, trying to hint she could take it off me, although the hint went unacknowledged, as I felt soft trembling inside my pussy.
"And now let's really have some fun," she said, approaching me with a blindfold.
"Why a blindfold?"
"Why not?" she said. "Plus, when one sense is blocked, it enhances your other ones."
"Okay," I agreed, not that I really had any choice in the matter.
She put the blindfold on me and said, "Now just do what comes natural."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, finding the blindfold a little unnecessary, and yet somehow a little stimulating too... I felt even more helpless than before, which was a surreal turn-on.
A moment later, I felt her plastic cock touching my lips.
I opened them automatically, and took the head of her cock in my mouth.
"Mmmmmm, you love having something in your mouth, don't you?"
I replied, as I swirled my tongue around the cock head, "I love having a cock in my mouth."
"You look so pretty like this," she said. "Ass up, nails painted, in virginal lingerie, something in your cunt and something in your mouth."
"Maybe I also need lipstick and a wig," I mindlessly suggested, not even realizing I was requesting a more extreme version of femininity.



"What a good idea! Both of those can be arranged," she approved, as she began slowly fucking my mouth. This cock was thicker than the others, and stretched my mouth a little more. But, like the cock sucker I was becoming, I was up for the challenge (although my clitty was still frustratedly flaccid inside its prison).
I focused on breathing through my nose, and just surrendering my face to be fucked, as Joan took charge.
After a couple minutes while she never roughly face fucked me, she pulled out and said, "Actually, I want you on your knees on the floor."
"The go to position for any sissy cock sucker," I said, almost every sissy video including dozens of clips of this submissive position.
"Exactly," she said, as she took my hand and guided me off the bed.
The dildo slipped partly out, but once I was on my knees, she shoved it all the way back in and at a slightly different angle, so it really teased my prostate.
"What in the world shall you do?" I joked, now on my knees, with a big dildo vibrating softly in my pussy.
I felt her cock touching my lips again, so I took it back into my mouth and began bobbing. I wanted to impress her. I wanted to look like such a sexy cock sucking slut.
"Oh yeah, you're a natural cock sucking slut," she moaned.
I moaned in response.
She pulled out and asked, "How badly do you want my cock?"
"I need it in my mouth so bad," I said, as she tapped my nose with it.
"What if Carter was here right now?" she asked.
"If you gave me permission, I'd suck his big black cock until he came down my throat, or all over my sissy face," I said, the declaration of a fantasy being realised someday making my caged clitty numb with desperation.
"And what if he wanted to fuck my cunt with his big black hammer?" Joan asked, as she slid the cock back in my mouth.
I bobbed for a few seconds, the idea so fucking hot, that when she pulled back out I blurted, "I'd watch you like the pathetic sissy cuckold I was born to be, and watch a real man satisfy my woman in ways I'll never be able to."
"And what if he comes in me?"
"Then I'd gobble down that cream pie as fast as I could," I answered, the idea of eating a mixture of her and his cum another hot twisted fantasy that drove me crazy.
"I see," she said, seeming a little further away.
Yet I felt her cock tap my lips.
I opened up and took the cock in my mouth, and was stunned!
This cock was flaccid.
This cock wasn't a fake strap-on.
This cock was real!
This cock had veins.
I could feel them pulsing.
I froze.
"Well, don't stop on my account, cock sucker," Carter ordered, his cockhead in my mouth... confirming all my sudden thoughts... Carter was actually here!
How did he get in here?
When did he get in here?
What had he heard? Seen?
I couldn't believe I had a real live black cock in my mouth. I did what any obedient sissy cock sucker would do, I took more of it into my mouth, as I marveled at the realization of such a long-held fantasy!
Joan said, her tone playful, "Have you figured out your surprise yet?"
I didn't answer with words, as I didn't want this big black cock to leave my mouth for even an instant, but I moaned as I felt it harden in my mouth. A feeling that was amazing to experience. A soft cock hardening in your mouth is so surreal, erotic and satisfying... knowing it's your mouth making it grow.
"Yeah, get it nice and hard, cock sucker," Carter instructed.
"Fuck, this is hot," Joan said, her tone conveying she was as turned on by watching me with a black cock in my mouth, as I was upon having said black cock in my mouth.
His cock was now completely hard, and stretching my mouth wide. I was in complete awe. I'd imagined being in this exact same position with a big black cock in my mouth hundreds, or even thousands of times. Yet nothing could have prepared me for the surreal tranquility and natural reality of experiencing the real thing.
I began bobbing slowly, trying to get used to a real cock in my mouth.
It felt so much warmer and fleshier (I know, a lame descriptor) than the plastic cock.
"You like watching your boyfriend suck my cock?" Carter asked, as I began bobbing a little faster.
"Yeah, it's so hot," Joan repeated. "Such a sexy cock sucker."
"Yeah, he's like all the other white cock suckers."
"How so?" Joan thankfully asking the question I wanted to ask.
"There are dozens of married men and college guys who come trooping into our secret glory hole bathroom," he said. "Well, actually not so secret recently."
"Really?" Joan asked. I was thinking the same thing, dying to hear more.
"Oh yeah, businessmen, coaches, professors, jocks, you name it," he said, as I bobbed, my clitty aching as I listened to this revelation. "All of them showing up to suck cock or get fucked... or both."
"Shit, that sounds so wild," Joan said.
"The odd couple shows up there too," he added. "Although most women just go to the frat house to get gangbanged by the boys."
"You had me at frat house," Joan joked.
"They'd love you," he said, as I imagined a dozen black men taking turns triple teaming my hot girlfriend.
"You're so sweet," she said, flirting.
I was taking a little bit more and more of his huge black cock. I only wished I could see it.
"Want to spit-roast him?" Carter asked, making my eyes go wild.
"Fuck, yeah," Joan said, as she ordered, "get on all fours, Erica."
Carter pulled his dick out as I replied, "Yes, Mistress," and did exactly as she ordered me.
"Enjoying that real cock?" Joan asked, as she moved behind me.
"It's amazing," I admitted.
"Want to see the BBC that's going to be pounding my pussy pretty soon?"
"God, yes," I said lustfully, as she pulled the vibrating dildo out of my ass.
Joan took the blindfold off and enthused, "Isn't it beautiful?"
"Deliciously perfect," I said, staring at ten inches of black cock right in front of my face.
"Well, get sucking slut," Joan ordered, as she slid her cock into my pussy.
"Oh yes," I moaned, as her dick filled me.
"Oh yeah, fuck his ass," Carter said, watching me get fucked.
"Sissies have cunts," Joan pointed out. "Including mine."
"Touché," he chuckled, as he offered me his cock.
I opened my mouth and began sucking, as a second fantasy came true in just a couple of minutes. First I had a BBC in my mouth, and now I was being spit-roasted!
At first it was awkward though... as I couldn't get into a rhythm of both sucking a cock and getting fucked simultaneously.
Joan was fucking me hard, making it difficult to suck effectively.
After a couple minutes of awkwardness, Carter said, "This can be better. Let the slut do all the work."
"How so?" Joan asked.
"Let him rock himself back and forth, first taking my cock, and then yours," Carter suggested. "All you and I need to do is remain in place."
"Oh, like a rocking horse."
"Exactly."
"Hear that, slut?" she asked, slapping my ass.
I moaned in response as she stopped fucking me.
"Ride me, slut," Joan ordered, slapping me again.
I moaned, as I began rocking back and forth slowly.
I sucked Carter's big black thick cock.
I bounced back onto Joan's not quite as big black cock.
It was so much smoother and more exhilarating, this way of... taking two cocks at once.
"That's much better," Joan said.
"The boys will love him," Carter said, which turned me on even more. I wanted to be a great cock sucker... for every BBC who would offer me the privilege of worshipping his cock.
"Erica will suck every cock you offer her," Joan said, again reading my mind.
"He's a natural cock sucking faggot," Carter added.
"Yeah, she was born to suck dick," Joan said before adding, "but only black dick."
Before I even knew it, as I rocked back and forth like a natural fuck slut, I was taking two-thirds of Carter's cock in my mouth, which meant my throat was getting some noticeable action. My clitty was numb but my body on fire, this being another of my most intense moments ever...
"Keep sucking," Carter moaned, which gave me another rush, as it meant I was pleasing him.
"Come all over his face," Joan said a moment later, as she pulled out of me.
Carter grabbed my head and began face fucking me, furiously pistoning in and out of my mouth.
"Spray my slut's face with your dominant black cum," Joan moaned, so turned on from watching me get face fucked.
"The slut can really take my dick," Carter groaned, as he slammed all ten inches into my mouth, thus bludgeoning my throat wide open, which made me seriously gag! "Spoke too soon," he laughed, pulling out, and then resuming fucking my face less aggressively.
"It'll take practice before she can easily take ten inches in her slut mouth," Joan appraised, and then added, "So I'll make sure she gets lots of practice."
"Oh, fuck," he grunted, as he pulled out and exploded a massive load all over my shocked face.
Cum shot directly into my left eye, before I could think to close it. Rope after rope splattered my face, surprising me with how warm it was... although I'd fantasized about taking a load all over my face many times, I'd never actually considered it might be warm.
"Keep me hard for your girlfriend," Carter ordered me before adding, "ready to get fucked, slut?"
It was weird to hear my beloved Mistress Joan being called a slut, or to hear her say, "God, yes, I want you to slam that big black cock in my white cunt, while my tiny-clitty-caged boyfriend watches."
"You'll never want his tiny dick again," Carter said, as I nursed on his cock, completely humiliated and therefore turned on by their ridicule... speaking about me disparagingly as if I wasn't there.
Joan added to the humiliation by saying, "I never have."
Carter laughed, "Harsh."
"He's a great pussy muncher though," Joan admitted.
"He'd better be," Carter said, as he pulled out. He looked down at me, his cum all over my face. "Want to watch me fuck your girlfriend?"
"Yeah," I answered.
"Give our Master a better fucking answer than that," Joan snapped, as I felt cum dripping off my chin.
"Yes Master, I intended no disrespect; I want to see you fuck my hot girlfriend with your big black cock, and give her the pleasure I never could," I answered.
"Much better," Joan said, as she pulled me up and said, pointing, "Go sit on that chair."
I wiped some cum from my left eye, which stung a bit, and put it in my mouth as a natural reaction, thus satisfying my afore-mentioned curiosity. Paradoxically, it had very little taste, although it instantly made me want some more. (And happily, there was lots more all over my face!)
As I looked at the chair in question, much to my surprise... apparently Joan was full of them... a different dildo was strapped to the chair, sitting completely erect. When did she even do that?
I walked over to the chair, straddled it like a dirty slut, and slowly lowered myself onto it, getting quite the thrill as they both watched me impale myself.
"Shit, what a faggot," Carter said, as he watched the cock disappear in my pussy.
"She's already advancing in her training at an accelerated pace," Joan said, as I kept taking more of the cock in my pussy... this angle quite different than any previous position.
Having them both watching me struggle with the largest phallus I'd attempted so far enhanced my humiliation, which, as always, added to my sexual exhilaration.
"Shit, she has precum oozing out of her clitty even while it's soft," Carter chuckled.
"It can't help but be soft because of the cage; but cage or not, she's constantly wet whenever we play," Joan said, as I moved my fingers to my cage, felt the stickiness, and wanting to wow these two, especially Carter, and show him how big a sissy I was, I scooped some cum off the outside of my cage and put it in my mouth.
"Shit," Carter chuckled, "she's the biggest sissy I've ever seen!"
"And she's been at it less than a week; she's just getting started," Joan bragged, sounding proud of my progress.
"She looks quite cute in her lingerie," Carter said.
"Yes, I thought bridal would be a good look for her tonight," Joan said, as I groaned loudly as I'd lost my balance, and suddenly I was sitting down completely on the tall dildo, a numbing pain reminding me that this act wasn't natural.
"It's a good start," Carter said, "but it's important for him or her to understand her place."
"I think she already does," Joan said.
"She's well on her way, but she has to understand she's at the utter bottom of the sexual hierarchy, and always will be," Carter said, as he looked at her, snapped his fingers, and Joan instantly dropped before him.
"She knows her place," Joan stood up for me, as she reached for his still completely hard cock, "as do I, Master."
"Does she really?" Carter asked, as Joan took his cock in her mouth and thus exited their conversation for a while. "You see Erica, you're lower than straight cocksuckers, as they still consider themselves real men; lower than gay men, as they at least are proud of who they are; and far below women, who are just as nature intended them to be unless they shackle themselves with boundaries; and you're not even in the same stratosphere as black men, who are the pinnacle of creation."
"I understand, sir," I replied, his ridicule humiliating, yet all of it true. At this point I wasn't even noticing I was slowly grinding on the dildo.
"Sir?" he questioned, as Joan bobbed on his cock.
"Sorry, Master," I corrected.
"And I own your girlfriend, too," he said.
"Yes, Master," I acknowledged. "Just as long as she agrees."
"And you'll be at my beck and call from now on too," he added, as he pulled out of my girlfriend.
"Yes, he will be," Joan spoke for me... as these were uncharted waters. We'd agreed to do everything together, so any exceptions to that rule were in her wheelhouse.
"Do you always speak for him?" Carter asked, as he pulled Joan up from her knees.
"Usually; and for anything we haven't already agreed upon, always. He's my sissy after all," Joan said, "and I have the final say in any usage of him."
Carter chuckled as he picked Joan up like she was a feather, and tossed her onto the bed, "I can work with that."
Joan clarified, even as she got on all fours so she was facing me, "You may only fuck me when she's with me, but you may train her mouth whenever you see fit, or maybe just want to drop a load. Then when I deem she's ready, the same will apply to her cunt."
"That sounds reasonable," Carter agreed, as he got on the bed and moved behind her.
Her location was hot, but a little frustrating.
Hot: I could see the expressions on her face: her trembling lips, her lustful eyes, as she got fucked.
Frustrating: since she was pretty much facing me, I couldn't watch his big black cock slamming into her perfect pink pussy.
Carter asked me, as I writhed on my dildo and watched helplessly, "Little girl, do you want me to fuck your girlfriend and give her the pleasure you never could?"
"I do, Master," I admitted sheepishly, mixed feelings coursing through me.
Yes, I wanted her to get fucked like she wanted and deserved.
Yes, I was stimulated by the idea of being cuckolded by a young black man.
Yes, my caged clitty was trying its best to become like the Hulk, and go from meek to strong.
Yes, I wanted to listen to the sounds of pleasure escaping Joan's lips.
Yet there was a growing insecure side, even though Joan had reassured me. What if Joan eventually found me obsolete and redundant? Fuck, even I couldn't think of any good reasons for her to keep me around when a ten-inch black dick was available to her.
"You do want what?" Joan demanded, clearly annoyed by my answer, as it seemed Carter was teasing her pussy with his dick, but not yet penetrating her. "Spit it out, sissy!"
"Yes, I want to watch you slam that big black dick into my white girlfriend, and give her the pleasure I'm helpless to provide with my tiny, pathetic, caged clitty," I answered, shame and simultaneous exaltation coursing through me like they often did... tainted glory exorcising shame, like it always did.
"Beg him to shove his dick in me," Joan ordered, moaning as she was being teased by Carter, being frustrated to the point of growing desperation by Carter... yet the entire time looking directly at me. Even given all the obvious taboo kink of this moment, as well as the demolition of the last strands of any sort of masculinity I still pretended to, this multi-faceted encounter felt strangely romantic.
I said, continually grinding a little on the dick in my pussy, "Please, Master Carter, fill my beautiful girl's pussy with all ten inches of your impressive black manhood."
"Manhood," he laughed.
"I just want to acknowledge the obviously difference between us," I explained. "Tiny pathetic Asian clitty versus huge majestic black cock."
"Sounds about right," he chuckled, before asking Joan, "Ready for my cock, slut?"
"Oh God yes, Master, show my tiny-clittied sissy what a real man can do to a woman," Joan replied with feeling, even as her eyes remained locked onto mine... her words continuing to demean me, which, of course, only enhanced my submissive persona and my excited clitty even more.
"PLEASE fill her up with that big black cock," I added, anxious to see her expression once he slid that massive hammer into her, making my clitty burn with desire.
"As you two sluts wish," he said, as he slid inside her assumedly soaked pussy.
I watched Joan's face as her eyes went big, and a loud moan of undeniable excitement burst from her lips.
"Oh yes, so fucking big," Joan said, still looking into my eyes.
"She's taking all ten inches pretty easily, sissy," Carter said, before adding, "like I expect you to be able to do pretty soon."
"Yes, Master," I distractedly agreed, only focused at the moment on the pleasure Joan was experiencing, even though I was obviously more than a little intrigued about what it would feel like when I was able to replace Joan.
"Oh yes, I can't wait to see you fuck her virgin pussy and tear it apart," Joan moaned.
Carter bucked his hips once while deep inside her. "Oh, she'll be walking bow-legged for a week."
"Mother fucker, yes, more, more," Joan begged; I'm not sure whether she was begging to hear more about his eventually tearing my pussy apart, or for more of getting her pussy pounded hard and rough right now... likely both.
Carter bucked his hips again and asked, "Think she'll be able to take this?"
"Oh yes, fuck," Joan moaned, "she'll take whatever I tell the slut to take."
Carter again bucked his hips deep into my hot girlfriend.
"Jesus fucking Christ," the not overly religious Joan bellowed.
"You're pretty fucking tight," Carter said, as he bucked a fourth time.
"I haven't had a real dick inside me for years," she admitted, still looking directly at me. Shame! Excitement!
"Well, we'd better make up for lost time," Carter said, as he moved both of his large manly hands to her hips and began fucking her.
They were definitely not making love.
They were definitely fucking.
"Oh God, yes, fuck me," Joan moaned loudly, as she was already feeling more pleasure than I'd ever given her back when I still had pretentions to having a penis. No way can anyone ever fake that level of rapture! Her cheeks were ruby red with stimulation. Her eyes were full of raw lust. Her hips were trembling. And her moans? Fuck, I could never make her sound like that.
I could also hear Carter's body slamming against hers as Joan took all ten inches inside her slim frame with lustful rapture.
"You like watching me getting royally fucked, sissy?" Joan asked, as I continued consciously grinding on the cock inside me, envious of the real big black cock Joan was taking... my clitty burning with desire.



"It's so hot," I answered, in awe of her beauty, in awe of how stimulating it was to see her getting the raw pleasure she deserved.
"What's hot about it?" she asked, as she kept taking it all.
"Watching a dominant, young, built, black man fucking my woman with his huge cock, and doing my job," I answered, each word making my clitty numb with rejected pleasure.
"You're okay with young black studs fucking me while you watch?" she probed further, already knowing the answer, as she began bouncing back to meet his thrusts, her increasing moans signaling her orgasm was already imminent.
"Yes, baby, you deserve all the black cock you can ever want," I said, imagining her at the frat house, taking a dozen or more young, viral cocks. One in her mouth, one in her pussy, one in her ass, and one in each hand... she was quite the multitasker in everything she did.
"You want to watch me getting gangbanged by black boys?" she asked, as she and her black paramour seemed to be in a perfect rhythm.
"Yes, anything for you," I said, watching the best reality episode ever, as I moved my finger to my caged clitty and discovered a large amount of pre-cum dripping out.
"Shut up and take my fat dick, slut," Carter ordered, as I tasted my pre-cum, wishing it could be Carter's real load.
"Yes Master," Joan agreed, as she finally closed her eyes, leaned her head down, grabbed the blankets for extra comfort, and took that black cock for all she was worth.
Seconds later, as Carter resumed his control of the pounding, Joan became really animated, although she kept her eyes closed as she thrilled to the euphoria growing inside her.
"Yes Master, make me your white slut!"
"Fuck my cunt with that big black cock!"
"Give that black dick to me!"
"Show my faggot boyfriend what a real man can do for a woman!"
Then as I was still wincing at being called a faggot, she babbled incoherently as she came unlike anytime I'd ever witnessed, including from my magical tongue, or even that magical Cadillac of all sex toys I'd gifted her. "Mother fucker... oh fuck... shit... Jesus Christ... yes... yes... oh mother fucking hell... yes!"
Her orgasmic scream, as well as the nasty words that preceded it, were loud enough to wake the dead, and likely even give them erections having nothing to do with rigor mortis, as her entire body quaked like she was suffering an epileptic seizure, while the bed was simultaneously in the midst of an earthquake!
No way I could ever make her scream like that!
"Oh yeah, and that's just the first one," Carter bragged, as he continued slamming into my girlfriend without even a pause.
"Oh fuck," Joan moaned weakly, the pleasure of her orgasm, mixed with the pleasure of the continued fucking, clearly really working over her entire body.
"Enjoying yourself, sissy?" Carter asked, a smug dominant smirk on his face.
"Very much," I nodded, watching my girl undergoing such pleasure bringing great pleasure to me.
"Why?" he asked.
"It's just so good to see her getting everything she wants and needs from a young stud like yourself," I answered.
"Oh God, keep fucking me," Joan moaned, a second orgasm seemingly rising right after the first.
Carter kept fucking her for another minute before Joan asked, finally recovering enough from the first orgasm to get re-involved, "Want to watch me ride this big black cock, baby?"
"God, yes," I said, Joan then becoming the aggressor, as she exerted herself and pushed the much larger Carter onto his back.
"I like a gal who knows what she wants," Carter said, as Joan straddled him reverse cowboy.
"I need to ride this big black dick while my sissy watches," Joan said, as her pussy engulfed the saluting black rod.
"Yes, ride that big black cock," I encouraged as I watched, in a trance from the amazing magic trick Joan was doing.
The long black cock was there... and then it was gone. And then it was there again... and...
It was such a beautiful sight.
Magical.
Erotic.
I was completely captivated.
"You like watching me fuck this big black cock?" she asked as she slowly rode it.
"It's so fucking hot," I admitted, still entranced by what I was witnessing.
"Now, ride with me," she ordered. "Time yourself so we're fucking our respective cocks in unison."
"Okay," I agreed, putting both my hands on the chair as I tried to sync with Joan's movements.
Three times I started, but couldn't quite time it perfectly.
Joan stopped completely, resting on his cock and said, "All right, sit down on that cock."
"I am," I said, each of us sitting on a big black cock... although hers was bigger and of course, real. I couldn't deny I was a little jealous.
"On three, rise up."
"Okay."
"One... two... three," she counted, and we both rose up.
"And on three, go down," she instructed. "One... two... three."
And we each sat back down on our cock.
For a minute she continued counting, and in perfect unison we rode our respective cocks. I couldn't explain it, but even though she had another man's cock deep in her pussy, this was incredibly intimate... as if we were the only two fuckers in the world.
So I didn't even notice when she quit counting and we seamlessly continued in unison.
"Oh yeah, ride that cock, baby," she moaned, as she unclasped her bra and tossed it aside.
"I don't have those," I joked, as I cupped my male versions at the same time, trying to replicate her actions... trying to look and act as feminine as possible.
"Maybe we should get you some."
"Oooooh," I moaned, the idea of having tits so fucking hot, and not something I'd really thought about that much until now.
"Yes, a nice pair of tits would be an excellent accessory to your feminization," she added.
"Ooooooh, yes," I moaned, my clitty desperate to break free from the cage keeping it captive.
For the next couple minutes, we fucked in perfect synchronicity.
There wasn't any talking... just moaning... just the sounds of bodies colliding....
We were eventually pulled out of this silent, sweet, exotic, kinky connection when Carter groaned and said, "Time for me to resume control, bitches."
He lifted my girlfriend up in the air, flipped her onto her back, pulled her feet first to the edge of the bed, and while standing on the floor, slammed into her. Joan's feet were high in the air as he piledrove into her with his hands grasping her ankles, as I kept bouncing on my fake cock, now for the first time able to see his tight black ass pounding my girl.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me in front of my sissy," Joan moaned loudly, this angle and his aggressive thrusts really turning her on.
"I'm going to come deep in this white pussy," Carter said.
"Oh yes, please fill my cunt with your dominant seed, and then my sissy will eat it all up, won't you Erica?"
"Oh yes, I'll eat every drop of your cum from my girlfriend's pussy," I agreed, "what a treat!" bouncing on the cock hungrily, wishing I could take a real ten-inch cock like my girl was doing so easily.
"Oh yes, fill my white cunt right up," Joan begged, as she wrapped her nylon-clad legs around his black ass and pulled him deeper inside her.
I kept bouncing on the dick in my pussy, knowing that although the pleasure right now was all-consuming and coursing through my very being, there was no way I could possibly climax... the cage literally breaking my balls.
"Oh yes, come in my cunt, shoot that big load up my box," Joan continued her nasty talk, even as her second orgasm was about to erupt.
"Come with me," Carter said, as he slammed her petite body hard.
"Oh, yes, I'm so close already," Joan moaned, as she bucked her hips up to meet his deep thrusts.
"Now, slut, come all over my black cock... right... now!!" Carter ordered.
"Oh yes, Master, yes, yes, oh my God, yes," Joan screamed, as her second orgasm from his big black cock cascaded through her.
"Aaaaaaaah," Carter grunted, as he deposited his big load in her cunt, as I recalled that his first load was still all over my face.
God, I wanted to see his cock spewing inside her. (Probably physically impossible.)
God, I wanted to feel his cock inside me. (Probably as soon as Joan got me ready for it.)
God, I wanted to eat that cream pie. (Any moment now!)
Carter pumped in and out of Joan for a few seconds more, before pulling out and ordering, "Come and get the creampie you've been craving so badly."
"Yes, Master," I agreed eagerly, climbing awkwardly off the black dildo that had been keeping me endlessly on the brink of euphoria, yet with the cage obstructing my ability to reach euphoria... but... but... in spite of my desperation to come after so long, first things first! And I scurried over, her to the leaking creampie, Joan's legs still wide open and for once for me.
I dove in, licking up a big wad of cum that was dipping out of her as Joan moaned, "Yes, baby, eat that creampie. Slurp that big load out of my pussy!"
I plunged my tongue as deep into her as I could, my tongue able to reach almost as deep into her pussy as my tiny penis used to do.
"Oh yes, eat my creampie, eat up every drop of Master's cum, and my cum," Joan ordered, as her hand grabbed the back of my neck.
She pulled me even deeper into her pussy, my face getting varnished with the sweet, heavenly mixture of their cum cocktail.
I licked for several minutes, slowing down over time, and just enjoying her sweet nectar.
To my surprise, when she let go of my head, I sat up, and Carter was gone.
Joan said, "He left a couple minutes ago."
"Oh."
"Was it all you imagined?" she asked.
"It was," I admitted. "It was so raw."
"It was quite intense," she admitted, sitting up and kissing me.
"It was a lot intense," I joked when she broke the kiss.
"I really got pulled into the raw passion," she said.
"You seemed to enjoy it," I smiled.
"As did you," she said, as she stood up and looked at the chair.
"Shit, you really did enjoy watching me get fucked, didn't you?" she asked, as she scooped some wetness from the chair I'd been sitting on, and offered me her finger.
I opened my mouth and sucked my pre-cum off her finger... wondering how much pre-cum had oozed out of my clitty as the session went on.
"Good girl," she purred, as she pulled her finger out and walked to the hot tub.
"Maybe a little," I answered with a smile, returning to the original question she'd asked about my enjoyment.
"Yeah, just a little, I imagine," she said, pressing the button to turn on the hot tub.
"The tiniest amount," I said, putting my fingers together and then, thinking I was funny, pointing to my dick.
"Oh, so you mean not at all," she joked back, as she began getting the rest of the way undressed. "Come join me?"
"Definitely," I said, still hoping she was going to uncage me.
We both got undressed, and she grabbed the wine, poured two glasses and said, as she handed me one, "A toast."
"To what?" I asked.
"To a new beginning," she answered.
"To a new beginning," I agreed, as our glasses clinked together, and we sipped our drinks.
"And to love," she added.
"Yes, definitely to love, my love," I nodded, before we clinked our glasses again, and we both downed our entire glasses of wine.
THE END OF CHAPTER 4...

Coming next:
Sissification 101 Chapter 5... where Erica refines her cock sucking skills and prepares her pussy for Carter's BBC.
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Modern Fuck-ily: Daughter Pets

Summary: Claire makes both her daughters into ass sluts.

Note 1: This is dedicated to MTL17 who requested the fantasy.

Note 2: This is a sexual parody of Modern Family, at a time when Alex is eighteen and Haley is twenty.
Note 3: This is a special Geek Pride Story as Haley awakens the inner slut in our nerdy protagonist Alex.
Note 4: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
Note 5: This is the second part to Modern Fuck-ily: A Sisterly Lust, where Haley has already turned her baby sister into her anal pet, and they ponder whether they should add their mom to the mix. Unbeknownst to them, Claire has caught them in the act, which rekindles her dominant lesbian past before she married Phil, and she begins pondering whether she should seduce her daughters before they try to seduce her.
Modern Fuck-ily: Daughter Pets

Claire woke up the next morning replaying last night and her impulse purchases. Spying on her daughters in a secret lesbian encounter, an anal lesbian encounter no less, but even more intriguing: one where her two daughters had role played fucking their own mother... her... and all this had rekindled her long-quelled sexual past.
One where back in college she'd been a dominant lesbian... a Mistress.

Sure, she was in charge in the bedroom with Phil, although she played him so well he never realized she was doing it... but now her pussy burned with lust at the thought of wielding a strap-on again.
If they hadn't been her daughters, her own flesh and blood, Claire would likely have burst in and taken control last night... she'd always been a woman who took what she wanted.
Yet they had been her daughters, and even though they'd been committing incest and had even been quite openly role playing dominating their mother... she couldn't cross that line.
Now that she was thinking with her head instead of her revved up libido, Claire knew she'd made the right decision. She couldn't cross that line, although she did need to have a serious discussion with her daughters.
Claire shook her head at herself for spending almost two hundred dollars on sex toys last night, making her super late for the fundraiser. Two strap-ons, a double-ended dildo, and two remote control butt plugs were likely a complete waste of money, and definitely not items she could return for a refund.
Claire sighed, but then the idea of maybe using these on Gloria popped into her head. Gloria was kind of her mother-in-law and a close friend, but she wasn't related to her by blood at all.
.....
Alex couldn't stop thinking about the moving shadow she thought she'd seen last night. What if Mom had come back for some reason, caught Haley and her in their twisted incestuous act, cast a shadow on the hallway wall while doing whatever, snuck back downstairs, had her phone ring on her, and not wanting to get caught, had left the phone on the kitchen table still ringing, and crept out.
It seemed pretty far fetched, because if her Mom had caught them having incestuous sex, she would certainly have barged in and read them the riot act. Wouldn't she?
Plus, the shadow could have been anything. A trick of the light, perhaps. She'd only caught the briefest glimpse of whatever it was, while she was in the middle of complete sexual submission and lust, and she was clearly not thinking at all straight at the time.
She was making a mountain out of a molehill. Right?
.....
Haley had a great sleep all night, without a worry in the world. Plus, she was snuggled up with the person she loved the most, using one of Alex's big titties for a pillow.
.....
Claire made brunch, everyone sleeping in after their late nights, and eventually she had Phil go and get the girls up, thinking 11:30 was late enough to sleep. Plus, she wanted to see how her girls would react to a few sly questions about last night.
Luke still wasn't home, so it was just the girls who came downstairs for brunch.
"Morning, girls," Claire greeted cheerily, as she set a large platter of pancakes on the kitchen table.
"Morning, Mom," the girls said in perfect unison.
"What about me?" Phil asked.
"Morning, Dad," both girls said, still in sync.
"So what did you girls do last night?" Claire asked.
Alex's eyes went big as Haley said airily, "We just hung out."
"Doing what?" Claire asked, taking note of the look of guilt on Alex's face and the complete lack of guilt on Haley's. One had been routinely lying to her for years, and the other never did.
"Watching movies," Haley said.
"Which ones, Alex?" Claire asked.
"Um, I, um," Alex said, so rattled by the simple question she couldn't come up with a lie.
"Jumanji," Haley said, rescuing her sister. Kinda.
"Again?" Phil asked, "didn't you watch that a couple days ago?"
"The Rock is hot," Haley said. "Isn't he, Alex?"
"Yeah," Alex said succinctly, then changed the subject, hoping to quell the lingering fear in her head that Mom had caught them last night, "How was the fundraiser?"
"It was good," Claire said.
Phil asked, "How would you know, when you missed half of it?"
Alex's eyes went wide.
Haley began eating, oblivious that her mother and sister were probing each other for clues.
"I got there a little late," Claire said, trying to terminate this subject of conversation.
"A little late?" Phil challenged her. "You missed over half of the entertainment."
Alex's theory was now plausible.
Claire said, "I was there for quite a while before I found you; I got stuck in a long conversation with Brenda and Karen."
Haley asked, still oblivious to everything, "Mom, do you have any whipped cream?"
Claire answered, "Yeah, honey," and went to the fridge for the aerosol can.
Alex didn't ask any more questions, as she tried to process the discovery that her mother had had plenty of time to come home, catch them, remain quiet for some reason, and make a shadow on the wall before slipping away.
Claire didn't push her queries any further either, as she joined the girls and Phil for brunch, and Haley sprayed whipped cream all over her pancakes.
.....
Alex burst into Haley's room and announced, "I think Mom knows about us!"
"What?" Haley asked.
"She's acting weird."
"How?"
"She missed half the fundraiser," Alex continued.
"Lucky her."
"I saw a moving shadow in the hallway last night just as you were about to sit on my face," Alex said, trying to embellish the gravity of the possible scenario.
"Good idea," Haley said irrelevantly.
"You're not even listening!" Alex complained, frustrated by her dim-witted, self-centered sister.
"I'm hearing you," Haley said. "You think Mom caught you eating my pussy."
"Exactly," Alex said.
"And if that's true," Haley said, as she spread her legs to offer up her delicious pussy, "she didn't stop us, even though she could have."
"Yeah, but..." Alex said, suddenly distracted by her sister's pussy. Fuck, why do I shift from a genius to a bimbo every time I see my sister's pussy?
"Which would mean, my dear Watson," Haley Sherlocked as she snapped her fingers and pointed to her pussy, "Mom wants to join us and become our little fuck toy."
"How on earth do you come to that ridiculous conclusion?" Alex demanded, her mouth watering at her sister's tantalizing twat, while she moved to stand at the foot of Haley's bed.
"How in hell do you not come to the same one?" Haley countered. "If she saw us having sex and was feeling motherly instead of lustful, why wouldn't she stop us?"
Alex was brought up short. Haley of all people, had just made a great point. Mom would definitely have stopped them if she caught them, wouldn't she? Unless at the time, she was feeling less than protective of her daughters' morals. "I guess that might make sense," she allowed, as she crawled onto the bed and between her sister's legs.
"Now I want to turn her into my Mommy pet even more," Haley said, as her sister started licking her pussy.
"Let's just keep this between us for now," Alex said, as always unable to resist the sweet temptation of her sister's exotic peach.
"You'd love to eat Mommy, wouldn't you?" Haley asked, as her sister parted her pussy lips.
"You're so bad," Alex moaned, getting turned on by eating pussy, as she wondered what it would be like actually to eat her mother's pussy... would it taste the same as her sister's? Different? Similar?
"And you're so good... at eating cunt," Haley moaned, loving to watch her nerdy sister between her legs.
"I love yours," Alex said, lapping away at her favorite meal.
"And soon you'll love Mommy's too," Haley teased, really beginning to like the idea of making Mommy her pet... although she had no idea how to turn that pipe dream into a reality.
"Mmmmmm," Alex moaned, willing to agree to almost anything to continue eating this pussy, or to get ass fucked.
"That will be your next task," Haley said, before pulling her sister deeper into her pussy.
Alex got her sister off, and as she sat up, her sister's tasty cum all over her face, Haley asked, "So, brains of the outfit, how are you going to seduce Mommy?"
"You're serious about that?" Alex gasped.
"Well... you can at least plant some seeds," Haley offered.
"I wouldn't even know where to begin!"
"Just keep talking about sex with Mom," Haley suggested.
"That's just so weird!"
"No weirder than you being my sister slut."
"No, I guess it isn't," Alex admitted.
"Or that we love each other."
"No, that's definitely weird but true," Alex smiled, as Haley kissed her.
Sweetly and intimately.
"Now, baby sister, you get no more pussy, or my cock up that great ass of yours, until you've planted some seeds for our seduction of Mommy," Haley laid down the law.
"You're really obsessed with our Mom," Alex sighed, knowing deep down that she was going to do it, as she couldn't go a day anymore without munching her sister's addictive pussy, or taking a dick up her ass every couple of days, at the least.
"I just want what I want," Haley said, slapping her sister's ass.
"And you want Mom to be our sex slave," Alex said.
"Exactly," Haley nodded, "so while I'm gone tonight, plant some seeds."
"Fine," Alex said with a sigh and a smile. "The things I do for your pussy."
"Or for my cock up your asshole," Haley embellished, slapping her sister's ass once more for luck.
.....
Claire had been riding on an inner yoyo all day. On the one hand, she sensed that Alex knew that she knew what the girls had done. On the other hand, how could she possibly have figured it out? Except that she was brilliant, so who knew what she could deduce?
A growing part of her wanted to make her kids into her pussy pleasing kids. She wanted to fuck her kids... to ass fuck them, in particular. They both had such amazing big booties... a lovely feature they certainly hadn't gotten from her.
Yet, she knew incest was wrong... wrong... wrong! Yet no matter how much she tried, she couldn't push that visual of Alex getting ass fucked out of her head... or how they'd been role playing being literal mother fuckers, and obviously loving the idea!
She'd masturbated herself to two orgasms today, both times imagining herself dominating her two daughters.
With Phil out for the evening, she imagined she'd be indulging in some more self-love.
.....
That night Claire was downstairs reading a book, Phil out for the night at a magic show, Haley out with friends, when Alex decided to go and plant her so-called seeds, as Haley had ordered her to, or at least to find out whether Mom had indeed come back last night... a possibility she just couldn't push out of her head.
"Hey, Mom," Alex said, showing up downstairs dressed in a skirt and nylons, not for any other reason than she liked wearing them.
"Hey, honey," Claire looked up to see her daughter rather dressed up. "Going out again?"
"No," Alex said. "Just trying to get used to dressing more femininely."
"Well, it's working, you beauty," Claire said, her pussy instantly tinging with possibilities.
"Good," Alex smiled, noticing that, or at least feeling like, her mother was checking her out. "It's all so new to me."
"Well, I think it's great seeing you come out of your shell."
"I didn't even know I was in a shell," Alex joked, as she sat down on the couch with her Mom.
"Well, you've always been a little stiff," Claire teased, as she caught sight of the top of her daughter's stockings.
Alex laughed, "I guess I was a bit of a prude."
"Not quite a prude," Claire said, "just a little reserved."
"Well, I feel I've really broken out of my shell in the past little while," Alex said.
"How so?" Claire said, interested in this conversation both as a mother, and possibly as a seductress.
"Well, these, for instance," Alex said, trying to dole out subtle hints, raising her skirt enough to show her stockings and garter-belt.
"Well, that is new," Claire agreed. She then asked, "How was your date last night?"
"It was a lot of fun," Alex admitted, leaving her lace stocking top in clear view.
"Where did you go? Claire asked, knowing they hadn't gone anywhere.
"To her place," Alex said.
Really?" Claire said. "That sounds intimate."
"Yes, she made me a homemade dinner, Alex said, thinking how naughty her answer actually was.
"I love homemade dinners," Claire responded, catching Alex's innuendo, even though Alex didn't know she had.
"Yes, I do too," Alex said, sensing that somehow her Mom was quite aware of the innuendo.
Claire asked, "What else did you two do?"
"Um, I, um," Alex babbled, beginning to think very strongly that her mother knew about her and Haley... that the shadow she thought she'd seen was indeed a shadow, with its source currently sitting right next to her. Yet she still couldn't be sure.
Claire, not quite ready to let her daughter know she knew, asked, "May I tell you something that may make you a little uncomfortable?"
"Um, sure," Alex said, realizing her mother most certainly did know, as she suddenly felt nauseous.
Claire revealed, "I had some lesbian adventures when I was younger."
"You did?" Alex asked, surprised by her Mom's revelation and immediately swinging her pendulum in the opposite direction, relieved that her Mom didn't know the truth after all.
"Yes, if truth should be told, I thought I might be a true lesbian, until your Dad came along," Claire said.
"Well, I'm sure glad he did, or else I wouldn't even exist!" Alex joked. "But I don't think I'll ever find a guy who could change my orientation," thinking of Haley's ripe pussy, and her amazing ability to get her off with her strap-on cock.
"I'm not trying to say you're not a lesbian," Claire said, putting her hand on her daughter's nylon leg, "because that's not my call to make, it's yours. I'm just saying that because of my past I understand very well what you're feeling, and I support you one hundred percent."
"Thanks, Mom, that means a lot," Alex said, although she wasn't sure her mother would still support her, if she knew who the other girl was.
Claire squeezed her daughter's leg and said, "We'll continue this conversation in a minute. I need to go to the washroom."
"Okay," Alex said, as her Mom walked away. She then texted Haley: Mom had lesbian encounters in college.
Unfortunately Haley didn't respond, as Alex wondered whether Mom had been a submissive or a dominant back in her sapphic days.
Claire couldn't resist the temptation. The fire had been rekindled, and she had to take advantage of what was right in front of her. She went up to her bedroom, slipped out of her clothes, put on a garter-belt and stockings, minus one clasp, and her anal strap-on, deciding she was going to assert herself as the top girl in this family, both as a mother and a Mistress.
Alex was playing a game on her phone wondering what was taking Mom so long, when she heard her mother call out, "Alex, please come to my bedroom. I need your help with something."
Just then Haley responded: Well then, dig deeper and make Mommy our pet.
Alex put her phone down, sighing, curious what Mom might need, as she pondered what else she could do to try and slyly advance Haley's wild demands. She walked upstairs to her Mom's room, walked in, and froze in place.
"Can you help me with this clasp, honey?" Claire asked, her strap-on pointing directly at her wide-eyed daughter.
"S-s-sure," Alex stammered, completely stunned at seeing her shapely mother almost entirely naked, her breasts firm and perfect, her legs in nylons that were so sexy, and the strap-on between her legs, that if it wasn't intended for her, who else could it possibly be for?
"I just can't reach this one in the back," Claire said, as her daughter approached her, looking completely bewildered.
Alex, her pussy suddenly damp, reached her mother, and she dropped to her knees in a complete daze. She reached for the clasp and fastened it to the stocking.
"Thanks, honey," Claire said, as she made a quarter turn so once again, her strap-on was pointing right at Alex.
Alex stared at the cock... a nice eight-incher... and she could see just a little bit of pubic hair poking out from behind the harness.
Claire said, "Go ahead, Alex; get ready for Mommy to become a daughter fucker... for real this time."
"So that was you in the hallway last night?" Alex asked, even though it was now obvious... as she thought to herself: I was right.
"It was. How long have you two been fucking?" Claire asked bluntly, feeling a little liberated at being able to speak so nastily.
"A couple months," Alex admitted, feeling liberated to be able to tell someone who she was being intimate with, and based on her mother's changed attire and her mention of becoming a daughter fucker, she was more than okay with their relationship.
"And I saw that you're the submissive one," Claire said, as she traced her daughter's lips with her cock... God, she wanted to see her cute daughter sucking her cock, eating her pussy, and taking it in her ass. All which she planned to achieve tonight.
"Yes Mommy, I am," Alex replied, instantly entering her submissive mode, and right now in as much awe regarding what was about to happen as she'd been the first time with Haley... although her mother revealing such a naughty side was even more shocking than her sister, who'd always been a wild child.
"Although Haley assumed last night she'd be in charge in her wild fantasy of becoming a mother fucker, I'm always in charge," Claire explained. "That's just who I am."
"Yes, Mommy," Alex repeated, her pussy burning with anticipation as she became the submissive bimbo she always was once her libido took control.
"You want Mommy to fuck you, Alex?" Claire asked, "In the ass?" loving to hear Alex calling her Mommy.
"Yes please, Mommy," Alex replied, "my ass is all yours," dying to become her Mommy's pet.
"Then get Mommy's dick nice and wet for that ass, baby girl," Claire ordered, feeling a rush of sexual adrenaline at giving her daughter a sexual order... at being in charge of another female again.
"Yes, Mommy," Alex repeated, as she sucked the long strap-on into her mouth.
"You look so sexy with my cock in your mouth, baby girl," Claire said, admiring her sweet, shy daughter bobbing on her cock.



"Mmmmmmm, Mommy," Alex moaned, taking the cock out of her mouth long enough to say wickedly, "Your sweet innocent baby girl needs her ass fucked with Mommy's big cock."
"You want to be Mommy's ass slut, sweetheart?" Claire asked, her entire body on fire with this rekindling of her former powerful, dominant self.
Alex, wanting this dick in her ass right now, answered, "Yes, Mommy, I'd love to be your submissive pussy-munching, ass-taking, submissive, incestuous, pet slut."
"I never would have imagined you to be such a nasty-talking kinky slut," Claire said approvingly, as she pointed to her king-sized bed.
"Me neither," Alex admitted, as she got off her knees and obediently went to the bed. "But Haley awakened a side of me I never knew existed, and she helped me overcome my confusing identity crisis, as I tried to figure out why I preferred checking out girls to boys."
"And you two are serious?" Claire asked, "You're in love?" as Alex hiked up her skirt to reveal she too wasn't wearing any panties.
"As crazy as it sounds, yes," Alex answered, it seeming so surreal to be admitting her love for her sister to her mother, as she was about to sodomize her.
"Well, I won't ever have to worry about a surprise pregnancy then," Claire joked, as she grabbed the bottle of lube she'd bought last night for this precise moment... and well, for taking Haley's asshole too.
"True enough," Alex laughed, as she watched her mother lube the strap-on.
"I haven't worn one of these in over twenty years," Claire said.
"Well, it looks great on you," Alex admired her mother's beauty. Her body was still in amazing shape, her tits so perkily perfect and her legs so sexy, especially in the stockings.
"It'll look even better inside you," Claire smiled, as she climbed onto the bed and moved behind her bent over daughter.
"Mmmmm," Alex moaned, as she looked back at her beautiful mother and said wickedly, "Now slam that big dick up your sweet daughter's asshole, Mommy."
"Honey, you say the sexiest things," Claire said, as she pulled her daughter's cheeks apart to admire her puckered, inviting back door. Yes, she was going to fuck this beautiful asshole, but first she was going to eat it. She bent down and licked it.
"Oh, yes, Mommy," Alex moaned, "eat your daughter's nasty asshole."
Claire swirled her tongue around the delicious starfish as she said, "You have such a cute little backdoor, baby girl."
"It won't be so little once you pound the shit out of it," Alex said wickedly, loving being able to just be her submissive slutty self with her mother.
"You really like it in the ass, baby?" Claire asked, finding it fascinating that her daughters could have the same kinky fetish she'd always had.
"I come hardest with a dick pounding my asshole, Mommy," Alex answered, dying to feel that dick in her ass, even though she also loved having her mother eat her asshole.
"So do I," Claire admitted, as she probed the tight asshole.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Alex moaned, loving to have her asshole licked by her Mom.
"Such a delicious asshole," Claire moaned.
"Yes, Mommy, eat your baby girl's asshole," Alex pleaded, loving the feeing of having her ass probed with her Mom's tongue, and also their constant incestuous references.
"Mommy loves your asshole, baby girl," Claire crooned, as she slid a finger inside her daughter's delicious asshole. Claire loved the visual of a gaped asshole, and she imagined her daughter's fine back end would look perfect when it was gaped wide open.
"Oh yes, finger my asshole, Mommy," Alex moaned.
"I'm going to gape this delicious asshole nice and wide for you, baby girl," Claire said, while she didn't finger fuck her daughter's asshole, but instead wiggled her finger around, methodically gaping the asshole from the inside.
"Oh, Mommy, that feels so nice," Alex moaned, the feeling of a finger slowly moving around inside her being a whole new level of sexual exploration. It was a soothing pleasure, very different from a hard ass pounding.
"This tight asshole is perfect for a gaping," Claire said, as she explored every region inside her daughter's asshole.
"Then gape my asshole good, Mommy," Alex whimpered, sinking to poor grammar, the feeling of the finger exploring her insides so erotically pleasurable.
"Here comes an additional finger, baby slut," Claire warned, as she slid another finger inside her baby girl.
"Ooooooooh, yes, Mommy," Alex moaned, feeling her asshole stretch a little more as the second finger filled her.
Claire resumed the gaping process... exploring her daughter's asshole with two fingers.
"Slide another finger in, Mommy, Alex moaned, loving this soothing sensation.
"You really are a nasty, anally gaped slut," Claire smiled, as she obliged by really stretching her daughter's asshole out with a third finger.
"Yes, Mommy," Alex whimpered, as a slight pain hit her as she felt her asshole stretching wider than it ever had before.
"Relax, baby," Claire instructed, familiar with the process of really gaping an asshole.
"Yes, Mommy," Alex agreed, loving the pleasure and pain principle.
"I'm going to train you to be a perfect ass slut for Mommy and Haley, baby girl," Claire promised, as she slowly rotated her fingers inside her daughter's ass and widened them further.
"Ooooooooooh," Alex moaned, as she felt her ass being spread unnaturally, even as it felt so natural.
"Such a good ass slut you are," Claire purred, as she was just about ready to ass fuck her daughter's gaping asshole.
"Yes, Mommy, make me into the best ass slut ever," Alex moaned, always wanting to be the best at everything she did: school, pussy licking, and ass taking.
Claire pulled her fingers out, bent down, and swirled her tongue around inside the gaping hole.
"Oh yes, Mommy, eat my gaping asshole," Alex moaned, enjoying the tongue probing inside her.
Claire's tongue fucked the asshole, getting it as deep inside as she could, wishing she had a Gene Simmons type of tongue.
"Your daughter loves Mommy's tongue in her asshole," Alex said.
"Ready for Mommy to ass fuck you, baby girl?" Claire asked, as she leaned back and admired her handiwork.
"Yes, Mommy, slam that big dick in your baby girl's asshole, and fuck the shit out of it," Alex moaned, the anticipation driving her wild with lust.
Claire positioned her lubed cock at her daughter's gaping asshole, and rotated the head of her cock around it.
"Just shove that dick in my asshole, Mommy," Alex begged, wanting to be ass fucked hard. "Make me your anal fuck toy, Mommy."
"Such a dirty slut," Claire said, as she slid her cock inside her daughter's ass.
"Now that I know this side of my Mommy, I'll always be a cunt-licking, ass-taking slut for you," Alex declared with a moan, as the eight inches slid inside her butt hole.
"Oh, you'll be eating Mommy's pussy all the time from now on, baby girl," Claire promised, already looking forward to sitting on her daughter's cute, nerdy face.
"Any time, Mommy," Alex moaned, loving to add the word 'Mommy' to every response.
"You'll love Mommy's cunt," Claire predicted, as the entire eight inches disappeared into her daughter's big booty.
"I know I will. I can't wait to eat your cunt, Mommy," Alex said, her mouth already watering at the possibility of being between her Mom's legs, lapping away at the same pussy she once came out of... it was so surreal and kinky to think about. She then added, "Now fuck me Mommy, fuck my asshole, pound my ass, make me your anal daughter slut."
"So hot," Claire moaned, as she began pumping in and out of her daughter's asshole, feeling a rush like she couldn't ever remember feeling before: exotic, powerful and intimate.
"Yes, Mommy, fuck me," Alex moaned, as she felt her entire body burning with lust.
Claire grasped her younger daughter's hips and began to slam into her. She wasn't making love to Alex's ass, she was hammering it.
"Oh yes, fuck, Mommy, ream my shit hole," Alex cried out wickedly, her orgasm already building quickly from the wicked taboo act.
"God, you're one hot nasty ass slut," Claire purred, loving how nasty her usually good girl was turning out to be... just like she'd been, back in her college days. What was equally as hot as fucking her hot daughter in the ass, was the way her ass cheeks jiggled with each deep inward thrust. Her daughter's ass was so big and beautiful... an asshole created to be fucked!
"Yes, God, Mommy, pound me, pound my asshole," Alex moaned, her orgasm getting closer, feeling her ass shuddering with each hard thrust into it.
"Come, my baby slut," Claire ordered, slamming into her hard and deep. "Come from getting ass fucked like a cheap bimbo bitch!"
"Oh yes, Mommy, call me names, and keep fucking me," Alex begged, as she began to bounce back, wanting to take that dick as deep up her asshole as she possibly could.
"Come, baby slut, become Mommy's submissive pet, her cunt licker," Claire implored, her own pussy on fire from hearing her daughter's moans and her wicked tongue.
"Oh yes, Mommy, yes Mommy, yes, yes, Mommy, fuck my ass, fuck me Mommy, yes, yes, yes," Alex babbled like a bimbo for a good minute, before screaming, "Mommy!!!!"
Claire felt a massive rush of pleasure course through her as she watched her daughter getting ass fucked by her... just like she'd come from getting ass fucked so many times in her life... mostly by Phil's dick.
Alex collapsed forward, trembling uncontrollably as her Mommy's cock slipped out of her ass.
As Alex continued trembling, Claire reached for her phone, took a picture of her daughter's gaped asshole, hoping soon to compare it to her other daughter's, since she planned to repeat this gaping process with Haley very soon. She then got out of the harness, flipped her daughter onto her back and said, "Honey, you got Mommy so wet."
"Then sit on my face, Mommy, I want to eat you so bad," Alex said in a lustful daze, as her body was on fire.
"God, you're so sexy, Alex," Claire said as she straddled her daughter.
"Such a pretty pussy my Mommy has," Alex said, as a very wet, neatly trimmed pussy was lowered onto her face.
"Eat your Mommy, baby slut, eat Mommy's pussy good," Claire said, the she repeated, "you got me so fucking wet."
"Yes, Mommy," Alex obeyed, as she began lapping up the sweet nectar of her Mommy's pussy... and as she'd suspected it might, it had a taste very similar to her big sister's.
"Oh yes, eat Mommy's cunt baby girl, eat Mommy's wet pussy," Claire moaned, her orgasm building more quickly than usual.
Alex licked hungrily... wanting to get her Mommy off, wanting to feel the warm wetness gush out of her Mommy's cunt, and to taste the full flood of her pussy cum.
Claire hadn't been eaten this well in decades, Phil not really good at it, although he tried, the poor dear. Her daughter on the other hand, was a natural pussy pleaser, and no doubt about it, a natural lesbian. "Oh yes dearest, Mommy's getting close."
"Come all over my face," Alex begged between her eager licks.
"Oh yes, baby girl, eat your Mommy, eat Mommy's box, eat Mommy," Claire repeated, constantly reminding herself and her daughter of the wicked incestuous reality of this encounter, which enhanced their pleasure times infinity.
Alex, hearing the moans and knowing her mother was close, sucked her Mommy's swollen clit between her lips, and shook her head like a terrier with a pull toy.
"You cunt-licking wicked girl, you're making Mommy come," Claire declared, then a moment later erupted all over her daughter's face.
"Yes, Mommy, I love it," Alex moaned, her body basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, as well as basking in the joy of getting her Mommy off, and feeling her warm wet juice flowing onto her face, onto her lips, and into her mouth.
"Yes, baby," Claire moaned, as she grabbed the headboard for balance, as pleasure swirled through the very core of her existence.
Alex licked up as much of her Mom's cum as she could, so excited to be tasting her Mom's sweet, heavenly nectar.
Claire rolled off of her daughter and said, looking down at her wet-faced girl, "That was amazing!"
"Agreed, Mommy," Alex said, looking up at her red-faced Mom.
"So, do you want to help make your sister my pet too?" Claire asked.
"Is my face drenched in your cum?" Alex smiled.
"Yes, it appears that it is," Claire smiled.
"Then what's the plan?" Alex asked.
"Let's go shower together, and I'll explain my thoughts," Claire said, leaning down and kissing her daughter in a fashion that was far from familial.
Alex kissed her Mom back, having learned with Haley that intimacy was always a sweet conclusion to some nasty sex.
When Claire broke the kiss, she said, "Damn, I taste good."
"Damn, you do," Alex agreed.
They washed each other's bodies, Alex learning the power of a showerhead orgasm while her mother sucked on her big tits. Claire learned her daughter was always hungry, as Alex returned the orgasm by once again devouring her pussy, while warm water pelted down on them both.
They were both in their pajamas when Phil came home and asked how their night had been.
Claire smiled, "Our daughter is simply wonderful. We bonded this evening in ways we never have before."
"That sounds utterly magical," Phil said, with his geeky smile.
"Oh, Dad, it was indeed magical," Alex agreed.
"Yes, the most magical night ever," Claire added, sharing a secret wink with her daughter.
.....
The next morning, the moment after Phil's car had departed the driveway, Claire and Alex both got dressed in thigh high stockings and nothing else, and sneaked into Haley's room.
It was 8:30 in the morning, which was not a time of day when Haley was usually awake, or truth be told, when she was even aware people could be awake.
Claire had already called into her work, saying she'd be late, but would definitely be there in time for a scheduled eleven o'clock conference call.
Alex crawled under Haley's sheets, parted her sister's legs, not surprised to see she wasn't wearing any panties to hinder this sneak attack, and began waking her up in the best possible way. Meanwhile Claire climbed onto the bed and facing the head of it, perched herself directly above her daughter's sleeping face.
Haley was in a deep sleep, and for a couple minutes she didn't even realize she was being molested... but thought she was just having a sweet dream. As she began to awaken from her slumber, unaware that her mother was above her on the bed or how indecently early in the morning it was, she moaned, "I think I'll have you wake me up this way every morning, baby sis."
Alex agreed, "Mmmmm, this is indeed a delicious and nutritious breakfast," wondering when their Mom was going to spring the surprise on her sister.
Claire wanted to say, 'as is this', but she didn't want her daughter to know quite yet whose pussy was sitting on her face, as she quickly lowered herself (and therefore her pussy) right onto her daughter's groggy face.
Haley's eyes went wide instantly, as she moved a hand down to the head between her legs, and because of the hair she knew it was Alex... but then who was on her face? It certainly wasn't Luke, because this person unmistakably had a cunt, which was very wet!
Claire slowly ground on her daughter's face, waking her up.
Haley wondered could this be her Mom? Had Alex actually seduced her? Who else could it be? Yet how could shy little Alex have seduced her so soon?
Claire, wanting to make it clear who was in charge, and to let her eldest daughter know whose pussy was on her face, revealed herself with an order, "Eat Mommy's pussy, my big girl."
Haley was jolted awake, like being struck by a lightning bolt.
"Yes, big sis, eat Mommy's pussy," Alex added, "I can personally guarantee it's delicious," as she lapped away at her pussy.
Haley was so shocked she couldn't think or react, although she had ordered Alex to seduce their Mom, and although they'd both gotten incredibly turned on when they'd role played mother fucker, she'd never imagined her wicked plan would actualize anytime soon. Yet her Mom's pussy (apparently), accompanied by her Mom's voice (unmistakeable) was sitting on her face.
Claire, wanting to make it very clear from the start that she was in charge, reached down, pulled Haley's face deeper into her wetness and ordered, "Get eating, my daughter pet, I have to get to work in a bit."
Daughter pet? Haley pondered that unexpected term, even as she obeyed her Mom's order and began licking... still a little overwhelmed and shocked by what was happening.
"Good girl," Claire moaned, as she felt her elder daughter's tongue begin licking her box... sending an immediate and delightful chill up her spine.
"Eat our Mistress Mommy's cunt, big sis," Alex encouraged her, as she pulled the sheets away from her head so she could watch.
Haley loved being in charge, but she also loved eating pussy, and the pussy on her face being her mother's was the ultimate rush... even more wickedly taboo than when she'd turned her sister, made her into her ass slut, and then had fallen for her.
"Yes, Haley, eat Mommy's cunt before she fucks that big-ass booty of yours," Claire moaned, informing her daughter of what was happening next.
"Yes, Mommy can really fuck an ass, Haley," Alex added, "something else I can personally attest to," loving this hot three-way moment, although she wished she could see her sister's pretty face eating their Mom's pussy, and watch her reaction to the upcoming domino tumble of shocking revelations.
Haley had so many questions, yet they would all have to wait as she finished the task at tongue, licking her mother's indeed very delicious pussy, even as tapped her sister to do the same to her own pussy.
Alex watched, admiring her Mom's ass, and enjoying the hot incest scene, before diving back into her delicious breakfast.
Haley licked away, accustomed to being the one on top receiving the pleasure in this scenario, and not the one on her back delivering it. That said, she loved this role reversal at least for now, especially since it was her mother's pussy that was on her face.
Claire's orgasm was building quickly, the rush of corrupting a second daughter (kind of, since Haley had already done an excellent job of corrupting herself) adding to the pleasure. "That's it, daughter, eat Mommy's cunt; get that tongue deep into Mommy's pussy."
Alex added, "Doesn't our Mommy have a delicious cunt?"
Haley agreed, although her words were muffled by her Mom's pussy, "So good," so they sounded more like "Shff kfft."
"Suck on my clit, you incestuous Mommy-loving cunt-licking slut," Claire ordered her elder daughter wickedly, as her orgasm approached.
Haley was shocked by her mother's nasty tongue, although she was equally turned on, as she aggressively attacked her mother's clit, desperate to get her off, and to taste the warm bath of her Mom's pussy cum.
Alex could tell her Mom was close, so she looked up and watched, wishing she could see the facial expressions of her pretty Mom and her pretty sister.
"Oh yes Haley, eat Mommy, eat Mommy, eat Mommy!" Claire screamed, as her orgasm hit home.
Haley hungrily drank as much of the flooding pussy as she could, wanting to taste her Mom's sweet cum.
Alex resumed her own breakfast treat, as her Mom coated her sister's face with her cum... part of her jealous she wasn't the one savouring her Mom's sweet pussy.
Claire savoured her orgasm for a minute before she climbed off of her elder daughter's face and looked down at her wet face, "Good girl."
"That was quite the surprise, Mom," Haley said, as she moaned from her sister's ongoing tongue.
"Both of you get on all fours beside each other," Claire ordered.



"But I'm close to coming," Haley protested.
Claire made things clear, "Look Haley, there can only be one Mistress in this house, and it's no longer you. So do what the fuck you're told!"
Haley was shocked by her mother's words, this wasn't how she'd planned this, as Alex climbed out from between her legs (fully aware Haley hadn't come yet) and said simply, making it very clear who she considered was the Mistress, "Yes, Mommy."
"You too, Haley," Claire ordered, as she reached for the strap-on cock she'd placed on Haley's night table.
"What the hell happened last night?" Haley asked, as she sat up, but didn't obey the order.
"I learned that Mommy did see us fucking the other night, that she used to be a dominant Mistress in college, that she loves gaping her daughters' assholes, or at least one of ours so far, and that she has great tits, but you can see that for yourself," Alex said, looking forward both to getting ass fucked again, but also to seeing her sister getting gaped too.
"You did?" Haley asked.
"Yes, and I believe you said you wanted to be a mother fucker, didn't you?" Claire said, as she fastened the harness in place.
"And are you saying you're a daughter fucker?" Haley asked.
"I am," Claire nodded, "but only with one daughter so far," as she pulled Haley up and ordered, "Now get on all fours beside your baby sister."
"I can't believe this," Haley said as she reluctantly obeyed, getting on all fours beside her sister.
"These are easily the two best asses in the entire world," Claire said, as she admired the two big booties that had emerged from her all those years ago.
"So perfect for getting gaped," Alex said, wiggling her ass and making it jiggle.
"I can't believe you two played without me," Haley said.
"You did tell me to seduce her," Alex pointed out.
"But I didn't say you could play without me," Haley complained, as she felt her Mom's hands on her ass, caressing it.
"But by that time your sister wasn't making the decisions, and I did what the fuck I pleased, which I'll always do with you two pets," Claire ended the argument inarguably.
Haley caved. "Got it. So are you going to fuck my ass too, Mommy?" she asked, wiggling her ass too, and learning to enjoy the word 'Mommy' coming out of her mouth.
"I am indeed," Claire answered, as she pulled her eldest daughter's ass cheeks apart and admired the puckered asshole... almost a perfect replica of her younger daughter's.
"Is Mommy going to make me her ass slut?" Haley asked, getting turned on by the idea of submitting to her mother. She enjoyed dominating her sister, but it hadn't ever come completely naturally to her... although the intimacy had. This natural authority obvious in her mother felt far more natural.
"I'm about to claim two daughters as my gaping ass sluts," Claire proclaimed, as she leaned down and licked her elder daughter's asshole.
"Oooooooh, yes Mommy, lick my asshole," Haley moaned, the tongue bathing her back door feeling lovely and sensual.
"Don't forget about me, Mommy," Alex chimed in, wanting the same attention. She'd always hated when Haley got all the attention, which had been most of her life.
"Don't worry baby girl, I'll never forget this big ass," Claire said, slapping it, as she continued licking Haley's hole.
"And you already got your special Mommy time last night," Haley moaned.
"Don't worry sluts, you'll both get lots of special Mommy time from now on," Claire assured them, as she moved to Alex's ass and gave her a brief asshole licking.
"Thank you, Mommy," Alex moaned, loving the feel of her Mom's tongue on her asshole.
"So hot," Haley said, watching her mother's face buried in Alex's ass.
"Wait until she gapes you," Alex portended.
"Gapes me?" Haley asked, as Claire moved back to Haley.
"You'll love it," Claire said, as she moved a finger between each of her daughters' ass cheeks.
"Yes, Mommy," Alex moaned, "gape my asshole again."
"Gape?" Haley asked again, just as she felt her Mom's finger slide into her asshole. "Ooooooooh."
"Yes, Mommy's gaping is wonderful," Alex smiled dreamily, as her asshole too was filled with a finger.
"My girls have nice big asses, and that means they should have nicely gaped assholes too," Claire explained, as she wiggled her fingers inside both of her daughters' assholes... Claire always good at multi-tasking.
"This feels weird," Haley said, as the finger moved around inside her.
"It feels awesome," Alex added, loving the feeling of being gaped.
"Your assholes were made for gaping and for ass fucking," Claire asserted, as she wiggled a finger in each of her daughter's assholes.
"Oh, yes, Mommy, gape my asshole," Alex moaned.
"Gape mine too, Mommy," Haley said, finding the finger exploring weird, but increasingly pleasurable.
"A second finger is now going into each of my daughter pets' assholes," Claire announced, as she continued gaping both of her girls' beautiful back door entrances.
"Yes Mommy, gape my and Haley's assholes wide for your big cock," Alex begged wickedly, as she leaned over and kissed a still shocked-looking Haley.
"God, such perfect assholes," Claire admired, as she slid two fingers inside each ass, while fascinated by these big wide asses, and looking forward to fucking both of them.
Haley was still shocked at what was happening, and yet felt a surreal rush at not being the one in charge.
Haley broke the kiss and moaned, "Finger bang my ass, Mommy."
"Ass fuck me with your big cock," Alex countered.
Haley said, wanting to be ass fucked right... fucking... now, "No, ass fuck me first, Mommy."
Claire would have liked to have spent a few more minutes gaping her daughters' assholes, but she had limited time, as she had to be at work by 11. So she pulled her fingers out and ordered, as she grabbed her phone, "Spread those ass cheeks wide, my daughter sluts, I want to see those lovely gaping assholes."
"Yes, Mommy," both girls said in unison.
Claire watched as both girls obeyed like good pets, Haley making wonderful progress and Alex a natural from the get go, spreading their big, juicy ass cheeks, and giving her a perfect view of their gaping, ready to be fucked, assholes. She snapped three photos before tossing her phone onto the bed, moved behind her daughters and said, "Who wants their ass fucked first?"
"I do, Mommy," both girls answered in perfect unison.
Haley then said, giving her baby sister a glare, "You already fucked my slut pet sister Mommy, it's my turn."
"Okay, fuck Alex's asshole first Mommy, and then drill mine," Alex countered generously.
Claire got behind her eldest daughter, who was still spreading her gaping ass wide, and slid her cock into it.
"Oh yes," Haley moaned, "Mommy!"
"Fuck her asshole, Mommy," Alex cheered her on, loving to watch this taboo act of her sister getting fucked by her mother.
"Yes, fuck me, Mommy," Haley moaned, loving the kinky reality of the entire situation.
"You like Mommy's dick in your asshole, my big girl?" Claire asked, as she filled her daughter's ass completely.
"Yes Mommy, I love your dick in my asshole," Haley moaned.
"Pound her asshole, Mommy," Alex said, watching the hot act as she looked forward to her turn.
"I haven't forgotten about you, my baby girl," Claire said, as she pulled out of one daughter and slid into the other.
"Oh yes, Mommy," Alex moaned as her asshole was filled.
"Come back to me, Mommy," Haley pleaded.
Claire pulled out of Alex and slammed back into Haley, pumping in and out five times, hard and fast.
"Oooooooh, yes, Mommy." Haley moaned, as she was fucked hard.
Claire then pulled out and replicated five hard strokes into her baby girl.
"Yes, Mommy, pound my asshole," Alex moaned.
"My turn," Haley whined, as Claire pulled out and filled her elder daughter's asshole again.
"Yes, Mommy, ream my asshole," Haley begged, being driven wild by this start and stop teasing.
"Yes, Mommy, pound Haley's asshole and make her your daughter ass slut," Alex added, getting almost equally turned on from watching her sister get ass fucked, as from when her Mom's cock was reaming her own asshole.
"Yes, Mommy, just fuck me," Haley begged.
"I do love this ass," Claire said, as she watched Haley's ass jiggle with each deep thrust.
"And I love you fucking it, Mommy," Haley moaned, as she began bouncing back. She then ordered, "Alex, crawl underneath me and eat my pussy."
"May I Mommy?" Alex asked, reminding Haley that the hierarchy had changed.
"You may, baby slut," Claire smiled, "crawl under your big sister and eat her sweet peach."
"Yes, Mommy," Alex obeyed, awkwardly crawling beneath her sister.
Haley wasn't sure she approved of Alex asking Mom's permission before obeying her, but in the heat of the moment she cared more about coming. She bounced back on her Mom's dick, taking it as deep into her ass as she could. "Fuck me Mommy; eat me, my baby sis."
"This asshole is mine," Claire clarified, as she watched her daughter bounce back on her cock.
"Yes, Mommy, you own my asshole," Haley agreed mindlessly, her orgasm rising quickly from the amazing double pleasure of having her ass fucked while simultaneously getting her cunt licked.
"You want to be my daughter pet?" Claire asked, slapping her daughter's ass as it jiggled all over the place like Jell-O.
"Yes, Mommy, I'll be a good daughter pet for you," Haley moaned, as Alex really went to town licking her pussy.
"Good girl," Claire purred, and added, "Come, my daughter slut. Come all over your baby sister's face."
"Oh yes, Mommy, fuck, Mommy, yes, yes, yes," Haley babbled and moaned, as she collapsed forward, her face collapsing between her sister's spread legs, as her pussy juice flooded out.
"Yes," Alex moaned, loving the pussy juice splashing all over her face.
Haley trembled uncontrollably, the orgasm ripping through her.
Claire admired her daughter's gaping asshole and jiggling ass cheeks as her daughter came. She glanced at the clock, and realized she had to go, and soon. She grabbed her phone and took a couple pictures of Haley's gaping well fucked asshole to go along with Alex's gaping fucked asshole from last night... wanting to capture this moment forever.
She would have loved to keep playing... to have both of her daughters worshipping her body, but that would have to wait until later (two nights later to be exact, as it turned out). She went into her bedroom, grabbed the double-ended dildo she'd foolishly thought was a waste of money, returned to Haley's room and said, "Sluts, fuck each other with this."
The girls looked up at the long double-ended dildo, and Alex whined, "You're not going to ass fuck me?"
"Later," Claire promised.
"Promise?" Alex asked.
"Promise," Claire nodded. "But right now I have to get to work."
"Which means we need to work this dick together," Alex complied, as she pushed Haley onto her back and shoved one end of the dildo into her sister's sopping wet cunt.
"Ooooooh," Haley moaned, as her sister moved close to her, and after some awkward positioning, their legs were intertwined, and the dildo was deep inside both of their pussies.
"Now grind," Claire said, as she removed her harness.
"Yes, Mommy," both girls moaned, as they began fucking each other, and Claire snapped a final photo.
....
Claire had always had an excellent sexual appetite, although it had withered slightly during the last couple of years, but this reawakening of her lesbian side, her dominant side, also rekindled her sex life with Phil; and he became a major benefactor to his wife and daughters' frequent incestuous lesbian play, as Claire's libido was now constantly on fire.
Claire also understood that there needed to be a fine line drawn in this new mother-daughter relationship. She understood the girls were completely in love with each other in a way far deeper than just sexually. So although she continued to fuck her daughters' assholes and to sit on their faces, she also encouraged them to enjoy each other every chance they could get... and the girls did just that... finding occasions to end up kissing, licking, and fucking each other every single night.
As Claire took it in the ass from behind (Phil drilling her this time), she couldn't help but smile at how she'd caught her daughters in their taboo incestuous act, and then had utilised that discovery to make her daughters into her personal fuck toys and cunt munchers. And that chain of events had turned out to be the best possible outcome for the entire family... well, except for the as always oblivious Luke.
EPILOGUE: A MONTH LATER
The three girls celebrated their one-month fuck anniversary with a weekend in Boston, that included a very nice dinner, and ended with a wild night at Le Chateau Club.
Both girls had vibrating butt-plugs in their asses, with Claire having fun playing with the remotes.
Alex ate Claire's pussy in a bathroom stall at the airport.
Haley ate her Mom to orgasm on the plane.
Alex was under the table munching away again, as Claire flipped through all the pictures she'd taken of her girls in compromising, exhilarating positions, as they all looked forward to their arrival at the legendary Parisian lesbian club Claire had learned about a couple weeks ago when she'd reconnected with her old submissive college roommate.
THE END
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Family Reunion: Mother's Day
Zach had always lived two very different but parallel lives.
One of them was what everyone around him was aware of: a steady churchgoer (he had no choice about that, since his Dad was the Pastor), outgoing, funny, smart and athletic. He was also a bit of a charmer, and many of the cutest girls in the community had crushes on him. He played his part of a good looking, good boy (mostly) quite well. He even dated a few girls occasionally, apparently (but also sincerely) loving everything about the female body.
On the other hand, behind the façade everyone saw, lurked a secret truth he had struggled to deal with for years: he didn't just love and admire everything about the female body, he longed to actually be a woman.
He loved everything about the feminine half of the world:
-their smooth, soft skin, which was so much nicer than the coarseness of his own skin... especially his hands and face
-that they could augment their faces with a wide variety of cosmetics
-that for variety they could arrange their hair in so many different ways, and could even wear it long (yes, guys could wear it long too, but in his heavily South-influenced region of Kentucky not so much, and a definite no-no in church).
-that that they could have big breasts, something he'd always been fascinated with... even though his own chiseled masculine chest was admired by many girls, and many gay boys.
-those of the feminine persuasion had the opportunity to indulge in such variety in their clothing: dresses and skirts seemed so much fresher than his own ubiquitous dress pants (his father refused to allow him even to own a pair of jeans)
-the greatly desired privilege of wearing nylons... the apparel that turned him on the most. Partly because his Mom and all the church ladies had worn them every day ever since he could remember... he had been noticing stocking-clad feet for his entire life... way more than he saw bare feet inside the women's shoes. He loved how each shade and colour of their stockings could completely complement an outfit and/or accentuate a pair of legs. Lastly, once he felt how soft they were (during many clandestine visits to his mother's bureau), he was completely captivated by them, and wondered what they would feel like on himself... on his ass... on his legs... snugged up against his impressive nine-inch cock.
Now Zach wasn't gay, he'd actually fucked a few girls, even two of them together once, and he enjoyed eating pussy; and he most certainly didn't want to kiss, or to suck or get fucked by guys... although the idea of him being the one fucking some specific guy, especially one who was a homophobe or asshole, did pop into his fantasies on occasion.
No, he definitely wasn't gay. Zach simply craved the opportunity to dress as a woman... or better yet, to actually become a woman... but being the son of the Pastor at the largest mega church in Oklahoma made this an impossibility, and he'd been programmed for his entire life, through bellowed Scripture and impassioned lectures, that being gay was a horrible sin, and being transgendered in any way, shape or fashion, was far worse... it was an abomination. (To be perfectly clear, to dip even his big toe into either of those poisonous waters would not only be a sin against God, but a crime against Nature)
Yet after years of openly denying who he really was and inwardly feeling guilty about it, now in his senior year at almost nineteen (his birthday in December and he'd begun school a year late after spending a year in Africa with his missionary parents, when otherwise he would have been attending kindergarten), he decided his feelings of guilt stemmed more from a sense of duty than from anything heartfelt, and that he was no longer going to live in a façade of lies as he started to secretly, slyly, explore his feminine side.
He slyly used his mother's specialty skin care products to give his hands softer skin, and also his face, and his shaved legs and chest. Being a competitive swimmer, having a completely shaved body was an expectation, so no one wondered about his being completely hairless except for his head... nor did anyone realize that was the principal reason he'd joined the swim team in the first place, even though he was awfully good at it.
He loved not only the softness of the moisturizing skin products, but also their fruity aromas
As his senior year progressed, he began collecting feminine garments. After fucking a nerd girl in her garage (she was a large girl, slightly larger than he), he claimed her panties as a trophy... feeling slightly bad that he'd fucked her primarily because they had a similar waist size, not because he actually liked her. That said, she'd turned out to be a good fuck, and a sweet girl, and they ended up secretly fucking for a couple of months, she allowing him to walk away with her panties each time (she thought it was because he loved her scent of arousal, not so he could wear them when he was home alone, or secretly in his bed each night).
Zach also ended up fucking the mother of one of his friends, and thus he carried away her pantyhose as his trophy, not willing to buy some at a store where someone might recognize him. He fucked this woman every Sunday afternoon while her husband and son were golfing... she loved that he paid so much attention to her legs in pantyhose, that she would wear them without panties all day, and rub herself to an orgasm in the morning so they'd be nicely soiled for her secret young stud with the big cock.
So in the final semester of his senior year, he began wearing panties and pantyhose in his bedroom, and even occasionally out in public... which he found to be a huge rush... but then would become annoyed at having to keep secret something he dearly wanted to do, the only thing that made him feel like himself. He hated that he couldn't just openly be himself in public.
It was the week before prom, when he was in panties and pantyhose and nothing else, neither of his parents home, examining his mother's high heels in her bedroom (curious what it would be like to wear them), when his mother walked in on him, having forgotten her purse.
Emma, his mother, was stunned; but being a traditional and therefore very submissive wife of a Pastor, she simply grabbed her purse and walked out again without saying a word.
At first, Zach was humiliated... mortified at being caught, but as he considered this seemingly disastrous encounter, he realized it had been a blessing in surprise, to coin a new phrase. He was now, finally, being forced to do something he'd been longing to do forever, to come out and tell his parents he didn't feel he was a male... but a female. And even that he wanted to look into transitioning... well, partly transitioning anyway... he had no intention of giving away his big dick... and he wanted, in the simplest terms, to become a shemale.
So when his parents came home fifteen minutes later, his mother obviously outing him, Zach just threw out the truth he wanted to live, the truth he'd long been living secretly, to his parents.
Not surprisingly, it didn't go too well... especially as Zach was still wearing the panties and pantyhose, which served as a continual reminder to his parents that their son was an abomination. Where did we go wrong? Why is he doing this to us? To US?
Pastor Richard (Dick), and man, he could be a dick, freaked out at great Biblical length and volume, while his wife adhered to the Scriptures by wailing and gnashing her teeth uncontrollably.
In fact, Zach received Scriptures galore amidst the fire and brimstone end-of-the-world lecture from his enraged father.
Which was followed by dire portents of their own reputations being shattered in the community, and Dad's career jeopardized completely, if his very own son couldn't even adhere to something as basic to respectable society as walking with Jesus.
Zach, whom his father had always assumed would follow in his footsteps, knew the Bible by heart himself, and he countered, "John 13. I give unto you, That ye love one another; as I have loved you, that ye also love one another. By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples, if ye have love one to another."
Pastor Richard was furious with his apparently gay son (no way he could conceivably comprehend the concept of anyone being transgender... because in his mind that wasn't even a thing. If you were born with a penis you were male, if you began life with a vagina you were female... gender was as simple as that, no exceptions). He countered by using Scripture right back to his wayward son, summoning a litany of Scriptural passages:
Ephesians 6:1 Children, obey your parents in the Lord, for this is right.
Exodus 20:12 Honor your father and your mother, that your days may be long in the land that the Lord your God is giving you.
Proverbs 1:8 Hear, my son, your father's instruction, and forsake not your mother's teaching,
Ephesians 6:4 Fathers, do not provoke your children to anger, but bring them up in the discipline and instruction of the Lord.
It ended with Pastor Richard forbidding Zach to be gay, even though Zach stressed over and over that he wasn't gay, he was transsexual.
The Pastor finally lost it and snapped, "That isn't EVEN a fucking thing!" before storming out.
Emma pleaded, desperate for peace between her husband and her son, "Please, Zach, if only for me, no more of this nonsense."
Hearing those words really hurt Zach, who'd never truly gotten along with his father, but had always loved and obeyed his mother. Reluctantly he agreed, knowing he'd be moving out at the end of summer nineteen hours away to UCLA in Los Angeles, where he had waiting for him full scholarships in both academics and swimming.
Things were tense but livable through May, June and July, as they all simply never mentioned Zach's sexual identity ever again... something quite common in certain religious families... if you simply don't talk about something, it isn't real.
Zach continued secretly wearing panties and pantyhose and using his mother's lotions... although he was now far more careful, as he counted down the days until he could move out west and be himself (or preferably herself).
The final straw broke apart the family's false peace in early August. Zach was doing what he did every Tuesday night while his Dad was leading a Bible study, he was fucking one of the four guys he was banging that summer, the secretly gay Carter... a mid-twenties junior minister who couldn't get enough of Zach's big dick, especially whenever he was wearing nylons, which made their sex seem less gay. Zach wasn't gay at all... he just liked to fuck, and he found that guys were less exhausting and carried around less drama baggage than girls. Men just wanted to suck his dick and get fucked. No talking, no wooing, no flowers, no emotional attachment, just Zach depositing a load in one of their two holes, and 'Bye! Thanks a lot!' Carter was his fourth bottom of the summer; he just loved pounding a guy from behind, and loved hearing his moans. This being a sin that would really piss of his Dad was just an added bonus.
Should they have been fucking in the church basement in the first place? Probably not. But it was a very private place, one that was generally never frequented.
It was a beautiful summer's evening, and the Pastor had ended the Bible study early, allowing his parishioners to go forth and enjoy a delightful evening. He was locking up, when he noticed a light on down in the basement. He'd been down there earlier in the day looking for a file, so he figured he'd left it on. The Pastor opened the door and heard a rather feminine voice... and it was moaning! He instantly became furious... some damned souls were having SEX down there! So he stormed downstairs to catch whoever it was in the act.
As he followed the sounds into an office that was used for the rare meeting, typically only if it needed to be very confidential, such as a politician who didn't want to be seen going in and out of the church (don't you dare ask why, because I won't dare to answer, but this was the principal reason why the church had built a secluded back entrance) or for some of his meetings with investors that were under the table, he saw someone bent over his desk while his son, wearing lingerie consisting of a bra, garter and stockings, and also heels, was fucking the person.
The Pastor roared, his fire and brimstone voice in full effect, "What IN HEAVEN'S NAME is going on here?!"
Zach was startled, and he turned around without thinking, thus pointing his big, hard dick directly at his stunned and red-faced father. "D-D-Dad!"
"Pastor!" Minister Carter gasped, as he bolted upright and yanked up his pants, hiding his gaping asshole.
"You're committing sodomy in the Lord's sacred place of worship?!" Pastor Richard demanded. "In His very HOME?"
Zach was annoyed at being caught, but he wasn't ashamed, especially since he knew that some rather questionable dealings happened in this very room. (He hadn't had to ask; he was smart, and he noticed things.) He said, knowing it would only make things worse, "This room is hardly a sacred place." He realized after saying it, that his Dad would think he meant the entire church.
"So you're gay?" Pastor Richard bellowed, even though it appeared rather obvious.
"No, I just like fucking guys," Zach answered before adding, kind of enjoying to infuriate his Dad, "I don't suck dick or anything, although Minister Carter does."
"Out," Pastor Richard yelled, as he looked at his smug son and noticed his penis was a lot bigger than his. "Both of you, out."
Zach grabbed his pants and put them on, as Minister Carter, his face burning red, scurried out with his head hung down in shame.
Zach exhibited no such shame. "Don't be too hard on him," he urged his father, "he's a good guy."
Pastor Richard ignored the irrelevant advice and quoth, "You need to leave forthwith, young man. We can't have you going around besmirching my good name, my wife's, the church's, or the community's."
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me; you're no longer my son," the Pastor said, and turned to stride piously out (for a very limited definition of the word 'pious').
Zach was shocked... hurt... and angered. "Whatever happened to forgiveness?"
"Forgiveness has its limits, and you have crossed the line," the Pastor growled.
"Where does the Bible even fucking say that?" Zach demanded of his father's back, adding the 'fucking' because he was so pissed at his father's flexible use of the Bible's teachings.
"Just get out!" the Pastor snapped, returning a raising a hand to smite his former son.
"Go ahead," Zach dared, wanting his Dad to hit him. Wanting to see his self-righteous Dad commit a sin.
"Out," the Pastor snarled, managing to control at least the physical side of his violent anger.
That night Zach slept at a friend's... knowing he really had to talk to his Mom.
Next morning, he went home... and found both his parents waiting for him immediately inside the front door, with two suitcases already packed.
The Pastor handed him a cheque (in the amount of a shocking $250,000!) and intoned coldly as if he were quoting the liturgy for an exorcism, "You sir, are a disgrace to our family name, an unwelcome sinner who formerly attended our church, an embarrassment to your mother and to me, and we never wish to suffer the sight of you again."
Zach looked to his mother, but she immediately broke eye contact, even though he could see tears in her eyes. Zach wanted to hear his mother confirm his father's sentence... to agree with or to deny his harsh words... but he was confident his Dad wouldn't allow that to happen.
And sure enough, she didn't speak... didn't even look up again... just looked down at the threshold to the front door and bawled. They hadn't even allowed him to set foot in the house he'd grown up in!
Zach, who'd already planned to leave for college in a week anyway, and who was more angry than hurt, took the enormous amount of money (why the fuck not?), grabbed his suitcases and said, sarcasm dripping from every word, "In that case, God bless you two Christian folk."
Zach got in his car, drove straight through to Los Angeles, arrived before dawn totally exhausted, lodged in a nice hotel for the week (using the church's credit card until it was cancelled a couple weeks later), before he was allowed to move into the dorm, and went shopping... buying a variety of sexy lingerie... all the things he'd wanted to buy back when he was living in his small town hell but never had (again, all on the church's credit card his Dad had given him a while ago to pick up items for the church... usually from Costco... the church items had been from Costco, not the lingerie).
He also, now he was away from the shadow of his father and the ridiculous moral code of his southern community, went to a doctor and initiated the process of his transitioning.
The years went by, and by the time he had earned his degree (with honours), he had become a she, Zach had become Sasha, and she (get used to the adaptable pronouns because they're the new reality) had become a complete knockout. Long blonde hair, blue eyes, nice medium-sized 34B tits, long legs that went all the way up to here, although she still sported her big, fat nine-inch cock. Hair no longer grew on her face, and her voice was now sexy and feminine... Sasha had become exactly who she had always fantasized about being... a beautiful, confident young woman. And yes, she had legally changed her name way back at the beginning, and she would have changed her legal gender, except search as she might, there was no official vehicle for accomplishing that.
Her best friend who he (try to keep up) had met just a couple weeks after arriving, a Latino guy named Jose, had also transitioned, and she was now a hot Latina named Jasmine.
The two girls had a lot of fun using their dicks to spit-roast both guys and girls during their senior year... enjoying their frequent double-team seductions the most. And of course they invariably loved the shocked looks on their preys' faces when their big cocks emerged from underneath their cute little dresses. They both took full advantage of the way straight men would willingly suck their dicks and take it in the ass, since the owner of said dick was a knockout blonde, or a sexy Latina who had tits. Girls also loved getting spit-roasted and double penetrated by them. They had a wild senior year.
Receiving her degree in business management, and Jasmine hers in marketing, they decided to leave California and relocate to Dallas... a two hundred mile drive from his original hometown where her parents still lived (she assumed), who had disowned him (as he'd been then) just under five years ago. They chose Dallas because the business plan they wished to follow was a dime a dozen in liberated Los Angeles, yet it would be seen as edgy and controversial in Dallas. And of course controversy, among other things, served as wonderful free advertising!



The storefront they opened was a sex shop that catered to anyone, but especially to people wanting to explore their kinky sides.
The name of the store was a not-so-subtle hint at the clientele they were primarily targeting: Naughty Bi Nature. Besides carrying all the traditional items an adult store should have, such as sex toys, lingerie, movies, masturbation aids and so forth.... they specialized in exotic and expensive items imported from Europe: ultra quality nylons, lingerie and costumes.
Their new store received a lot of negative press in this more traditionally valued city (which hypocritically had more than its share of bars featuring fully nude dancers looking for large tips, where who knew what lucrative activities went on beneath the cocktail tables), but they successfully used social media to really get the word out, promoting daily sales on special items... always posed with by Sasha, who was a goddess, and once people realized this model was also a co-owner who regularly worked at the store... business really took off.
.....
Meanwhile, once Zach had left, having been heartlessly given the boot by her so-called loving husband, the marriage between Emma and Richard (the Dick) Alpin slowly but inexorably fell apart. Emma never forgave herself for allowing her husband to kick her beloved son out of the house and disown him no less, so following two years of her obediently feigning happiness, of serving as the perfect wife in public while enduring her growing bitterness and resentment behind closed doors, Emma totally broke character and astonished her husband by not just meekly asking for, but angrily demanding a divorce!
Richard desperately tried to convince her otherwise, at first begging her and later threatening her, at times almost becoming violent, and often actually becoming verbally scathing, and obviously (to her) far more worried about his image and the reputation of the church than about his so-called sacred marriage. He quoted, "What therefore God hath joined together, let not man put asunder," But Emma rebutted him, saying that the loving God she knew would never be so cruel as to join her to an asshole who would throw his own son out of their house. She was done and she left him behind, left behind their community and headed off to Dallas... to start anew... which was scary, and yet exciting.
The fact she hadn't allowed herself to be fucked since the day her son left, unable to fake the orgasms anymore, or to give him head, or to take it in the... (don't ask) or even to endure his touch at all, added to her urgency to start over.
She moved to Dallas, where she'd heard vague rumours her son now lived, and she tried to find him on the internet, but to no avail. According to UCLA, he'd never even attended school there... not even for a short while, although friends who'd visited him there had told her otherwise. That claim of the university's confused her, and it most certainly wasn't true. What never occurred to her... how could it?... was that Zach Alpin indeed had never matriculated there, although Sasha Alpin had. She had given up his swimming scholarship (since she wasn't allowed to compete as a woman) but had retained his academic one, but under her new name of Sasha, although she kept her last name. And tragically, as has been said, it never occurred to the mother that her son might have become a female.
So there Emma was in Dallas, completely alone. Her father was a Pastor (still was, albeit an aging one), she had married a Pastor... it was the only life she knew... the church life.
A life of behaving prim and proper at all times.
A life of being respectable in all ways.
A life where the purpose of sex was to conceive, and otherwise was only about the man's pleasure. (Yes, shortly before she was married, her mother had told her that truism point blank. And then during the ceremony her father, who was officiating, had reiterated that same point, although not in sexual terms. He'd just gone on and on about how it was now her God-given Christian duty to obey her new husband in all things.)
Yet during her last year of marriage, she had begun reading erotic stories on Literotica. She became fascinated by how sex could be liberating... even pleasurable for the woman, if that could be believed... a woman could even come from lying with a man. Who knew?
She was 46, and had not once come from having sex... or come at all... EVER... since she'd been lectured sternly since early childhood that masturbation was a sin.
Yet in her small apartment where she now lived, even though she was quite well off from a very generous keep-your-damn-mouth-shut settlement from both her ex-husband and the church, she discovered the pleasures of self-love... the euphoria of orgasms (how the hell could this soaring experience be considered a fucking sin?)... and she couldn't help but wonder increasingly what it might be like to be fucked, like in the stories she was reading: to suck a big dick (she'd never sucked her husband, as it was a sin in everyone's eyes that she had then known of), or to get fucked by a big cock (her ex-husband was five inches, while in the stories some men were twice that or more), or to get spit-roasted by two big dicks (she couldn't fathom such a thing... until she'd read enough about it that she could), or to get fucked by another woman's strap-on cock (the stories had awakened her same-sex curiosity, something she'd often wondered about for a moment or two, before immediately casting the wicked thoughts away as a very bad sin). But in contrast, she now leisurely contemplated eating her first pussy (which the stories made sound completely heavenly), and she even wondered a little about getting sodomized, double penetrated, filled air tight (all wild new terms she'd never encountered before... except that the sin of sodomy might result in her being transformed into a pillar of salt... she was a bit shaky on that point).
These days she unashamedly fingered herself to multiple orgasms... experimented with a brush (too short and narrow), a banana (too squishy), a wine bottle (too glassy... not an existing word, but eminently suitable for this scenario) and a cucumber (which in fact did quite a decent job so long as it was still ripe), but what she really wanted to try out was either a real, living, pulsing dick to fuck her (which frankly didn't seem too feasible) or failing that, a sex toy (which, now that she lived in a big, sprawling city filled with strangers, and no longer cared what other people, even churchgoers, thought of her, appeared very feasible).
So after doing some online research, she headed out to an adult store (yes, she could have discretely ordered a toy or two online, but she didn't trust online shopping at all). She had also done some research on the best and most discreet adult stores, and she'd happened across many mentions of a store called Naughty Bi Nature. The store provoked amazing reviews, and hosted a great website, which seemed to cater to all conceivable kinds of men and women (and... other categories of people, although she found everything about that notion inconceivable), plus a variety of unique toys, and a far-reaching collection of lingerie and stockings from all around the Western world.
Emma had read a lot of erotica online in the last few months, and after decades of daily wearing pantyhose, she'd become intrigued by the idea of thigh high nylons, garter-belts and stockings, and any other variety of sheer nylons... hers had always been cheap and not overly comfortable. She'd promised herself when she left her husband and the church that she would never, ever wear that awful pantyhose again... a promise she would keep for the rest of her life (unless you include a pair of crotchless pantyhose and a crotchless nylon bodysuit she would purchase... much later on... both items from Naughty Bi Nature).
So one day, after dithering nervously about it (old paranoias are dispersed only with great difficulty) for a couple of months, she finally decided to gather her courage, set out for this store, and 'to boldly go where' she had never, ever gone before.
Once there, she was greeted by a gorgeous young woman she recognized from the store's website, and from a few promotional videos she'd appeared in. She was even more radiant, more beautiful in person, and taller than she would have imagined, towering over her... by over a foot... although her five-inch platform heels enhanced her height.
"Hi, how can I help you?" Sasha greeted, stunned to see one of the two people in the world she'd never imagined ever seeing again, and doubly unlikely in her sex boutique... her very own churchgoing mother!
"I don't even know where to begin," Emma said with slightly less nervousness than she'd walked through the door with, there being something familiar and even comforting about this beautiful woman... it was as if she had known her in a past life... reincarnation something she had always believed in, even though she'd been mocked and even castigated by her husband for harbouring such unchristian thoughts... thus she'd never dared to mention them to anyone.
"Well, for starters," Sasha gave her a fake smile as she tried to process a plethora of feelings swirling inside her: surprise, anger, slight happiness, confusion, insecurity, and helplessness just a few of them. "What brings you through our doors today?"
"Decades of living in denial," Emma joked, feeling an instant connection with this stranger, someone the old her would have taken an instant distrust to... someone so beautiful, yet because she was running an establishment like this one, no doubt also so kinky. Yet again she couldn't explain it, perhaps it was simply her new 'who gives a fuck what people think' attitude, but she wasn't going to hide behind a facade of prim and proper anymore..
Sasha couldn't withhold a burst of laughter, for a few reasons. The obvious one... her Mom had just said something totally out of character for her, and had expressed it with self-effacing humour. The less obvious one... she couldn't recall her mother ever saying anything funny. But the most amusing aspect... that her mother had just told an apparently perfect stranger that her lord and master husband, Sasha's own father (the dick), hadn't been satisfying her (with his dick). "I'm sorry for laughing ma'am, that just struck me as funny, and I didn't mean it unkindly. And on second gasp, it isn't funny at all, it's a crying shame," she sympathised. "Your man isn't performing his husbandly duties?"
"Oh, I'm not married," Emma revealed.
"Oh," Sasha said, this time unable to withhold a gasp of astonishment! She looked down at her Mom's left hand and saw that the wedding ring which had always been there, was no longer where it was supposed to be. In their church, marriage was forever... for better or worse... come hell or high water...
"Oh, I was married, for an eternity," Emma said, pausing before seeing nothing but compassion in this gorgeous woman's face, and deciding to be a little more open than she had planned to be, "but my husband never... well, he never understood my needs... or even enquired about them."
"Well that isn't very surprising," Sasha said, before questioning the wisdom of making such an observation, recalling her past Interactions with her father that now seemed so long ago... interactions she had pushed into the deepest shadows of her mind, that had suddenly come flooding back out.
"Excuse me?" Emma asked, agreeing in retrospect that it wasn't surprising at all, given Richard's nature, yet there was no way this young woman could know that.
"It's just that you'd be surprised by how many men don't seem to understand, or even to concern themselves with, the needs of a woman," Sasha caught herself and explained, which was indeed a frequent concern among some of the older women who came in here.
Now not all men were inconsiderate lovers... many men were very supportive lovers, and they would even go out of their way to purchase marriage enhancements to help them to ensure their wife was completely satisfied even if they couldn't always supply the necessary with their own God-given attributes. And of course there were also women who didn't bother to adequately fulfill their wifely duties as well... and these thoughtless men and women who didn't spend the time to understand and satisfy their lovers were the main reason their partners were making her shop so successful... but she and Jasmine were also making a killing from catering to the wide variety of kinky needs of sexually considerate couples of all persuasions who loved exploring their sexuality.
"Oh, given my history, I'm not surprised in the slightest," Emma said, finding a strange kindred connection with this lovely young woman.
"So back to my original question," Sasha smiled. "How may I help you? Or in other words, what did you come in for?"
"A couple of things," Emma answered, her earlier nervousness now dissipated completely. She now sensed she could request something completely out there, such as a ball gag or a bullwhip (not that she ever would), and this lovely girl would accommodate her with perfect equanimity. "I was thinking of some thigh highs; I've read some great things about them and understand you have a sizeable collection."
"Oh, we most certainly do," Sasha nodded, trying to see her mother not as the parent who had failed to stand up for her in the biggest crunch of her life, but as a woman who had needs, desires and clear vulnerabilities. "We stock them in a wide variety of styles and colours."
"I would also like, um... well... I...." Emma was struggling to force out the words she wanted to say, even being here in this store still way out of character for her.
"Did your ex ever get you off?" Sasha asked, helping her mother to express herself, while also curious about the answer for her own sake.
"No, never," Emma admitted, not seeing such a personal question as odd at all. She knew she could trust this woman.
Sasha knew that both of her parents had only ever been with each other, subsequent to their marriage of course, which meant her mother had never had even a single orgasm from intercourse. "Well! No wonder you left him."
"Oh I had a plethora of reasons for leaving him," Emma said, her tone hinting at the acres of bitterness she still held inside of her. She still deeply regretted not having stood up to him when he'd kicked her son, her only son, her beloved son, out of the house and disowned him on behalf of them both, without even warning her beforehand! He'd simply said, "Okay, here comes our sinful son Zach, crawling home in disgrace. I require you to stand next to me and back me up while I do what needs to be done." She hadn't even seen the packed suitcases beforehand, had no idea she was about to lose her son forever. All she knew was that he'd been caught committing sodomy. She still considered that day to be the most tragic one in her life, and her son's parting shot, delivered from a place of such painful bitterness, remained at the center of an enduring, gaping wound in her soul.
"Well, then it's time for a fresh start," Sasha said as brightly as she could muster, feeling abjectly sorry for her mother. Yes, she had failed to stand up for her when she should have, but she had been trained ever since birth to play the part of a meek, obedient, daughter or church wife, where her man and his church would always come first and she would... naturally... always come last, just like her mother always had. Sasha heard her mother's tone dripping with an endless regret that she sensed was because of what had happened to her.... well, to her back when she was a him.
"I agree with you," Emma nodded.
"So, you want a toy that will rock your world," Sasha rallied and managed a bright, encouraging smile, in spite of everything, enjoying engaging in her first ever adult conversation with her mother, even if her mother had no idea that's what it was.
"Or if I'm being bold, rock it twice in the same evening," Emma smiled back, completely letting down her guard around this beautiful, sweet young lady.
"Then Dorothy, accompany me down the Yellow Brick Aisle, to the Wonderful Land of Multiple Orgasms," Sasha said completely whimsically and gaily (in the old sense of the word), taking her mother's hand with a warm gesture, and leading her down to the sex toy section, the contents of which ranged from conveniently practical, to Who-On-Earth-Could-EVER-Manage-to-Cram-that-Gigantic-Monster-Inside-of-Herself.
Emma was stunned. There were so many shapes. Designs. Colours. Sizes. Some items made no sense to her at all, puzzling how a spherical toy could possibly please her. A few of them were so big there was no way they could possibly fit inside her, or as far as she could imagine, inside anyone else, either.
Sasha saw the big-eyed stunned look on her mother's face and said, "Some of these toys are for the adventurous and very experienced."
"I can't even fathom," she said, while almost every toy was bigger than her small-dicked ex-husband, some were thicker than her arm, others were over a foot and a half long.
"Believe it or not, and you will if you've ever had a baby," knowing perfectly well that her Mom had given birth to one a tad over 22 years ago, "our private parts are created to accommodate any of these, given enough prep work and training," Sasha explained, thoroughly enjoying this much-delayed sex talk with her oblivious Mom. She then added, "And even pleasurably, with enough lube and prior stimulation."
"I still can't fathom," Emma reiterated, the vast majority of these toys much larger in length and girth than her asshole ex.
"Trust me," Sasha smiled, flirting a little with her mother like she did with lots of her clients (it seemed to bring lots of them back... men, women, trans), "you just need to be with the right person."
"Well, I was with the wrong one for way too long," Emma said, considering all those years of her life, her so-called prime ones, to be wasted.
"Well then, let's make up for lost time," Sasha smiled benignly, feeling sorry for the lost soul still hiding inside her mother. And feeling angry at herself for resenting her so badly during recent years.
"Please, let's," Emma agreed, full of admiration for this confident and beautiful woman.
Ten minutes later, Emma was gripping two new toys in her hands: an eight-inch suction cock dildo that could be attached to the wall of a shower or a bedroom, so she could fuck herself on it, and a pink we-vibe that looked really weird, but Sasha guaranteed would rock her world.
Emma, suddenly realizing she was going to be late for coffee with a neighbor, said, "Thank you so much, but I need to get going."
"What about the stockings?" Sasha asked.
"I'm running late; I'll have to come back for those."
"They all say that," Sasha teased, implying Emma wouldn't be back, when truthfully her returning customer ratio was amazing. She wasn't sure how she felt about seeing her mother, but she knew she wanted to see her again. But first, she'd require some time to process meeting her today.
"I promise I will," Emma said, adding, "I've really enjoyed talking with you."

"Well, just ask for Sasha," Sasha offered warmly.
"Nice to meet you, Sasha," Emma warmly replied back.
"I've really enjoyed talking to you too," Sasha said. "It's been full of surprises."
"Agreed," Emma smiled, before they went to the front counter and she paid for her two deliciously scandalous new toys.
Sasha watched her mother leave, in awe of the interaction that had just occurred. That had been the closest to a mother-daughter talk she could have ever imagined having. Except that she'd taken on the motherly role which had been weird, but also very satisfying.



Jasmine came in about twenty minutes later, and she listened in stunned shock about what had just happened... of course already knowing Sasha's entire horrible story from the past.
Sasha finished telling of the encounter and took a deep, steadying breath.
Jasmine asked, "So... now what?"
"I haven't the slightest," Sasha said, "but it was a real blessing talking to my mother, and you already know why I never use that word. I hadn't even known how much I missed her, until just now."
"Well, just be careful; it sounds very much like she's taken a liking to Sasha, I mean who doesn't? But that doesn't mean she'd be happy to see Zach again, especially the way he now looks. Some people's dogmatic beliefs die very hard."
"I know, I know," Sasha sighed, feeling insecure for the first time in years, if only slightly. Her new body, new name, new life had rejuvenated her and given her the utmost confidence. These days she was 100% Sasha... Zach was ancient history... the only proof remaining that he'd ever existed were his parents, who'd declared him dead to them, plus his big cock still living between her legs. She sighed. This would take a lot of processing.
That night Sasha and Jasmine went out on the town, and Sasha ended up in a bathroom fucking an older man who resembled her father. She fucked him so hard, years of bottled-up rage flooding out to punish the old man's ass... who had no idea the rough pounding was a hate fuck, but instead it brought the older man such pleasure that he came without even having his dick touched, and he spewed his load all over the wall.
Later that night the two of them double-teamed a MILF who looked a lot like her mother... Sasha having no idea why she'd searched all night for someone who resembled Emma.
In bed following her very late evening, Sasha pondered whether she might have to go to another psychologist. Back in college, Dr. Felicia Rowe had been a great help in exorcizing her demons.
Meanwhile and elsewhere, Emma was discovering for the first time the power of a vibrator... discovering how her orgasms could be a lot more intense with a magical battery-operated toy from that Wonderful Land that Good Witch Sasha had taken her to. As promised, she had multiple orgasms for the first time ever, as she read a few lesbian stories, imagining Sasha seducing and dominating her.
As a wonderfully satisfied Emma drifted off to sleep, she pondered whether Sasha might be a lesbian. Based on the name of her store, she thought she must be at least bi. That said, there was no way a woman as young and beautiful as Sasha would ever be interested in someone as old and plain as she was. She was a crone in her mid-forties, for pity's sake!
.....
The next day Emma kept her promise about returning to the store. But when she arrived, she was disappointed not to see Sasha.
At first she was helped by a tall, pretty Hispanic woman. Emma felt the need to make sure the pretty blonde knew she'd come back, knew she'd kept her word. She asked, "Is the blonde woman here today?" not using Sasha's name, not wishing to reveal how much she cared about the answer.
"She'll be back in an hour or so," Jasmine replied casually, this not the first time that question had been asked. Jasmine was pretty hot too, but not as jaw-droppingly irresistible as her best friend Sasha. 'Blondes usually get more attention', Jasmine, a brunette, had learned was a truism that was so true... although Jasmine earned a lot of fringe benefits from being best friends with a beautiful blonde, and even had a following of her own, just not as large as Sasha's.
"Great, I'll come back then," Emma said, really wanting to see this young woman again... even though it felt strange to experience the need of making sure the blonde knew she was keeping her promise.
"Okay, no problem," Jasmine nodded, as she suddenly realized who this was, just after she left... she finally spotted the resemblance... that had been Sasha's Mom!
Sasha returned about thirty minutes later and Jasmine opened with, "So do you want to fuck your mother?"
"What?" Sasha asked, surprised by the abrupt question.
"The MILF we spit-roasted last night looked a lot like the woman who came in a little while ago asking for you, and who also just happens to look a lot like you," Jasmine said knowingly.
"That was just a coincidence," Sasha tried to brush it off, still unsure why she'd seduced a woman last night who'd been around the same age as her mother, and who bore somewhat of a family resemblance to her.
"Sure, sure," Jasmine said, able to read her best friend like a book.
"Fine," Sasha sighed, not having an alternate explanation to offer, "I suspect that I do. Although I have no idea why."
"Closure?" Jasmine asked.
"More like pent up frustration and anger," Sasha suggested.
"She seemed sweet," Jasmine said, and then added, "you have her eyes, and I've always loved your eyes."
"Yeah, I was close to my Mom for my entire life," Sasha said, and then sighed, "until that horrible day when suddenly I wasn't."
"I'm so sorry," Jasmine said, giving her a hug and a tender kiss on the cheek, seeing the longstanding hurt flooding from her eyes.
"I thought I was over it," Sasha said, choking back her sobs as best she could.
"You need to take your power back," Jasmine prescribed wisely.
"I agree, but how is that even possible?" Sasha wailed, now openly sobbing, her mother not even having a clue about the impact she'd had on her yesterday... hadn't even known her son was standing right in front of her.
"Let's spit-roast her," Jasmine offered brightly, considering that the solution to most problems.
"My own Mom?" Sasha demanded incredulously, even though that had been her twisted philosophy last night.
"She doesn't know you used to be her son," Jasmine pointed out.
"I know," Sasha nodded, feeling so many mixed emotions, and having great difficulty sorting out her extreme feelings.
"Speak of the devil," Jasmine smiled, thinking that cliché may actually be accurate at the moment.
"Is she back?" Sasha asked, more mixed emotions swarming inside her. She overcame her sobs, surreptitiously wiped her spilled tears from her face, took a deep shuddering breath and said more or less bravely, "Well, we'll just have to see where it goes."
"No she's not back yet, I was just practicing. So worst case, we double penetrate her and gape that virgin ass," Jasmine said wickedly.
"You're so fucked up," Sasha said, shaking her head, but allowing an amused smile to escape.
"Says the girl who ass-fucked a nun," Jasmine countered.
"Says the bitch who back-doored the Priest on the same day," Sasha countered right back.
"You fucked the nun first," Jasmine pointed out.
"But you sodomized the Priest."
"Okay, so we're both sinners going to hell," Jasmine laughed. "But whatever the state of our immortal souls, we're in this together."
"That's all I'm saying," Sasha smiled, loving their wild escapades... recalling their tag-teaming a husband and wife on the couple's wedding night.
"So banging your mother would only enhance your sordid resumé," Jasmine smiled.
"Speaking of the devil, and for real this time," Sasha said, as she spied her mother walking in... although she didn't see her as a devil... or a saint... just somewhere in the middle, like everyone else.
Emma walked in, spied Sasha and headed straight to her. "Hi there, I told you I'd come back."
Sasha smiled, happy to see that her mother appeared so eager to impress her, "So you did."
"I always hated when people told me they'd come back and then didn't," Emma confessed, always hating people who came to church once, promised to return, and never did.
"Oh?" Sasha said meaninglessly, often saying very little and letting the customer do most of the talking.
"Yeah, in my past life, I was a church wife," Emma admitted. "Until only a few months ago, actually."
"Really?" Sasha said, acting surprised.
"Is that hard to believe?" Emma asked, flirting ever so slyly. She couldn't explain it, but she was intoxicated by this pretty woman... her own body tingling just from looking at her. She wasn't a lesbian, although that notion had never been tested, but she was undeniably intrigued by this woman.
"It is, actually. You seem way too cute and sexy to be a sedate church wife," Sasha said, noticing her mother admiring her body.
"I do?" Emma batted her eyelashes, enjoying the flattering words.
"Yes, and I can only imagine how sexy you'll look in a minute or two, when you're wearing some old-fashioned Cuban heel stockings," Sasha said, spinning around and showing her mother the seam going up the middle of her legs in her stockings, all the way to the hem of her miniskirt. "Like these ones."
"Oh my," Emma said, admiring both the amazingly long and shapely, very toned legs, and the sexy, sheer glossy nylons encasing them.
"They're pure, sheer silk," Sasha said, turning back to face her mother, raising her leg and moving her hand up and down on it. "And they're unbelievably soft."
"They really accentuate your legs," Emma murmured, not feeling brave enough to follow up on Sasha's blatant invitation to touch her leg, but admiring the beautiful blonde's legs and stockings nonetheless.
"They'd do the same for you," Sasha said, going into the special area for imported sheer stockings. She grabbed a black pair with Cuban heels, and handed them to her. "Try these on."
"I can try them on without buying them first?" Emma asked, accepting them.
"I insist that you do," Sasha said. "I want to see you in them."
"Okay, sure!" Emma agreed.
Sasha added, "Although you'll need a garter-belt to hold them up."
"I don't own one of those," Emma admitted, feeling a strange rush of adrenaline at what was happening. She couldn't explain it because it made no sense, but she felt certain that this impossible dream named Sasha was flirting with her... although she also sensed this was pretty much how she treated everyone... like they were special and they mattered.
"I'll go and grab you a sexy one," Sasha said, looking at her mother closely... wondering whether Jasmine was right... did she want to fuck her? Would that help her deal with her years of resentment? And had her mother even been to blame in the first place? Sasha was still struggling within her quagmire of feelings, that were being invoked by her seeing the mother who had betrayed her and cast her aside without a moment's warning. Or perhaps it had been a very different story. One where her mother had been bound by her lifelong conditioning to obedience, and had also been helpless with grief, feeling as betrayed and heartbroken as her son did, while her Lord and Master husband had done all the condemning and she'd done all the weeping.
"Okay, if you'd be so kind," Emma agreed, a little overwhelmed and excited.
Sasha grabbed a black garter-belt, also imported from France (the stockings had a Cuban-style heel, but were from France), and returned to her mother. "Here you go, ma'am."
"It's Emma to my friends," Emma said.
"Well, please go put these on, my dear friend Emma," Sasha smiled warmly. "Then let me examine you in them."
"Really?" Emma asked, surprised the pretty blonde wanted to see her wearing such sexy apparel.
"Of course, I've got to make sure they fit properly," Sasha dissembled.
"Oh, okay," Emma said, as she went into a change room and shut the door.
Emma got undressed, leaving her blouse and panties on, wishing she'd chosen a nicer pair of panties, even though she realized as she put on the garter-belt over them, she didn't own any sexy underwear. Once she'd put on the sheer stockings, she was in awe. The stockings felt so silky sheer and soft. And once she looked in the mirror... Wow! She realized her conservative blouse was blatantly wrong for this new look, so she took it off. She sighed as she realized her bra also wasn't sexy at all. So she took that off, too.
Emma stared at herself wearing nothing but the garter-belt and stockings, and smiled. For the first time in her entire life, her wedding night included, she looked and felt... damn sexy. Her nipples were hard as she admired herself, and she suddenly regretted wasting not just years, but entire decades trying to live a life that first her father, and then her husband had chosen for her, while they never gave her the slightest bit of say in her own life at all.
Sasha, surprised at how long it was taking, patience definitely not one of her virtues, rapped on the door. "How's it going, Emma?"
"G-g-good," Emma stammered, having gotten distracted by the lingerie and forgetting entirely that Sasha was waiting to see how the nylons looked on her.
"Open up and let me see," Sasha said.
"Um, I'm almost naked," Emma said, as she grabbed for her blouse.
"No worries," Sasha said, excited to see her mother in lingerie, or even anything less than fully dressed for the first time ever. "That's the best way to see someone in a garter-belt and stockings."
"But I took off my blouse and bra," Emma said, as she put her blouse back on.
"I see customers in their birthday suits all the time," Sasha said. "That's the best way to figure out what else they need."
"No one other than my ex-husband has ever seen me naked," Emma pointed out, realizing just how sad that actually was.
"Then I'm honoured. Open up," Sasha ordered, in a tone she employed to take control, a tone that was seldom disobeyed.
"Okay then, here goes," Emma said, feeling compelled to do whatever Sasha said, even though she couldn't explain why. She unlatched the door, her body trembling with nervousness, and also because it was kind of cold standing there almost naked... she did have her blouse on, but unbuttoned.
As soon as Sasha heard the door unlatch, she let herself in, knowing her mother was capable of changing her mind at any moment, and then she closed it behind her. "Now let's take a look at you."
Emma felt her cheeks go red, as she allowed a much younger woman to gaze upon her almost naked.
"Turn around and show me your back," Sasha ordered, well inside her comfort zone while telling a cute MILF what to do, and since it was her mother obeying her this time, that only enhanced the precious moment. Looking down at herself, Emma saw herself exposed so extremely that she could almost see her own nipples... which of course meant so could Sasha!
Emma mindlessly obeyed, feeling a little like a character in one of the erotic stories she'd been reading lately. If this were an erotic story, it would end with her submitting to the beautiful younger woman. What she found so interesting in the stories was how many of them featured older women (around her age) submitting sexually to younger woman (around Sasha's age). She felt her vagina tingling as she obeyed, and she shook her head ever so slightly, reproving herself for the way her mind descended so easily to the gutter.
"You have a great ass, Emma," Sasha said, admiring her mother's naked ass for the first time.
"Thank you," Emma said, smiling and feeling a rush inside at the compliment. She added, "No one has ever told me I have a nice bum."
"Ass," Sasha corrected. "No one except for a nanny in England says bum anymore."
"Sorry," Emma apologized, feeling like a child being gently scolded by her mother.
"Say it, tell me you have a nice ass," Sasha said, spinning her mother back around so she could see her face and tits, wanting to hear her straitlaced mother say a naughty word, even if it was just a minor one.
"I have a nice ass," Emma parroted sheepishly, feeling her cheeks burn red, as she whispered the words.
"You don't believe a word of it, do you?" Sasha asked rhetorically, feeling so sad for her mother, a woman who had obviously never been viewed as a sexual being, either by herself or by anyone else... just been seen as a wife to breed, a church wife to order about, and a mother to raise an heir.
"I don't know," Emma admitted, looking down. "I've never really thought about it."
"Do you like the nylons?" Sasha asked.
"Yes, they're the most amazing garments I've ever felt," Emma said.
"As I promised, they really accentuate your legs," Sasha said as she smiled, noticing her mother had draped the garter over her sorry-looking panties... which of course she had, how could she know any better?
"They really do," Emma agreed, becoming a tad less self-conscious about being almost naked in front of a relative stranger.
"But..." Sasha said incompletely, as she admired her mother's perky tits, but not her grandma panties.
"But what?" Emma said, instantly insecure.
"We may need to give you an entire under-the-outfit makeover," Sasha said. She had a reputation of orchestrating amazing under-the-outfit, and sometimes complete-outfit makeovers.
"Is it my panties?" Emma asked.
"For starters," Sasha said, looking her mother up and down... the same way she would appraise the figure of any customer. Sasha had a great gift for making over a woman... and although she'd never gotten to play Barbie as a child (although she'd always wanted to, even when she was a growing boy), now she got to play it often, and today she even got to play Barbie with her mother. "By the way, the panties go over the garter-belt."
"Oh," Emma said, feeling so silly.
"Take them off," Sasha ordered, before adding, "I'll be back in a minute with some things we'll both like better on you."
"Um, okay," Emma nodded, as Sasha breezily left the room, and she just continued obeying this persuasive young lady in her early twenties. She unclasped the stockings and removed her panties, wishing she had trimmed her vaginal hair. (She'd considered it. Truth be told, she'd never trimmed her hair, never even considered it until recently, but recently she'd often noticed a shaved or trimmed vagina (or a pussy or cunt... the words they used in the stories... both words so taboo and therefore so hot) both in the stories she read and the porn she watched, and had wondered... what if?).
Sasha grabbed a black thong, a black lace bra, and a laced chemise and returned, really looking forward to playing real life Barbie with her mother.
Emma had set her panties on the bench, and had just finished re-clasping the stockings. She shivered as she stood almost naked in the dressing room, awaiting the pleasure of a young woman... thinking that this scenario contained all the elements of a silkstockingslover erotic story: a confused, sexually stunted older woman up against a beautiful, confident younger woman, the story so far featuring a slow, burning build up, and, of course, the author's ubiquitous silk stockings, this time getting it perfect, with real silk. Plus, she was the protagonist, experiencing these same feelings of a natural submissive: confusion and insecurity holding her back, with excitement and lust propelling her forward.
Sasha knocked on the door, and Emma opened it eagerly... an unreal chill going through her... unreal because she was reading an awful lot into the everyday help of a pretty saleswoman.
"Okay, let's begin your makeover," Sasha said, as she knelt before her mother (something she'd done many times in the past... but then it had been to pray) and looked at her mother's not surprisingly hairy pussy.
Emma's eyes went wide as she saw the pretty woman kneeling before her... and making her pussy tingle. "Sorry, I'm pretty hairy down there," Emma apologized, uncertain why she was apologizing for her long, tangled bush, or even drawing attention to it.
"If you wish, I know a woman who can help you with that," Sasha offered, then added, "now lift your foot up."
Emma mindlessly did. Sasha draped one leg of the panty around it.



"Other foot," Sasha ordered casually, and she then slid the black thong up her Mom's nylon-clad legs, smiling ever so slyly when her face got so close to her Mom's pussy... a pussy that was showing unmistakeable signs of stimulation: a slight glistening in the pubic hair, and an unmistakeable scent of pussy. Sasha couldn't help but be fascinated that she had once emerged from that very same pussy.
Emma felt the girl's hands move up her legs, her hot, moist breath on her thigh, and the skimpy panty going onto her... including a very strange feeling when the back of the underwear settled intimately into her ass crack.
Sasha stood back up, but only after lingering before her mother's pussy, one she was by now dying to fuck, any uncertainty about that desire long gone, and she removed her mother's blouse... confident that she had her mother completely captivated.
"You have great breasts, Emma," Sasha admired, as she tossed the blouse carelessly onto the chair. She knew when she complimented women, especially older insecure women, that they lapped up those compliments... ones they likely hadn't heard in years, in decades, or probably in her mother's case, ever.
"Thank you," Emma said, feeling like a teenager again... insecure... excited.
"I brought something else that I think will look amazing on you," Sasha said, as she began to draw it on over her head.
Emma just went along with it... feeling like a princess, as strange as that sounded.
Once it was in place, she glanced in the mirror, even as the pretty girl knelt back down and unclasped her stockings. She looked and felt... perhaps for the first time ever... very sexy.
Sasha removed the garter-belt and then re-clasped the stockings to the lace chemise, allowing her hand to glide ever-so-gently over her Mom's almost-naked ass.
Emma felt a chill go up her spine as this young woman touched her in ways even her husband never had. She felt wetness leaking out of her pussy and into the new panty she hadn't even purchased yet, although there was no question that she would. She felt a crazy rush of excitement that she couldn't remember ever feeling before... which was silly, since she knew deep down that this woman was just doing her job.
Sasha stood back up and admired her mother, her cock (already hard ) flinching in her thong.
Emma, trying to act casual and playful at the same time, said, "I think you put the panty on wrong."
"It's a thong; it's supposed to go between the cheeks of your ass, "Sasha said, spinning her mother around, "Let's see how it looks. Ohhhhh, very nice."
"It feels a little weird," Emma said.
"At first it should feel a lot weird," Sasha countered as she admired her mother's ass... realizing instantly where she'd gotten her own amazing ass. Too bad her Mom had hidden those tight glutes away for all those decades by wearing loose-fitting 'respectable' clothing. "It takes a while to get used to."
"I imagine," Emma said, still feeling awkward and excited at the same time.
Sasha, deciding to be a bit brazen (well... even more brazen, then), squeezed her mother's ass and said, "You have an amazing ass, Emma."
"T-t-thank you," Emma gasped, shocked at feeling her buttocks getting squeezed, yet flattered by both the intimate attention and the ongoing compliments.
"You look so hot in this outfit," Sasha gushed, spinning her mother back around.
"Thank you," Emma sheepishly said yet again, but truly at a loss for anything else to say, the pretty girl staring at her... her lips so close to her own.
"Do you like this outfit?" Sasha asked.
"It's totally different from anything else I've ever worn," Emma said, actually admiring herself in the mirror... a total first for her.
"It gives you a completely different look," Sasha added.
"That it does," Emma agreed, every single piece of clothing currently on her not like anything she'd ever worn before, or had even known existed.
"Oh, by the way, did you try out the toys last night?"
"Um, one of them," Emma admitted, her cheeks somehow burning even a darker shade of red.
"Which one?"
"The vibrator."
"And did you orgasm? Sasha asked without a hint of embarrassment.
"Three times," Emma said delightedly, holding up three fingers.
"Is that more than you usually have?" Sasha asked.
"I've never had multiple orgasms before, "Emma said and then added, "or any that were so intense."
Sasha smiled, "Toys have made men almost obsolete."
"So true," Emma laughed, feeling so comfortable with this young goddess, even though she was halfway naked.
"Although a real, living dick wielded by someone who knows how to use it, can be very good as well," Sasha said, hinting at her real truth, but knowing her mother wouldn't catch on at all. She was certain it had never even occurred to her Mom that a girl such as herself might be sporting a dick
"I wouldn't know," Emma said, partly being funny and partly admitting a sad truth about her sex life.
"Well, maybe it's time to get yourself back out there," Sasha said, opening a door she wasn't sure she could actually walk through herself, yet unable to consider closing it either. And ignoring the known fact that Emma had never been 'out there' in the first place. From the little she'd heard from her parents and grandparents growing up, she was certain that Emma growing up had been carefully sheltered away from boys, and that her marriage had likely been an arranged one, with nobody ever enquiring whether she even liked the young Mr. Alpin.
"At my age, I'm more likely to get hit by a bus," Emma said, the idea of dating for the first time at her age totally intimidating her.
Sasha smiled, the idea becoming more and more appealing, "Never say never. Keep your new lingerie on, and get dressed while I grab you a few more items."
"Okay," Emma said, feeling a little sad at the termination of this strangely intimate interaction, one that had somehow made her feel sexually alive... for perhaps the first time ever. She got dressed, left the underwear she'd been wearing when she entered the store behind, and walked over to Sasha, who was standing at the front counter speaking with the woman who'd briefly assisted her earlier, holding a few extra items in her hands.
Jasmine asked, "Did you find what you were looking for, ma'am?"
"And more," Emma said, hinting to Sasha.
"Emma is my new pet project," Sasha announced to both women, which informed Jasmine she eventually planned to fuck her.
"Pet project?" Emma asked curious... the term 'pet' in erotica always meaning something sexual.
"Yes," Jasmine spoke for Sasha. "Sasha likes to help women rediscover their sexual inner selves, or when necessary to discover them for the first time."
"In my case it may be too late," Emma only half-joked.
"Oh, it's never too late," Sasha said. She then asked, this weekend being Mother's Day, "so what are you doing for Mother's Day weekend?"
"Nothing," Emma said, not having celebrated Mother's Day in four years, ever since her Zach had been so unceremoniously booted out of the family.
"No children?" Sasha asked.
"None," Emma said, finding that answer easier than the truth... even though it broke her heart every time she said it.
"Oh," Sasha said, surprised by her mother's answer, and her heart broken a little... feeling betrayed just like she'd been five years ago.
Jasmine said, seeing the wounded look on her best friend, "Well, I think we three should get together tomorrow night, then."
"Oh my; that's a lovely offer, but I wouldn't want to impose," Emma said.
"I insist," Sasha said, rallying from the slap across the face of her mother not even admitting she existed.
"You sure?" Emma asked, before adding, "the last time I went out with the girls was for a church fundraiser."
"Well, this excursion will definitely not be anything like that," Sasha smiled.
"Although it may include some worshipping," Jasmine whispered, loud enough for only Sasha to hear.
"Pardon?" Emma asked, not hearing what the girl said, but thought she heard the word worship.
"Oh, nothing of consequence," Jasmine shrugged airily.
"We'll meet you at your home at eight pm," Sasha said, taking control.
"Why my house?" Emma asked.
"So we can get you all dolled up for a special Mother's Day weekend," Sasha explained.
"I think you did that already," Emma said.
"Oh, the undergarments you're wearing right now are just a taste of what I'm planning for you," Sasha smiled. "Are you in, girlfriend?"
"Sure," Emma said, not thinking at all that anything might go astray.
"Great," Sasha said. "Jasmine will ring up your purchases, and obtain your address for tomorrow night."
"Okay," Emma nodded, experiencing a very similar mixture of excitement and nervousness to the one that had been competing for prominence inside her throughout this entire surreal experience.
"See you tomorrow," Sasha smiled warmly. "I promise it will be worth it."
"I believe you," Emma said trustingly.
Sasha gave her mother a hug and whispered, "Be prepared just to let go and allow us to guide you through your awakening."
"Awakening? Okay, sounds good," Emma agreed, feeling warmth consume her.
Sasha then turned and walked briskly away, always knowing when to leave the woman (or man) wanting more.
Emma paid for the items, including the ones Sasha had selected for her, which she hadn't even examined yet, appreciating the unexpected twenty percent 'preferred customer' discount even though money wasn't an issue for her anymore, and headed home.
That night, Emma tried on all the different lingerie Sasha had chosen for her, and learned the exhilaration to be found by fucking herself with a big wall suction cock. Before she fucked herself, she first read a dozen lesbian stories... every one of them about a younger temptress seducing and dominating an older woman. Once she had come and recovered, she couldn't believe she had gotten so hot and bothered about such a wicked fantasy. Sasha (for in all those readings, Emma had pictured herself and Sasha together) was just doing her job, just being helpful. And this weekend, she would just be acting out of kindness. Yet... she couldn't push away a thought lingering in the back of her mind that maybe, just maybe, the sudden lesbian fantasies consuming her might come to fruition.
For her part, Sasha spent the night analyzing her feelings. Truth was, she had boxed up all that anger and hurt from her parents years ago... and tonight it all came flooding back in waves, and she couldn't help weeping all over again about her loss.
But once she was able to dry her tears, she realized there was an entire mishmash of conflicting feelings swirling around inside her psyche.
Wounded: recalling that fateful day when she was kicked out of her house and disowned, leaving her devastated.
Happiness: to see her mother looking so alive, after what must have been years of slowly dying inside.
Shock: to encounter and relate to her mother after all these years.
Confusion: at her own mixed feelings about seeing her mother.
Curiosity: to learn what had happened between her parents to drive them apart, after so many years together.
Excitement: at the possibility of assisting her mother in her sexual awakening (with or without revealing her big cock, or that she was her son now in a very different guise).
Anger: at her own mother denying she'd ever had a child.
In the end, Sasha seriously had no idea what she planned on doing tomorrow.
Was she going to fuck her? She knew her mother would submit to her without much resistance at all... many times she had seen that vulnerable lust in a lost woman desperate to break free from her restrictive shell.
Was she going to tell her mother she used to be a male... and even more, that she used to be her very own son?
Truth was, even as she went to bed that night, after having one of her regular cock suckers (a federal judge who loved cock) come over and service her, she had no idea what she was going to do tomorrow.
.....
The next evening, Emma again tried on every new piece of lingerie Sasha had chosen for her. Twice. She shook her head in wonder as if she were getting ready to go out on a romantic date, and not just an outing with two much younger women. Yet she was determined to look as good as she possibly could, as she finally chose for herself a black garter-belt with matching lace bra, black thong, and silky sheer black stockings. Beneath her outer clothing, she was either going to look funereal or hot.
Some way across town, Sasha dressed in a red skirt, black thigh high stockings with a red lace bra and thong, and a black blouse. She looked sexy as fuck, and was planning on doing some fucking... she just wasn't sure yet whether it would be her mother or not.
Jasmine dressed in her usual mocha thigh highs, the only colour stockings she ever wore since it suited her brown skin so well, and a fun, tropical flowery dress, something else she often wore.
As they drove, Jasmine asked, "So are we tag teaming your mother or what?"
"I don't know yet," Sasha answered, still uncertain, and deciding just to allow the night to proceed however it went, with no preconceived goals.
"You do know," Jasmine disagreed, but without confrontation.
"Kind of, but it's only a feeling," Sasha admitted, since she wasn't 100% sure yet.
"Well, I'll support you either way," Jasmine said, although she sensed she'd have her dick plunging into one of Sasha's mother's three holes within the next hour.
"Oh, I know you will," Sasha smirked, knowing her best friend was already looking forward to fucking her mother. Truth was... so was she. It would be the ultimate conquest... seducing and fucking her staid and reserved conservative Christian mother (but perhaps sodomizing her minister father in his own church would be the ultimate, ultimate conquest
"I'm so transparent," Jasmine joked.
"Wait until she sees our dicks," Sasha laughed, as they arrived at Emma's house.
"Are you going to tell her who you really are?"
"I don't know that either," Sasha said, that question bringing her right back down to earth after their playful sex banter.
"Well, as always, I'm here for you," Jasmine said.
"You just want to fuck my mother," Sasha accused teasingly, pushing away her brief sadness.
"Well I certainly don't, don't want to fuck your mother," Jasmine smiled.
"You and your double negatives," Sasha said fondly, parking the car.
"And soon some double teaming as well," Jasmine added, getting out of the car.
"Maybe," Sasha shrugged noncommittally, even though deep down, she'd already made up her mind to go for it.
Through the window Emma saw the car parking, and she felt a rush of adrenaline thrill through her spine. She still couldn't explain it, but her entire body felt on fire, just from thinking about Sasha. So much so, that she felt a little wetness gush into her thong... which was a sad excuse for underwear in her opinion... she still hadn't gotten used to a narrow piece of string nestled deep between her ass cheeks.
Sasha knocked on the door. Still feeling mixed emotions about whatever was about to happen... unaware that her mother and she were both experiencing similar feelings of excitement... yet both of them also experiencing conflicting feelings of either shame or anger, respectively.
Emma took a deep breath before opening the door. She smiled nervously and greeted, "Welcome to my humble abode."
"Hi, Emma," Sasha greeted in the sexiest low-pitched voice possible.
"Hi, Emma," Jasmine also greeted, unable to come close to the seductive tone of her best friend.
"Hi, ladies," Emma said, but then just stood in the middle of her doorway, stunned that these two women looked even more beautiful all dressed up.
"May we come in please?" Sasha asked after an extended moment.
"Oh yes, of course," Emma laughed awkwardly, having been frozen, staring at the two of them... especially Sasha.
Sasha and Jasmine walked inside, both of them immediately slipping out of their heels, and followed Emma further inside.
"This is a lovely home," Sasha said, carrying a bottle of wine, while Jasmine carried a duffle bag of toys and more.
"Thank you," Emma said.
"I brought some wine," Sasha said.
"Just a single bottle?" Emma joked, thinking some liquid courage could help her to dispel the massive anxiety swarming inside her.
"For starters," Sasha smiled, noting the lustful insecurity in her mother. This would be so easy to accomplish... if she decided to go through with it.
"Fair enough," Emma smiled back, accepting the proffered bottle and taking it into the kitchen. She unscrewed the bottle (corks seeming to be phasing out these days, even in quality wines), pulled out three wine glasses and poured them each a glass.
Emma walked back out, carrying all three glasses, since being a former church wife, she was well practiced in carrying a lot of drinks and food during a plethora of church potlucks.
"You're quite good with your hands," Sasha smiled, as she accepted her wineglass.
Emma couldn't think of anything witty to reply, so she simply handed the other glass to the girl she couldn't remember by name. Oh yes, it was Jasmine.
"I see you've already gotten dressed," Sasha said, approving of her Mom's attire.
"I didn't think remaining naked after my shower would be a good way of greeting guests at the door," Emma joked, thinking her remark was pretty playful and sly.
"No, we would have hated that," Sasha smiled, sipping her wine.
"Yes, that would have been terribly shocking to our gentle spirits," Jasmine added.
Sasha said, "A toast to you, Emma."
"For what?" Emma asked.
"For your new beginnings," Sasha said.
"Yes, to new beginnings, Jasmine added.
Emma clinked glasses with both beautiful girls and getting a feeling, since both of them were completely dolled up, that the night was going to be interesting, "Very well, to my new beginnings."
All three ladies clinked glasses together, then Sasha ordered, "Down the drinks, ladies."
"All of it at once?" Emma asked.
"Every last drop," Sasha smiled, before downing hers.
"Okay," Emma said, not wanting to appear timid in front of these two extroverted girls. Emma gagged a little bit, an entire glass of wine a rarity for her, and it would usually last her an hour or longer.
"Now we need to prepare you for the upcoming evening," Sasha pronounced.
"Okay," Emma nodded, having no idea what else could be done to get her ready.
Sasha boldly raised her Mom's dress, saw she was in a garter-belt and said, "I see you went for a sexy look. Very nice."
"You told me tonight would be an awakening," Emma shrugged, getting excited just from the girl's touch.
"And so it will. Do you trust me to guide you?" Sasha asked.
"I don't know why I should since we've met so recently, but I certainly do," Emma admitted.
"Then you'll do exactly what I say without question?" Sasha asked, still not sure whether she was going to fuck her mother or take her out clubbing, but she was definitely going to make her completely obedient to her... reversing their prior parent-child hierarchy.
"Yes I will," Emma pledged, completely captivated by this woman, and feeling like she was starring in her very own lesbian erotic story... where her role was the obedient pet.
"Thank you for trusting me, and for agreeing to what's to come. Now sit down on the couch and spread your legs," Sasha ordered.
"Okay," Emma said, this approach to an evening being completely unorthodox, and yet she felt she had to obey without hesitation.
Emma sat down, spread her legs, and watched as Sasha lowered herself to the floor before her. Was she going to eat her pussy?



Sasha snapped her fingers and Jasmine, who had been watching intently, opened the duffle bag and pulled out some supplies.
Emma watched as Sasha stroked her hands up and down her legs, saying in a gentle voice, "These nylons really are super soft."
"I love them," Emma admitted, as she also loved the feeling of these soft feminine hands on her legs... her pussy tingling and leaking.
"Of course..." Sasha began, as she reached her hands further beneath the dress, all the way to her mother's thong, "...your pussy needs to be soft and inviting, too."
"I've never had a reason for it to be that way," Emma confessed, as she submissively raised her ass to allow the young woman to slide off her thong.
"Well, your rebirth includes having a smooth snatch, and going forward, you'll have rampant randy reasons," Sasha said, always enjoying alliteration... the one quirk she'd willingly retained from her father's many lame-ass lectures.
Sasha's words made Emma think of her ex-husband, who had always used alliteration, so much so that she now hated hearing it. But desiring to feel like a liberated woman, wanting to get a little (or even a lot) wilder than she'd ever been before, and also wishing to be like a character in the erotic stories she'd been reading, she said, "I believe I'd prefer to have a shaved cunt, if you please." There! Daring, and without a hint of alliteration!
"Oh my," Sasha said, a little surprised by her Mom's brazen choice of words. In her work and her play, she often saw reserved women coming out of their shells not only sexually, but also linguistically. Words they would never be caught dead uttering normally, such as cunt, slut, and even more extreme phrases like 'fuck my asshole', 'double team me' and 'cum all over my face'... whenever their repressed fantasies became realities.
Sasha sprayed shaving cream on her mother's hairy pussy as she said, "Tell me one of your fantasies you'd like most to come true, Emma."
"Honestly?" Emma asked, "no matter what it is?" even though sharing a shameful truth with her (and by default with Jasmine), didn't seem like such a big deal anymore since this girl had seen her naked, and was even now preparing to shave her pussy.
"Yes, there should be no secrets between us from now on," Sasha said, although she was holding back two real doozies: that she was Emma's long-lost child, and that she had retained Zach's big, fat cock, still in perfect working order.
As Sasha moved the razor to her mother's pussy, Emma admitted, "I have a lot of them."
"Just tell us one for now," Sasha said, before adding, "but please don't move; I don't want to draw blood down here."
"Okay," Emma said, as she pondered which secret to reveal. She didn't want to be too obvious, by blurting out she longed to become a submissive pussy-munching pet to this young goddess.
"There's nothing too kinky for you to tell us," Jasmine added. "Remember that not only do Sasha and I run a store that specializes in providing the necessary for every conceivable sexual fetish, but we moved all the way to Dallas from LA, just to develop it from scratch. So we're not easily shocked."
"No?" Emma asked with a smile, as she felt the razor blade moving around her pussy.
"You were quite wet when I pulled your panties down just now," Sasha pointed out. "What were you thinking of then?"
"I'm a little ashamed to say," Emma said.
"No secrets, now," Jasmine reminded her. "And you needn't be ashamed about anything; we're not."
"Very well then: sex," Emma said.
"Well, that's obvious and rather broad," Sasha objected mildly, as she shaved her mother's privates. She added, deciding to hint at some of the things she was planning for this very evening, "I'd like you to be more specific, if you please. For instance, do you fantasize about eating pussy, sucking a big cock, taking a nice, long cock into your long-neglected pussy, being sodomized, or perhaps even taking two big cocks into your pussy and butt at once? If you fantasize about it, I'd like to hear about it, and the further out there it is, the better."
"Oh my," Emma actually moaned slightly at hearing such a wicked list... a list of activities, all of which she'd fantasized about doing in recent months, ever since discovering erotica and porn... even including taking something up her ass. If she was to be sodomized, that would be the ultimate 'fuck you' to her ex-husband, given his excuse for that horrible thing he'd done to Zach.
"I think she wants to go for Curtain Number Three: a big cock," Jasmine opined. "Tell me Emma, am I right?"
"Well, I've never had a cock at all except for my ex's, and his is five inches long," Emma admitted, "so having a big one inside me might be quite the kick," liking the sound of herself saying the word cock, and she was pretty sure this was the first time in her entire life she'd ever used the word, except maybe when referring to chickens. The monosyllable sounded so much sexier than penis. Just like the words pussy or cunt sounded so much hotter than vagina.
"Well, we can help you find one of those very soon," Sasha promised, as she continued shaving her mother, thinking she should have used some scissors first. This was becoming a two-new-blades shave.
"You two are so wild and crazy," Emma said.
"You don't know the half of it," Sasha said. "So, which one is your ultimate fantasy, Emma?"
"I'm not sure I can pick only one," Emma admitted. She paused as she admitted, "After decades of being repressed, I think I might want to do them all, if that's not too shameful."
Jasmine smiled at the woman's eagerness.
Sasha said, "I don't find that desire unreasonable at all, but please remember that between we three, shame about anything at all is unnecessary. But if you could only choose one option right now, would it be cock or cunt first?"
Emma couldn't decide what to say. She really wanted to become a submissive pet to Sasha... she really, really did. Yet what she wanted the most was to be fucked hard and deep by a big cock.
"Be brutally honest," Sasha urged, getting close to finishing the shave.
"Well, I'd love to taste my first cunt..." Emma answered dubiously.
"But?" Sasha prompted.
"But I'm really dying to be fucked by a big cock," Emma admitted. "I'm sorry, is that bad? Am I hurting your feelings? You're such wonderful ladies, I'd really hate to do that!"
"Not at all, you're doing just fine. Now tell us: how big is your dream cock?" Jasmine asked.
"Seven inches, I guess," Emma said, thinking almost anything would be bigger than her ex's.
"Not eight or nine?" Sasha asked, as she was nine inches and fat, while Jasmine was an impressive eight inches.
"Is that even possible? If so, it would be amazing," Emma said longingly. "Although I can't even fathom I could take anything that big."
"Oh, pussies were made to take huge cocks," Sasha said.
"Assholes, too," Jasmine added.
"Nine inches in someone's ass?" Emma asked in awe.
"We're discussing not just anyone's ass here Emma, we're discussing yours. And oh yeah, there isn't anything better than seeing a woman taking eight or nine inches of cock in one, or even in both of her holes simultaneously," Jasmine continued, loving seeing the look of shock and intrigue on the older woman's face.
"All done," Sasha said, admiring the shaved pussy. "Your cunt is now as smooth as a baby's bottom."
Wow," Emma said, looking down and seeing her pink pussy lips in clear view for the first time since puberty.
"You have a deliciously inviting pussy," Sasha complimented, tempted to taste her right there and then, yet instead she observed, "you look pretty excited down there, Emma."
"All this talk about sex has gotten me pretty stimulated," Emma admitted, oddly not at all uncomfortable to be sharing this with Sasha, and even with Jasmine.
"Show us how stimulated," Sasha ordered.
"What? How?"
"By rubbing yourself."
"Here? Right in front of the two of you?"
"We're not just any two people, we're your guides on your journey of self-discovery," Sasha refuted her patiently. "So close your eyes, play with yourself, and imagine a big cock or two is ready for you right here, right now."
"Oh, my," Emma said.
"Do it, Emma," Sasha ordered. "Remember your promise to do whatever you're told."
"Okay, okay," Emma nodded, "I did promise, and I meant it," not wanting to disappoint this lovely girl. She closed her eyes, moved her hand to her fevered pussy, and began rubbing.
"Describe to us what you're thinking about," Sasha urged in a gentle, hypnotic voice, as she slipped off her heavy duty thong, unleashing her nine-inch cock from its confined space.
Jasmine took her cock out too, excited to see Sasha preparing to commit incest with her own unknowing mother.
"A big cock is fucking my mouth," Emma moaned.
"Sounds exciting. How big is it?" Sasha asked, climbing out of her dress.
"Nine inches," Emma moaned, rubbing her pussy.
Jasmine removed her outer clothing too, stroking her eight-inch cock.
"If a lovely nine-inch cock magically appeared before you right now, what would you do, my pet?" Sasha asked, as she positioned the tip of her hard cock a couple inches away from her mother's face.
"I'd suck it, I'd swallow the guy's cum, and then I'd take it into my long-neglected pussy; I'd even offer up my virgin ass to him," Emma replied wickedly, her visualizations of every one of those acts getting her all revved up.
"What if there were two big cocks available to you?" Sasha asked, moving her cock even closer to her mother's lips.
"Ohhhh," Emma moaned, frantically rubbing her pussy. "Then I'd suck one while I fucked the other."
"What about being double penetrated?" Jasmine asked.
"Ooooooooh, really? Then I'd do whatever the owners of those big cocks ordered me to," Emma moaned, her orgasm rising inside her.
"Have you fantasized about having sex with me?" Sasha asked.
"Yes," Emma admitted without hesitation.
"About being my pet?"
"Yessssssss,' Emma groaned.
"Obeying my every order?"
"God, yes, Mistress Sasha," Emma replied, so excited that she was indeed becoming a character in a real-life erotic story... addressing Sasha with a term she had read being used in so many stories.
"Keep your eyes closed, and open your mouth, my pet," Sasha instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Emma agreed, thinking maybe Sasha had a dildo, or better yet maybe a strap-on cock, loving how easy and natural it felt to be using the word 'Mistress', and meaning it wholeheartedly.
Once her mother's mouth was wide open, Sasha looked at Jasmine, winked, and slid a few inches of her cock inside her mother's mouth. "Suck your Mistress's cock, Emma."
Emma wrapped her lips around the cock and became instantly confused... this cock felt real.
"Keep your eyes closed, my pet," Sasha ordered, noting the perplexed expression on her mother's face.
Emma obeyed, as she began bobbing slowly on the cock that truly felt so real... and incredibly thick.
"Oh yes, suck my cock, Mommy, suck it good," Sasha said, her seizing this opportunity to play the incest card really exciting her.
Emma had read more than a few incest stories and had found them surprisingly hot, even though she would never commit the act herself... she had learned it was a very common fantasy among readers, and the more taboo an idea was, the kinkier they... and now she... found it.
Jasmine was filming the familial encounter on her phone, like she and Sasha often did just for their own enjoyment, fascinated to see the mother unknowingly sucking the cock of her former son (and now her daughter).
"Yeah, you're a natural cock sucker, Mommy," Sasha moaned, really excited to feel and see her mother sucking her cock.
"MMmmmmm," Emma moaned, as she kept rubbing herself, and also wanting to let Sasha know how much she was enjoying this mystery cock in her mouth, and even the incestuous roleplaying.
Emma sucked for a minute or two, barely rubbing herself at all, as sucking this big, fat cock usurped all her concentration, as well as what it took to try and figure out how this cock could seem so real. Plus, she was also focusing on taking more and more of it into her mouth.
Sasha asked, ready to erupt sooner than normal due to this wild situation, and her mother's better-than-anticipated cock sucking, her first load of the evening about to be unloaded all over her mother's face, "Want my load, Mommy?"
When the cock was pulled out of her mouth, Emma opened her eyes and replied, as she saw a real living cock before her, attached to Sasha, who also had a lovely pair of exposed tits, "Yes, please, come in my mouth."
"You like my cock, Mommy?" Sasha asked, as she stroked it.
"It's... majestic," Emma said, as she wondered how she had just discovered such perfection. A big cock... but attached to a lovely woman... about to shoot.
"Open wide, Mommy," Sasha said.
"And you'd better close your eyes," Jasmine advised.
Emma obeyed both girls just in time to feel her face coated with Sasha's warm cum.
"Oh fuck," Sasha grunted, as she spewed her load all over her Mom's face.
Some of it landed on her forehead, on her cheek, her nose and some vaulted inside her open mouth.
Once no more cum was landing on her, Emma closed her mouth and swished the salty cum around in her mouth before swallowing it. She then opened her left eye, found the cock and took it back into her mouth to extract any last remnants of cum.
"Oh yeah, Mommy, extract every last drop," Sasha ordered.
"Mmmmmmm," Emma moaned in response.
After a minute or so Sasha pulled out and asked, "Now are you ready to get fucked?"
"Yes, Mistress," Emma nodded, eyes sparkling, ready and willing to do absolutely anything these two girls told her to.
"Get on all fours," Sasha ordered.
Emma nodded, "Yes, Mistress," as she glanced over to Jasmine, to see she too had this unheard-of combination of tits and a cock.
"Yes, we're both chicks with dicks," Jasmine smiled, as Emma moved to all fours on her carpeted floor.
"You two are more like goddesses with huge spears, than you are baby chickens," Emma said, trying to be funny.
"True enough," Sasha laughed, as Jasmine moved to Emma's face.
"Tell us what you want, my pet," Sasha ordered, as she moved behind her mother.
"I want to be spit-roasted by you two beauties and your big fucking cocks," Emma answered, having googled that term when she first ran across it in a story. She figured it sounded pretty hot, and she was always good at multi-tasking.
Sasha was shocked that her mother even knew what the term meant. As she rubbed her cock up and down her mother's wet pussy lips she said, "We can make that happen."
"Just shove that big cock in your Mommy's cunt," Emma begged, thinking if she played the incest card Sasha had used earlier, it would get that big cock into her all the quicker.
"Holy fuck," Jasmine said, in awe of the wicked truth of Emma's unknowing words.
"Mommy wants my big dick?" Sasha asked, indeed getting into the kinky incest talk. And loving that Emma was the only one here who thought she was roleplaying.
"Yes, my baby girl, Mommy needs your big fucking cock in her cunt right now," Emma begged, the teasing driving her wild, just as Jasmine's cock suddenly appeared right in front of her face.
"Suck it for me, Mommy," Jasmine ordered, as she slid her raging cock into Emma's mouth. Okay, now two of them were roleplaying, but with Emma the only one still oblivious that she really wasn't. Although with Jasmine, she really was. Sasha's head was swimming trying to keep track, so she just gave up on the mental part and went with the flow.
"Yes, suck that girl's dick," Sasha ordered, as she slid her cock into her Mom's pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh," Emma moaned as her pussy was finally filled with a satisfyingly big cock.
"You like that, Mommy?" Sasha asked, as she filled her mother completely with all nine inches.
Jasmine pulled her dick out of the MILF and Emma moaned, feeling so full-to-the-brim, and yet wanting to feel that cock sliding in and out of her, "Mommy loves your big cock deep in her cunt."
"And what about mine, Sasha's Mommy?" Jasmine asked.
"I love your big cock too," Emma went with it, leaning forward to take it back in her mouth.
"Let's spit-roast your Mommy," Jasmine urged.
"Let's," Sasha agreed, as they repositioned everyone and both of them began fucking the horny, submissive MILF.
If Emma hadn't been so enthralled by having these two cocks inside her, and by the pleasure swarming around within her, she may have noticed the ring of truth in Jasmine's words, yet all she could do for now was enjoy these two cocks sliding in and out of her.
Sasha and Jasmine had by now spit-roasted many women and men, and had mastered the smooth rhythm that allowed them to really fill their shared fuck toy deep in both holes, the vaginal and the oral. Whenever Sasha went balls deep, Jasmine pulled almost all the way out; when Jasmine wet balls deep, Sasha pulled almost all the way out. This led to a smooth fucking experience for all three, and also a lengthy one, as at first they went nice and slow... teasing themselves and whomever they were spit-roasting at the time.
Emma was completely captivated. Nine inches in her cunt, and eight inches in her mouth. Each so enthralling. Each so stimulating. Each so satisfying.
"Such a tight cunt," Sasha moaned.
"And an amazing mouth," Jasmine added.
Emma was loving the deep, slow fucking in her pussy and mouth, and yet soon wanted it harder... rougher. This slow fucking was driving her crazy, a constant frustrating tease, as her impending orgasm had built up only to a certain level, and was now begging to burst, but could only hover.
Sasha knew very well how this slow fucking drove women wild, and after three or four minutes, perhaps five, she asked, adding a new derogatory term to escalate Emma's submission, "Ready to really get fucked, Mommy-slut?"
Jasmine pulled out as Sasha paused, resting deep inside her mother, as Emma answered, "Yes, baby girl, Mommy needs to get fucked hard and deep; Mommy needs to have her first-ever orgasm from a real live cock."
"Daddy couldn't satisfy you?" Sasha asked, already knowing the answer, but still enjoying the roleplay.
"Daddy was a horrible tiny-dicked half a man," Emma replied, taking into account not only his lack of ability, or even willingness, to satisfy her sexually, but also his unforgiveable treatment of their son.
"Then maybe Daddy needs to be spit-roasted too," Sasha offered, that idea really turning her on... sodomizing her asshole of a father... she would consider it ironic justice, since sodomizing someone else had been Zach's so-called unforgivable crime.
"Ohhhhhh, that would be so hot," Emma agreed. "Fucking the asshole's asshole."
Sasha smiled that her mother was thinking along the lines as she was, as she thrust a few times hard and deep into her.
"Oh yes, fuck your Mommy, fuck Mommy hard," Emma screamed, as her orgasm rekindled.
"I want you to come all over your daughter's big dick, Mommy," Sasha ordered, continuing to dole out sly hints at the truth.
Emma remained oblivious, but was still enjoying the wicked roleplay, even as she recalled how her one and only son had wanted to be a girl... and how if Richard had accepted this, she'd now probably have a daughter.
"Oh yes, baby girl, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy like the slut she is," Emma moaned, so close to orgasm.
"Now, Mommy-slut, cum right now all over your daughter's big fat dick," Sasha ordered, as she began slamming into her mother hard, deep and fast.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy," Emma babbled, so close, "make Mommy come."



Jasmine watched the kinkiest incest act possible as she awaited her turn.
Five or six more deep rough thrusts, and Emma screamed as her first ever orgasm from actual sex erupted inside her like nothing she had ever experienced. "Yes baby, Mommy's coming!"
Emma collapsed forward as her entire body endured pleasure pulses from head to toe, her body on fire, her head spinning.
Sasha leaned forward and continued fucking her Mom, planning to give her mother multiple orgasms, and to take her mother's final virginity... her asshole.
"Oh fuck, baby girl," Emma gasped weakly, as the orgasm continued sending complete rapture throughout her, and it didn't ever seem to be ending.
"My turn," Jasmine said, her balls boiling from the blow job, and from the nasty scene she'd just watched.
"Does Mommy want to be DP'd?" Sasha asked.
"Your Mommy wants to do anything my baby girl Mistress tells me to," Emma said, a second orgasm seeming to be building right on top of the first one.
"Lie down, Jasmine," Sasha ordered.
Jasmine quickly did, her eight-inch cock standing rampant like a flagpole.
"Take my best friend for a ride, Mommy-slut," Sasha instructed.
"Yes, Mistress baby girl, whatever you say," Emma acceded, crawling over to the big cock, still feeling a little numb. She slowly straddled the cock, and lowered herself onto it. "Ohhhhhhh," she moaned, this being a very different position from how she was fucked by Sasha, and way different from the never-anything-but-missionary she'd experienced until this evening, for her entire sexual life.
Emma began to move herself up and down slowly, as she reached down and cupped Jasmine's inviting tits.
Sasha went to the bag, fetched out the lube, and excessively lathered up her cock.
Emma began moving faster, impressed by her own flexibility as she began bouncing on Jasmine's cock, a second orgasm building inside her. This position felt so different and stimulated her so differently.
"Oh yes, fuck," Emma moaned.
"Ready to be sodomized, my well-churched Mommy?" Sasha asked, returning to her mother.
"Yes, baby girl, your greedy Mommy wants two big dicks now, in her cunt and asshole," Emma said, sounding so dirty saying it.
Emma moved behind her Mom and warned, "This will hurt at first, Mommy."
"Just shove it in," Emma said dismissively, leaning forward and offering her ass. "I lived with a pain in the ass for years."
"Oh, Mommy, it's time to baptize you as my ass slut," Sasha said, as she knelt behind her.
"Then baptize me, baby girl," Emma said, ready for the pain and pleasure principle.
Emma positioned her cock at her Mom's puckered asshole and slowly pushed forward, and after the briefest resistance, she slowly slid inside the warm, tight ass.
"Oooooooooooh," Emma whimpered, a sharp pain coursing through her, even as a rush of adrenaline at being sodomized, at sinning so completely, at doing something considered so horrific that her ex-husband would disown her and kick her out of her own house if he still had the power to do so, coursed through her.
Jasmine looked up into her eyes and advised her, "Grit your teeth so you don't accidentally bite your tongue, and don't forget to breathe."
"'Kay," Emma nodded, doing just that.
"Such a tight asshole," Sasha said in wonder as she filled her mother's ass.
"So big," Emma whimpered.
"You like this, Mommy?" Sasha asked, now balls deep in her Mom's asshole.
"Yes," Emma replied through gritted teeth... the pain intense, but the pleasure all-consuming. "Ass fuck me, baby. Ass fuck your Mommy."
Sasha obliged her horny mother, moving in and out ever so slowly, knowing that a virgin ass was never up to rough reaming at first.
"Ohhhhh," Emma half moaned, half whimpered, as she was slowly sodomized.
Jasmine, who was often in this position during a double penetration, just lay there and enjoyed the vast array of expressions parading across the MILF's face. Pain... pleasure... rapture... wonder... serenity... still more pain... gratitude... and on and on.
But after three or four minutes Emma was wanting it faster... harder... the pain now down to just a low simmer... the pleasure building. She said, "I'm ready for you girls now, please double fuck me and really go to town!"
"As you wish," Sasha said, even though she had ever so slowly been accelerating the tempo as time progressed.
Jasmine and Sasha had also mastered their timing on double penetrating a slut to orgasm, so in just a couple thrusts, Emma's world was being rocked.
Jasmine bucking up just as Sasha slammed inside, their cocks almost kissed each other inside the MILF.
"Oh, bloody hell!!" Emma screamed, greatly increased pain and pleasure now combatting each other for her attention.
And for a few minutes there was no more talking.
Just deep ass fucking, deep cunt filling, and excessive moaning by all parties.
Eventually Emma begged, "Harder, deeper, faster," as another orgasm built inside her.
"Come, Mommy, come all over our cocks, and we'll fill your holes with cum," Sasha promised.
"Oh yes girls, cum in my cunt and ass," Emma moaned, loving the idea of feeling both her holes being filled with cum.
"Oh fuck," Jasmine groaned, about to burst.
"Sasha, come in your Mommy's cunt," Jasmine ordered, her own balls about to explode.
"And fill my asshole," Emma begged, as she was being bounced around like a rag doll.
"Come, Mommy-slut, come now," Sasha ordered, just as she grunted and erupted a load deep inside her Mom's asshole.
"Oh yes!" Emma screamed, feeling her asshole getting filled, which triggered her orgasm.
"Fuck," Jasmine grunted too, letting go of a pent-up orgasm she could have released a good minute or two ago.
"Yes!" Emma moaned as she felt both her holes filled with cum.
Sasha pulled out, loving to see the gaping hole she left behind, with her cum leaking out of it.
Emma rolled off Jasmine and onto her back, her knees sore, and her entire body shaking like it was being Richtered into an internal earthquake of pleasure.
Jasmine got to her feet and asked, "Where's the bathroom?"
"Down the hallway," Emma replied, pointing weakly.
"Thanks," Jasmine said, as Sasha admired her mother.
"So, is this how you anticipated tonight going?" Sasha asked.
"I had a hunch I'd end up being your pet, but I thought I'd be eating pussy," Emma admitted.
"Disappointed to find a cock instead?"
"On the contrary, outrageously surprised."
"You found me outrageous? Nice choice of words," Sasha smiled.
"You're perfect. I was longing to get fucked by a real cock, but I also wanted to explore the soft curves of a woman, so you and Jasmine gave me the best of both worlds," Emma said, admiring the girl's feminine beauty... plus a not so feminine dick.
"Well, I have a few friends with cunts, if you want to try dining on some fresh pussy," Sasha offered.
"If you wouldn't feel I was being disloyal to you, I'd love that," Emma said.
"You've promised to do anything I say, and I'll hold you to that, but nobody is saying you can't do things with other people too. Just so long as you don't start keeping secrets from me."
"Hey, Sasha, get your ass back here," Jasmine called out. "You've gotta see this!"
Sasha went down the hallway and into Emma's bedroom, where Jasmine asked, pointing to a picture on the wall, "Is that you?"
Sasha looked at the picture. It was a very large photograph, obviously positioned in exactly the right spot to be the last thing her mother saw at night, and the first thing she saw in the morning. It was her all right, back when she'd still been Zach, in his tux on high school graduation day. Instantly tears began streaming down her face. Her mother hadn't rejected her after all!
Emma had overheard the question, and her eyes went wide. She got up, stumbled a bit as her legs were still numb, and hurried back to her bedroom ... where Sasha was now bawling her heart out.
Emma finally realized why Sasha had always seemed so familiar. The eyes, the cheek bones... Sasha must be Zach! "Zach?" she asked.
"In another life, y-y-yes," Sasha choked out through her sobbing.
"Oh my God," Emma said, shocked that her son, well, her daughter now, was standing unsteadily in front of her as if her heart was broken, except that Emma could tell it was the opposite of that. It was only then she realized that she'd been fucked by her own daughter!
"Hi, Mom," Sasha smiled, wiping some of the tears from her eyes. "So, you didn't forget me after all."
"Forget you?" Emma said, "forget YOU?!!" her heart soaring. "I've spent every single day since your father kicked you out of your own house beating myself up for my incapacitation when he did. Not a week has passed when I haven't broken down and wept all over again for losing you. I searched for you desperately, but you had disappeared completely."
"But you told me when I asked, that you had no children," Sasha said in confusion.
"Oh dear. That must have been quite a blow, but I didn't mean it. It's just that whenever anyone asked me that question, it was far easier to reply with a single syllable and quickly move on, than it was to attempt holding back my tears while I tried to explain my pathetic past, and my helplessness to do anything to prevent my losing you, even to speak a single word, while your conscienceless father banished you from my life forever," Emma said, tears beginning to stream down her own face, even as she still felt cum dripping out of both her pussy and her ass.
"Oh, Mom," Sasha said, throwing her arms around her mother.
Even Jasmine had tears in her eyes as the mother and daughter held onto each other desperately while they both wept for joy.
Mom and daughter sobbed on each other's shoulders for several minutes before Emma pulled herself together and asked, "So you changed your name before you began college?"
"I did. I'd already begun my transformation procedures,"
"Then that explains everything," Emma said. "I thought you were dead, or had disowned me out of revenge."
"I thought you had disowned me," Sasha replied. "But I never stopped loving you, even though I was misjudging you terribly."
"Five wasted years," Emma sighed.
"Well, we did make up for a lot of that tonight," Sasha smiled.
"So, you knew full well who I was, and you deliberately fucked your mother?" Emma asked, not angry, just bewildered.
"At first I considered it a revenge fuck for your denying, probably to yourself and to everyone else, that I'd ever existed," Sasha said, "but it soon became something more."
"Yeah, it became sodomy," Emma joked.
"Well, yeah, that too," Sasha said.
"This is a lot to take in," Emma said.
"Well, you already took a lot in," Sasha wickedly retorted.
"There's something else as well. Do you know your father is the ultimate hypocrite?" Emma added.
"What? How?"
"I found gay porn on his laptop a couple years ago," Emma revealed. "A lot of it."
"No way," Sasha gasped.
"I confronted him about it, and he claimed it was research, an attempt to understand the sins of the devil, and how he must have corrupted you," Emma said. "He even said he wanted to atone for his sins, but he was still acting all holier-than-thou like he always did, so I didn't believe him. But I do think that his catching you in the act awakened another side of him."
"Well, I find that very interesting," Sasha said, an idea popping into her head.
"I know that look!" Jasmine jumped in. "You're thinking of fucking your Dad, aren't you?"
"Maybe," Sasha shrugged.
"Oh my God, my darling daughter, you should so sodomize that asshole," Emma said, and then roared with laughter at what she'd just said. "Or to put it another way," she added, "the perfect poetic justice would be to fuck that asshole... in his asshole," she chortled.
"Maybe on Father's Day, if we can make it happen in only a month," Sasha said.
"Perfect," Emma nodded.
"But for right now," Sasha said, "it's Mother's Day."
"In only two hours," Emma pointed out, gesturing at the clock.
"Hmmmmmm," Sasha said.
"I have an idea," Emma said.
"Does it include more fucking?" Sasha asked.
"Maybe later," Emma said. "Go sit on the couch, you two."
"Okay," Sasha said, as her Mom went to the kitchen.
Ten minutes later, all three women were cuddling on the couch still naked, Emma in the middle, sharing popcorn and wine, watching the movie that two of them had watched so often together as mother and son a number of tears ago... Pretty Woman.
As the movie ended, Sasha lowered herself between her mother's legs, looked up and wished her, "Happy Mother's day, Mom," before leaning down and beginning to lick.
EPILOGUE:
An oral orgasm... another spit-roast... and a double facial later, they all ended up sleeping in Emma's roomy bed.
The next morning at brunch, which was an actual brunch with food, and not some naughty euphemism for fucking, Emma asked, "So are you really going to sodomize your father, or what?"
"I'm definitely going to sodomize my father," Sasha nodded, already pondering how to make that into a reality. Perhaps something surreptitiously slipped into his mailbox to begin with, appearing to be part of a bulk mail promotion from Naughty Bi Nature and featuring some custom-selected sex toys at amazing 'on sale' prices.
"Mistress, may I sodomize him too?" Emma asked.
"Oh, horrors! My dear, sainted mother!" Sasha gasped mockingly.
"What?" Emma shrugged. "Pegging sounds like fun."
"Well in that case, I think your complete Mother's Day celebration is still in the prep stage," Sasha said, thinking that a stop at the shop to retrieve a nice strap-on, and then a visit to one of her and Jasmine's many submissive cock suckers and bottom boys, was now on tap for today... plus, she wanted to make sure her Mom was given the opportunity to sample a nice fresh pussy or two, but first, she already knew who the three of them would be dining on for dessert right after brunch... a sweet family of triplets who lived together... with the most delicious pussies in town... and then on to the store... and...
The end for now
Do people want to read about Sasha seducing and sodomizing her Pastor father in:
Family Reunion 2: Father's Day

Followed perhaps with:
Family Reunion 3: Sissified Minister

Of course... Emma would need to explore her same sex playtime somewhere too.
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Editor's note: this submission contains scenes of incest or incest content.
Summary: Jasmine's secret fantasies are revealed.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.
Note 2: This is part one of a series (the next parts are already written, for once). That said, this series will include scenes of BBC, anal, fisting, race play (including use of the 'N' word), and even golden showers (many of these in future parts).
Note 3: All characters are at least 18-years-old.
Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.

Being a writer of over 450 erotica stories (sequels included), without anyone I know or love, at least not face to face, having a clue of my secret hobby, can be pretty lonely.
No one to discuss my writing with.
No one to celebrate with when a story wins an award, or to tell of the extreme honour of winning Literotica's Most Influential Author, which I did for 2019... only a nice solo bubble bath and a bottle of wine.
But it's not all bad.
I love the recognition I receive on the Literotica site, the many emails I receive from readers and fans, and growing attention on Twitter, with over 7700 followers. Like many erotica writers, I love the accolades, I love the responses (both good and bad... the bad ones, if they are constructive and not telling me I should burn in hell), and I thrive on readers' reactions.
I also, sadly, don't live out or explore 99% of my fantasies. I mean most people keep their darkest, dirtiest fantasies to themselves, not even sharing them with the people they love... since society has led us to believe we shouldn't speak our intimate truths, and we shouldn't explore or even think about our darkest desires. Very few of us declare them to anyone else... even fewer live them out... although I have reason to believe (voluminous correspondence) that number is increasing every year.
For example, I've never been with a younger girl... neither a student of mine, nor even an ex-student... or even with a college girl. Although I have fantasized doing so many times, including:
LaCresha, a black cheerleader (who will play a key role in this story later on) who I imagined pushing me onto my knees and forcing me to eat her black pussy (I've also, sadly, never had the PRIVILEGE of dining on pink chocolate) after school in the library (a potential location I find to be a major turn-on):

Lately I've become obsessed with a cute girl who works at a tavern that I and some of my colleagues often go to. She has given me more than one look and, like me, she is always in nylons... I have often imagined licking her pussy behind the bar while she serves her customers, or being bent over and fucked while others watch, or I am just forced to dine on her pussy in some secluded spot while I rub myself.

Of course, another fantasy I have not yet fulfilled (sadly, it seems super unlikely) is getting fucked by a shemale. Being at a club, being led to the bathroom by a cute girl, bent over, and fucked by her hard dick.

Another temptation of late is a new intern who looks like she could still be in high school. She works in the math department, but I have envisioned her turning me into her playtime intern, and making me fuck myself on her foot (a position I have often wondered whether it would feel as good as I imagine it would).

If you have read very many of my stories, you know I love the idea of exploring my same sex side, mostly my submissive side, but I also like the idea of my being dominant... either fucking a girl with a strap-on, or pounding a guy with a big fake cock (not my husband, who is always in complete control in our bedroom... but some guy who needs to be taught a lesson: the football coach, some overpaid CEO asshole, or a complaining parent who pushes me too far).

Now to be honest, I have never been in a threesome or more... but the idea of getting triple-teamed is a big turn on. I have had my husband's cock in my pussy, or on rare occasion (usually after a lot of wine) in my ass, while a toy was in my other hole... but that's it. I have always wondered what it would be like to have two cocks working simultaneously in my pussy and ass... and if I had the coordination, also to simultaneously be sucking a third cock. Honestly, I'm not sure I would have such coordination at my age... although I'm not sure I would have had it even back when I was young and more flexible.
With that all said, it would sure be fun to try.

Or perhaps I would be better off trying to ride one, suck another one, and have a third one fucking my tits. Nobody would expect my tits to have much coordination, so I could just concentrate on the other two cocks while the overall experience overwhelmed me.

Another fantasy not yet fulfilled... joining the Mile High Club. I did masturbate during an overnight flight once, if that counts... and I did cum. Yet I'd love to suck a cock, or to get fucked on a flight.
Although perhaps the ultimate would be to end up scissoring a sexy stewardess. (I would also love just to try the scissors position... it looks so hot in porn, although it seems it would be rather impractical in real life.)

Some girls hate facials and find them demeaning, some tolerate them as part of the relationship, some like them... and then a very few... like me... actually love them. I love the anticipation... I love the feeing as it hits my face... I love the warmth... I love to rub it into my skin (I agree with some experts, who say it is good for the complexion, as I receive a load on my face every few days, and I have great skin).
What I have never had is a bukkake... a delicious cum bath.
One fantasy has me being a lawyer, and going into a jail and serving as the cell block bitch.

I've also, sadly, never been spit-roasted... which is the position I would most like to try. The idea of rocking back and forth is very intriguing. Taking a cock deep into my pussy, and then another one deep in my mouth, seems like a great bucket list experience.
I've imagined this scenario a plethora of times... for instance my husband and his brother... or two strangers in a back alley... two randoms while I'm on holiday... but my most frequent spit-roasting fantasy is in my classroom.

I also love cheerleaders... which I implied earlier... I also love nylons... which I have been saying ever since I started writing... so the idea of being forced to foot fuck two cheerleaders in my classroom is pretty unlikely ever to happen, but still pretty hot to imagine.

The idea of a foursome with my daughter, as two jocks dominate my nerdy, sweet daughter and me is also twistedly delicious.

Although I am the submissive in 95% of my fantasies... on occasion I like the idea of being in charge... especially if I feel someone has wronged me... such as a corrupt CEO... where I sit on her face... atop her expensive desk... and roughly use her face... while her secretary looks on, and is then allowed (by me) to use her once I'm done.

If you've been reading my stories for a long time, you know I have a major fantasy of being in a threesome with my two sisters. That fantasy is explored in detail in a couple of stories I've already released... but now that my niece is of legal age... the idea of a lesbian incestuous foursome has begun popping into my head. The idea of sitting on the eighteen-year-old's face makes my pussy leak.

Lastly, although I could likely go on forever... my other major fantasy is just to be taken by a BBC... preferably in my classroom. Forced, dominated and fucked.

Then... due to a wild twist of fate... a few of my fantasies happened to occur, all in less than a twenty-four hour period.
.....
Before I get to the actual wild twenty-four hours that rocked my world... and opened up a plethora of further possibilities... I should highlight that over the past few months I have been chatting online with a mid-thirties black couple who have as many wicked fantasies as I do...although they have actually lived out some of them... including group sex.
They have already requested a few stories I've written for them... each being hot, wicked and twisted, including:
BBBW Domination about two white young models who dominate two older and bigger black sisters.
Family Reunion: Mother's Day about an outcast son, now a female (well, except she retained her cock) who encounters her mom four years later, isn't recognized, and decides to teach her a lesson.
Daddy Daughter Date Days about a daughter who seduces her dad over a few weekly special date days with him, at the suggestion of her mother, who hadn't anticipated the direction their intensifying relationship would take.
The couple goes by Daddydick and Babygirl online and with the secrecy safety of the internet, we've been bluntly honest with our fantasies... they already knew all of mine from reading my stories, where I put all my twisted fantasies out there for anyone to see... and they shared theirs with me.
Babygirl is a submissive to her husband, but in her fantasies also to women... especially to white women. That began when she was seduced and dominated by a white girl she had used to babysit, when they bumped into each other many years later.
Bumping onto each other led to their going out for coffee, which somehow led to Babygirl getting her pussy rubbed by Cassandra's foot under the table, and then to her eating the younger woman in the bathroom (her very first pussy),

to her going back to the college girl's dorm, where she ate some more pussy, took a strap-on, and was fisted to orgasm while (willingly) being called a nigger.

From that moment on, Babygirl loved the idea of being dominated by white women... being called demeaning names... being used like a bimbo slut... and the nastier the racial talk, the more she got turned on.
She could never understand why it turned her on to be humiliated so intensely, but it did... and it led to her most intense orgasms, and soon with her husband, some intense roleplaying.
When she met her future husband, she got to live out a wide variety of fantasies, as did her husband... including:
A foursome with a white couple as both couples were on their honeymoon:



Which included Babygirl's first guy other than her husband sodomizing her:

It ended with Babygirl discovering that women ate pussy amazingly well, and Daddydick fucking a guy for the first time... something that would thereafter happen every few encounters in the future, as he discovered that white guys, even very straight white guys, loved taking black dick.

This triggered many play nights with other couples (almost always white... but they had one night with an Asian couple, and a couple of encounters with Latinos.
This led to Babygirl's first DP on their first wedding anniversary, with a hot guy they met online.

They also took a wild flight to a small island near Jamaica, where they joined the Mile High Club in the wildest way possible... in first class... with the stewardess.

Where Babygirl discovered how much she enjoyed watching another woman fuck her husband.


Which led to outdoor sex on the island, and even her first cum walk.


During this same trip, Babygirl watched as a married couple took turns sucking her husband, until he shot his usual massive load all over their faces.

Their adventures continued in Vegas, when they invited the service guy at the hotel to go down on her while her hubby fucked her from behind (although the kid couldn't get it up to fuck her for some reason), banging their Pilipino maid, and having a foursome with a couple who'd gotten married that day.
Yet their biggest conquest was dominating a bride, just minutes before she walked down the aisle to say, "I do."




Then a pregnancy occurred, and their wild life ended cold turkey.
Until... they discovered silkstockingslover stories on Literotica a couple years ago... some eighteen years after their real wild days.
That reawakened their wild side, and they resumed meeting the odd couple (so much easier with the internet than it had been eighteen years ago), and they contacted me.
Their correspondence began with flattery, increased to personal remarks, and eventually proceeded to nasty as fuck.
As they read silkstockingslover's stories, their most common fantasies began featuring the author herself... me.
Daddy had asked me lots of questions, including what was the biggest cock I had ever actually had... the answer: seven inches.
He promised (not behind Babygirl's back of course) that if we ever met in person, he would give me my first real cock... my first BBC... eight and a half inches, and fat.
He said he would stretch my mouth.
He said he would face fuck me.
He said he would fill my cunt deeper than it had ever been filled before.
It got me so hot... as did a few pics of his big cock, and a few pics of Babygirl in sexy lingerie and nylons... nylons they bought specifically so Babygirl could roleplay being me.
It started with Babygirl dressing like me, and even using a different voice, that she imagined I had... more sultry than unfortunately I really sound like.
They roleplayed bumping into me at a social function, and since I was afraid of being caught and outed, they'd imagine taking me out back, where they'd fuck the shit out of me... Babygirl conveniently having a strap-on cock in her purse.

Often as Daddy fingered Babygirl's creamy pussy, while licking, sucking, and biting her sensitive nipples, she would go into vivid detail about how she wanted to be my pet... my nigger slut (her words) and how she wanted me to do nasty, nasty things to her such as: racial humiliation, fisting, spanking, caning, piss play, and rough strap-on sex.
Daddydick's favourite fantasy starring me, has him playing a student who needs tutoring. Babygirl playing me, tutors him in a secluded library, where she notices he can't stay focused. She asks what is going on, and he says he can't stop staring at her stocking-clad legs.



Jasmine (not the real me, but I wish), deciding to finally give in to her black cock curiosity, slips out of her heels, and moves her sexy nylon-clad feet to his face.

Curious, she gets his pants off, and discovers his BBC.
She gives him a nylon-clad foot job...

...until he comes all over her nylon-clad legs.

Another playful fantasy of theirs is to catch me masturbating with a dildo in my classroom at lunchtime. The eighteen-year-old stud says, as Mrs. Walker looks devastated at getting caught, "Sweet little Mrs. Walker isn't so sweet after all. She's been a naughty girl, hasn't she?"

He then spanks me, before demanding I ride his cock... making me beg for it.

He then takes my asshole...

...before coming all over my ass.

He finishes by eating his own cum off my ass, plus the little bit leaking from it.
The more we talked, the more we learned about each other... including them learning all my fantasies, and my learning Babygirl's biggest ones. Such as:
Getting spit-roasted by a father and son duo, or two brothers (white of course).

She also imagined being triple teamed at a frat house, or being trained all night while her man watched.

Babygirl also gets turned on by being forced to suck the filthy dicks of homeless men in a back alley, and being a weekend sex slave for Cassandra, the girl she used to babysit, and her husband.
Besides submitting to me, her other biggest fantasy is being forced to service her clients and coworkers sexually at the massage parlor where she works.
Eating ass:

Eating pussy:

Getting fucked:

So, everything you've read so far has been a super long introduction, before getting to the actual story... hopefully you are still with me.
.....
I was quite concerned with how LaCresha, a popular black cheerleader at my high school, one I often fantasized submitting to, seemed to be bullying the sweet Eleanor.
When I called her on it, LaCresha accused me of being a racist, and she threatened to get her parents involved. Realizing this was getting out of hand quickly, I agreed to meet with her mother.
To my surprise, she arrived just as that same school day was ending. She was very pretty, and she actually looked too young to have a eighteen-year-old daughter.
She did not appear to be in a good mood.
"My daughter says you've been treating her unfairly," Mrs. Jones said, apparently having arrived with both barrels loaded.
Having dealt before with irrational parents who assume everything their child tells them is the gospel, I smiled and said calmly, offering her a seat like the students sit in, "Please take a seat, Mrs. Jones."
This soft tone often disarms an angry parent, and she did as I requested.
I then asked, still standing, finding that standing up puts me in a position of power, "What did your daughter tell you that I said?"
"She said you were bullying her because she's black," Mrs. Jones said, venom still in her tone. It was obvious she believed her daughter's version hook, line and sinker.
I kept my smile plastered on my face as I said, "I would never treat any student based on their race. I was simply concerned with how she was treating a fellow student."
"And let me guess: the other student was white," Mrs. Jones said, as I noticed a necklace around her neck that looked very familiar, yet I couldn't figure out why.
"She is white, but that is irrelevant," I said, the necklace really distracting me, as I tried to place where I'd seen it before.
"Irrelevant," she said.
Deciding to be a little aggressive, I said, as I sat on top of a desk and crossed my legs, "Look. I hate to be blunt, but your daughter has been bullying a few girls, all of whom just happen to be white. And that's her choice, not mine."

"Are y-y-you calling my daughter racist?" she stammered, as she looked at my legs.
I hadn't meant to say that to distract her, although it was something I would have done if a father had come... I had long ago learned that men are easy to manipulate.... But then the light bulb came on. I knew that necklace very well... it was in many of the pictures Daddydick had sent me of his wife. I had never seen her face, but I had seen the necklace, and of course her dark skin.
"No, I'm calling her a bully," I said, again standing up and walking over to her.
"How dare you?" she said, standing up as well
"Nice necklace," I said, wondering if it was possible for the woman I had been discussing filth with for months not only to live in the same city as I did, but even to have a daughter in my class. The odds against that seemed astronomical.
Yet I could tell there was a natural submissive hiding behind that Pitbull Mom persona.
"What?"
"It looks very familiar," I said, trying to convince myself she was definitely Babygirl. Her skin was the same color, the couple of pics of her lips I'd seen seemed the same... yet still how could I confirm without a doubt she was Babygirl? I certainly didn't want to risk my career on a hunch. But that necklace was unmistakable. "Actually, you look very familiar."
"I do?" she asked, surprised by my soft tone.
"In fact," I said, now supremely confident I was right. "You do, Babygirl."
Her eyes went wide.
"Y-y-you are?" she stammered, shocked at what I had just said.
"You know me as Jasmine," I smiled, as I moved my hand to her pussy.

"J-J-Jasmine?" she stammered... as shocked as I was that we were looking at each other face to face.
"The one and only," I smiled, a weight lifted off my shoulders finally to have a real person, and one with whom I shared a meeting of minds, knowing who I was.
"Jasmine the writer?" she asked, not pushing my hand away.
"Yes," I admitted, as I moved behind her. "And unless you've been making things up for all this time, that makes you my Babygirl pet."
"Jasmine, I..." she began, as I squeezed her ass cheeks.
"Go ahead and say it," I said, getting a massive rush at being in control of this hot woman. I then used a word I had never actually uttered from my lips in my life (although I had written it lots of times in stories with certain themes), knowing it was a word that made this particular woman weak to her knees, and turned her into a completely submissive slut, "Tell me you want to be my nigger slut."
"Oh, God," she quivered, as I moved my hand around her, back to her pussy.
"Say it, slut," I repeated softly but firmly, as my hot breath swept over her ear and neck, "Tell me you want to be my pet, my nigger slut."
"Oh God, Jasmine," she moaned. "I can't believe it's you."
"I can't believe it's you, either," I said, as I slowly rubbed her pussy. "But here we are."
"But how?" she asked, clearly trying to process this shocking revelation.
"The odds are so inconceivable, it can only be Fate," I answered, believing it.
"Oh, fuck," she moaned.
"Do you want to be my pet?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"My slut?"
"Yes."
"My nigger slut?" I questioned, the word so taboo, yet in this situation, with this specific woman, so hot. "That isn't a word I ordinarily use, but I think you want me to call you that."
"Yes please, Mistress Jasmine," she answered. "I want to be your nigger slut."
"Tonight?" I asked.
"Anytime you like," she moaned, as I kept rubbing her pussy.
"Can you rent a hotel room for two hours from now?" I asked, thinking I needed the time to fetch some sexy attire and buy a toy.
"We have a cabin half an hour out of town, if you want to meet me there," she answered. "It's completely private."
"Perfect," I said, as I rubbed her faster.
"Oh yes Mistress, rub my nigger cunt," she moaned.

I stopped... before she could come.
"Nigger sluts don't get to come before their white Mistress does, now do they?" I said, moving my hand away.
She dropped to her knees before me and begged, "Then may I service your white pussy, right here and now, Mistress?"
"I'd love that," I said, loving the idea of having her munch on my pussy right here, right now; but the janitor would be here any minute. "But we'll have to wait."
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.
I went to my desk, wrote down my number, and handed it to her. "Text me the address, and I expect to see you dressed in something sexy, with white nylons, and to be on your knees when I arrive."
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, still on her knees.
"And don't tell Daddy yet," I said. "He'll have to know of course, and I hope join in, just not yet."
"Okay," she nodded, looking a little nervous about that.
"Tonight I own your three holes," I said. "Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.
"Good girl," I said, pulling her up and slapping her ass. "Now go."
"Yes, Mistress," she said, completely forgetting she had arrived here to deal with a racist teacher.
She walked out, and seconds later she texted me an address.
I smiled as I packed up my things and headed home to change into some sexy lingerie, and then off to a store to buy a strap-on (something I had never owned, but had always wanted to).
Tonight was going to a life-changing night.
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8. PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT

SUNDAY
The next morning we ordered room service and enjoyed each other's company as a couple.
It wasn't until we were checking out of the hotel that Joan said, "So this week you'll be practicing on your own, in both of your pretty pleasure holes."
The new term 'pleasure holes' made me smirk, yet I asked, "On my own?"
"You do remember I'm flying to New York this afternoon?" she asked, her tone implying she wasn't impressed by my forgetting.
"Oh, shit," I said, suddenly remembering. "I completely forgot. I've been a little preoccupied."
She smiled forgivingly, "I guess you have been distracted."
"A little," I joked.
"And soon a lot," she smiled, as she held her hands apart to show at least ten inches.
"I can't wait," I admitted, knowing that next weekend I'd be getting fucked by Carter. And I certainly hadn't forgotten that!
"You'll have to," she said, slapping my ass. "And that pussy is in word-of-honour training until I return."
"I understand," I nodded.
"And you're welcome to suck Carter's big black cock whenever the opportunity arises," she offered generously.
"When do you get back?" I asked, thinking even a single day would be too long.
"Saturday afternoon," she said.
"Fuck, that's an eternity," I sighed, sounding rather pathetic.
"Use the time to practice sucking cock and fucking that pussy," she suggested.
"I will, but it won't be the same without you," I said, thinking I may need my own suction wall cock.
"Well, that goes without saying," she said.
"I figured I'd say it anyway," I smiled.
"You're a keeper," she said, kissing me. "But I need to get you home."
"Fine," I said, in the way women usually said it, when it wasn't fine at all.
"Don't pout, little girl," she said as we walked to her car. "It's not becoming."
"I'll just miss you."
"I'll miss you too," she said. "And we can chat in the evenings when possible, and keep your training going."
"Okay," I said, that making me feel better.
"But I need to go hike and pack," she said. "I'll be taking a couple toys with me, including that heavenly one you bought for me."
"I may go toy shopping myself," I said.
"Carter is working this afternoon," she said. "In case you're hungry."
"I may have room for a little snack this afternoon," I said coyly.
"There's nothing little at all about that treat," she smiled.
"True, it's like a full meal deal," I joked, imagining myself servicing that big black cock again.
"Mmmmmm, now you're getting me hungry."
"I'm getting myself hungry too," I said, already knowing I'd be heading to the sex shop this afternoon.
Once we got to my place she told me, "I need to go pack, and you should go and suck some cock."
"I think I will," I nodded.
"I know you will," she leered, giving me a kiss.
That afternoon, I drove to the sex shop with two purposes: to get a black suction cock dildo, and to suck Carter's cock (although not necessarily in that order).
The entire drive, I couldn't wait to get there.
Then... I got there.
And got cold feet; was I really going to an adult store to suck a black cock?
Obviously the answer was yes, but without Joan, I suddenly felt pathetic. Yes, I also had hints of feeling pathetic when I was with Joan, but they weren't nearly as bad as this. With her, I had an accomplice. I had a purpose.
So I sat in my car for a full twenty minutes... almost exiting a few times, and almost driving away a few times, yet really doing neither.
I was completely paralyzed with indecision.
I felt like when I was sixteen and wanted to ask out Sarah (my high school dream girl), and almost did a hundred times, but fear kept me from ever saying a word. Which left me with a regret that lasted a long time, especially when I learned years later that she'd liked me too.
Joan, apparently able to read my mind even when she was nowhere near me, called and asked, "Where are you?"
"In my car," I answered.
"And where is your car?" she asked, already knowing where I was.
"In a parking lot."
"In front of a certain shop?" she asked coyly.
"Maybe," I responded playfully.
"How long have you been just sitting there?" she asked.
"Half an hour, give or take," I admitted.
"What's stopping you?"
"You're not here with me," I admitted.
"I am in spirit," she supported.
"I guess," I said.
"Go in there right now," she ordered.
"Is that an order?" I asked, smiling to myself.
"Get the fuck in there, buy something large to fuck that cunt of yours with, and suck some black cock," she ordered firmly.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, loving her dominant persona, immediately getting out of the car... her words of encouragement all I needed as I continued to explore the new me.
"I'll be calling Carter later, to find out if you obeyed," she surprised me.
"I'll obey, Mistress," I repeated, before adding the cold hard truth, "I'll always do anything you order me to do."
"Like a good girl," she replied soothingly.
"Yes, Mistress, like your good girl," I agreed, as I walked (now happily) to the store.
"Have fun," she said, her voice all sing-song.
"Oh, I will," I said, now feeling much more confident about my decision to go through with this.
"Love ya," she sang, and hung up before I could echo her sincere sentiment. In many ways I was an emotional wreck as I explored my new sexual horizons, which at many times were wonderfully intriguing, but at others were horribly frightening. But beneath everything else, like a secure bedrock, lay my love for, and my trust in Joan; and even more empowering was my knowledge of her love for me. It's true that she often humiliated me and called me degrading names, but we both knew that although she thoroughly enjoyed playing the role of imperious Mistress, she wouldn't be doing it if she wasn't confident that ultimately such treatment made me happy.
I entered the store and saw a girl at the till, who greeted me. Although her greeting was warm and friendly, I felt an instant rush of disappointment. Yes, I was nervous about sucking cock on my own, but my core reaction when suddenly the possibility was taken away from me, was utter disappointment.
Yet I'd also come here for another reason, so I headed to the dildo section. Fuck, there were lots of them.
After a short while I was just browsing aimlessly, when the girl approached me and asked, "May I help you with anything?"
Figuring fuck it, shame no longer an emotion I was supposed to have, so I was trying to suppress it at all times, I mustered the courage to answer. "Yeah, I'm looking for a dildo that sticks to a wall."
"I see," she said, as she asked, not at all put off by my request, I imagine they get all kinds of questions and weird people in here (I never thought I'd be one of those people, but here I was), "Is it for you, or a lady friend?"
Shame coursed into my cheeks, something I couldn't control or suppress for even a moment, as I admitted, "It's for me."
"And are you new to prostate stimulation?" she asked smoothly, describing my taking a cock in my ass or pussy in an extraordinarily politically correct fashion.
Deciding to be open about how pathetic I was, I replied, "My Mistress has been training my back end for a week."
"Which must mean your sphincter isn't very stretched out yet. So are you looking for girth, or length, or both?" she asked, again not seeming at all fazed by my sexual practices, and happy to discuss my goals in clinical terms, very much like a nurse might do.
"I'm expected to take ten inches with ease by next weekend," I answered, as Carter's big black cock popped into my head... an image I imagined was now etched into my brain for eternity.
"Lucky you," she smiled, this time not at all clinically but rather flirtatiously for a moment, as she selected a big black cock from the wall. "This one is ten inches long, thick, and quite realistic."
"Oh my," I said. It was surprisingly heavy... and the veins felt real.
"It is however, not an adequate substitute for the real thing," a male voice observed from behind me. A deep voice I instantly recognized as Carter's.
"Well, that goes without saying," the girl smiled... definitely flirtatiously.
"I'll take care of him from here, Anna," Carter said.
"Sure," she said, although I couldn't tell if she had any clue why Carter was taking over with me.
Once she was gone, Carter said, "She made a good choice. This one will get that pussy of yours somewhat ready for the real thing."
I could feel my face burning with shame yet again, before I quietly said, "Good, I'll take it."
"Oh, you'll be taking it all right," he smirked.
"Um, I, could I.... please..." I babbled, unable to force out the other thing I'd come for.
"Are you hungry?" he asked, able to understand the purpose behind my incoherent babble.
"Very much," I nodded, beginning to wonder just how transparent I actually was. Joan could always read what I was thinking, today from a long distance, and now so was Carter.
"Follow me," he said.
I did, still carrying the ten-inch black toy as I followed, my clitty tingling in its cage with anticipation.
We went into the back room which was small, but plenty large enough for what I was about to do. He snapped his fingers, and I dropped before him as quickly as if I'd been knocked down.
"You really are one of the sluttiest cock suckers I've ever met," he said, as I knelt before him.
Proving that statement correct, and feeling more like my Sissy self now that I was on my knees and alone with him, I asked, "May I please take out your big black cock and suck it?"
"Go ahead; but I only have a few minutes, so get to it," he ordered.
I quickly reached my hands to his pants, unzipped him, pulled down his pants and then his underwear, revealing an already semi-erect cock.
God, did this black cock excite me as my clitty tingled, my mouth watered, and a chill went up my spine, as I reached out and stroked the thick dick.
"Get sucking, faggot," he ordered a couple seconds later, as I was busy just admiring the sheer majesty of his cock.
"Yes, Master," I replied, taking his cock in my mouth.
"Just so you know going forward, here's a ground rule. When you're here with Joan you're a feminine slut, but when you're just with me, you're a cock sucking faggot, is that clear?" he informed me as he hardened in my mouth.
"Yes, Master, I'm just a cock sucking, cum taking faggot for your pleasure," I agreed, lust consuming me as it always did when I saw a black cock, and belittling myself enhanced the situation.
His cock now hard, I took it back in my mouth and bobbed like the faggot I was for him.
"You're a natural dick smoker, faggot," Carter groaned, as I bobbed furiously, taking over half of his big black cock. Progress!
I loved the compliment, thriving on the knowledge I was doing a good job. I loved licking a woman and hearing her moans, her wicked words, and her scream of euphoria when she came and coated my face. So not surprisingly, I loved hearing his moans, his wicked words, and couldn't wait to feel another load all over my face, or perhaps to taste my first full load of cum.
I kept bobbing for a couple more minutes, my clitty desperately trying to break free of its cage while my attention was completely focused on serving this cock, on pleasing this cock, and getting his cum.
"Oh yeah, don't slow down, you fucking cock sucking faggot," he ordered, his moans telling me he was close.
I had no intention of slowing down until his load was either on my face, or in my mouth.
I wanted both.
"Want to taste my load, slut?" he asked as he pulled out.
"Yes Master, I'm dying to taste your cum," I admitted, as he furiously stroked his cock.
"Open wide," he ordered. "Catch it all, but don't swallow it."
"Yes, Master," I said, before opening my mouth wide for his target practice.
Seconds later, his cock shot rope after rope directly into my waiting mouth.
When he was done he ordered, "Close your mouth and swish my cum around in your mouth. Savour the taste, the texture."
I obeyed, surprised by how salty it was... and how the texture was so gooey and Jell-O- like.
The taste was instantly satisfying... addicting.
"Get used to the taste," he said, as he put his cock away. "You'll be eating a lot of cum."
I kept swishing the cum around in my mouth...like I was savouring a mouthful of fine French wine.
"Give me your phone," he ordered.
I mindlessly handed it to him, oddly not at all worried about what he would do with it.
"Open wide and show me that little lake of cum," he said, as he moved the phone up to take a closeup photo of me with a load of cum in my mouth, completely hiding my tongue.
He snapped a couple of photos, and handed my phone back to me saying, "I'm sure Joan will appreciate seeing these."
I closed my mouth to savour his cum some more until he said, "You may swallow it."
I swallowed, the cum sliding down my throat, and into my belly. I imagined this being the first of many.
"Thank you, Master, that was delicious," I said, sounding pathetic and faggoty (I know that isn't a word, but it seems to fit perfectly in this instance).
"Tomorrow evening between five and seven," he said.
"I'll be here," I said, excited to be getting another load tomorrow.
"Of course you will," he said, as he then added, "now go pay Anna for your new dildo."
"Yes, Master," I said, getting off my knees and following him out.
I picked up some lube too, and went to pay Anna, who was at the counter.
"Get everything you came here for?" she asked.
"I definitely did," I said, Carter's cum aftertaste still lingering in my mouth.
"Good," she said, as she rang up my items.
"Thank you," I said, when she handed me my items in a discreet brown bag.
I headed out to my car and once inside, looked at the photos. The first one was slightly blurry, but the second was unmistakable. The cum filling my mouth couldn't possibly be anything else, nor could my position on my knees be easily explained as anything else than the reality of what it was.
I texted Joan, with the attached picture: I just swallowed my first load of cum.
She responded: Yummy. I assume you enjoyed it.
I responded: I see why you like it so much.
She responded: Cock cum or cunt cum... which do you prefer?
I responded: They are both necessities of life.

She responded: I'm looking forward to comparing the two soon.
I responded: I'm looking forward to seeing that too.
She responded: At the airport and about to go through security.
I responded: Love you.
She responded: I love you too. Be sure to work that pussy.
I headed home, and after dinner I pulled out the new toy. I got undressed, lubed up the new toy, stuck it to the wall in almost the exact same location as Joan had earlier, and awkwardly backed myself up to the black cock.
I moved blindly around until I could feel it at my pussy, and I pushed.
Nothing.
I pushed back again, and still nothing.
I tried a third time, and I still couldn't get it inside.
Frustrated, I gave up.
I ended up realizing I likely had to loosen up my pussy with smaller cocks first. But I decided, since I was pretty tired, I would work on that tomorrow.
I received a text from Joan that she had arrived safely and would call me tomorrow.

MONDAY
Other than secretly wearing my panties and pantyhose, the workday was just that... a workday.
I arrived at the adult shop precisely at five, and the same girl Anna was working there. I sheepishly said, "I think I'll need something smaller to begin with."
She smiled, "Yes, after you left yesterday, I thought that one might be a bit ambitious."
"It definitely was," I admitted.
"I'll show you some others," she said, leading me back to the same section as yesterday. "This one is almost as long, but narrower."
"I like it," I said, taking the thinner cock, but also excited to feel eight inches inside me.
"I'm sure it will do the trick," she said.
"I hope so," I said.
"Can I help you with anything else?"
"Um, is Carter here?" I asked sheepishly, assuming she'd know why I would ask that.
"He's in the back room," she said. "I'll let him know you're here to see him."
"Thank you," I said, not seeing anything in her demeanor to indicate she had any clue why I was asking for him.
She went into the back room, returned a moment later and said, "You may go back now."
"Thank you," I said.
"I'll hold this for you at the till," she said, graciously taking the toy from me.
"Thank you," I repeated, as I returned to yesterday's scene of the crime.
"Right at five, you must be pretty eager," he said.
"This is on my way home from work," I said, although truthfully it was more like twenty minutes out of the way.
"Well, get to work," he ordered.
I walked over to him, dropped before him, fished out his cock, and went to work. My goal for today was to take at least eight inches into my mouth.
"Today, I want you to take your time," he said.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as I admired his cock, which was completely flaccid.
"Get him hard first," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I repeated, as I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head. Appreciating the idea of his cock being referred to with a male pronoun.
"Lick your way down the shaft," he instructed, "and go to my balls."
"Yes, Master," I said, slithering down his thick shaft with my tongue before reaching his big black bag. Fuck, even his bag was impressive. So dark. And undoubtedly full of cock cum.
I wasn't really sure what to do, so I just licked the bag, which had a strange texture and seemed delicate.
"Suck each ball into your mouth and stimulate it," he instructed me.
I was tentative, as I didn't want to hurt him or bring him discomfort in any way. It was awkward as I took the bag into my mouth and felt around for a ball.
Once I found one, I was shocked by how big it was.
Hard, and yet soft.
"That's it, bathe my balls in that cock sucking mouth of yours," he said, making me feel a little better that I was doing something right.
I licked.
I sucked gently.
I swirled my tongue around for a bit.
I went back and forth between balls.



I did this for two or three minutes before he ordered, "Now get back up here and suck me, faggot."
I eagerly licked my way back up the black shaft and put it into my mouth.
"Nice and slow, faggot," he ordered.
I obeyed, slowly bobbing.
"You faggots need to show us black men how much you love our cocks," Carter said, after a couple minutes of my slow bobbing.
He pulled his saliva-coated cock out of my mouth and I said without hesitation, "I want to suck your black cock every time you need me."
"You didn't mention it's big," he said.
"Sorry, I should have said your big black cock," I corrected.
"What are you?" He said.
"A bimbo cock sucking faggot for any black cock," I declared, oddly meaning it, even though I must have parroted that same phrase hundreds of times back when I was still doing those hypno-sissy sessions.
"Any? I'll make that happen soon," he promised, as he slid his cock back in my mouth and slowly face fucked me.
It's crazy how the two similar acts could be so different.
When I was sucking, I was in control.
When he was face fucking me, he was in control.
The things the same were that I was on my knees, his cock was in my mouth, I was determined to get his load, and he was determined to give it to me.
Both styles turned me on.
Both made my clitty tingle in the tight cage.
The first load on the weekend at the hotel was splattered all over my face, his second load was shot inside Joan's pussy resulting in a delicious cream pie, the third was deposited in my mouth yesterday to savour, and this load was about to be shot down my throat.
"Take my load, sissy," he grunted a couple minutes into the face fucking.
The cum erupted into my mouth and slid down my throat, as rope after rope ejected from his pulsing cock.
"Such a good faggot," he groaned, as he finished spewing his load in me... slowing down.
I hated that it was almost over.
The cum was in my belly.
The pace was slowing down.
He pulled out a moment later and said, "Good job, cock sucker."
"Thanks," I said, licking his cock, where a drip of cum remained.
"I'll text you if I need a faggot to face fuck," he said.
"Please do," I responded absurdly, hoping I'd be having his cock back in my mouth very soon.
The truth was, I was already completely addicted to his cock and his cum.
He left the room.
I followed.
Paid Anna for my new toy.
Returned home.
I called Joan. We chatted. I recapped my two cock sucking adventures, and my misadventure trying to fuck myself yesterday. She told me to call her once I was ready for my pussy to get fucked by a big black dick... her words. She also told me to put the medium-sized plug in my ass right now, to gape myself for tonight.
So, around eight-thirty I called her.
She ordered, "Get undressed."
"Already am," I said.
"Me too," she said, before adding, "except for some black thigh highs."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, picturing her in said nylons.
"Is the cock already on the wall?"
"It is," I said. "And generously lubricated."
"Good girl," she said. "I have that toy you bought me, slowly teasing my pussy."
"Nice," I said, her soft moan turning me on.
"Get on all fours," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I said.
"Back up to the toy," she ordered.
"I should probably take the plug out of my pussy," I replied, as I set my phone to speaker.
"Yes, you should," she agreed.
I pulled the plug out of me, making a loud popping sound as it left me. I then backed up to the narrower black cock.
"Now slowly back up onto that big black cock," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, although I had to shift my body around a bit to find the proper angle.
Unlike yesterday, this time with the help of the butt plug, and this toy's lesser girth, the cock slid inside me rather easily. I moaned, "Ooooooh."
"Your pussy full, my little slut?"
"Yes," I moaned, as I pushed myself backwards until the entire cock was inside me.
"This weekend you're going to have Carter's ten-inch thick snake pounding that pussy," she said.
"Oh," I moaned, the idea a complete turn on, as tonight I got used to eight inches inside me.
"Now slowly fuck yourself," she ordered. "Get that pussy nice and ready for Carter's big black cock."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I began to slowly fuck myself... this a new surreal experience.
"Take that big black cock," she ordered with a moan.
"Oh yes, I love this big black cock fucking my cunt," I moaned, as I took all eight inches, feeling a thrill as my ass cheeks actually touched the wall with my backward movements.
"How bad do you want a real big black cock in your pussy?" she asked.
"So bad," I moaned, as I kept fucking myself.
"Faster, slut," she ordered, as I could hear the buzzing of the toy on her end.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I began to bounce on the cock, easily taking all eight inches deep inside me.
"Fuck yourself, you silly slut," she ordered.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, as my caged clitty was desperately trying to rouse itself, but couldn't force its way past the bronze ceiling, and it was painful when it tried.
"Harder, slut," she moaned, her own sounds implying she was close herself.
"Oh yes, Mistress," I whimpered, bouncing on the black cock like a bimbo slut as I tried to position myself to stimulate my prostate.
"Oh yes, I can't wait to watch Carter fuck your cunt and breed you with his cum," she continued.
"Yes," I moaned, knowing if I wasn't caged, I'd be spewing a load or two all over my bedroom floor, although I could feel pre-cum oozing from my clitty.
"Oh yes, fuck, this toy," she moaned, and then screamed.
"Yes," I moaned, loving to hear her come, as I finally found the perfect position to stimulate my prostate.
"Don't stop fucking yourself," she ordered.
"No, Mistress," I moaned as I bounced on the cock furiously, imagining it was Carter's cock as I drove myself wild, stimulating my prostate.
A couple minutes later she said, "I've got to go. I'm preparing a present for you."
"You are?" I asked, slowing down.
"I'll have it ready for you in a couple of days," she said, and then hung up.
Unable to come, I eventually stopped fucking myself, and cleaned up... my caged clitty aching as I saw a lot of pre-cum clinging to the cage and splattered on the floor. I scooped up the tiny puddle from the floor and ate it. I also scooped up the little bit on the cage and licked that up... as pre-cum was beginning to be my only reward to pleasure... a constant reminder of my role in life being not only a sissy, but having my pleasure completely controlled by Joan.
God, I wanted Carter's cock in my mouth again.
God, I wanted to taste Carter's load in my mouth.
As I got ready for bed, I suddenly wasn't feeling all that well.
Hopefully, a good night's sleep would fix that.
TUESDAY
Not much to say... I woke up not feeling well at all.
I called in sick.
Joan surprised me by having soup delivered to me at lunchtime and suppertime.
God, she was a sweet girlfriend.
WEDNESDAY
I still wasn't feeling great.. but a bit better, so I went to work.
I was just getting out of a meeting, when my phone buzzed. It was Carter: Hungry?
I texted back, my clitty instantly tingling: Always.
He texted back: I'll be at Rockers Cafe at noon in the last bathroom stall.
That startled me. That was a restaurant only a couple blocks from my office. Noon was in twenty minutes. This adventure seemed substantially more risky than serving him at the adult store. A few of my colleagues went to this restaurant regularly... it being an amazing family-owned Italian restaurant. Delicious Italian food, plenty of it, and reasonable prices, even with the generous tips almost everyone wanted to give.
Yet I responded, ignoring my fear and the risk, as my hunger for cock, black cock, overrode my common sense: I'll be there.
So I sent off a few emails and headed for dessert before lunch... my mouth watering, and my clitty stimulated for the first time since Monday.
I got to the cafe, saw the line was already getting long to order food, and went directly to the bathroom. A mixture of excitement and anxiety was coursing through me... as usual.
The bathroom was empty thank goodness, and I went directly to the last stall. Carter was there on his phone.
I closed the door, locked it, and noticed that the stall walls went almost all the way to the floor. We'd be relatively private.
He grunted, "Get sucking, faggot. I don't have a lot of time."
I dropped to my knees, fished out his cock, and got to work. It had only been a couple days since I'd last sucked his cock, but it seemed like forever.
God, I loved his cock.
I loved being on my knees.
I loved having his cock in my mouth.
I bobbed for a couple minutes, before the door to the bathroom opened.
I froze.
"Keep sucking," Carter ordered, thankfully not loud enough to be heard by anyone else.
So I did... wanting his cum... wanting his load.
I kept bobbing... taking almost eight inches of his cock in my mouth. Getting better and better at sucking his cock.
He didn't warn me as the door opened again just as he spewed his load in my mouth.
I swallowed it all, wishing I could savour it more, like I had that first time at the store.
Once he was done he pulled out, put his dick away, and strolled out without another word.
I quickly closed the door behind him and locked it, unsure whether the bathroom was empty.
I waited five minutes before I headed out and got in line and ordered lunch... his delicious aftertaste lingering in my mouth.
That night Joan called, and said I needed to practice sucking dick too. I took the ten-inch cock that I still couldn't fit into my pussy, which was similar to Carter's size, and I practiced sucking on it for a few minutes. But then I recalled that I also needed to continue preparing my pussy for Carter's ten-inch cock... and that appointment was only three days away!
So I looked through my gradually expanding toy kit and examined the largest of the three butt plugs in the starter kit, and realized that although it had appeared impossibly large last week, it was just about as thick as my Carter-sized dildo, although it was far shorter. So I lubed it up, held it in place on a wooden chair, and by sitting down on it quite forcefully, I managed to squeeze it inside my cunt! It hurt like the dickens at first, but within ten minutes or so that had receded to only mildly uncomfortable. So I left it inside me and returned to practicing oral on the Carter-sized dick, giving that task my full attention, and letting the butt plug take care of itself.
I persevered for almost three hours... gagging a lot while my throat struggled to accustom itself to the invader... until I finally took all ten inches in my mouth! I got the same rush when I deep throated that ten inches, as I had on the day I scored the winning goal in the league finals way back in grade eight.
I called Joan and reported excitedly, "It took me a while to get there, but I managed to get all ten inches in without gagging."
"Good girl," she said.
"AND... I did it with that largest butt plug in my cunt for the entire three hours."
"WOW! Well done!"
"Thanks," I said, unsure what else to say.
"I'll be sending you that special gift tomorrow night," she said.
"I can't wait."
"You'll love it."
"Any hints?"
"Well... you'll be returning to where this all started."
"That's very intriguingly vague."
"It is, isn't it?"
We chatted for a few more minutes before saying goodnight.
9. HYPNO SISSY SURPRISE

THURSDAY

The day flew by... a crazily busy one... my health was back to full strength... and no call from Carter.
I couldn't help but wonder every time I had a free moment, what Joan's surprise was.
After supper, Joan texted: I'm going out with some colleagues tonight... but your gift is ready. Check your email and have fun.
I texted back: Have fun yourself!
She responded: You too.
I went to my computer and checked my email.
I clicked on the one from Joan and read it.
SISSY SLUT,
Do exactly as I order you... in the order I say. Don't read ahead.

1. Get undressed and put the plug in your pussy. Since you were so successful last night, make it the large one again.
I did as instructed... taking a bit of time first to lube the toy.
I returned to the email and read number two
2. Put some pantyhose on.
I did that too.
3. Click on the link and have fun.
I sat down forgetting the big plug was in my ass, and yelped a bit as I clicked on the link.
It went to Pornhub.
It was a sissy video called BBC Sissy Training.
A video I hadn't seen before.
I pressed Play.
A cute blonde was sucking a big black cock, when a voice spoke: This is your purpose... sissy.
My eyes went wide open.
Not at the clip of the blonde sucking cock... although it was hot.
Nor of the words that were spoken... although they were true.
But the voice... the voice... it was... it was... Joan!
The clip switched to a Latina bouncing back on a BBC as Joan... my Joan... said: This is what you want, sissy.
Her voice sounded so sultry.
My clitty burned with confined lust.
The next clip had a petite Asian getting spit roasted: This is what you need, sissy.
Sissy videos had always turned me on... but hearing Joan's voiceover on the clips was a whole new level of erotic.
The next clip had a redheaded cheerleader being splattered by three simultaneous loads of cum being shot from three BBCs: You crave black cock and cum, sissy.
I'd loved the first facial I'd received in the hotel, so the idea of a bukkake... a BBC bukkake... was very exciting.
A clip of a skinny brunette bouncing on a fat BBC: This is your version of a workout, sissy.
I doubted I could possibly do what she was doing, I wasn't remotely that flexible. Although the idea of taking a cock that deep in my pussy was very stimulating.
Scene of two girls surrounded by black men stroking their cocks: This is something you and your Mistress can do together, sissy.
The idea of Joan and me taking on a dozen black cocks together was the ultimate fantasy.
One I hoped we could make into a reality one day soon.
A girl in pigtails was being violently face fucked: All good sissies love getting face fucked by BBC.

I'd already experienced a face fucking, nothing quite as extreme as the one in the video, and had indeed loved it.
A clip of a ponytailed gymnast bouncing on a cock in her ass: All good sissies can take big black cock in their cunts.
Soon... I thought... very soon.
A clip of a chubby teacher bent over a desk getting reamed from behind: All good sissies take big black cock any time... any place.
The idea of Carter bending me over my desk at work... way after hours of course... was a major turn-on.
A clip of a blonde sucking a BBC slowly: All good sissies were born to worship big... black... cock.
Hearing Joan's voice saying these hot, nasty things added to the hotness of this presentation times infinity.
My clitty was desperately trying to break free from the shackles of metallic discipline.
My body was on fire.
I paused the video.
Caught my breath.
Took a few minutes to calm down somewhat.
Resumed the video.
The format changed, as she said: Say after me.
A picture of a girl on her knees: My place is on my knees.
"My place is on my knees," I repeated.
A picture of a girl on her knees sucking BBC: My place is on my knees sucking big... black... cock.
"My place is on my knees sucking big... black... cock."
God, did I need a big black cock.
A picture of a girl on her knees getting drilled doggy style: My place is on my knees having my pussy filled with big... black... cock.
"My place is on my knees having my pussy filled with big... black... cock."
God, my clitty was aching with need.
I paused the video again and went and found the eight-inch suction cup dildo. I placed it vertically on my chair, lubed it up, and slowly lowered myself onto it... the plug I'd just removed from my ass having my pussy already gaping and ready for more.
The black cock all the way inside my pussy, I pressed Play.
A clip of a girl on her knees getting spit-roasted: My place is on my knees servicing big black cock in both of my slut holes.
"My place is on my knees servicing big black cock in both of my slut holes."
God, I wanted to feel black cocks filling both of my holes as I began slowly to ride the black cock. I was surprised that it felt more comfortable than the plug had.
A shot of a girl taking a facial: My place is on my knees, taking a BBC's dominant seed all over my sissy face.

"My place is on my knees, taking a BBC's dominant seed all over my sissy face."
God, I wanted a big load all over my face.
A picture of a girl with a wide open mouth, as cum from a BBC spewed into it: My place is on my knees, catching a yummy load of a black man's cum.
"My place is on my knees, catching a yummy load of a black man's cum."
God, I wanted to catch a load in my mouth and to savour the sweet creamy cum, as I began lifting my body up a couple of inches, and then dropping back down onto the fake dick... wishing it was the real thing.
A picture of a girl taking multiple loads all over her pretty face: My place is on my knees, taking dozens of loads of cum from my black Masters.
"My place is on my knees, taking dozens of loads of cum from my black Masters."
God, I wanted to be the centerpiece of a BBC bukkake.
The clips began changing rapidly as she continued: I'm a sissy.
"I'm a sissy," I agreed, fucking myself.
I'm a cock sucker.
"I'm a cock sucker."
I have a pussy.
"I have a pussy," I declared as I fucked myself.
I have a cunt.
"I have a cunt," I bellowed into my empty house, as I bounced on the cock in my cunt like a bimbo slut, my poor little caged clitty bouncing around helplessly.
I'm a faggot.
"I'm a faggot."
I crave BBC.
"I crave BBC."
I crave cum.
"I crave cum."
I'm a sissy.
"I'm a sissy," I moaned, burning with lust.
I'm a sissy.
"I'm a sissy."
I'm a sissy.
"I'm a sissy," I declared yet again, as I proved it to myself by fucking myself with eight inches of black dick.
The video ended.
I sat down on the cock and was actually able to feel restful there.
God, that was the hottest thing I'd ever watched.
God, I loved Joan.
I watched the video a dozen more times that night... riding that cock like it was part of me... but never able to come.
The cage keeping me from coming in buckets.
That said, there was a puddle of pre-cum on my chair, as well as a long string of pre-cum dangling down from the cage.
I scooped it up, ate it, and then texted Joan: That was amazing!!!
Unfortunately, she didn't reply back.
So, I took a cold, cold shower.



10. GLORYHOLE SURPRISE

FRIDAY

All day Friday, I was a horny mess.
I wanted Carter to text me for a quick blow job.
I wanted to go home and watch the sissy video narrated by Joan... Over and over.
I needed cock.
I needed cum.
I needed to be fucked.
I needed to come.
And although I didn't experience all of that on Friday night, I got half of it.
I was just leaving for the day, another work week done, finishing up some last-minute shit as I was still catching up on some things from having missed Tuesday, when I got a big surprise.
A text from Joan: Done with work yet?
I replied: Just finished actually.
She responded: Good. I have a stop I need you to make for me.
I responded: Sure. What do you need?
She texted back: Go to this address and text me when you get there.
I asked: What is it?
She responded: Just go and I'll explain once you are there.
I replied: Okay.
I packed up, went to my car and typed the address into my phone... it was at the college. It was then I recalled Carter talking about a gloryhole men's bathroom. Instantly I was excited, yet that was tamed by the reality Joan wasn't with me, and she'd made it clear we did everything together... the only exception being I could suck Carter's cock whenever.
Fifteen minutes later, I was there.
I texted, as I was in a parking lot near a few large buildings: I'm here.
She responded: Go inside the Engineering Building and I'll give you further instructions.
I kind of felt like I was Ethan Hunt on a Mission Impossible adventure. Was she sending me to a gloryhole sex bathroom without her? Yes, I wanted more black cock, but I really needed her beside me.
On my own, I was full of insecurity; with her, I was filled with bravery.
I walked inside and was about to text her, when she appeared right in front of me.
I stammered, surprised to see her; she wasn't coming back until tomorrow, "J-J-Joan, w-w-what are you doing here?"
"I was hoping for a better reception that that," she complained. Dressed in a blue blouse, black skirt, black nylons and heels, she looked amazing, as usual.
"I'm really happy to see you, as a matter of fact a moment ago, I was longing for you to be here," I explained. "I'm just completely flabbergasted!"
"I skipped the closing banquet so I could come home early and surprise you," she explained, giving me a hug.
"Well consider me surprised," I replied.
"Ready to go have some chocolate?"
"Always," I agreed, excited to have her back by my side... feeling so much more comfortable now that she was with me again.
"I've been craving a big black cock all week," she said, as she took my hand and led me to the elevator.
"Me too," I replied, but then added, with a sly smile, "although I did get a couple of delicious chocolate snacks this week."
"Fucking slut," she teased, as the elevator opened.
"For black cock I am," I said, as a black guy walked out.
"Sixth floor," he offered with a smirk, having overheard my declaration.
"You're not going that way yourself?" Joan asked flirtatiously, as she held the elevator door open.
"Sorry, but no; I just dumped my load in some football player's ass," he said.
"Lucky guy," Joan smiled.
"It's pretty busy in there right now; and you two will be very popular," the good-looking black college stud told us.
"Another time then," Joan said, as she pulled me into the elevator, and I stood there in awe.
"I hope so," he said, and strolled away.
The door closed, and Joan pressed the sixth-floor button. "I'd happily fuck him."
"Me too," I responded, still in awe, not only because she was back, and from the crazy conversation that had just happened, but also by how comfortable I felt about saying such things.
"Tomorrow your pussy gets pounded by Carter," she said and added, "today is cock sucking 101."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, my caged clitty excited, and I could already feel pre-cum oozing out of it. The idea of sucking a different black cock was intriguing as hell. I asked, "And you?"
"I plan to suck some BBC with you," she said primly, as we reached the sixth floor. She added, after a pause, "And maybe get fucked by a dick or two."
"Only one or two?" I smiled as we exited the elevator, hand in hand.
"Give or take a dozen," she shrugged, as we approached the men's bathroom.
"Do we just walk in?" I asked... black cock hopefully just beyond this door.
"Why not?" she shrugged.
"It's a guys' bathroom," I pointed out.
"I've been in guys' bathrooms before," she said.
"Is there a story there?" I asked.
"More than one; but for another time," she said, striding brazenly into the men's bathroom.
I followed behind her and heard, before I even had a chance to see anything, "Oh yes, fuck my ass."
"Wow," Joan said, seeing it before I did.
I then saw a bulky white college guy who looked like an o-lineman bent over a bathroom sink as a skinny nerdish black guy slammed into him... while two other black guys, still dressed, watched.
"Welcome," one of them said, as I tried not to stare at the live fucking scene before me. The contrasts in colour and size were so dramatic and enthralling.
"Hi," Joan greeted. "My cock sucker and I are both here because we've heard you have some delicious chocolate crème available, if we're willing to work for it."
"Get over here, then," one of the black men said, both of them somewhat nerdy looking.
"You like my big cock, faggot?" The skinny nerd asked the footballer, as he slammed into the big white guy.
The white guy gasped between huffs and puffs, "Yes, I love your big black cock."
"Knees, both of you," the nerd in our camp said, as I couldn't take my eyes off the fucking. From the white guy's unique sounds, he was loving it.
"Come on, sissy," Joan said, "let's do this," tugging my hand and leading us down to our knees before these two black college guys.
On my knees, my submissive persona took over, and I reached up to pull down the rather convenient sweats he was wearing.
Joan did the same thing to her nerd.
Soon I was staring at an already hard eight-inch black cock. Curious, I glanced over and saw Joan's guy was a little more endowed at around nine inches, and a little thicker. Both, of course, were substantially larger than my pathetic little penis.
"Nice cock," Joan said, as she reached up and stroked it.
"Yeah, what a nice cock," I agreed, as I did the same to the one before me.
"You two married?" the one I was stroking asked.
"Boyfriend and girlfriend," I answered.
"Mistress and sissy," Joan corrected me.
"And that," I agreed, feeling my cheeks go red at the clarification.
"Hot," the other guy said, as Joan opened her mouth and took his black cock in her mouth.
I did the same, excited by this new experience of us both sucking cock simultaneously... side by side.
Behind me, the inexplicable sounds from the white guy echoed throughout the tiled room, turning me on. Somehow it sounded hotter even than the moans that could come from a woman in the throes of passion.
"Fuck, I love your big black dick," the big guy grunted, the best description I could give.
"What would your cheerleader girlfriend think if she saw you now?" the nerd asked.
"She'd probably bend over and beg for your big dick," the white guy answered, as I couldn't help but wonder how he'd ended up bent over and getting his ass fucked. Perhaps he was like me... curious. Lucky guy. He'd discovered his natural place as a faggot for BBC while he was still young, and had his college career available to explore so much black cock.
"That's it, nice and slow," the guy Joan was sucking moaned.
"Yeah, show us how much you two love black cock," my guy said.
"You want me to fuck your girlfriend, faggot?" the nerd across the way asked, clearly reveling in the power role reversal. He'd likely been bullied his entire life by bigger guys... likely white guys... and now he was getting his sweet revenge.
"No, but she probably couldn't resist it," the white guy answered, sounding both ashamed and turned on at the same time. He then added, "I sure can't."
"No, you can't get enough black cock, can you?" The nerd continued his public humiliation.
"No, I'll take it over pussy any day," the large man (who could break this nerd in two without breaking a sweat), declared... the shame I'd thought I heard now gone. Like me, black cock seemed to supersede everything else for him.
"Go to his bag," Joan ordered me, as I tried to multitask by slowly sucking the cock before me, while also listening to the hot fucking and nasty humiliation going on behind me.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I took the black cock out of my mouth, and slithered my tongue down his pulsing shaft to his big black balls.
"Lick the ball sac," she ordered, as she did the same to hers.
I copied her action.
"Do you want your ass filled with my cum, faggot?" The nerd asked.
"Oh yes, fill my fucking asshole with your dominant seed," the white guy groaned, sounding like he might come at any moment himself.
"Get ready faggot, as I breed you," the nerd said, his voice even in this dominant role sounding a little high pitched and nerdy.
"Yes, yes, come in my ass, breed your white faggot," the white guy huffed.
"Here it comes, faggot," the nerd declared.
"Yes, fuck," the white guy moaned, sounding way more feminine than any guy that size likely ever would in any other scenario.
As I licked the big ball sac, the guy I was licking chuckled, making his bag bounce a little, "Shit, the faggot just came all over the place from getting ass fucked."
"That's called a sissy orgasm," Joan said.
"Does your sissy have sissy orgasms?" The guy she was sucking asked.
"Just one so far," she said. "Although that could be because I usually have his tiny pathetic cock caged."
"No way," the guy whose balls I was licking said.
"Oh yeah, I own his little clitty," she said.
"Let's see," her guy said.
"Show them, Erica," Joan ordered, as my cheeks burned in utter humiliation.
I stood up, suddenly feeling Incredibly self-conscious, and undid my belt.
"You keep that cum in your ass all night, is that understood, faggot?" the nerd ordered, as I glanced back to see the white guy bent over with cum leaking out of his ass, and the nerd turned towards me, and I got a glimpse of his massive ten-plus inch cock.
"Holy shit," I said by accident, as I stared at the massive black dick.
"Yeah, don't judge a book by its cover," he gloated, as he put it away.
"Actually Sir, would you mind if my sissy eats your cum out of the other faggot's asshole?" Joan asked politely.
"Sure, why not?" he shrugged.
"Eat that ass, Erica," Joan ordered. I wasn't too excited about eating a white asshole, but I was eager to gulp down some black cum (and always to obey Joan), so I turned around, moved to the large guy, spread his ass cheeks apart, and licked the cum from his asshole.
"Shit, you have quite the slut there," one of our pair said.
"She'll obey every order I give without hesitation," Joan said, as I probed the asshole for cum.
"So hot," someone agreed.
"Now get back over here sissy, and show us your cage," the guy I'd been servicing ordered.
"Yes, sorry," I said, the nerd's huge cock no longer within sight to distract me. I turned back around and dropped my pants.
"Pantyhose too," the guy laughed. "Shit, you really have him trained."
"Her," Joan corrected.
"So, does he get to fuck you?" The guy she was servicing asked.
"Rarely; he can't get me off with his baby dick," Joan answered, knowing that although she was denigrating me... this was the kind of humiliation that turned me on.
I added, shame again no longer an emotion worth having, "Only big black cock can satisfy her."
"And toys," Joan added.
"Well, good news," the one I was servicing said. "We have a couple of flesh and blood toys right here, and we've already painted them black for you!"
Joan said, with a coy playful smile, "Why yes, you certainly do."
She walked over to the counter that was suddenly empty, the white guy having left during this brief humiliation, and said, "One of you come and fuck me from behind, while the other hops on the counter beside me, and gets sucked by me and the sissy."
"Fucking hot," my guy said, as he walked over to the counter and hopped onto it. His cock was saluting her as she moved in front of him.
"Erica, hop onto the counter and suck his cock while I worship his balls," she ordered, as the other guy moved behind her, pulling down her skirt to reveal a garter-belt and stockings and, of course, no panties.
"Fuck, you're a hot little slut," the guy said as he slid inside her from behind.
"Then fuck me like one," she moaned, "the one thing you shouldn't do is hold back... give me everything you've got!" as she winked at me and moved her face to the other guy's balls.
I climbed onto the counter, which was quite awkward, what with my pants still around my ankles, as I didn't want to take my shoes off in a bathroom... I know how ironic and a little redundant that was, since I was sucking strangers' dicks.
"Oh yes, fuck my pussy with that big black dick," Joan moaned, as the guy slammed into her from behind, while she also seemed to be sucking the other guy's balls into her mouth.
I finally got into a somewhat comfortable position, or at least as comfortable as this was going to get, then I lowered my head towards his cock and took it in my mouth.
"Oh yes, you two worship my dick," the guy groaned.
Each time I'd sucked Carter, I'd been on my knees... this was a completely different position, which resulted in a very different angle, and as I was discovering, was more of a challenge.
"Oh yes, Erica," Joan moaned, "suck that cock while his friend fucks my cunt."
"Does he like watching you get fucked by black dick?" the guy fucking her asked.
"She loves it," she answered, stopping just short of saying, 'Get it right!'
"Wild," he said, this seemingly not something they'd witnessed before.
"Her main purpose in life is to make sure I'm sexually satisfied," Joan explained, as her moans were already increasing.
"Fucking crazy," the guy I was sucking added.
"Wow," another voice said. "This is new!"
"They're boyfriend and girlfriend," the guy fucking Joan said, and I realized how wild this was to be sucking a nameless stranger's cock while his buddy pounded her... and now we had a spectator.
"Shit," the guy said. "Faggot, get over here and suck me."
Joan gave me leave, saying, "Go ahead, sissy. I'll take care of these two fine gentlemen."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, a little happy to get out of this awkward position, and back into my more comfortable and natural position on my knees.
I sat up and watched as Joan took the cock in her mouth, and was now getting spit-roasted.
I then looked towards the voice to see a very tall black guy, almost seven feet, in athletic gear and sweaty, standing there.
"Well, hurry up faggot, I don't got all day," he grumbled.
I hopped off the counter and stumbled to the floor, as my pants down around my knees threw me off balance.
"Get those pants off sissy, so we can see your pantyhose-wearing sissy self," the guy ordered.
"Now, slut," Joan ordered, as she moaned.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, getting out of my shoes and pants, and dropping before the black stud and fishing out his cock.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt," Joan moaned, clearly enjoying the hard, unrestrained fucking she'd asked for and now was getting. "Suck that cock, baby."
"Keep sucking, slut," her other guy ordered.
"Great cock," I said, as I admired the semi-erect black cock.... which was only about eight inches long, surprising for someone that tall, but the thickest I'd ever seen. It felt so heavy as I rested it in my hand.
"Suck it," he ordered.
I took it in my mouth and began swirling my tongue around, as I cupped his balls to get him completely erect, which only took fifteen or twenty seconds... as it stretched my mouth unnaturally... his natural scent intoxicating.
I said, "This is the fattest cock I've ever seen."
"Thanks," he said, as I returned to worshipping the black cannon, in awe of the salty taste of sweat.
"Get ready for my load," the guy I'd been sucking earlier warned Joan.
I was jealous... I'd gotten his cock all nice and ready, and now Joan was receiving the creamy cum I craved. Fuck, I was pathetic to have such an attitude.
"Here it comes," he said before he grunted, and assumedly shot his load down my girl's velvet throat.
"Oh yeah, she's quite the slut," the owner of my newest cock said.
"Oh yes, pound my pussy and fuck my sissy's face," Joan said, her mouth no longer occupied.
"Shit," I want a go at her," the guy in my mouth said.
"Sure, I'll just finish in her faggot's mouth," the guy pounding my girl's pussy offered generously.
The really tall guy pulled out of my mouth, and a few seconds later, a glistening-with-pussy-wetness cock was being offered to me. It was nine inches or so, and looked so deliciously appetizing with Joan's pussy juice all over it.
I opened wide and sucked Joan's wetness off the big black cock, really enjoying the taste and the scent, that was obviously captured in the guy's pubes.
"Holy fuck, your cock is like a fat, heat-seeking missile," Joan moaned loudly, as the tall guy obviously filled her pussy.
"Such a tight cunt," he said.
"What do you expect, when my guy's dick quit growing when he was five?" Joan wickedly criticized my equipment.
All three guys laughed, but the guy I was now sucking said, "Harsh."
"But true," I replied, quickly taking his big cock out of my mouth so I could defend my Mistress.
"You're a lucky guy," he noticed with uncanny perception, as I began bobbing on his cock, sensing his hard fucking of my girlfriend had him already bubbling inside.
"Come all over her face," Joan suggested. "She loves to be coated by real men and their dominant cum."
"I can do that," the guy chuckled as I bobbed, my clitty instantly tingling with anticipation of his load of cum all over my face.
"Oh god, I love your big black fat cock in my cunt," Joan moaned, her orgasm sounding to be on the rise quickly.
"Yeah, all you white bitches love it," he said.
"I'll suck and get fucked by black cock all fucking day," Joan declared, as I listened to her increased moans of ecstasy...moans I could never provoke in her.
"Shit, she's so hot," the guy I was sucking said.
"I'll see ya for poker tonight," the guy who'd already come said.
"For sure," the guy I was still sucking agreed.
"It would be good to have a cock sucker under the table all night, servicing the winner of each hand."
Joan didn't even hesitate, "My cock sucker will eagerly do that, if I can play."
"You play poker?" the guy asked.
"Usually it's poke her," Joan said wickedly, I imagine pointing at me as she said it.
"Fucking amazing," the tall guy fucking her roared.
"You're in," the other guy said.
"No, you and your friends will be in," Joan said wickedly.
"Dorm room 412. Nine o'clock."
"We'll be there," Joan said.
"Can't wait," he responded.
As I listened, the guy suddenly pulled out of my mouth and spewed his load all over my face without any warning at all.
Definitely not enough time to close my eyes, and the first rope landed directly in my left eye.
I closed my eyes and said, wanting to make sure Joan knew what was happening, "Yes Sir, come all over my faggot face."



"Yes, cover my sissy's face," Joan moaned, as her own orgasm seemed imminent.
"Come all over my dick, you dumb slut," the guy fucking Joan ordered., as rope after rope splattered my face.
"Oh yes, call me dirty names," Joan moaned, getting as turned on at being treated like a bimbo slut as I did.
"Come now, you nigger loving cum slut," the guy said, as the guy slid his cock back in my mouth, just as I gasped at his use of the forbidden 'N' word.
"Oh yes, I love being a bimbo slut for nigger cock," Joan declared loudly, hearing her use the word never to be spoken by a white person, making my clitty rage.
"Now, you dumb white slut, come right fucking now," he ordered, as the guy pulled out of my mouth.
"YES!" Joan screamed, as she was obviously coming. I hoped the bathroom was soundproof, or else anyone who was trying to study, read or work, was likely now aware of the deviant fucking going on in the bathroom.
I stood up, and the guy I'd just finished with noticed, "Shit, you have pre-cum all over your pantyhose."
"Sucking black cock gets me so horny," I said, sounding as pathetic as I could possibly be.
"Well, there's always cock available here," he offered.
"Want my cum up your white cunt?" the tall guy asked, as he slammed into Joan so hard their bodies meeting echoed in rawness.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt with your cum, and my sissy will clean it all up," Joan declared, as he kept pounding her, and she continued coming.
"Yes, fill my Mistress with your cum," I agreed, as I scooped cum off my face and ate it.
"Oh yes, cum in my white cunt, breed this bitch," Joan said, looking into the mirror and making eye contact with me.
"Get ready," the guy grunted, and spewed his load inside my girlfriend's pussy.
"Yes, fill my cunt right up," Joan moaned, all the while grinning at me.
"Yes, fill her cunt with your yummy cum," I chimed in, continuing to sound as pathetic as I possibly could.
He kept spewing inside her as I watched his beautiful black body fuck her from behind, and I wondered what that would feel like.
He pulled out a moment later, and I instantly dropped down behind her and buried my face in her leaking, cum-filled cunt.
I eagerly lapped up that cream pie as Joan moaned, "Yes, get all that baby-making juice out of my fertile cunt."
Somehow the idea of pregnancy hadn't even popped into my head, even though it should have been obvious. I attacked her pussy with even more ferocity, sucking the cum out of her cunt with desperate hunger and determination.
"Shit, this is a new one," a deep new voice said.
"Hey, Vance," one of the guys said.
"I'm assuming the faggot is eating a cream pie," Vance said.
"He sure is," Joan moaned.
"Well, this is going to be fun," Vance said.
"Enjoy the couple," someone said.
"I will," Vance agreed, as I lapped up the creamy cream pie.
Joan asked, "Can we suck your big black cock together?"
"You sure may," Vance said, in a deep voice.
Joan pushed my head away and said, "Go get that cock, Erica."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, wanting this guy to know our hierarchy.
"Mistress," Vance laughed, as I realized we were all alone with him now.
"He's also my caged sissy," Joan said, as she knelt beside me, just as I pulled down his sweats.
"Shit," Vance chuckled deeply, as I took his already hard cock in my hand. Nine inches or so.
"What a nice cock," Joan said.
"Yeah, so big and black," I said, as I licked the shaft.
"Suck on his balls," Joan ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, moving down to his ball sac.
"And I'll work this beautiful member," Joan said, as she took it in her mouth.
"Oh fuck, yeah," Vance moaned, as he received our double pleasure.
I sucked each big ball into my mouth, while trying to see Joan bob on his glorious cock.
"Yeah you two, keep it up," Vance moaned.
For a couple minutes I just went back and forth between the two balls, until Vance ordered, "Faggot, crawl behind me and eat my asshole."
"Yes, Sir," I replied, showing him respect, even though he was a decade plus younger than I was, but stopping short of calling him master.
"Sir, so rich," he chuckled, as I crawled around and stared at his tight black ass.
"Eat his ass, sissy," Joan ordered, "his butt isn't an exhibition in an art gallery," as I pulled apart his firm ass cheeks and licked his asshole.
"That's it, faggot," Vance moaned, "get your tongue right up in there."
"Yes, Sir," I repeated, as I licked the sweet sweat from his asshole.
I couldn't see Joan at all, but could hear the sensual sounds of her sucking.
For a few minutes I licked his asshole... probing it with my tongue, while Joan worked over his cock.
Vance said, "Get ready for my load, slut."
Joan said, "Shoot that load in my mouth, so I can share it with my sissy."
"Oh yes," he groaned, just before I felt his ass cheeks tighten.
I kept licking his asshole for another thirty seconds, before Joan pulled me away from the black asshole and kissed me.
It took a moment before I realized she was shoving his cum in my mouth... we were snowballing.
I took Vance's cum and swallowed it... this being the hottest way yet to get a guy's cum.
We kissed for a couple minutes and when she broke it, we discovered we were totally alone in the room.
"Well, that was fun," I said.
"And more to come," she smiled and then added, "or cum."
"So, we're really going to the party night?" I asked.
"Unless you don't want to," she said.
"I'll go anywhere black cock is available," I said.
"Then we're going," she said. "Let's go get some actual dinner first."
"Sounds great," I smiled as I got up, pulled my pants up, and slipped back in my shoes.
She took my hand and led me out of the bathroom.
It wasn't until we got to the restaurant, a two block's walk away, passing a couple dozen people, that I realized I still had a load of dried cum on my face. Joan refused me permission to cover my face at all while I walked through the crowded restaurant to wash it off. Most people didn't seem to notice, but I did receive about two dozen knowing looks. Once again I experienced the recurring theme of delicious humiliation.
That night under the poker table, I sucked black cock for over two hours, six different cocks, each seven to nine inches in size, swallowing eight loads, taking two on my face, and eating a cream pie from Joan, who only fucked one guy... having offered herself as a grand prize to the overall winner of the night.
As we crashed in my bed, exhausted, my jaw sore, my knees aching, my clitty still leaking, the aftertaste of cum in my mouth, my tummy queasy from swallowing so much cum, I nevertheless couldn't wait until tomorrow.
Tomorrow I'd get a lot less cock... that was true.
But I'd finally get what I was dying to have... a big, black, cock in my ass... my pussy... my cunt.
Tomorrow... tomorrow was the big day.
THE END OF CHAPTER 5
Up next: Erica finally gets the BBC in her pussy she's been craving.
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Daddy Daughter Date Days
Jill was devastated by the sudden and unexpected passing of her father. He had lived on the east coast and Jill's immediate family on the west coast, so she hadn't seen him since Christmas... six months ago. They had made plans to fly over and visit him this summer, but alas, he died just two weeks before their scheduled visit. So as it happened, they arrived as originally scheduled, but to attend his funeral... hardly the pleasurable visit they'd been anticipating.
Even after they returned home afterwards, Jill was still devastated, and she therefore resolved to make sure her husband Dan and their only daughter Chelsea reconnected. She also arranged for her recently widowed mother to move nearby, so she wouldn't lose touch with her ever again.
While Chelsea had been a major daddy's girl when she was young, she was now eighteen, a senior in high school dating a college boy, and thus was now so thoroughly grown up that she wanted to spend as little time as possible with either of her 'ancient' parents (who were in their early forties). And Chelsea made it clear that besides, her mother was always wrong about everything, and her dad was way too old-fashioned... as evidenced by his being unhappy with her dating a college boy,
For his part, Dan had started his own business after years of working construction for other bosses, while constantly complaining about how inept they were. The good news was that his business became instantly successful, because of his well-earned reputation as a hard worker and a creative builder. The bad news was that as a result, he now worked ten or twelve hours a day during the week, plus usually working part- or even full-time on Saturdays.
Jill had immediately put her foot down about his working Sundays, although he still had to deal with blueprints and other aspects of his business on the Lord's Day. But at least he was home!
Chelsea was also super busy with school. She was a blonde bombshell with a perfect cheerleader-gymnast body (5'4", 120 pounds, 32c tits; unlike her mother who was slightly taller, slighter heavier, and had massive 38D tits). She excelled in both sports (yes, cheerleading is a sport... anyone who says differently has never even witnessed the physical regime it takes to excel in the Cirque du Soleil-like tumbling routines it incorporates these days). She also maintained high grades, and was being offered triple-threat scholarships for her cheerleading, her gymnastics and her academics), was dating her college boyfriend, was volunteering at an old folks home (which had begun as a resumé builder, but had soon become something she really enjoyed doing, and which had even piqued her interest in nursing as a career), and of course she loved spending time with her friends. Thus, spending time with her parents, who as has been said were respectively wrongheaded and old-fashioned, couldn't possibly fit into her busy schedule.
Yet the death of her grandfather had come as a shock to Chelsea too, so when her mother suggested a weekly dad and daughter date day, she got the point and agreed. She had always idolized her father when she was younger (all the way until when he had ridiculously attempted to stop her from dating Cody, her college boyfriend)... all her friends drooled over her dad, and teased her about how they would fuck him in a New York minute if given the chance... and she knew Beth and Jenny weren't just saying that, they both actually would if the opportunity arose (like her, they both liked their men older... but her dad would be really angry if he discovered she had already fucked two men his own age).
Chelsea had discovered by accident a few months ago, while using her father's laptop for some research, that he had a thing for girls in pantyhose. She had found a large stash of online porn videos he had squirreled away, and pretty much all of them featured girls in nylons. This shouldn't have surprised her... as her mom wore nylons pretty much every day... but it had. Not the nylons so much, but learning that her dad was such a major pervert. Yet her discoveries also, much to her surprise, turned her on a bit, as she wondered if her father ever perved out about her, since she too often wore nylons (not every day, but a couple days a week, as she had discovered early on the power of nylons over both men and women... especially older men).
Chelsea liked them so much that she insisted, as head cheerleader in her senior year, to have the entire cheerleading squad wear them with their outfits. There was a brief protest from a couple of her peers, but they were shot down once Chelsea gave them a look: one of a few showstoppers she had in her repertoire. This one portrayed loud and clear: are you actually questioning me? (She also had a seductive look in her arsenal that made both boys and girls melt, and a pouty one that got her out of trouble in almost every situation... except with her mother, who also had at her disposal a similar arsenal of irresistible looks.)
So unknowingly, Jill was setting up her husband for the most temptation-laden series of experiences in his life... a series that over time would revolutionize their family's dynamics.
Weekly Date 1... A Picnic
Jill put together a huge feast for the first daughter-dad Date Day, and she sent them off for a picnic at the beach (all of it her own idea).
It was a crazy hot day, and Chelsea ended up sitting on a towel eating her lunch, while wearing a bikini that showcased every asset of her body: her legs, her ass, her tits, her tan, and her athletically toned body.
Dan was also dressed to the effect of unknowingly showcasing his assets in just a pair of shorts, his shirt having come off when it began sticking to his body: his chiseled chest, and his well-defined arms. (He didn't work out, but being a hands-on building contractor, he hardly needed to.)
Dan couldn't help but notice that his little girl had become a woman.
Chelsea couldn't help but admire her dad's body. He's not aging decrepitly like I'd thought, he's strikingly mature-looking.
They chatted about a variety of topics, including: the importance of them both giving plenty of attention and time to Jill (who still wasn't taking her father's death well), agreeing they should hold a special family night for all three of them at least once a month, Chelsea's fall college possibilities (she had a dozen schools offering full-ride scholarships she needed to choose between), plus many trivial subjects, including why Dan should pay for an online subscription to Disney Plus for their family... to which he agreed.
It was a most pleasant day, with each of them returning happy they had shared it with each other.
Weekly Date 2... Dress Shopping
"Seriously?" Dan asked.
"Why not?" Jill asked back.
"Because I have no idea what a suitable prom dress these days would even look like," Dan pointed out the obvious.
"Tell you what," Jill said, trying to avoid going herself, as she didn't want to get into numerous arguments with her daughter. She was feeling a bit gun shy, since that had happened consistently during the last few times they had gone shopping together. "You go with her, and see how it goes. Then if after an hour or two you feel a weekend with my mother would be more fun, then text me and I'll come save you."
"Fine," Dan said, trying to use the term in the way it was typically used against him... to express he'd do it, but he wasn't overly pleased about it.
"It'll be fun," Jill said, her tone dripping with sarcasm.
"Sure it will. You owe me," Dan said.
"I could use a little sausage action tonight," Jill smiled.
They hadn't had any sex since learning Jill's father had passed, so Dan's eyes went wide. "Really?! How about right now?"
"Nope. First you need to fulfill your task," she said, before adding as she squeezed his cock through his pants, "but after you do, maybe I'll even let you have some backdoor action. "
"Oh fuck," Dan groaned, rather overwhelmed; both because the only hand touching his cock for the past two months had been his own, and backdoor action was usually reserved only for very special occasions like a birthday, anniversary or when she was really drunk.
Chelsea was walking around the corner into the kitchen, but she stopped just in time, as she heard her mother shock the shit out of her.
"Get your daughter the prom dress she wants, and you can pound my ass tonight," her mother was saying, rubbing her father's cock for a moment. Chelsea saw, almost interrupting them.
Chelsea thought about saying something and embarrassing the shit out of her mother, she certainly would have done so a couple months ago. Yet these days she was trying hard to be nice, so she resisted, and instead she backed herself out of sight, and eavesdropped instead.
"Consider it done," Dan said, his cock raging.
"Consider what done?" Chelsea asked, thinking this an opportune time to walk into the kitchen.
"I'm taking you shopping for your prom dress," Dan rallied and said.
"That's what we're doing for our dad and daughter date today?" Chelsea asked, even though she had clearly heard that it was.
"Well, that and ice cream," Dan said.
"What am I, six?"
"First, no one is ever too old to go for ice cream," Dan said. "And second, stop pretending you don't want to go for ice cream."
"Well, after hours of shopping, I'll likely need a treat," Chelsea smiled, actually loving ice cream, and recalling fondly how her dad had always taken her out for ice cream to cheer her up or to celebrate something, back when she was younger.
"Hours?" Dan gasped.
"Actually, we should get going right away," Chelsea said. "The five hours we still have today may not even be enough time. I'll go change, and we can take off."
"Five hours?" Dan gulped, as Chelsea hurried off to her room.
"Have fun," Jill laughed all sing-song, knowing Dan was in for an excruciating experience (kind of like hers the first time she let Dan fuck her ass... at least until she got used to it, and was soon ending up coming without even having her pussy touched). Truth was, Dan had been amazing to her during her emotional breakdown, and he deserved a good fucking... shit, she deserved a good fucking, too.
Chelsea climbed out of her jeans and into a sundress, and she put on beige pantyhose for two reasons. One: because beige pantyhose went with almost any dress and she planned to wear pantyhose to prom; two: because she wanted to see how her dad reacted as she sauntered around, posing teasingly for him in pantyhose.
She came downstairs and Dan noticed she was in nylons. He asked, "A little dressed up for dress shopping, no?"
"No," Chelsea explained. "I'll need to see what the dresses look like with pantyhose."
"Well, of course," Dan said, actually admitting that was a great thought. He loved pantyhose, and he'd indeed noticed his daughter had started wearing them more often this year... especially in her cheerleading outfit... he was hoping this was a sign that pantyhose were making a comeback, as they were recently as tough to find as a needle in a haystack.
"Let's go, Daddy," she said, using the term 'Daddy' instead of 'Dad' for the first time in years... although she had no idea why.
"I can't wait," Dan said, shaking his head, even as he couldn't help but glance at his daughter's legs in shiny pantyhose. It was going to be a long day.
The next three hours felt like a whirlwind for both of them. For Chelsea, since she tried on over thirty dresses and had winnowed them down to three. She also enjoyed, way more than a considerate daughter should, making his father suffer. First, by making him hold her purse; a task considered by many to be far from manly. Second, by asking his opinion on each and every dress, knowing full well he felt inadequate to offer them; the sedate dresses because he was unfamiliar with current styles, and the racy ones because he didn't think he should be looking at his daughter that way. Third, by knowing she was teasing him relentlessly by walking around on the soft carpet with her nylon-clad feet... she didn't know why, but seeing her dad checking out her legs and feet all day, which should have dismayed her, instead turned her on.
Dan, from his viewpoint, had suffered a raging hard-on for the three hours straight... actually longer, since it hadn't gone down since the moment his wife had promised to let him ass fuck her later on. Yet seeing his daughter wearing his favorite colour of nylons (something his wife had only worn once in the past two months, for the funeral), walking around without heels so he could admire her beautiful red-painted toenails glistening through the sheer nylon had him wallowing in an eroticized mess.
Dan in part blamed his horniness on his wife's promise, his lengthy drought, and his uncontrollable fetish for nylons, especially nylon-clad feet and toes, but mainly he was completely turned on by his daughter. The three hours flew by, but also seemed like forever (flew by because he enjoyed seeing his daughter in all those sexy dresses and pantyhose, and forever because his cock was begging for attention).
In the end Chelsea chose a beautiful red gown, with which the beige nylons worked perfectly.
They went out for ice cream, Chelsea giddy with excitement at finding the perfect dress, and from her enjoyment of teasing her father so relentlessly... even more fun than teasing her teacher Mr. Russo, who obviously wanted to fuck her, and another teacher Mrs. Walker, who was definitely a lesbian... even if she didn't know it yet.
Dan was thrilled his daughter was so happy... she had looked radiant in the red dress, no longer looking like his little girl, but a grown woman. A very hot and sexy grown woman! Yet at the ice cream shop she returned to her sweet girlish side, although still looking sexy in nylons, as he glanced more than once down at her sheer legs, which were keeping his dick hard.
That night Jill kept her word, and after giving her an orgasm orally, the way she came the best (oddly she came only from oral or anal, never from vaginal), he pounded her asshole, and as he pulled out and was about to erupt all over her face (she didn't like the aftermath of cum in her ass), it was his sexy daughter who popped into his head to send him over the top.
As he lay in bed, having experienced the best sex he'd had in a long time, he wondered if it was because it had been so long, or because he'd been so completely turned on by his daughter all day.
Weekly Date 3... A Museum
Chelsea suggested the museum because she had to do some research for a History paper, and she knew her dad loved museums. She of course wore a fun sundress and nylons, with open-toed heels and freshly-coated pink toenails, that matched her sundress.
It was a fun day, with Dan adjusting himself slyly on a few occasions as he continued being unable to resist staring at his daughter's nylon-clad legs, and as he was driven nuts, as she dangled her heel from her foot throughout their time having ice cream sundaes.
Weekly Date 4... Broadway
Chelsea realized, after thinking of her father the last three times she had fucked her boyfriend, and every time she pleasured herself, and even the two times nerd Eleanor had gone down on her in the locker room, that she had developed a crush on her father.
Not just a crush... no... she actually wanted to fuck her father. So she resolved to amp up her game while they attended the Broadway play Chicago.
She of course wore a dress, a gorgeous gold one she had bought (well, that she had selected and her parents had bought) a couple months ago for a wedding, and instead of pantyhose, a brand new pair of mocha-coloured thigh highs. It was a style she had never worn before, or had even known existed before sneaking back onto her dad's computer while her parents were spending a bridge night with friends, and she had the leisure to go through her dad's porn with more focus. She discovered a lot of interesting things about her dad, including:
-that he had a thing for nylon-clad foot jobs (or even just for nylon feet rubbing through a pair of pants until the guy came)... often where the guy was humiliated by getting off from his mom or sister (which made her wonder if he had ever seriously considered incest... she knew he got hard from looking at her legs in nylons, but that didn't mean he'd be into incest with actual touching... yet these videos and other things she found in his computer hinted that he was indeed).
-that her dad had a thing for younger girls, as the majority of the videos were of younger girls (of legal age of course), always wearing nylons of some sort.
-that her dad had a thing for lesbian hypnosis videos, where a college girl would use her nylon-clad feet to hypnotize her oblivious male or female professor (the vids were really fucking hot, and she imagined herself doing that very pleasurably to Mrs. Walker).
-that her dad also read a lot of erotica, and although it ranged widely in its theme and plot... there were quite a few incest stories included (mostly mom and son, or dad and daughter... not enough to convince her he was thinking of fucking her like she was him, but enough to make the possibility likely.
It was while they were at a fancy restaurant before the play (you can't get all dressed up and go to the Los Angeles version of Broadway (which was scattered all over town), and not first go to a vastly overpriced restaurant for ridiculously small portions, that soon led to overpaying for tiny snacks during the intermission of whatever production), that Chelsea began her sly seduction. She asked, "Looking forward to two hours of watching leggy women in sexy pantyhose?"
"Pardon?" Dan asked, hearing the question but completely taken aback by it.
"I know you have a nylon fetish," she smiled meaningfully.
"I don't," he denied, not at all believably, having admired his daughter's nylon-clad feet ever so briefly before they left the house, as he was rock hard from seeing her look so amazing in a gold dress and mocha nylons.
"It's okay," Chelsea smiled warmly, the same way she did when flirting with a boy. "That's why I picked this play to see with you."
"Because the girls wear nylons?" Dan asked, already confused by the conversation.
"I'll go to any musical," Chelsea said, loving them ever since she'd seen Rent while visiting New York, "but I figured this would be the only way to get you to go see one with me."
"Well, this is my first musical with or without nylons," Dan nodded, having avoided them at all costs his whole life. He then added, "But I'll do anything for you."
"Be careful what you promise, Daddy," Chelsea warned, using the term Daddy for the first time since she couldn't even remember when, "'anything' can be a dangerous choice of words."
Dan laughed, as he couldn't help but imagine the things he'd like to do with her that she couldn't conceivably imagine doing with him, "I'll keep that in mind."
"For example," she said, feeling brazen, yet not ready to overtly go over the top, "I don't wear heels too often, and my feet are already killing me."
"I don't either," Dan joked.




"So since you're willing to do 'anything' for me," the sexy daughter slyly said using air quotes, as she slipped out of her heels under the table, "You might give me a foot massage." She then moved her feet to her dad's lap.
Dan was surprised by his daughter's words, and even more so by his daughter's feet suddenly landing in his lap. "Well, you really took advantage of my offer," he smiled, as he couldn't help but moving his hands to his daughter's nylon-clad feet.
"I usually get what I want," she said playfully, as she felt her dad's strong hands on her foot.
"Like mother, like daughter," he laughed, as he massaged his daughter's sheer stocking foot... his cock hardening in his pants.
"Do you think I look like Mom?" she asked.
"You're a perfect facsimile; just somewhat younger," he said, seeing an awful lot of his beautiful wife in his daughter.
Before she started dating her current boyfriend, Chelsea had read a couple of stories about cuckqueans, and had even fulfilled the role of a cupcake by fucking a lawyer while his meek wife watched. It really turned her on to see the woman accept that she was younger, prettier, and more desirable. She hadn't thought that about her mother at all, she still appeared very pretty and loving, but suddenly the idea of cuckqueaning her mother popped into her head. "Was Mom hot when she was my age?" Chelsea asked, knowing she was putting her dad in an awkward no-win situation. If he replied yes, he'd be implying his daughter was hotter than his wife was; but if he replied no, he'd sound like an asshole.
Dan was so horny as he rubbed his daughter's nylon-clad feet and immediately realized the trap his daughter had accidentally set (he assumed it was accidental, although he couldn't be sure, as she was acting a little strange... almost with seductive intent). Dan avoided using the word hot as he answered, "You're just as beautiful as your mother has ever been."
"So... you're saying I'm hot?" Chelsea repeated the question with a sly smile.
"You really want your father to be calling you hot?" Dan asked, as he moved his hands to her other foot, feeling a little like perhaps he was being seduced.
"Maybe a little," she said coyly.
"Okay then my darling daughter, you're hot," Dan said, feeling a strange rush of adrenaline as he said the words, and then added without even realizing he was about to, "really hot."
"You're pretty hot for an old man, too," she reciprocated with a big smile.
"Thanks," he laughed. "Men love being told they're old."
Chelsea, now not even remotely hiding her intentions, added, "You should; I really like older guys."
Dan had no idea how to answer that. It was becoming obvious his daughter was hitting on him... rather bluntly. Sure, he found her hot... very hot. Sure, he got a hard-on from looking at her legs and feet in nylons. Sure, he read incest porn and had fantasized many times about fucking his sexy daughter. Yet those were just provocative but taboo fantasies... nothing he ever planned to do anything about. Yet tonight his far-fetched fantasies were being revealed as tempting possibilities.
As the old saying goes, 'you could cut the tension with a knife'... but that pregnant moment, frozen in time as each of them processed the implications of what was transpiring, was interrupted by the waitress arriving with their dinners. Chelsea slyly moved her foot directly onto her dad's crotch, feeling his hard cock, before moving her foot back to the carpet... leaving her dad high and hard.
They both ate their meals in silence. Chelsea was thrilled with the progress she was making. She had teased her dad, pushed the envelope, and hadn't even remotely been rebuffed. Her dad was about to prove himself putty in her hands... just like most of the men she had seduced.
Dan was trying to process what was happening and more importantly, what it meant. Had his daughter deliberately or accidentally grazed his cock with her foot? Had the foot massage been a simple request because her feet hurt, or was it a ploy intended to lead him to something more? Was she flirting with him? Was she thinking about him sexually, just like he was about her? So many questions... so few answers... yet all the implications pointed toward yes. He had never been more confused or excited in his life.
Once dinner was done, Dan asked, "Would you like some dessert?"
"I'd love something creamy," she said, hinting at his cum, although she could mean something innocent.
"Cheesecake?" he asked, the thought she may be hinting at cum popping into his head, although that seemed rather far-fetched... although not as far-fetched as it would have seemed before his daughter's foot had arrived in his lap and stayed there for a brief while to play.
"Sure," she smiled, thinking she had likely pushed this as far as she should for now.
During the show, Chelsea made a point of slyly hiking up her dress enough to offer her dad glimpses of her lace-top stockings, but in the packed theatre, she couldn't do much more without drawing attention that would surely embarrass him.
Dan did indeed notice his daughter was wearing thigh high stockings, and his cock ached throughout the play, both at his seductive temptress of a daughter, in addition to the plethora of women in black pantyhose onstage in the show.
When they arrived home Chelsea got out of the car, walked around it to her dad, leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, "That was a great date, Daddy."
She was so tempted to grab his cock, she was dying to see how big it was, dying to feel it... yet she resisted and left her daddy a horny mess for her mother to deal with.
Weekly Date 5... A Horror Film
So, for daddy-daughter-date-day five, Chelsea suggested going to a movie... in particular a horror film, with plans she thought her dad wouldn't find horrific at all, to continue teasing him, with the ultimate goal of someday soon fucking him.
Chelsea wore a sundress, with a garter-belt and stockings but no other underwear, and once the movie got a little scary, she leaned against her daddy, gripping his thigh with her hand.
Dan was hard as fuck, as his daughter continued driving him nuts in those sexy nylons. He'd been looking forward to this date night with his daughter all week. He knew his hopes were wrong, that they were pathetic; he knew if they came true it would constitute the very worst form of cheating, and yet he couldn't get screwing his daughter out of his head... no matter how hard (the perfect word) he tried. He felt like a horny teenager again, when every cheerleader, although untouchably out of his league, had made his cock ache and he'd been completely obsessed with them. So feeling his cheerleader daughter's hand placed, however innocently, on his leg, had his cock rearing up in a full salute.
Chelsea squeezed his leg when a fake scare happened... you know the kind every horror film has... in a way that seems like the monster is striking from ambush, but it turns out only to be the goddam cat! She leaned into him on a few occasions feigning being scared, and then later on she grabbed his hand and gave it a couple of squeezes during tense moments.
All these actions could be explained rather convincingly as a frightened daughter wishing to feel safe, cuddled against her strong and masterful daddy.
Yet Chelsea, getting more and more brazen within her thrill of the seduction, moved her dad's hand to her nylon-clad leg.
Dan was shocked to suddenly discover his hand resting on his daughter's silky-feeling leg... wondering crazedly if he moved his hand up a couple of inches, whether he would discover thigh high lace tops, or that she was in full pantyhose by this time... except when could she have conceivably found a chance to slip away and change... nevertheless curious minds suffering from impaired logic needed to know. He was paralyzed with indecision and distraction.
His hand was on his daughter's leg... his daughter's sheer nylon-clad leg. If she weren't his daughter, and if he weren't married, his hand would already be under the dress and investigating what type of nylons she was wearing, before advancing his fingers to discover the answers to even more forbidden questions!
He wanted to move his hand back and forth just to feel the sheer nylon... that sensation alone was enough to get him aroused. Some guys succumb to tits, others to asses, others heels... well, he fell prey to the look and feel of sheer hosiery. It was his fetish... his kryptonite.
Chelsea slyly monitored her father. She could tell he was rattled and unsure of himself... of her intentions, and whether she would consider his intentions acceptable.
Dan remained outwardly stoic for a few minutes, resisting the temptation to move his fingers or hand in any direction at all over his daughter's nylons... but he was just a man, so eventually he couldn't resist any longer, and he moved his fingers ever so slowly, to feel the sheer nylon.
"That feels nice, Daddy," Chelsea whispered encouragingly, excited to feel her dad's fingers moving on her leg... her pussy so wet.
Dan was surprised by his daughter's words, but they provided the reassurance he needed to know that everything he was hoping for was true... she was just as interested in him as he was in her. He moved his hands with a little more confidence... back and forth, but not going so far as to slide his hand under her dress.
"Ooooooh," Chelsea gasped, leaning into her dad as a sudden death occurred onscreen, which gave Dan an opportunity to slide his hand ever so slyly (or so he thought) under the dress.
Chelsea smiled at her dad's hesitant actions, knowing he must be suffering from many conflicting emotions whirlpooling through him... but like all men... his lust for girls such as herself overrode everything else.
Dan was no longer watching the movie, and he assumed his daughter's moan was because of him, as he discovered she wasn't wearing pantyhose, nor were they thigh highs... his hot daughter was wearing a garter-belt and stockings... which were without a doubt the sexiest lingerie there possibly was.
Chelsea was so excited. Her pussy juice had leaked out of her and onto the leather chair, since as has been said, she wasn't wearing any panties... just in case things went as well as she had hoped... which was happening now.
Dan was completely captivated by his daughter's nylons, and he pondered moving his hand all the way to the Holy Grail of her pussy... Chelsea sensing what her dad was pondering, so she parted her legs wider... in a slow, but obviously deliberate way.
Dan interpreted the parting correctly as permission, and he moved his hand all the way to her pussy. It was completely unclothed and shaved he discovered... and dripping wet.
Chelsea's entire body trembled with pleasure and excitement that this was finally happening. My dad's fingers are parting my pussy lips!
Dan moved his fingers ever so slowly up and down between the pussy lips for a couple of minutes, and he was about to slide his finger inside her wet pussy, when the movie ended. He assumed the monster had been vanquished in some fashion, but by that point he really hadn't been paying any attention at all. He quickly jerked his hand away as if someone had caught him in the act, and he sat up to look at the screen dazedly as the meaningless credits rolled.
Chelsea closed her legs and felt both a gush of pleasure, but also a rush of disappointment, as Dan slowly came to his senses and couldn't believe what he had just done.
They left the theatre and didn't say a word to each other until they reached home. Chelsea, who had been contemplating during the entire drive how to play this... sensing the guilt consuming her dad... finally said once they were out of the car, "That was a lot of fun, Daddy."
"It was," Dan agreed, trying to act like he hadn't had his finger between his daughter's pussy lips just twenty minutes earlier.
Chelsea smiled, deciding to be as wicked as she could possibly be, "It was almost climactic."
"I'm so sorry," Dan said. "That was so wrong."
"Don't be silly; it felt really right," Chelsea disagreed, leaning in and kissing her dad firmly on the lips.
Dan was stunned. Somehow this seemed more intimate than what he had done earlier. Yet lust controlling logic, after a brief hesitation, he kissed her back.
Chelsea having long learned the power of leaving them wanting more, broke the kiss and said, "Thanks for the date, Daddy. Like I said, I loved every bit of it!"
"S-s-sure," he stammered, as he watched her walk away and adjusted his cock.
Weekly Date 6... A Camping Weekend
It was Friday, and Dan was packing a few things into a backpack before heading out for a weekend camping trip with his daughter (a tradition he had maintained with his dad every year when he was young, but hadn't initiated it with his daughter until his wife suggested it) that his wife said, "The dad daughter date night seems to be a success."
"Yeah," Dan said, feeling pretty guilty for the lust he felt for his daughter, when he had a great and caring wife right here in his bedroom.
"You two seem to have gotten a lot closer," she said, so happy to see Chelsea seeming to be her old self around her father, even if she was still behaving like a bit of a condescending bitch to her mother.
"A little closer every week," Dan said, realizing just how true that was.
"Well, I couldn't be happier about that! Please get as close to her as you can," she said. "She'll be off to college before we know it."
"I'll keep that in mind," he said, amused at how she didn't realize what she was giving her blessing to. This week, Chelsea had left her wet panties on his front seat with a note saying, This is what you do to me. He, of course, smelt them... and then sucked out the wetness... the very fresh wetness... from them. She had also grazed her bum against his crotch a few times, squeezed his cock while her mom was in the room, and rubbed her nylon-clad foot on his cock under the table twice while his wife was obliviously sitting with them.
He wasn't sure how... but he sensed that tomorrow's hike would only advance the taboo line they had already crossed.
So for the first time in six weeks, Chelsea wasn't wearing nylons on a dad daughter date night... although this time it was a dad daughter date day. That said, she brought along a knee-high nylon for an idea she had.
It was only a 30-minute drive, and as soon as they were out of the city, Chelsea said, "I've been looking forward to this all week."
"Me too," Dan said, excited by all her teasing, yet resolving to control himself this time.
"Did you like the present I left you the other day?" she asked, as she reached into her purse.
"It was a little surprising," Dan said, not indicating yes or no, when he should have stated unequivocally how inappropriate it was, right then and there. He needed to nip this misadventure in the bud before it bloomed. Yet he didn't say a word of reproof.
"That isn't an answer, Daddy," Chelsea said, as she slid her right hand into the sheer nylon stocking.
"Okay, I have to admit I liked it," Dan acknowledged, before deciding he needed to stop this before it started, "but it was inappropriate. I'm your father."
"Not exactly; you're my Daddy," she amended as she reached over and squeezed his cock with her nylon-clad hand. "And a Daddy's job is to make his daughter happy."
"Yes, but..." Dan groaned, as he looked down and saw his daughter's hand on his crotch, and encased in nylon.
"But what, Daddy?" she asked, as she slowly rubbed his cock... which was already hard, she noticed. "Is this big sword hard because of me... again?"
"Yes, but..." Dan repeated, his lust again overriding his reason.
"I think Little Danny wants to come out and play," she said in a sexy voice, as she reached her other hand over and unzipped him.
"Chelsea, we shouldn't do this," he protested weakly, not doing anything physically to stop her... instead, just moaning helplessly as she fished out his cock.
"Your baby girl just wants to play, Daddy," she said, as she stroked his hard eight-inch cock.
"Oh, Chelsea," he moaned, having never had a nylon-clad hand job.
"Does this feel good, Daddy?" she asked, slowly stroking his nice fat cock, knowing this monster would really stretch out her pussy, it being thicker and longer than her boyfriend's, and it felt really good and would likely gape her asshole in amazing ways... as, just like her mother (although she didn't know that yet), she loved a dick slamming into her asshole.
"Fuck," he groaned, knowing he wouldn't be able to offer her even token resistance, as he tried to at least keep his eyes on the road.
"Agreed," Chelsea said, as she stroked his cock slowly. "You're so fucking big, Daddy."
"Thanks," he groaned, appreciating the compliment.
"Does Mommy let you fuck her every night with this big cock?" Chelsea asked, loving the tease of reminding her Daddy he was married... as her long-term plan incorporated the further incest of cuckqueaning her mother.
"Not that often anymore," he answered, throwing his wife under the proverbial bus.
"If we were sharing the same bed, I'd suck this big cock and have it inside me all the time," she said, imagining it inside her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
"Chelsea...´he began, although since he wasn't thinking with the head on his shoulders, any continuation for the sentence eluded him.
"I've sometimes heard Mommy screaming in pleasure," she said, having lingered just outside their bedroom door on a few occasions, "and now I can see why."
"This is wrong," he finally puzzled out a complete sentence.
"Oh, okay," Chelsea said, moving her hand away... not wanting to blow him yet, anyway.
Dan was surprised she had backed away so readily. He was relieved... or he should have felt relieved... yet since he hadn't been relieved (if you get my drift), he wasn't relieved at all.
He drove for the last ten minutes with his cock hardly shrinking at all, although he did put it away with a bit of a struggle before reaching their destination. As he more or less calmed down, he was finally relieved mentally. He knew these sexual interactions were wrong. He knew he couldn't possibly allow them to progress any further. Yet God, did he want to push her head down and have her suck his dick. He wanted to pull over, to bend her over the hood, and to pound her from behind. Fuck, resisting his hot and horny daughter for an entire weekend was going to be the most challenging episode in his life!
Chelsea had never been more excited in her life. The rush of seducing her dad was better than becoming head cheerleader, becoming Valedictorian, or winning State. Like each of those successes already under her belt, she knew she was going to get what she wanted and win first place in this contest as well.
They put up the tent, arranged the sleeping bags in the tent, set up chairs near the firepit, and went for a swim in the suits they'd already been wearing beneath their other clothing: Chelsea in a super sexy bikini, super flattering her every curve, which she flaunted; and Dan shirtless, showcasing his still impressive body as well... tension filling the air.
They had dinner by the campfire, both putting on shirts over their swimwear as the sun went down, and the evening cooled.
Dan kept expecting his daughter to do something forward. Yet she didn't. Which surprised him, relieved him, frustrated him, and provoked in him every other mixed emotion possible.
They were in the tent, in their sleeping bags, when Chelsea finally resumed her seduction of her father. "Daddy, I'm really cold. Can I cuddle with you?"



"Sure, honey," Dan said, wondering where this overture might lead.
"Great," she said, getting out of her sleeping bag and crawling towards her dad's. She was in pajamas, and although they were cute, flannel wasn't conducive to a major seduction.
Dan opened up the sleeping bag as wide as he could, and she slithered inside as they both realized the bag was definitely not roomy enough for two.
Chelsea, the devious seductress she was, made no overt attempt to seduce him at all. Yes, she could feel his cock, his hard cock, resting against her ass, it flinching on a few occasions and serving as subtle reminders that it was there and the impact she was having on him, yet she resisted the temptation and simply enjoyed the warmth, the closeness and the intimacy... having decided that tomorrow she would take his cock in at least two of her holes, if not all three.
Dan's cock wouldn't go down no matter how much he told it to. The fact it had nowhere to go didn't help. He really needed to shoot a load so he could go to sleep and get his dirty, sick, incestuous thoughts out of his head (both heads, really). Her moving ever so slightly every once in a while, only added to the ache in his loins and to the temptation to do what he really wanted to do to her. Yet he knew he mustn't. He knew it was wrong, but knowing his daughter was willing, as demonstrated by her allowing him to almost finger her in the theatre last week, to kiss him so passionately in the garage afterwards, and even to give him that wickedly teasing but incomplete nylon hand job earlier today, drove his temptation way harder (pun intended). But eventually pure exhaustion hit, and he managed to fall asleep.
The next morning Chelsea didn't take long to relieve her Daddy, and to begin her day devoted to seeing how much sucking and fucking she could do with him.
He was making breakfast when she came out of the tent, and he offered, "Coffee?"
"Yes, please," she said, not really a morning person, and quite a bitch sometimes until she'd ingested some caffeine into her system.
Dan poured his daughter a cup, adding the two sugars he knew she liked, just like he did, and handed it to her.
She asked, as he stood there sipping his coffee, "No cream?"
"You suddenly like cream in your coffee?" he asked, a little surprised, as only his wife put cream in her coffee.
She put the coffee cup down, knelt before her dad and said, "I only like it when it's homemade cream."
"Chelsea," he gasped, having finally accepted that his stopping her in the car had ended their crazy game of will they, won't they.
"What?" she asked, as she tugged at his shorts, that were only held up by an elastic string, "You didn't bring along any store-bought cream, and I need some kind of cream for my coffee."
"Is this thing always hard?" she added playfully, as she squeezed his big fat cock through his silk boxers.
Not stopping her, yet pointing out the obvious, even though their privacy was somewhat protected by groves of trees, "Chelsea, someone could happen by."
"Then they'll be in for a treat, just like me," she smiled, as she pulled his boxers down and took his eight-inch dick in her mouth.
"Oh God, Chelsea," he groaned, shocked and amazed to feel his daughter's lips wrapped around his cock, right out in the open like this.
"You've got such a great cock, Daddy," she purred, as he took it out of her mouth ever so briefly to say those delicious several words.
"Chelsea," he groaned again, as she deep throated his cock impressively, as he was trying to tell her they shouldn't be doing this... or more accurately that she shouldn't be doing this and he shouldn't be allowing it... yet the pleasure was too intense, and he didn't even attempt to say any such words.
"What, Daddy?" she asked, after a few deep, tight-lipped bobs. "Don't you like my doing this?"
"It feels too good," he answered, looking down at her looking back up at him oddly innocently, considering his cock had just been inside her mouth, and she was still stroking it.
"So... moment of truth. Do you want me to continue, Daddy?" she asked, licking his shaft from his balls all the way to his cock head.
"Yes, baby girl," he said, deciding to stop pretending he didn't want this to happen, and to stop pretending he was actually going to stop her at any point. "I have to admit I want to watch you suck your Daddy's big cock."
"Oh yes, Daddy," she purred, loving to hear him say those words, loving to see him give into their mutual lust. She resumed sucking his cock, wanting to hear him moan, wanting to feel his cock pulsing in her mouth and giving her that sweet, full load of cum.
"You've wanted Daddy's cock for some time, haven't you, baby girl?" he asked, reminding them both how taboo this activity was, by referring to himself as 'Daddy' and his daughter as his 'baby girl.'
"Oh yes, Daddy," she agreed lustfully, as she stroked his cock and looked up at her Daddy with her crystal blue eyes. She then asked, loving the dirty incest talk too, "And has my Daddy been imagining his baby girl sucking his big fat cock?"
"Oh fuck, Chelsea," he groaned, loving the dirty talk spilling from his daughter's mouth. "I've wanted to face fuck those pretty lips for a long time."
"Then face fuck me Daddy," she said, before adding, "and come down my throat, or all over your daughter's pretty face... I want to do whatever you want, Daddy."
"Oh fuck," he said, his lust and raging rod taking control, as he slid his cock in his daughter's mouth and began slowly fucking her mouth.
She squeezed his ass cheeks and pushed him deeper into her mouth, trying to hint she wanted to be face fucked roughly.
Dan took the hint and began going faster, more aggressively, his balls already bubbling. Soon his balls were bouncing off his daughter's chin, and she was taking all eight inches like an expert... moaning like the cum-hungry slut she was.
Chelsea loved the thrill of getting face fucked by her Dad... loved him taking charge. She could also tell from his moans he was close, and she was preparing for his load... wondering where he planned to deposit it: in her mouth or on her face.
Dan was about to burst, and decided just before he came he was going to give his daughter a facial, as it was the hotter, nastier version of the two options. He pulled out at the last second and grunted, "Here comes breakfast, baby girl."
Chelsea closed her eyes just in time, before she was coated with the warm gooey cum of her Dad. She exhorted him, "Yes, Daddy, come all over your baby girl's face!"
Dan was already doing that, spewing a large load all over his daughter's pretty face.
Once done, he slid his cock back into her mouth, and she nursed it for any last remnants of cum still lingering in his cock.
She then pulled back and said, "Thank you, Daddy."
"You look really good with Daddy's cum all over your face," he said, admiring her and his decorative load.
Chelsea scooped some cum off her closed right eye and put it in her mouth. "Mmmmmmm, so yummy, Daddy."
"There's a lot more where that came from," he said, still looking down in slight disbelief at his daughter coated with his cum.
"Good to know," she smiled, getting up, grabbing her coffee, scooping cum off her cheek and dropping it in the coffee.
"Shit," he said, partly at her using his cum as actual coffee cream, partly at what had just happened, but mostly at the thought of this only being the beginning.
Chelsea scooped up the rest of her dad's cum and put it in her coffee, knowing it must be wickedly hot to watch.
They had breakfast, a little cum on Chelsea's forehead a lasting reminder for them both of what they had just done. Once breakfast was finished, Chelsea suggested, "Let's go for a swim."
"Sure," Dan agreed.
They swam for a good hour before returning to the campsite and dressing for the hike, that had served as the original reason for their coming this weekend. A four-hour one-way loop. Chelsea dressed in rather logical outer attire of a blue t-shirt and shorts... but decided to go without a bra or panties. They had taken this same hike every year when she was younger... until her sophomore year... and thus she knew some secluded locations where she could get another yummy load.
They hiked for two hours, stopping to take some pictures and drink some water. The forecast had been wrong, and instead of today being cloudy with a chance of rain, the sun was beating down on them, and it was almost 90º F.
"It's crazy hot," Chelsea said, wiping perspiration off her forehead.
"Yeah," Dan agreed, doing the same.
"I'd take off my shirt," she said, but added, as she put her hands on her hips, "but I didn't wear a bra."
"The waterfall is ten minutes away," Dan said. "We can cool down there."
"And perhaps I can get a snack," she said, glancing meaningfully at her dad's crotch.
"I could use a snack too," Dan countered, his words as meaningful as his daughter's. He loved eating pussy and was dying to taste hers.
"Well, let's get going then," she said, before asking, "Can you see my nipples, Daddy?"
"I can," Dan nodded.
"Oops," she shrugged insincerely, turned around and led the way, Dan watching her daughter's perfect ass... his hard cock flinching in his shorts. He adjusted himself and followed.
Ten minutes later they were at the majestic waterfall. An older couple was there, taking pictures. Chelsea said, taking her dad's hand, "Come with me."
Dan smiled to himself as he felt a rush of the intimacy of holding hands, Oh, I definitely plan on coming with you!
Chelsea led her dad behind the waterfall, where she was pretty sure they would find the privacy she needed to get Daddy's dick back in her mouth.
Behind the fall, Chelsea said, "Can I have that snack now, Daddy?"
"Not before I do," Dan surprised her, picking her up and carrying her over to a rock.
Chelsea felt a rush of sexual adrenaline at being lifted up so lightly like that... it was so hot. Her plan was to save their fucking until tonight, but if he were to take control and do her right here and now, she wouldn't stop him. "Ohhh, Daddy," she purred.
"I know what my baby girl needs," Dan said, as he placed her down on the big, wet rock.
"Do you now? Then tell me, what does your baby girl need?" she asked in a sexy tone.
"Lift up your ass," he ordered, evading the question.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, loving a man taking charge.
Dan pulled her shorts down and off, and was pleasantly surprised to note her lack of any panties.
"Is my Daddy hungry?" Chelsea asked, as she spread her legs before her father... offering her recently shaved pussy to him.
"Starving," he said, as he admired her pink, inviting pussy.
"Are you going to eat me, Daddy?" she asked, in a squeaky little-girl voice.
"Does my baby girl want Daddy to eat her pussy?" he asked, as he moved between her legs, his hot breath blowing against her pussy and making her tremble.
"Yes please, Daddy," she said, so excited to see her dad's face buried between her legs. Almost no boy or man had ever done a decent job of eating her pussy, although a couple nerd guys, her best friend Stephanie, Mrs. Walker, and her mom's best friend Joan, had all dined down there and given her amazing orgasms. "Please eat your baby girl's pussy. You've had me so horny ever since your big hard dick was poking my bum last night."
"And you, my so-called innocent little girl, had my cock raging all night," Dan replied, as he leaned forward and began licking his daughter's snatch.
"Oh yes, Daddy, lick my pussy," she moaned, another rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her body as she watched her dad lick her.
"Such a tasty pussy, baby," Dan said, loving the cocktail of pussy juice and sweat.
"You've been keeping me all wet, Daddy," she said, as he wiggled his tongue between her pussy lips, a technique he knew worked well to stimulate wetness and anticipation.
"Daddy's here for you, baby girl," he said, as he traced her pussy lips.
"Oh yes, Daddy, lick your baby girl's cunt," she said, 'cunt' sounding so much nastier and hotter than 'pussy'.
Dan would have liked to linger and enjoy for many minutes the sweet nectar of his daughter's pussy, but he also knew that although they were presently alone and somewhat secluded, someone could show up at any moment, so after just a couple minutes of teasing, he attacked her puss and clit with a will towards getting her off.
"Oh God, Daddy," Chelsea moaned rather loudly as the teasing pleasure intensified rapidly while her dad attacked her pussy with eagerness similar to the lesbians and bi women who regularly got her off.
Dan knew his daughter was close, as he sucked her swollen clit between his lips and shook his head gently from left to right.
"Don't you dare fucking stop," Chelsea demanded, as she moved her hand to the back of her father's head and guided him deeper towards her imminent flood.
Dan kept licking and sucking until his daughter screamed, "Yesssss!!" and he received his own facial... as his daughter's cum flooded his face.
He lapped up the sweet taste as he felt his daughter's legs tremble around his neck.
When she finally let go of his head, her orgasm having gone on and on, she demanded, even as her body continued twitching and wetness kept leaking out of her, "Shove your cock in my mouth, Daddy? Give me your fat cock, right now!"
Dan stood up, looked around to make sure they were still alone, although his cock was so hard and he was desperate to come so bad, he wasn't sure an unexpected audience would stop him, as he pulled out his cock.
Chelsea leaned forward and took her dad's cock in her mouth and bobbed like a slut in heat... which she was... a daughter slut.
"That's it, baby girl, suck Daddy's fat cock," Dan moaned, as he watched his daughter devour his cock with a lustful hunger his wife used to show him many years ago.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned on his cock for her response, not wanting to remove it from her mouth even for an instant.
Two hours of staring at his daughter's tight little ass, followed by a few intense minutes of eating her pussy to a tasty flood, and now his daughter's eager tight mouth working away on him, his cock was quickly ready to erupt for the second time today.
Chelsea bobbed on her dad's cock eagerly and furiously, wanting to feel that load erupt in her mouth and glide down her throat. She liked the taste of cum, and she loved the feeling of cum exploding in her mouth.
Being a gentleman, if that term could be applicable while his daughter was sucking his cock, he warned, "I'm about to come, baby girl."
Chelsea kept bobbing, her wordless permission to shoot his cum in her mouth.
"Oh fuck, baby girl," Dan groaned a few seconds later, as his legs stiffened, and he shot his second load of the day... the first time that had happened with another person in many months... into his daughter's expert cock-sucking mouth.
Chelsea didn't slow down as she swallowed every drop of the gooey, creamy cum, feeling it glide down her throat to warm her belly.
"Shit," Dan weakly grunted, as he enjoyed the euphoria of orgasm.
"That's disgusting!" a woman's voice accused, startling both the father and daughter out of their sexual satisfaction.
Dan looked around to see the older couple they'd seen earlier looking at them. The man was smiling avidly, while the woman was looking at them with disgust.
Dan hurriedly stuffed his dick away, while Chelsea stood and pulled up her shorts.
"You cradle robber, this young snip is young enough to be your daughter," the older woman condemned Dan.
"Well I should! He is my Daddy," Chelsea bragged with a wicked smile.
"That's beyond disgusting, it's illegal!" the older woman retorted, as she went to grab her phone.
"She's kidding," Dan said, apologizing, as he grabbed his daughter's hand and hurried away past the older couple.
"I'm calling the authorities," she said.
"And tell them what?" Chelsea taunted. "That I saw you standing there watching a girl sucking her Daddy's big cock, and you didn't say anything until you'd watched me swallow his cum?"
"You're disgusting," the older woman said yet again.
"We're sorry if we offended you," Dan said, just happy the older woman hadn't taken any pictures, and realizing how close they had come to having photographic evidence on record of their committing a couple of crimes. (Since Chelsea was eighteen, she too could be accused of the criminal act.)
"Let the two lovebirds be," the older man urged his wife, as he looked back to check out the teen's ass.
"You're as bad as they are," the woman snorted, as Dan and Chelsea hurried away from the older couple.
"That was fun," Chelsea said, a couple minutes later of not running, but not simply walking either.
"You're so bad," Dan said, smiling slightly, now that they were a comfortable distance away from the couple.
"You're the sinful man who ate your daughter's cunt, and then shoved his dick in her face and came down her throat," Chelsea wickedly pointed out.
"And you're the sinful daughter who cheered me on and happily swallowed it! Whatever is a caring father to do with you?" he asked incredulously, his daughter so much hotter and nastier than he could have ever imagined. Every dad worries about his daughter having sex and being used by boys or men, yet now that he knew his daughter was a dirty slut, he considered her so much more than just a daughter.
"Sinful, am I? Then bend me over and spank me, Daddy," she said, stopping and bending over, resting her hands against a tree.
Dan shook his head and said, "Seriously, whatever am I going to do with you?"
"Perhaps you'd like to shove your big cock in your baby girl's asshole and sodomize her?" she suggested wickedly, as she turned her head back to look at her dad while she wiggled her ass.
"Jesus Christ," he said. "You're so much like your mother."
"Does Mommy like your dick in her ass as much as I will?" she taunted, still posing provocatively.
"It's the way she always comes the hardest," he said, definitely giving his daughter too much information about his sex life with her mother.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," she said, spinning around and walking to him. "Although having a fellow cheerleader, one of my nerd pets, Mrs. Walker, or Joan munching on my cunt is also pretty awesome."
Each of those names made his cock, once again hard, flinch, as each face and figure brought to mind was a hot fantasy on its own, even though to him Mrs. Walker was only a name, probably a teacher Chelsea had mentioned in passing; but he was particularly caught up by Joan, his wife's really hot lawyer friend. "Mom's friend Joan?"
"Yes, that's the one! She loves eating my cunt," Chelsea revealed with a smile. Then, because shocking her father was really fun to do, she added, "and fucking her pussy and ass with a strap-on is also quite the rush."
"Jesus Christ," Dan said, wanting indeed to bend her over and fuck her ass, yet knowing they had to keep going. They sure didn't need to be witnessed by that older couple again.
"She often uses those two words when I'm ten inches deep in her asshole," Chelsea said, reaching and squeezing her dad's dick. "Shit, hard stuff, you're like a teenager."
"Today with you I am," he said, before adding, "but we need to keep walking for now. These woods aren't as secluded as I'd hoped."
"Fine," she sighed dramatically. "But the whole sodomizing your daughter thing is always available, whenever you need to pound a tight asshole until you cum inside it."
"Jesus Christ," he repeated, shaking his head, this new side of his daughter being way wilder than any of the erotic incest stories he had read in his life, and he'd read a lot of them.



"I'll probably scream that too, when your fat cock fills my asshole, Daddy," she said, giving his cock one more squeeze before sauntering ahead.
"Jesus Christ," he repeated as he walked behind her picturesque ass, wondering what it would be like to fuck it.
They hiked for another hour, before arriving at a great spot for a picnic, secluded and with a great view.
They were eating, when Chelsea's phone buzzed. She grabbed it and said, "It's a text from Joan."
"No way," Dan said.
"She's asking if I'm available for brunch," Chelsea smiled, "which is Joan's way of asking if I can come over and be the main course."
"Jesus Christ," Dan said, as Chelsea handed him her phone. "Crazy," he said, since that was exactly what the message said.
Chelsea took the phone back and responded, as she read out her response to her Dad: Sorry, I'm at the lake with dad. Can possibly stop by tomorrow night if I'm not too worn out.
Dan smiled, deciding to let his daughter know he had plans for her, "You may well be too worn out."
"I certainly hope so," Chelsea smiled.
They continued eating and as they were packing up, Dan's cell rang. "It's your Mom."
"Say hi for me," Chelsea said, as she crawled over to her dad and squeezed his cock.
"You're insatiable," Dan said.
"You better believe it," she said, as she attempted to fish out his cock.
"Don't," he said.
"Answer the phone," she ordered. "I need my dessert."
"Chelsea," he warned.
Ignoring such an insincere warning, Chelsea quickly had his semi-hard cock out, and then pre-emptively reached for his phone and answered it for him. "Hi, Mom."
"Jesus Christ," Dan muttered, and moaned under his breath while his daughter multi-tasked: stroking his cock while talking on the phone (which made him recall when he had ass fucked Jill while she talked to her mom about wedding plans twenty years ago).
"Yeah, we're having loads of fun," Chelsea said, stressing the word, which was such a blatant hint, and yet not one his wife would catch on to.
Dan sighed, even as he smiled at his daughter's wicked hint.
"It's been a great day so far. Dad is making sure I'm getting everything I want and need," she said, as she leaned down and licked her dad's cock head.
After a moment Chelsea said, before she took her dad's cock in her mouth again, "Oh, I think he has big plans for me tonight, although he hasn't outright said what they are."
Dan couldn't believe how brazen his daughter was being, although his wife had once been just as adventurous in her younger days, his cock yet again completely hard.
"Here, I'll give you to Daddy," Chelsea said. "I need to finish my lunch."
Dan took the phone, as his daughter resumed sucking him. "Hi, honey."
Jill said, "It sounds like things are going well."
"Yeah, it's been an adventure," Dan said.
"What have you been doing?" Jill asked.
"Today we had breakfast, went for a swim, and we're currently finishing up lunch during our hike," Dan said, all of it true.
"Did you guys stop at the waterfall?" Jill asked, that being her favourite stop along that hike.
"Yeah, we actually stopped there for a bite to eat," Dan said, which was again pretty much true.
"Great," Jill said, happy they were having so much fun... and now wishing she'd gone with them.
"You okay?" Dan asked, noticing a tone in her lone syllable. Twenty years of marriage will do that.
"Oh nothing," Jill said, but then added, "I guess I wish I would have come too."
Chelsea overheard that, and she wondered what it would be like to seduce her mom, too. The idea of cuckqueaning her was still lurking in the back of her mind.
"Well, you could have come," Dan said, although he sure was happy she hadn't.
"No, this is your special bonding time," Jill said, still thinking this was her idea.
"Well, we really are bonding," he said, feeling a little guilty at both his response, and the fact he was cheating on her multiple times... with their daughter.
"Well, that's what I want to happen," Jill said. "I need you two to be as close as you used to be."
"I think we're well on our way," Dan said, as his daughter began to really work on his cock.
Chelsea could hear her mom, and thus was really enjoying the conversation, and that she was sucking her dad's cock while it transpired.
"So, what are your plans for the rest of the day?" Jill asked.
"Let Chelsea finish gobbling her meal, and then we cab finish our hike," Dan said, unable not to include the innuendo. He knew it was wrong, this was all so wrong, and yet he couldn't resist.
"Nice," Jill said. "Make sure she eats; she's been getting too skinny."
"Oh, I've been feeding her all day," Dan said. "She literally can't stop snacking."
"Make sure she gets some meat in her too, not just a bunch of starchy snacks," Jill said, like the mother she was.
"I'll be sure to do that," Dan smiled, as he enjoyed his third blow job of the day, and it was only early afternoon.
"I need to get going, I'm taking Mom out to get some groceries," Jill said.
"Okay," Dan said.
"Have fun," Jill said.
"I'm having a blast," Dan said, his third load about to erupt.
"Don't have too much fun without me," Jill teased, suddenly wishing he was at home to fuck her.
"I'll try," Dan said, trying not to come before he hung up.
"Speaking of a blast, once you get back, maybe you can find some time to do one in my asshole," Jill said wickedly.
"Oh fuck," Dan grunted, as those words were too much for him, and he did indeed blast.
"You like that idea?" Jill asked, as she moved her hand to her pussy.
"I love it," Dan said, as he spewed a third load down his daughter's throat.
"Good, so it's a plan," Jill said. "Come home early if you can, and sodomize me."
"Mom!" Chelsea gasped mockingly, after swallowing her dad's load.
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped back, horrified to realize her daughter had heard her.
"You let dad butt fuck you?" she asked, snatching the phone away from her dad, and snapping her fingers and pointing at her pussy, as she lay on her back on the blanket in her perfect world, and gazed contentedly up at the blue sky.
Dan too was mortified at the conversation's sudden detour, and yet he couldn't resist the summons to go down on his daughter again. He crawled between her legs, kept the shorts on and just pulled them aside... safer if someone (such as a certain elderly couple) happened to stroll into their secluded area.
"Chelsea, why were you listening in?" Jill asked, feeling her cheeks burn
"I was just finishing my snack, and I couldn't help overhearing you," Chelsea said. "I mean I've heard you and dad fucking before, but I never imagined you liked taking it in the ass. But don't worry, I think that's really cool!"
"Chelsea, please don't talk to me like that," Jill objected, feeling completely horrified and humiliated by having her innocent daughter hear her say what she'd said.
As her dad licked her pussy, she said, "Please don't worry, mom; I'm not judging you, just trying to process what I just learned about you two."
"Can you please give me back to your father?" Jill asked, not sure what she could possibly say to her daughter at this point.
"No, not right now," Chelsea said, "Daddy's with me this weekend so we can bond. You can have him back tomorrow, for your ass fucking... or what did you call it...to be sodomized."
"Chelsea!" Jill said, humiliated, but now getting angry at the flippant way her daughter was talking to her.
"Jill," Chelsea countered, using her mother's first name, thinking this was the perfect way to begun the cuckqueaning process she had already been pondering. "You want Daddy to hurry home, to end his dad-daughter date weekend early, so you can get ass fucked? Is that what you're saying?"
Dan felt so bad. His daughter was completely humiliating his wife. He should stand up for her. Yet instead, he just kept licking his daughter's delicious pussy.
"No Chelsea, that isn't what I meant at all," Jill defended herself. "You and your father need your special time together."
"And you're trying to upstage that by attracting all his attention to your asshole," Chelsea accused, sounding angry, when in truth she was highly amused.
"No, no, no," Jill said, tears streaming down her face. Where the fuck is Dan? Why isn't he doing anything about this? "And please don't use that language."
"Sorry, you're drawing his attention to your anus, then," Chelsea corrected, her tone dripping sarcasm.
"Please give me your father," Jill demanded.
"So you can tempt him away from me with anal sex?" Chelsea asked, as she began really grinding on her dad's face. "No, I think I'll keep Daddy for myself for the rest of the weekend."
"Chelsea, give me your father right now!" Jill demanded again.
"No, Jill," Chelsea responded firmly. "You may have my Daddy back when we return home tomorrow night, but until then he's mine." And without another word, Chelsea hung up on her mother and moaned, "Oh yes, Daddy, eat your baby girl's pussy."
Dan obeyed, even though he was feeing guilty for allowing his wife to be so humiliated by their daughter... although he was also confused by how much listening to his daughter verbally dominate his wife had turned him on.
His phone rang again, and Chelsea said, "Let it go to voice mail; we can deal with her later."
Dan knew he should answer it, there would be hell to pay later, yet the tantalizing, addicting taste of his daughter was all-consuming.
He licked.
She moaned.
And a couple minutes later Chelsea had her second orgasm of the day (and ever) from her father's expert tongue.
Once she was done coming, she said, "God, you have an amazing tongue."
"Mom is going to be so pissed," Dan said as he wiped his daughter's wetness off his face.
"I won't let her steal our daddy-daughter time from us," she said.
"But you really humiliated her," Dan pointed out.
"And you liked it."
"I did not," Dan lied.
"Yes, you did, and the way you were gasping into my cunt gave you away," Chelsea said. "It really turned you on."
"Okay, okay, you're right. But even if it did," Dan said, no point in lying, when it was obvious it had turned him on, "that doesn't mean it's right."
"Are you siding with mom?" Chelsea asked, feigning her feelings being hurt.
"No, no, no," Dan quickly said. "It's just that I love you both."
"Okay, that's fair. But what if you could have your cake and eat it too?" Chelsea asked.
"What do you mean?"
"What if you could keep letting your daughter suck your big cock whenever you wanted, eat my pussy whenever you're hungry, slide that big dick in your baby girl's ass while mom knows it's happening and makes us dinner, and you could even watch Mom eating my pussy?" Chelsea asked, the plan already formulating in her head... the seeds having already been planted in her recent altercation with her.
"What?" Dan asked, having heard his daughter's words and their resultant nasty images popping into his head, and yet not able to fathom how any of that could possibly become reality.
"If you just let me do my thing when we get home, I can have Mom not only eating my pussy, but watching you slam that big cock of yours in any of my three holes, and maybe even into Joan's, too," Chelsea asserted confidently.
"No way," Dan said, even though all of those ideas were very appealing. As wrong as all this seemed, there was no way he could return home and go back to life as before.
"Very few men or women can resist me," Chelsea pointed out, giving him her seductive smile.
"That I can believe," Dan said, as his phone began ringing again. "But your mother is on a whole different level."
"Maybe, maybe not. Is she submissive in the bedroom?" Chelsea asked, waving him away from the phone as he reached to pick it up.
"Yeah," he answered, figuring this was likely obvious to his daughter by now.
"Then she'll be an easy turn," Chelsea deduced.
"Turn," he said, a term he'd encountered in many lesbian stories... those ones being his second favorite theme, right after incest.
"Yes, as in 'I'm going to turn her into our pet,'" Chelsea said, standing up.
"Our pet?" Dan repeated, apparently unable to absorb any of her concepts.
"Trust me," she said, as the phone stopped ringing. "She'll be eating your cum out of my asshole before you know it."
"Jesus Christ," Dan said, this weekend becoming more and more surreal the longer it continued.
"Do you want to see that happen?" Chelsea asked.
"I plead the Fifth," Dan answered.
"Overruled. Tell me," Chelsea said, now standing right in front of him.
"Yeah," Dan admitted.
"Yeah, what?" Chelsea pursued.
"Yes, I'd like to see Jill eating my cum out of your asshole," Dan said wickedly, the vision now engrained in his head.
"Good," Chelsea nodded. "Operation Cuckquean Mommy is officially underway."
"Cuckquean Mommy?" Dan asked, that not being a term he knew.
"A cuckquean is a woman who submissively allows, and typically also gets sexually excited by watching, a younger, usually hotter woman, fuck her husband," Chelsea explained.
"How do you even know that?" Dan asked.
"With all the porn hidden away behind those inadequate passwords in your computer, how do you not?" Chelsea revealed another secret.
"Shit," Dan sighed.
Chelsea shrugged, "I found it pretty hot, especially the dad and daughter stuff."
"No longer any reason just to read about it and wish," Dan gave in, deciding to go along with the plan... really, what else could he do... he was in way too deep, and he was still looking forward to fucking his daughter's remaining two holes.
"Exactly," she said, as they packed up and finished the final hour of their hike, Dan obediently ignoring the vibrations alerting him he had texts. "And don't you dare respond to any of her texts; she can just wait until we get home. And then the fun can start!"
"I got it," Dan said, knowing he'd have to face wrath and fury when he got home... unless Chelsea somehow could turn on her magic like she had onto him.
They returned to the campsite and Dan said, "Want to go for some ice cream?"
"I can never get enough cream," Chelsea replied.
"Well, the cream you've been imbibing today has been a lot warmer, I imagine," the father countered.
"Yes, and it's gooey and salty too," Chelsea nodded.
"I hear it's an acquired taste," Dan said, having heard that many women hated it.
"Perhaps for some. But I loved it at first swallow," the sexy blonde daughter shrugged.
"I've always had the same love for feminine cream," Dan shared. (Shared. Such a wholesome-sounding word, isn't it?)
"Let's go," Chelsea nodded, and they walked the few minutes to the lake store while Dan, a little worried they might bump into the older couple who'd caught them in the act earlier, kept looking over his shoulder.
At the store, Dan chatted with the owner, Ms. Lee, a Korean lady who also had a restaurant back in the city. Dan had done a lot of work for her at both locations, and always found her a sexy, although very diminutive woman.
Chelsea was licking her ice cream when her eyes went wide. It can't be! Yet it was. It was Mrs. Walker... with her family. This was fate! She walked over and said, "Hi, Mrs. Walker."
Jasmine's eyes went wide. She knew that voice. She knew that tone. Usually those words and that tone were soon followed by her on her knees licking the teenaged student's amazingly delicious pussy. Somehow, Chelsea had never revealed how she had discovered it, the teen knew she had a secret life... as an author... on an erotica site called Literotica. A life that if revealed, would end not only her teaching career, but likely also her marriage (although she could never decide whether her husband would be outraged or enthusiastically turned on). She slowly turned her head, praying Chelsea would be as discreet as she had been in their increasingly frequent encounters over the past few weeks, "Hi, Chelsea."
"What are you doing here?" Chelsea asked, even though since she was here at the lake, the answer was pretty obvious.
"Just enjoying the lake with my family," Jasmine said, hinting slyly for her student/Mistress to be cool.
"I'm here with my dad," Chelsea said, as she extended her hand to Jasmine's husband, "Hi, Mr. Walker, I'm Chelsea, the brilliant girl Mrs. Walker calls her favourite student."
"Nice to meet you, brilliant Chelsea," the handsome man replied, unable to resist checking out the blonde beauty.
"Sorry, yes Jim, this is Chelsea," Jasmine umped in, hating when her husband didn't introduce her to someone he knew.
"Why don't you two chat?" he offered. "I'll take the kids to get some ice cream."
"Thanks," Jasmine said, relieved at how smoothly it was going so far.
As soon as the handsome husband was out of earshot, Chelsea smiled and offered her ice cream cone to her teacher, "Want a lick?"
"Please, not here," Jasmine pleaded, glancing nervously over to her husband and her two middle school kids.
"My tent in a little while?" Chelsea asked.
"Please, Chelsea," Jasmine continued begging, even though she instantly craved the heavenly taste of this teen's twat... having finally fulfilled one of her many deep secret fantasies... serving as a submissive to a student, and munching on her pussy. She could never get enough, and had left her house to eat Chelsea's pussy in her garage, had excused herself from a dinner with family and friends to eat Chelsea's cunt in a bathroom, and had slipped away from an evening drama production to devour Chelsea's peach in her darkened classroom. She was addicted to this girl... she knew it... so she also knew that if Chelsea ordered her somewhere, she'd have a hard time resisting.
"You're begging," Chelsea smiled, "I like that."
"My family is right over there," Jasmine pointed out the obvious.
"And my Dad is coming over here right now," Chelsea said. "Actually, I'm sure he'd love to meet you."
"Please, be discreet," Jasmine worried, just as the handsome and obviously very fit man arrived.
"Dad, this is my favourite teacher, Mrs. Walker," Chelsea said.
Dan instantly tried to process whether that was the name of the teacher she had mentioned in the litany of female conquests she'd enumerated earlier. Mrs. Walker reminded him of a teacher he'd jerked off to back when he was in high school: a Mrs. Jones. "Hi, Mrs. Walker," Dan greeted, extending his hand.
"It's nice to meet you, Mr. Weeks," Jasmine greeted warmly, like she did anytime she met a student's parent.
"You as well," Dan said, finding it easy to imagine this hot, slender, bespectacled brunette eating out his daughter. He also thought she looked incredibly beautiful and sexy, and he found it difficult not to stare at her tits and ass. He felt he did only moderately well at reining himself in.
"Mrs. Walker is my favourite teacher," Chelsea said, stressing the word, in hopes her dad would catch on that this teacher was her pussy pet.
"I hope my wild and crazy daughter isn't too much of a handful," Dan said.
"Oh no, she's very sweet," Jasmine said.
"Sweet as cherry pie," Chelsea countered, not bluntly saying anything, yet making Jasmine blush, which confirmed her dad's assumption.
"I need to get back to my family," Jasmine said, needing this to end.
"I think you should stop by for a visit tonight," Chelsea said. And that statement was quite blunt.
"I'm not sure I'll be able to," Jasmine demurred.
"Around ten will be perfect," Chelsea said. "Lot 43."
Before Jasmine could say anything else, Chelsea turned and left.
Dan, curious to see where this would go, whether this teacher would obey his daughter, and whether he'd have the chance to see this hot, distinguished fox naked, said, "Then I guess we'll see you tonight, Mrs. Walker."



"Yes, I'll try to stop by," Jasmine more or less agreed, mortified by how easily this summons, for that's exactly what it was, might make her life fall apart.
"Please do," Dan said, "I'd love to see more of you," as he turned and left, wondering if he'd just been too blatant. He probably had.
Outside, Dan asked, wanting to confirm his assumption, "Is she the same teacher you mentioned earlier?"
"She is," Chelsea nodded, as she licked her ice cream. "Rather serendipitous, don't you think?"
"She's hot," Dan said.
"Do you know you already know her way better than you think you do?" Chelsea added.
"How so?" Dan said, pretty sure he would have remembered meeting her. He wasn't the one who attended the parent-teacher interviews.
"Want to hear the hottest secret ever?" Chelsea asked, licking her ice cream, that for Dan now looked hot as fuck.
"Hotter than what you and I did today?" Dan asked, having accepted their taboo wickedness, and looking forward to more of it tonight.
"Maybe hotter, definitely more shocking," Chelsea said, recalling when she had first discovered Mrs. Walker, her English teacher, was an erotic writer.
"I can't fathom," Dan said, the teacher looking so sweet and demure... although he had no doubt she had eaten out his daughter... which was so fucking hot... and although there was likely no way he could watch that live, God did he want to.
"She wears nylons every day at school," Chelsea said.
"Cool," Dan said, imagining the teacher in nylons.
"Only thigh highs, or a garter-belt and stockings, per my instructions," Chelsea continued.
"Hot," Dan said, although these details were interesting, they didn't come close to the naughty, semi-public incestuous acts they had committed today.
"You still don't know how hot," Chelsea foreshadowed. "You read a lot of stories on Literotica, don't you?"
"Define a lot?" Dan joked, it being his go to website for self-pleasure help. He liked visual porn, especially porn featuring women in nylons, but he preferred well-written erotica.
"Every day?" she smiled.
"Okay, then a lot," he laughed.
"Who's your favourite author?"
"I'm not sure I have just one," Dan said. He enjoyed HeyAll, lovecraft68, dezurtdawg, MLT17, coxswain, BrokenSpokes, Salacious_Scribe, oggbashan and silkstockingslover, just to name a few.
"Do you read silkstockingslover?"
"Yeah."
"Me too."
"Really?"
"Her lesbian and incest stories are particularly hot," she said.
"They are," Dan nodded... since she wrote about his favorite fetish, nylons, in pretty much every story, she was one of his regular go to reads. Her releasing a new story almost every week also helped.
"I think one of her next postings will tell our story," Chelsea said.
"What?" Dan said.
"You're not being very observant," Chelsea smiled, as they reached their campsite. "Mrs. Walker is aka silkstockingslover."
"No way," Dan said, his daughter's revelation, while not more shocking than what they'd done today, was damn close.
"Yep," Chelsea nodded. "I happened to see what she was writing on her iPad one day at her desk, and eventually put it all together."
"Wow," was all that Dan could muster. He had read pretty much every story she had written... even the gay ones, though that wasn't really his thing.
"Yeah," Chelsea nodded. "I think I'll make the slut write our story, and she can release it for the Summer 2020 contest."
"Seriously?" Dan asked.
"Sure," she nodded. "Why not?"
"At least have her change our names," Dan said, the idea of the world reading their nasty, raw story both intriguing and terrifying. The idea of other people, assumedly both men and women, commenting on it, even pleasuring themselves to it, was so surreal, yet kind of hot.
"Maybe," she shrugged, as she said, "That said, the story so far, while definitely hot enough, is definitely missing a wild sex scene or two."
"Oh, I think we've engaged in some wild sex scenes today," Dan said, thinking of getting caught behind the waterfall, and being blown by his daughter while talking to his wife. If they were well-written, readers should find those scenes pretty hot.
"Okay," she said, reaching over and squeezing her dad's cock, "but we haven't fucked yet."
"Oh," Dan moaned, the idea of fucking his daughter so wicked.
"Therefore we haven't..." she continued, her tone so sexy and seductive, "...consummated our new relationship."
"Fuck," Dan groaned, his daughter's voice, her look and her actions, were the ultimate temptation.
"That's exactly what I was thinking we should do," she said, as gave her dad's dick a firm squeeze and sauntered towards their tent.
Dan stared at his daughter, dying to do just that, yet unable to move a muscle.
"Are you coming? she asked, as she opened the tent flaps.
"I imagine I will pretty soon," he laughed, as he walked to the tent, more staggering than sauntering, and followed his daughter inside.
"Not too soon, I hope," she smiled, as he zipped the tent up behind them.
Once inside, Dan pulled his daughter in for a passionate embrace and kiss. Finally completely alone with no chance of outside witnesses happening in by accident, they both gave themselves unconditionally into the passion burning inside. Their tongues explored each other's mouths, as their hands explored each other's bodies.
Dan squeezed his daughter's ass. Chelsea stroked her hands up and down his back.
Chelsea pulled her dad's shirt up and over his head, moved her hands to his chest, and sucked on his nipple.
Dan loved getting his nipples sucked, and enjoyed the raw pleasure coursing through him, yet after a short period of time he needed to see his daughter's tits, and to suck on her nipples as well. He lifted her shirt over her head and said, "Such nice tits."
"They're a lot smaller than mom's," Chelsea said, her only insecurity being her average sized breasts. They weren't tiny, but they didn't measure up at all to her mom's.
"They're perfect," Dad said. "Your mom's are too big, and they sag these days."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, loving the feeling of her dad sucking and cupping her breasts, and also his praising her body above her mom's. "Yes Daddy, suck on your baby girl's perfect tits."
"I love your titties, baby girl," Dan said, finding them the ideal size. While he'd been obsessed with his wife's tits when he was younger, he now considered them too big, and they definitely sagged. Not to mention she didn't enjoy having her tits sucked or played with anymore... post childbirth.
"You can suck on them anytime you want, Daddy," she moaned, as he licked and sucked on her hard nipples.
Both of them were eventually so consumed with lust they were that they couldn't wait any longer, so Dan lifted up his daughter, lowered her onto the sleeping bag, and pulled her shorts off of her. "Are you going to fuck me now, Daddy?" she asked in the cutest, yet sexiest tone ever.
"It depends. Do you want Daddy to fuck you, baby girl?" he asked, as he tossed her shorts aside and admired his daughter completely naked for the first time.
"Yes I do, Daddy," Chelsea admitted, sitting up to pull down his shorts and underwear. "I want your big cock inside me right now."
Dan rid himself of the remainder of his clothes, although his shoes were still on, pushed his daughter onto her back, spread her legs, and slid his cock inside her. There was no licking, no further foreplay, no hesitation, no last minute regrets, only lust and action.
"Oh yes," Chelsea moaned, as her dad's eight inches slid inside her. "Fill me with your big cock, Daddy."
"Such a tight pussy," Dan groaned as he filled her and began stroking in and out, slowly and lovingly.
"No, that's not what I want. You need to fuck me, Daddy, fuck your baby girl and fuck her hard," Chelsea said, looking pleadingly up at her dad.
"You're so beautiful, Chelsea," he said, admiring her from above as he rested inside her, enjoying this moment of surreal intimacy.
Chelsea felt a rush of warmth at his words and the tender look in his eyes. "I love you, Daddy," she said with utter sincerity.
"I love you too, baby girl," Dan said.
"Now that's settled, and I know we both meant every word, it's time to FUCK your daughter's cunt with your big fat fuck stick," Chelsea said wickedly, sweeping aside the brief moment of sweet, romantic intimacy.
"You really want to be Daddy's slut, don't you?" Dan asked, as he bucked his hips inside her, three times hard.
"Ooooooh, fuck yes, Daddy," she moaned, as intense pleasure coursed through her. "I want to be your three-hole fuck slut, your daughter cum slut," she declared.
"You want Daddy's dick slamming into your tight pussy?" he asked, enjoying the sudden rush of power as he looked down at his lustful daughter.
"Oh yes, Daddy, I want you to fuck my young pussy deep and hard," she moaned, loving to see him take control... just like she planned to do to her mother when they returned home.
"And you want Dad's big cock pounding your ass?" he expounded, after five quick, deep thrusts.
"Yessssss," she moaned loudly, this teasing driving her wild. Usually she was in charge, typically she controlled the sex, normally she was the one doing the teasing, yet this role reversal was enthralling and driving her wild. "Daddy, I want to feel you stretching my asshole in two, as you drill me with your huge, fat cock."
"Fuck, you're a nasty little slut," he said, shaking his head as he looked down at his daughter.
"You want me to be a bad girl, Daddy?" she asked. "A nasty girl?"
"Yes, my baby girl," he said, as he began fucking her. "I want you to be the dirtiest Daddy fucker ever."
"I'll be the dirtiest slut you've ever fucked, Daddy," she moaned. "I'll take your cock in all three holes, I'll cuckquean Mommy and make her my cunt licker, and I'll bring my cheerleading, nerd and MILF pets over for you to play with, so long as you keep all their secrets."
"Fuck," Dan groaned, the reality he was fucking his daughter as they spoke, and yet also imagining every one of those other wicked possibilities, had his balls boiling.
"All the time, Daddy," she promised, knowing there was no going back, and that this couldn't and wouldn't be a one-weekend-only thing.
"I'll be filling your holes all the time, my baby girl slut," he said, as he slammed into her hard.
"Yes, Daddy, I'm your baby girl slut," she agreed, loving to be called by a slut by her dad while his big dick was pounding her.
Dan was happy he'd already shot two loads today, or this would have been a rather anti-climactic experience for his baby girl. He was determined to make sure she came first. He knew she was already pretty close, as his big cock was really getting her off.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck me," Chelsea moaned, as the pleasure inside consumed her.
"Come all over Daddy's cock, baby girl slut," Dad ordered, as he watched her tits bounce, and her body quake.
"Oh yes Daddy, I'm so close," Chelsea admitted, as she simply allowed the rapture to build inside her.
"Come on Daddy's cock, you dirty temptress," he said, sensing that like her mother, she got even more revved up by being called nasty names.
"Oh yes, Daddy, more," Chelsea moaned, her orgasm imminent, wanting both more hardcore fucking and more name calling.
Knowing she was about to erupt, and that he wasn't far behind, he ordered, as he slammed into her as hard and deep as he could, "Come, you filthy Daddy fucker!"
"Daddy!" she creamed, loud enough possibly to alert nearby campers, as the most intense orgasm imaginable erupted through her like a tornado touching down.
Dan kept fucking her, knowing that a woman's orgasm could continue for a lot longer than a man's, not to mention they could also have multiple orgasms, the lucky sods.
"Oh Daddy," she moaned a lot softer, as the pleasure usurped all the energy from her.
Dan slowed down but kept fucking her, watching in admiration the beautifully radiant face of his daughter in her afterglow of euphoria. It was the most beautiful sight he'd ever witnessed.
"Daddy," she moaned, opening her eyes and looking up at her father, a good minute after the start of her orgasm, that still refused to leave her body completely. "Come inside me."
"You want Daddy's cum in your ripe cunt?" Dan said, not at all worried about getting her pregnant, since he'd been snipped years ago.
"Yes Daddy, fill your baby girl's slutty cunt with your cum," she replied, having never had a man's load inside her. She was terrified of getting pregnant, even though she was on the pill, and instead she usually took their loads on her face, tits, or in her mouth.
"Here it comes, baby girl," he grunted, not able to hold back any longer, as he spewed a big load into his daughter's pussy.
"Yes, Daddy," she trembled, as a second orgasm seemed to be building inside her, as she found the rush of feeling his cum shooting inside her exhilarating.
"Oh, Chelsea," he groaned, as he collapsed on top of her daughter, in complete sexual satisfaction.
"Oh, Daddy," she moaned, as she wrapped her legs around him, leaned up and kissed him, not wanting his cock leaving her pussy yet.
For minutes they did nothing but kiss tenderly... a wild contrast to their recent nasty talk and hard fucking... yet so beautiful.
"Okay, you two," came Jill's voice from right outside the tent. "I had to find out why my husband wasn't answering my calls or replying to my texts, and it was only a half hour's drive, so here I am, ready or not. I'm coming in!"
Dan urgently tried to climb off of his daughter to dive into some clothes, but Chelsea held him in place. "No, this is perfect!" she whispered. "Don't say anything, and just kiss me!"
"What the fuck?" Jill gasped, as she opened the tent and spied her daughter's legs wrapped around her naked husband's butt while they shared a tender kiss, with his dick obviously inside her.
"Hi, Jill," Chelsea said, breaking the kiss and yet not acting at all uncomfortable to be caught in the act, and not even unwrapping her legs from her dad.
Dan's eyes went wide as he turned to see his wife kneeling in the open tent. "J-J-Jill," he stammered, as he went to pull out of his daughter, but was still held in place by his daughter's strong, athletic legs.
"Get off of our daughter," Jill ordered, completely stunned by what she was looking at, and their apparent lack of shame at being caught.
"Good timing, Jill," Chelsea said cheerfully, still holding her Daddy inside her.
"Stop calling me Jill," Jill snapped. "I'm your mother! Dan, how long has this been going on?"
"J-j-just today," Dan said, finally pushing back enough to break free from his daughter's lustful grip.
"Jill, you wanted Daddy and me to get closer," Chelsea said, "so we did," parting her legs wide to offer her mother a good look at her first-ever cream pie, as she continued disrespectfully addressing her mother by her first name.
"I can't fucking believe this," Jill said in a rage, glaring at her husband's cum leaking out of her daughter's pussy.
"Nevertheless, believe it. And since you've decided to join us Jill, you can get over here and clean up my pussy," Chelsea ordered, looking straight into her mother's eyes.
"Chelsea," Dan said, having remained largely silent, unsure of what to say, even though he now hadn't bothered to search out his shorts or underwear.
"I know you used to love eating pussy back in your college days," Chelsea said. "According to a very good source of mine, it was a daily part of your diet."
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped, stunned at her daughter's words, but also from a sudden undeniable hunger being awakened inside her. She had pushed her lesbian desires away completely since she got married, resisting Carol, her two years younger yet dominant sister, who had constantly offered her pussy to her, as well as good strap-on fuckings. It was Carol who had trained Jill into having an ass trigger for her orgasms during her last year of college, when they became roommates... but how could Chelsea possibly know that? But then she suddenly had a clear revelation of exactly how she could.
"Jill," Chelsea mocked, her legs still spread wide open. "This pussy isn't going to eat itself. Now get over here and eat your daughter's freshly fucked cunt."
Jill was stunned. She looked queries at her husband, who was looking back at her with a similarly shocked face. He'd just been caught in the illegal act of incest (oh, and by the by also being unfaithful to his wife), but then moments later had discovered that his wife may have also committed incest... albeit a couple decades ago.
"Right now, Jill," Chelsea ordered, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt. "Or should I call you... Pet Jellybean?"
Pet Jellybean had been her younger sister's pet nickname for her throughout her two years of sexual submission to her... that she had quit cold turkey a mere five minutes before she walked down the aisle... having eaten Carol's pussy in the church just a few minutes after getting ass fucked to multiple orgasms. The photos of her walking down the aisle showed her face glistening and her cheeks radiant... only her sister having any clue it was because of complete sexual rapture and subsequent shame.
"You had sex with your sister?" Dan asked, unable to fathom it. Sure, Jill could be a nasty slut, a side of her he had unfortunately seen less and less of as the years went by, but she had never given him even the remotest hint that she had a taste for pussy.
"You just finished fucking our daughter," Jill snapped, hating how this confrontation was turning on her.
"But first he ate my pussy," Chelsea added. "Now you need to come and do the same."
Jill could feel shame consuming her... or perhaps it was lust, as she couldn't stop staring at her daughter's ripe cunt. She'd never eaten a cream pie... such a delicacy not normally available in lesbian couplings... yet she loved the taste of both cunt and cock cum, so she was sure it would be delicious.
"Now Jill," Chelsea said, sighing. "We both know you can't resist a willing pussy. You're literally salivating right now... drooling even... from looking at my cunt."
Dan, sensing a way out of what a couple minutes ago looked like an impossible dilemma, added, "Do it Jill, eat your daughter's cunt. I can assure you that it's absolutely delicious."
"You want me to?" Jill said, dazed... confused... hungry... ashamed... lustful... bewildered....
"I'm in charge now," Chelsea clarified. "And you, my darling Mommy, are bottom bitch. Now crawl over here and serve your daughter, serve your new Mistress."
"Mistress?" Jill said, a word she hadn't heard in a long time, although she read it lots in the lesbian porn she often read, where younger girls seduced and dominated women she pictured as herself... including more than one daughter-mother incest scene where the daughter was wearing Chelsea's face as she turned her into her pet. She had fantasized this for a while, and she knew that was one of the reasons she was so hard on her daughter; because she was afraid of her own sexual weakness bubbling inside her. So to cover up her shameful lust for her daughter, she had pushed her away.
"It's a term Auntie Carol tells me you used to use lots," Chelsea said, knowing her mother was weakening and about to cross the line... the same look she had seen on Joan's and Mrs. Walker's faces moments before they had succumbed to her charms and her pussy.
"We can't do this," Jill said rather unbelievingly, as her rage and anger were gone.
Chelsea sighed, "Get your ass over here and eat my cunt or I'll have dad do it for me while you watch."
Dan had never tasted a cream pie, nor was he sure he would obey her under these circumstances, as he watched the power struggle play out between these two very strong-willed females.



"You're going to allow your daughter to talk to me like that?" Jill asked Dan, yet her tone wasn't one of anger, but rather disbelief.
Dan, picking a side, shrugged and said, "Chelsea is now the Mistress, and you and I know very well how submissive you are. So if you want to be happy, then stop resisting who you are, get your face between your daughter's legs, and eat up all that tasty cum I shot inside her sweet pussy."
Jill was doubly shocked by her husband's words, although she had to admit she always liked it whenever he took control, and back when, she'd never been able to deny Carol anything... until she could. So she looked at her daughter, then looked back at her husband and then sheepishly, wordlessly, a mixture of lust and shame, but also contentment coursing through her, she crawled across the tent to her spread-legged daughter.
"Good girl," Chelsea encouraged her, having learned from reading online stories, especially Jasmine's, that proper encouragement when a pet was obedient reinforced their complete submission.
Jill felt a rush of wetness leak into her panties at hearing that simple condescending compliment, as she reverted to her early college years, and especially to her two years of mindless obedience to her younger dominant sister... and she was now discovering her daughter had some of Carol's same irresistible mannerisms. Suddenly she found herself just a few inches from her first pussy in almost twenty years, and it looked and smelled utterly delicious.
"Go ahead, Mommy pet," Chelsea ordered, using a term she'd read many times in daughter/mother incest stories, where more times than not, the mother was the one submitting to a younger version of herself.
Jill couldn't resist any longer as she leaned forward, her lust for her daughter overriding every common sense responsibility she had, and she licked her daughter's pussy... her first pussy in two decades.
Dan let out a gasp. In what had already been the most incredibly surreal day in his life, it kept becoming more and more so.
"I told you, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, as she moved her hand to the back of her mother's head, a powerful move that either established, or added to, the hierarchy of a sexual relationship, "Mommy will be our cuckquean."
Jill had no idea what a cuckquean was, and although it sounded powerless, she didn't care. The taste of her daughter's pussy, blended with her husband's always tasty cum, was the ultimate in satisfying tastes. She lapped it up like it was her final meal, devouring the sweet nectar and addicting cum.
"You were right," Dan admitted, shaking his head in awe as he watched the hottest interaction he'd ever witnessed. Every guy wants to watch two women having lesbian sex, and likely many men with daughters would love to see their wife eating out their daughter or vice versa, but he assumed he was one of the elite few men in the entire world actually to witness it happening.
"I usually am," Chelsea moaned, her second orgasm of the evening, that had been rising when her Dad was still inside her, and then had lingered on stand-by for a few minutes, was back on the rise, as she discovered her mother was a very good cunt licker. "Mommy, you clearly haven't lost the skill of eating cunt from lack of continuing to do it."
"Thanks," Jill said mindlessly, oddly relishing the compliment, as she hadn't known if she still retained her magic tongue. Back in college she could get a girl off pretty quickly. Sometimes Carol wanted quick orgasms (bathroom stall, under a table in a restaurant, in a theatre, in a taxi, in their parents' kitchen while mom and dad were in the living room, and twice at her bachelorette party with other unknowing women chattering nearby), but other times she would dine on her for an hour or more. Carol sometimes would bring friends over to be serviced, usually two or three of them, but once her entire volleyball team, and her wildest night ever had been at a sorority party where she got off forty-seven different woman over a few hours... actually annoyed afterwards she hadn't reached a nice round fifty.
"You can fuck Mommy's ass now, if you want," Chelsea offered.

"I need a little time to recover," Dan demurred, which wasn't really true. He definitely could have slid his erect dick in his wife's asshole, yet he still had that same hole to fill for the first time in his daughter. So first things first.
"Hmmmm," Chelsea smiled, reading her dad's mind, "unless you're saving that next load for your baby girl's asshole."
"Well, Meatloaf tells us that two out of three ain't bad, but I think three out of three would be even better," Dan said, although his daughter likely wouldn't get the 70's reference.
Jill couldn't believe she was eating her daughter's pussy, and even eating her daughter's pussy with her husband's cum inside it. She couldn't believe how good she tasted and how, after denying this side of herself for almost twenty years, how liberating it was; as if the most crushing weight in the world had been lifted from her shoulders, to once again be serving between a girl's legs (her daughter replacing her sister). She should have been disgusted with herself, she'd been berating herself for twenty years because of her past incestuous indiscretions, and yet for the first time in two decades, she now felt free.
"Want to watch Daddy fuck my ass later, Mommy pet?" Chelsea asked.
The question sounded ludicrous... at first. Yet this entire situation had escalated to the shocking, the absurd, and even to the wild rather quickly, and although she'd love to have her husband's cock deep inside her asshole, the idea of watching her husband ass fuck her daughter now appeared rather intriguing. Yet, she didn't admit that. She said instead, letting her husband know for the first time she was no longer furious with him, as Chelsea let go of her head, "If I get to choose, I'd rather have your Daddy's dick deep inside my own asshole."

Chelsea lifted her mother's face by her chin, and made something crystal clear, "Jill...Mommy-pet... cuckquean... from now on, you'll only get to have Daddy's dick when I allow you to."
"Pardon?" Jill said, this assertion surprising her, even after the myriad of surprises this evening.
"In all matters sexual, I'm in charge from now on," Chelsea clarified.
"Chelsea, I don't...." Jill began to protest.
Chelsea cut her off, having briefly witnessed such protests from pets who felt they had reason to object to something she expected of them, such as Mrs. Walker's reticence earlier today, but she knew how to put a pet in her place, by not allowing her the chance to actually protest, "Stop talking before you dig yourself into a hole you won't enjoy. This isn't a negotiation. I'm now your Mistress, you're now my pet, and Daddy now gets to fuck me whenever he wants instead of you. And if he does want to fuck you on occasion, or to fuck anyone else, he'll need to ask my permission."
"Chelsea, I...." Jill once again tried to protest; this was too much.
"Again slut, you need to stop talking. Those are the new rules in this family. And you shall always abide by them, unless... you don't want to eat my cunt anymore," Chelsea dictated, knowing from experience that submissive cunt lickers, once they had sampled her delicious delicacy, couldn't resist partaking again, anytime it was offered.
In the past, Jill had performed many objectionable or humiliating tasks, following that exact same threat from her sister. The first time she ate her sister at her parents' house, or crawled under a table at a busy restaurant to service one of Carol's best friends, or wore a short, flimsy skirt with no panties out in public on a windy day, were all because she'd caved after hearing those exact same words from her sister. Each time those words had been uttered by Carol, fear went through her instantly, and she always ended up doing exactly as she was told. In the past that just meant utter obedience to her sister, yet today's version would not only entail her utter obedience to her daughter, but it would also impact her marriage, and the structure of her entire household. She was speechless.
"Should I get Dad to finish eating me?" Chelsea asked, looking down at her indecisive mom, whose facial expression was one of feeling overwhelmed.
"Chelsea, I... um..." Jill began looking up at her daughter and then down at her pussy.
"Say the words, Mommy," Chelsea said, knowing she had her mother hook, line and licker. "Say, 'yes Mistress, you own me.'"
"Say it, Jill," Dan added, deciding he'd picked the winning side, and sensing as he watched his wife succumbing to their daughter, that she was just like so many of silkstockingslover's characters... just needing a final push, or even just a gentle little nudge, to accept her true sexual desires and natural state of submission. This could turn out to be the greatest story silkstockingslover would ever write... at least from his standpoint... although no one out there would believe it was actually true.
Jill couldn't resist anymore, the last of her fragile resistance shattered, as she was verbally double teamed by her daughter and husband, "Yes, Mistress Chelsea, you own me."
"And I can fuck Daddy anytime I want?" Chelsea asked.
"Yes, whenever you want," Jill answered, the idea of watching them fucking each other turning her on.
"And you will only come when I give you permission?" Chelsea continued her impromptu litany.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill reluctantly agreed, as she gave one condition, "so long as I can regularly eat your pussy."
"Agreed with pleasure, although it will usually be after Daddy fills my cunt with his cum," Chelsea clarified.
"All the better," Jill agreed, as she dove back into her daughter's pussy.
"Oh yes, Mommy pet, eat your daughter's cunt, you dirty incestuous Mommy slut," Chelsea ordered wickedly, making Dan's dick harden again, and Jill's cunt gush into her panties.
"Yes Mistress," Jill said, as she eagerly licked her daughter's cunt.
"Eat your daughter's cunt and my cum, daughter licker," Dan ordered, although daughter licker didn't sound nearly as hot as Chelsea's titles of Mother Fucker and Daddy Fucker.
"Yes, Master," Jill agreed mindlessly, using a term she had never used before.
Dan was rock hard again, and he walked over to his daughter and slid his cock in her mouth.
Chelsea began bobbing, even as her orgasm was building from her mother's amazing tongue, and from her mother's utter submission.
Jill looked up and saw her husband's dick in her daughter's mouth as she licked. Although she'd always liked his cock, she now realized she liked pussy even more... a preference she'd been denying to herself for twenty years; but following a single lick of her daughter's pussy, all those years of denial were shattered, and her inborn lust for pussy consumed her.
Dan decided to really take control, so he said, "Baby girl, get on all fours."
"You going to fuck my ass, Daddy?" Chelsea asked sexily.
"You want Daddy's dick in your asshole, baby girl?" Dan asked.
"Yes, Daddy. I want your big cock in my asshole while Mommy watches," Chelsea said, as she moved away from her mom's tongue and got onto all fours.
"Eat her asshole, Jill," Dan ordered, "get it nice and wet for my cock."
Jill was so fucking horny, really wanting that big cock in her own ass, really wanting to taste the full flood of her daughter's cunt cum, yet she wanted even more to obey any order whatsoever from her Mistress or Master, no matter how otherwise objectionable she might consider it to be. She moved up to her daughter's perfect ass, spread her ass cheeks and licked her daughter's asshole. Like eating pussy, she hadn't eaten anyone's asshole in two decades, but it was something she'd done on occasion back in her prior years of submission. Her sister didn't like anything going into her own ass, although she loved fucking another girl's ass, and she did enjoy a good rimming on occasion. It was a humiliating act, which, of course, enhanced Jill's submissive nature and training.
"Yes, Mommy, eat my asshole; get it nice and lubed for Daddy's big cock," Chelsea moaned, loving the feeling of a tongue in her ass, and loving the power she now could exert over her mother.
Dan couldn't believe it. Watching his wife mindlessly obeying both him and his daughter, eating her pussy, eating her ass and declaring herself their pet was too much. He stroked his cock, as he prepared to take the third of his daughter's holes, completing this trifecta in a single day.
"Get that tongue in my ass, you dumb Mommy-slut," Chelsea ordered, continuing to humiliate her new pet.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill said, wanting from deep inside herself to obey, to be a good pet. She swirled her tongue around the sweaty rosebud, and then tried to probe her tongue inside. Knowing her husband's cock was huge and would tear this poor ass apart, even if she had taken cocks or dildos in the ass before, which she assumed she had, this tiny asshole still needed some gaping. She asked, "Mistress, may I finger your asshole and gape it for Daddy's big dick?"

"Yes, Mommy, good idea; finger fuck my asshole," Chelsea agreed, as Dan continued to watch in awe. Chelsea looked back and saw her dad watching and stroking his cock and asked, "Enjoying the show, Daddy?"
"Very much so, baby girl," he nodded, as Jill slid a finger into her daughter's ass.
"Oh yes, Mommy-pet, finger your baby girl's tight little asshole," Chelsea moaned, loving to talk as nastily as she could.
"It's such a nice asshole, Mistress," Jill said sincerely, in awe of her daughter's tight asshole.
"I bet it's a lot tighter than your well-used asshole," Chelsea said, reminding her mother of their age difference.
"Yes, your father has gaped my asshole for years with his huge cock," Jill said, looking back at her husband. "You enjoying this, honey?"
"As much as you are," Dan replied.
Jill turned back and focused on her daughter's ass as she wiggled her finger inside, beginning to gape it.
"Shove a second finger in, Mom," Chelsea ordered, wanting to get Dad's cock in her ass soon, but agreeing that some gaping would be beneficial.
"Yes, baby girl," Jill said, as she slid a second finger in, motherly preparing her daughter's asshole for the pleasure and pain of a big cock slamming into her asshole.
"Oh yes, Daddy, see? Mommy is fingering my asshole," Chelsea moaned.
"She's also getting it nice and ready for my big cock," Dan said, as he was getting a little impatient. He wanted to get to fucking that puckered asshole!
"Yes, I want your cock in my ass so bad, Daddy," Chelsea said, "the trifecta of fucking all of me in one day."
"Yes, baby girl," Dad nodded, as he moved towards her. "A cock in every hole."
"Every day, Daddy," Chelsea moaned.

"Anytime you want it," Dan agreed, before adding, "Slut Jill, crawl under your daughter and eat her cunt while I ass fuck her."

"Yes, Master," Jill said, pulling her two fingers out of her daughter's asshole, and crawling underneath her so she was looking up at her daughter's sweet pussy, but would also be able to see her husband's cock sliding in and out.
"Just slam it in my ass, Daddy, I can take it," Chelsea said, desperate to feel that big cock deep inside her asshole.
"Pound our daughter's asshole, baby," Jill agreed, as she looked up from underneath.
"You want me to fuck our daughter's ass?" Dan asked.
"Yes, baby, slam that big ass-reamer in our daughter's tight asshole," Jill urged, as she watched him place his cock between their daughter's ass cheeks.
"Yes, Daddy, fuck your daughter's ass," Chelsea agreed, ready to feel herself filled right up.
Dan couldn't resist any longer, and he slid his cock inside his daughter's tight asshole.
"Fuck, yes," Chelsea moaned, as a mixture of pleasure and pain swirled inside her.
Jill attacked her daughter's pussy, hoping the pleasure from getting her pussy licked would distract her from the unavoidable pain.
"So tight," Dan said, not having fucked an ass this tight since he'd first pounded Jill all those years ago, and even then he wasn't sure she'd been this tight.
"You're so big, Daddy," Chelsea crooned, as she became used to having something that thick spreading her ass cheeks apart.
"You'll get used to it," Dan reassured her, "your mother did."
"Oh, I love it already, Daddy," Chelsea said, knowing the pain would be temporary, and the pleasure that would follow, all-consuming and intense.
"Start slowly," Jill suggested between licks.
"Don't listen to my dumb Mom," Chelsea countermanded, feeling her dad resting against her, meaning that all eight inches were buried inside her, "my ass was made for your cock to fuck, Daddy. So fuck it like crazy!"
Jill didn't like being called dumb, but she just continued licking, her daughter's taste more addicting than caffeine.
"Oh, I'll be pounding this ass regularly," Dan promised, feeling the intense warmth as he rested deep inside her.
"You'd better," Chelsea said, as her dad began slowly to pull out.
"Nothing better than a nice ass to fuck," Dan said, as he watched his cock return to the outside world.
"I want you in all my holes, Daddy," Chelsea said.
"I think I can make that work for us," he said, sliding back into her.
Jill wondered where she would fit into all this. Sure, their sex life had diminished greatly in the past few years, but Dan had never complained, and they still had some particularly wild nights. She assumed she was the only wife in their circle of friends who willingly took it in the ass. Yet there was no way she could compete with a much more recent model of herself... with seemingly even more of a vivacious sexual appetite than she'd had at that age.
"Harder, Daddy," Chelsea moaned. "I can take it."
"You sure, baby girl?" Dan asked, knowing an ass needed a little time to get used to any serious penetration.
"Yes, Daddy, ass fuck me hard," Chelsea moaned. "Really ream my asshole!"
"Okay," Dan said, placing his hands firmly on her hips and beginning to fuck her in earnest.
"Oh yes," Chelsea screamed, as the cock reached new depths in her, causing instant waves of pleasure to surge through her.
"Fuck her asshole, Dan, fuck it good," Jill encouraged from below, while licking away.
"You like watching Daddy fuck your daughter's asshole, you dirty slut?" Chelsea asked.
"Yes, I love seeing my daughter getting ass fucked by her dad's big fat cock," Jill said, trying to match her daughter's wicked tongue.
"This dick is all mine now, Mom," Chelsea clarified, as her dad slammed into her.
"Yes baby, Daddy's dick is all yours," Jill agreed, her brain by now settled into one hundred percent submissive obedience.
"I'm the woman of the household now," Chelsea continued, before adding, "at least in the bedroom."
"Yes baby girl, your Daddy needs you," Jill agreed mindlessly.
Dan couldn't believe his good fortune. Earlier today he'd felt a lot of guilt for committing incest and cheating on his wife, but now he had been liberated from that guilt, and he had the best of both worlds... a daughter he could fuck anytime he wanted, and a wife who willingly supported that fucking.
"Oh fuck, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, another orgasm rising, the deep ass fucking mixed with her mother's licking, was driving her absolutely wild.
"Come all over your mother's cunt-licking face, baby girl," Dan said a couple dozen strokes later, as the talking had stopped and the moaning increased.
"Oh yes Daddy, I'm so close," Chelsea whimpered, as the fire inside her burned like an inferno.
"Come all over Mommy's face, baby girl," Jill cheered her on, dying to taste her daughter's full flood of cum.



"Oh yes, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, although the next plethora of words took almost two minutes to force out, as her orgasm rose and her mind went blank, "oh yes... fuck... oh Daddy... Daddy... big dick... oh God... Daddy... Daddy... fuck... ass... oh... daughter fucker... yes... fuck."
"Now, baby slut, now," Dan said, knowing her orgasm was only seconds away.
"Yesssssss," Chelsea screamed, as her orgasm struck her and cum gushed out of her cunt, and all over her mother's lips and face.
"Yes," Jill moaned, as she was deluged beneath her feminine facial.
"Oh fuck," Chelsea moaned as she collapsed forward a moment later, the pleasure so intense.
Dan's cock slid out of his daughter's ass, and looking down at his wet-faced wife, he lifted her head up and face fucked her upside down... a position that allowed for deep throat fucking.
Chelsea heard the slobbery sounds as she felt her ass still gaped, and looked back to see her dad really face fucking her mother, in a position she had never imagined anyone using. It was so hot! She said weakly, "Come all over our slut's face, Daddy."
"Oh yes, baby girl," Dan grunted, "you want me to give Mommy a facial?"
"Yes, Daddy, come all over her face; baptize her as our bimbo, live-in pet," Chelsea said, as Jill began rubbing her own pussy through her jeans. Chelsea slapped her mom's hand away, scolding her, "Slut, I didn't give you permission to touch that useless twat of yours!"
Jill needed to come badly, yet she obeyed, as she focused on breathing through her nose as her husband's balls bounced on it.
Dan pulled out, and instantly spewed his load all over his wife's pussy-cum-coated face, as Chelsea turned around and watched.
"Yes, Daddy," Chelsea said, "shoot that cum all over her face."
Once spent, Chelsea crawled over her mom and licked the cum off her face, before kissing her.
Jill eagerly kissed her daughter back, desperate for this intimacy and lust.
Chelsea broke the kiss and licked more cum off of her mother's face. "You're so yummy, Daddy."
"You're such a good girl," Dan said, finally spent.
"Wanna see Mommy and me in a 69?" Chelsea asked, still fucking horny.
"Fuck yes," Dan said.
"Do you think Mommy deserves to come?" Chelsea asked.
"I don't know," Dan said, looking down at his red-faced, cum-coated wife.
"Please, Mistress, please, Master," Jill begged, "I need to come so bad."
'You understand you will eat my cunt anytime I snap my fingers?" Chelsea asked, as she unbuttoned her mom's jeans.
"Yes, Mistress, I'll eat your cunt anytime, anyplace," Jill agreed, desperate to come, but also desperate to obey.
"Good," Chelsea nodded, as she pulled her mom's pants down. "And bimbo pet Mommy-sluts will never wear panties ever again."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill agreed, having lived a nonstop commando lifestyle back in her senior year of college, and during the year afterwards, until she married Dan.
Chelsea rolled onto her side, and the two were soon dining on each other's pussies.
"So hot," Dan said, even as his cock finally deflated.
They licked each other for a few minutes, when suddenly the three heard a new voice. "Chelsea, are you in there?"
"Oh, shit," Jill said, her eyes going wide.
Jasmine couldn't believe she'd told her husband that she needed to go for a walk on her own presumably for innocent reasons, or that she was now standing outside a student's tent awaiting orders. Part of her hoped Chelsea wasn't here, and then she could say later on she'd obeyed the order, but another part of her was on fire with her craving for Chelsea's sweet pussy... all her fantasies having come true when her student had discovered her secret authoring past and present, and had turned her into the teacher pet she often wrote about.
Chelsea pushed her mother off of her and hissed quietly, "Don't you move, and don't you dare cover yourself."
Jill pleaded, as she watched her naked daughter go to the tent flap, "Chelsea, please."
"You can beg in a second," Chelsea said, as she unzipped the front and ordered, "Get in here, slut."
Jasmine quickly approached her, and Chelsea tugged her into the tent.
"Oh my God," Jill gasped, as another woman was suddenly inside the tent with them.
"Chelsea," Jasmine gasped worriedly, as she heard a third feminine voice.
Jill looked up and saw who their unexpected guest was.
Jasmine looked around and saw a naked dad, and a bottomless Mrs. Weeks, who she'd met at the parent-teacher interviews a couple of weeks before she'd submitted to the woman's daughter.
Both adult women were speechless.
"Pet teacher, pet Mommy; meet pet Mommy and pet teacher," Chelsea introduced them to each other.
"Chelsea," Jill gasped, reaching for her jeans.
"Mother," Chelsea said in the exact same tone her mother used whenever she was exasperated. "You're my Mommy-slut, and a Mommy-slut doesn't ever question her Mistress, does she, Mrs. Walker?"
Jasmine was shocked at what she was being pulled into, yet she was instantly intrigued as she quickly succeeded in processing what was happening. Through her years of correspondence and writing, she had discovered that incest was a very common fantasy, easily among the most-read stories on Literotica (illustrated ones also got lots of reads, or perhaps only looks), way more than any other category by far. In fact among her top 25 most-read stories, they were all either incest or illustrated, although that didn't match her best scores at all. Backseat Mommy currently stood at almost four and a half million reads for example, while her top non-incest or illustrated story was ranked at number six: Accidental Gangbang at 1.56 million.., and in case you're curious, Jasmine's only non-incest or illustrated stories with at least a million reads were: Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (anal), Bedding the Babysitter (lesbian), and My best Friend's Mom (mature).
"Well, this teacher-slut won't ever question you, Mistress Chelsea," Jasmine expounded, "and I would advise any of your other sluts to do the same," figuring there was no reason to pretend not to be Chelsea's pet; the other two adults present having a lot more to lose than she did. She then added, "Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Weeks. Nice to see you again."
Jill was mortified, and said nothing in reply.
Dan, on the other hand, went with the flow, and not knowing her given name greeted her, "Hi, pet teacher."
"Nice cock," Jasmine admired, impressed by his length and girth.
"Thanks," Dan said, looking down at his still flaccid cock.
"Daddy, in the store I saw you trying not to stare at Mrs. Walker's bod. Would you like to see her naked?" Chelsea offered, while Jasmine blushed.
"Well... umm..." Dan looked to his wife Jill for guidance.
"Don't look at her, look at me," Chelsea said. "I'm the head of the household now, ain't I, Mommy-slut."
"Yes," Jill whispered, turned on by that declaration and yet humiliated to admit it in front of another woman.
"My Pet Teacher doesn't mind doing anything I tell her to do, so long as she gets to eat my pussy, and I don't spill her secrets to anyone who shouldn't know them. So, it's settled. Both of you two pets get undressed, and Daddy, you can stare at Jasmine's charms all you like."
"I don't have a lot of time, Mistress," Jasmine cautioned, even as she obediently unbuttoned her shorts.
"I'm supposed to get naked in front of Mrs. Walker?" Jill objected, flabbergasted that her daughter was continuing her exposure with her teacher taking part... the humiliation just continuing on and on.
"You weren't saying that while you were eating Daddy's cum out of my cunt, or gaping my asshole for his cock," Chelsea said wickedly.
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped again, looking to Dan for support.
"Don't worry Jill," Dan said, "apparently this hot teacher is also an accomplished writer of erotica."
"You may even have read her stuff," Chelsea said.
Jasmine said, going along with everything as she climbed out of her shorts, "Well, since I appear to be among fellow travelers with just as much to lose from careless talk as I have, you may know me online as silkstockingslover."
"No way!" Jill said, stunned.
"So you do read her stuff," Chelsea said, smiling at the completely bewildered look on her mother's face.
"I-I-I..." Jill stammered, this revelation somehow more astonishing perhaps than the unexpected incest she'd stumbled into. She not only read Mrs. Walker's stories, but had written her on a couple of occasions... and had been impressed she'd written some thoughtful replies. Although she had resisted the temptation of interacting with anyone's pussy for two decades, she hadn't ever stopped thinking about it... so reading lesbian porn or watching online lesbian videos had been her go-to place.
"I hope you vote me five stars," Jasmine smiled, as she slipped out of her shirt.
"I always do," Dan said. "For every story."
"Thanks," Jasmine said, as she unclasped her bra, and was now as naked as Chelsea was. (Since if you're keeping track, following Mistress Chelsea's standard orders, she never wore any panties these days.)
"If I had known my teacher pet and my brand new Mommy-pet were going to be here, I would have brought along a strap-on," Chelsea said.
"How about we do a daisy chain?" Jasmine suggested, eager to eat some pussy, perhaps even to suck some cock, but also conscious of her time crunch.
"How about it, Mommy-pet?" Chelsea asked, as she went to her mom and pulled her t-shirt up and over her head.
"Nice tits, Mrs. Weeks," Jasmine admired the huge tits, more than double the size of her own.
"Thanks," Jill said, feeling completely overwhelmed as her daughter unclasped her bra for her, and her huge tits came out for all to see... sag and all.
"They do sag a lot," Chelsea nodded, recalling what her dad had said earlier.
"Gravity is a bitch," Dan said, as Chelsea pushed her mom to the ground.
"Come and give me that dick, Daddy," Chelsea said, "And Jasmine, come eat my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine agreed eagerly, moving to the hot teen's crotch.
"And mom, you should eat my teacher pet and if you're a good girl, maybe dad will eat you too," Chelsea stage directed.
"I can't believe this is happening," Jill said, even as she placed her face between the usually dignified teacher's legs to encounter a dripping wet, nicely groomed snatch, wondering what this woman was about to taste like... her lust for pussy consuming her now that the opportunity was presenting itself.
"Yes, you can," Chelsea said, "tasting is believing," before she took her dad's dick back into her mouth, and felt her naked teacher's tongue beginning to lick her pussy.
"Okay, then I can't believe how much you're like my sister," Jill sighed, as she moved her face to the teacher she thought would be very sweet, and found out as she licked her that she was indeed... sweet.
For several minutes there was no talking.
Just moaning.
While Chelsea sucked her father.
Her father licked his wife.
His wife licked the teacher.
The teacher licked her student.
Chelsea then said, wanting to taste her teacher for the first time ever, consumed by lust at the moment, ordered everyone to, "Reverse positions."
Dan said, "Yes, I could definitely eat my daughter again."
"And I get to taste your Mommy," Jasmine said, always looking forward to tasting a new pussy.
"And you get the privilege of having me go down on you," Chelsea said.
"I'm honored," Mrs. Walker said, as she looked into a new pussy.
"And I get to gobble my husband's cock," Jill said.
"Don't get used to it, cuckquean," Chelsea said.
"Cuckquean? Oh my," Jasmine said, a term she had learned about in her writing, and had even written a couple stories about... although neither had included incest (one was from the Turning Contest series (Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean) and the other about a babysitter who takes charge of a married couple (Babysitter Cupcake: MILF Cuckqueaned)).
"You inspired me with those stories," Chelsea said, before beginning to dine on her teacher's trimmed pussy.
"I'm flattered," Jasmine moaned, before she began licking the fledgling cuckquean.
Dad ate his daughter.
Chelsea ate her teacher.
The teacher ate the new cuckquean.
The cuckquean sucked her husband's cock... wondering how often going forward she'd be allowed to have this cock in her mouth... or her pussy... or her ass.
After a few minutes, Chelsea asked, 'Daddy, do you want to fuck Mrs. Walker?"
"Oh, can I have that big dick in me?" Jasmine asked, never having partaken of an eight-inch cock before.
"Can he fuck her, Mom?" Chelsea asked.

"You're in charge, Mistress," Jill replied, kind of hoping to see her husband fuck another woman.
"Good answer," Chelsea nodded, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to her mom, and then at her pussy.
"Can I please watch for a minute first, Mistress?" Jill asked, as her husband moved between the teacher's legs.
"You want to watch your husband fuck another woman?" Chelsea asked, a little surprised.
"Yes please, Mistress," Jill nodded.
"Okay. Then why don't you guide his cock into her," Chelsea offered.
"Really? May I?" Jill burbled, oddly excited.
"Yes, you may," Chelsea nodded.
"Please, shove your husband's cock into me," Mrs. Walker begged, feeling it between her pussy lips and desperate to get fucked after the pussy lickings... both giving and receiving.
Jill moved to her husband and wrapped her hands around his dick and said, "Fuck this slut hard, Master."
"I think I can do that," Dan said.
Jill guided her husband's cock into the teacher's pussy as Chelsea straddled her teacher's face and said, "I'll let you watch it all, Mommy-slut."
"Thank you so much, Mistress," Jill said, as she watched her husband's fat cock disappear inside the teacher's pussy.
"Oh, fuck yes," Jasmine moaned, as the longer and fatter cock than her husband's filled her, just as she resumed licking the best-tasting teen pussy imaginable.
"Fuck her Dan, fuck the teacher slut," Jill ordered, loving the sight of her husband's cock sliding in and out of the teacher.
"Can I fuck your sister sometime too? "Dan asked.
"Fuck her all you want, baby," Jill said. "I know she'll want to."
"Oh, that'll be fun," Chelsea said, thinking, What a great idea!
"Ohhhhh," Jasmine moaned, her orgasm already rising from the lengthy pussy licking, and from feeling the biggest cock ever pounding inside of her.
"You may come from my Daddy's dick, pet teacher," Chelsea allowed, as she began grinding on her teacher's face... just like she did at school sometimes when Mrs. Walker had a prep class and she had a spare period.
Jasmine's moans were muffled, as she licked as best she could while orgasmic pleasure crept up on her.
"Make her come with your big cock, baby," Jill encouraged.
"You like seeing me fucking another woman, don't you?" Dan observed, as he slammed into the teacher, meanwhile reaching up to cup his daughter's tits.
"I love it," Jill said, wanting to rub herself.
Chelsea, seeing her mother's lust at watching her husband fuck another woman, generously said, "You may rub yourself to an orgasm, bimbo Mommy."
"Thank you, Mistress," Jill said, as she moved her hand to her pussy and began rubbing it frantically.
"Fuck!" Jasmine screamed into the teen pussy, as her orgasm erupted through her.
"Oh, fuck!" Jill screamed too, after less than fifteen seconds of rubbing herself, her long-forbidden orgasm exploding through her.
"My pets just had almost simultaneous orgasms," Chelsea said, not as close to hers as they had been to each other.
She got off her coming teacher pet and said, "Come fuck me, Daddy, and cum in my cunt again."
"Yes, baby," he said, pulling out of the teacher and moving to his daughter.
"Actually, let me ride you," Chelsea amended.
"Great," Dan agreed, as he lay down beside the naked teacher and they both watched his daughter straddle him and begin to bounce... taking all eight inches inside her.
"Oh yes," Chelsea moaned.
"Ride your Daddy, baby girl," Jill encouraged, as her pussy juice leaked down her leg, following her own intense orgasm.
Jasmine, still coming, watched the live incestuous act... thinking how much hotter it was to be watching this live than just writing about it... thinking for the umpteenth time how great it would be to serve her two sisters as their pet.
"Oh fuck, Daddy," Chelsea moaned. "I love your cock so much."
"And I love your pussy," Dan moaned, as his daughter's next orgasm was building quickly.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Chelsea babbled, as she bounced on the big cock, repeating that single word until she came yet again, and collapsed on top of him. As she recovered, she apologized, "Sorry Daddy, you were supposed to come too."
"Oh, I have a plan for my final load of the day," Dan said, before ordering, "all three of you... on your knees."
In what is every guy's fantasy, suddenly three hot naked women were kneeling before him, admiring his cock.
"Give me your load, baby," Jill begged, wanting to feel that hot cum spray all over her face.
"No, give it to me," Jasmine said, adding, "you can come on your cuckquean wife anytime you want."
"Come on all three of us, Daddy," Chelsea suggested, as she watched her Daddy furiously stroking his cock, knowing he was this close, "give your cum to all your sluts!"
"Oh, fuck," Dan grunted, aiming his cock at the teacher, just as the first wad erupted out of him and hit her directly in her eye and cheek, followed by a second cannon blast onto his wife, and third and fourth smaller blasts on his beautiful daughter.
"Yes," each woman moaned, as they received their creamy gift.
Dan then slid his cock in his daughter's mouth.
"Thank you all," Jasmine said, having had an exhilarating evening, "but I really have to get going. My husband must be wondering where I am."
"You may go," Chelsea bestowed generously, as she took her Dad's cock out of her mouth. "But I expect you to write this story."
"Come to my classroom on Monday and tell me everything, and I'll write an epic tale for you," Jasmine promised, dying to hear how Chelsea had ended up fucking her dad and cuckqueaning her mom.
"I'll be there," Chelsea said.
"Thanks for everything," Jasmine said, finding her clothes. "It was a blast."
"You and your bad puns," Dan laughed, "some of your readers hate those."
"Fuck my readers," Jasmine said. "I write for myself."
"You just did," Dan joked back. "Fuck some of your readers, I mean."
Jasmine laughed, "I guess I did."
Jasmine got dressed and said, "I hope we can all do this again."
"Oh, you'll be stopping by for a house visit very soon," Chelsea said. "Which will include a pre-publication reading."
"Great," Jasmine nodded.
"Be sure to get that cum off your face before you go back to your campsite," Chelsea suggested.
"Oh shit, thanks," Jasmine said.
Jasmine left, and Chelsea ordered, "Mommy-slut, you keep the cum on your face, and go get us a pizza."
"Honey, I...."
"Now, slut," Chelsea ordered. "Any protests, and you'll be doing it naked."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill sighed, concealing her excitement, knowing she would always love obeying her new Mistress.
Jill got dressed and went to get a large pizza, while Chelsea crawled over to her Dad and said, "I love you, Daddy."
"I love you too, baby girl," Dan said, completely exhausted.
.....
.....
......
EPILOGUE:
Mrs. Lee noticed the cum on Jill's face, but she didn't say anything... although she wondered what it might be like to fuck Mr. Weeks... he was certainly a hot one.
That night Jill slept in one sleeping bag while her husband and daughter slept in the other... as she watched them make love... not fuck this time... for almost an hour... before being called over and getting to eat a second creampie.



.....
Back home, Chelsea now slept in the king-sized bed with her father... Jill either slept in Chelsea's former room, or at the foot of the bed, if she was a good girl.
......
Three weeks later, when Jill's very pregnant sister arrived for her baby shower... her special baby gift from the Weeks family was her sister eating her pussy while her brother-in-law fucked her ass... and then Chelsea generously gave her Mrs. Walker for a week.
......
Daddy and daughter Sunday date day (or night, depending upon the occasion) continued happening, and fortuitously it even included adding Mrs. Lee to their growing collection of sex partners when she caught them at an adult theatre with Chelsea's cock in her dad's mouth, while a lesbian porn video was playing. Dan was fingering Chelsea's ass when Mrs. Lee startled them by saying, "This is unexpected."
"M-M-Mrs. Lee,' Dan stammered.
Mrs. Lee pressed her fingers to his lips and said, "Ssssssh."
He then watched as she shared his cock with his daughter... amazed to see the 50-ish year old Korean woman deep throat his cock.
Chelsea's eyes went big as she looked up at her dad, who just shrugged.
Mrs. Lee and Chelsea took turns sucking his cock until Mrs. Lee requested, "May I please ride your cock? Mr. Lee can't get it up anymore."
"Go ahead, Mrs. Lee," Chelsea offered.
Once Mrs. Lee was sitting on his cock, Chelsea moved between their legs and switched back and forth between sucking on his balls and licking her clit, as a couple of other people came over to watch.
Mrs. Lee came twice.
Dan then finished by spewing his load all over both of the girls' faces... followed by five strangers (the small crowd had grown), who all shot their loads on Mrs. Lee.
Mrs. Lee left the theatre with cum dripping off her face and hair, after thanking them profusely, and Chelsea inviting her over for a conjugal visit on Tuesday night. Mrs. Lee (Meejah by name) accepted on condition her husband could come along and watch.
Dan said, as he looked at his daughter's cum-coated face, "So, when are you bringing over your cheerleader friends?"
"Soon Daddy, very soon," Chelsea smiled.
THE END
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Son's Nerdish Girlfriend
"And who pray tell, might this lovely lady be?" Ben, Chris's suave, good-looking dad asked. Well good-looking anyway, Chris had to give him that. But suave? The ladies all seemed to think so, but in Chris's eyes, it was just puréed (as in very smooth) bullshit.
"I'm Beth," the sweet, shy Beth replied.
"Charmed to meet you," Ben said, kissing her hand with a flourish.
Chris sighed. His dad was always a little creepy. His dad's last two girlfriends had both been in college, and were only a couple years older than Chris. Ever since the divorce, his dad had been reliving his youth, somewhere around his college frat boy age, and Chris thought it was all rather pathetic.
"Nice to meet you too, Mr. Jones." Beth said, surprised by how good-looking her boyfriend's dad was. Chris was okay looking and super sweet, but his dad looked a little like Brad Pitt, a little like Matt Damon, and a lot like dangerously hot.
"Please call me Ben," he said, blatantly ogling the cute girl (in Chris's opinion; Beth would likely see it as an admiring glance offered with the ultimate in charm). His dad loved his girls young, he'd been dating and fucking nothing but college girls in the past three years since his divorce (plus his wife's divorce attorney, and the mom of a college girl in a hot threesome with her daughter). He wondered if Beth was eighteen... he knew the college girls had all been nineteen or older, and the mom and the attorney had of course been somewhere around two decades older than that... but the idea of banging a ripe, perhaps virginal eighteen-year-old, was rather tempting and delicious.
"Dad, we're busy studying right now," Chris tried to put him off, noticing his dad's wandering eye.
"So she's a study buddy, not your girlfriend?" Ben asked.
"She's both," Chris sighed, just wanting his dad to leave, but also wanting to make it very clear she was taken, so his perv father wouldn't make a pass at her... he wouldn't put it past the randy old goat. Chris was living with his father right now, because his mother was in the military, and away on a six-month overseas mission. She'd be back in two weeks... and he couldn't wait to move back in with her. He blamed his father for the divorce, even though both of his parents had told him it was a mutual break-up... nobody's fault... and that they both still loved him, just not each other anymore. Chris's question was why didn't they love each other anymore. And he was sure that all his dad's skirt-chasing since the divorce was a pretty good clue as to why.
"Well, I hope you're not just seeing my boy for extra credit," Ben smiled, and then outright laughed.
Beth smiled, catching on to the handsome man's implication, "No, your son is very sweet. I consider him quite the catch."
"Of course he is," Ben said, in a tone Chris recognized as a subtle insult. Ben had tried to imbed in his son the notion that you needed to be confident, a little aggressive, and always dominant in relationships. Someone wore the pants and someone didn't, and Ben tried to instill in his son the skills to ensure that he was the one wearing the pants... but alas, Chris was a lot like his mother... weak-willed and boring. Since his ex-wife Eve was in the military she was therefore, one would assume, strong-willed and confident, which she was in her job, and in the bedroom she was very submissive and a great fuck. So far, so good. The rub was that she was such a boring person the rest of the time. She hadn't always been that way, but the military seemed to have sucked all the spirit from the fun, wild woman he'd married. God, had they had had some wild times when they were younger: a threesome with a teacher in their senior year of high school (they hadn't been in any of her classes, which made it a bit safer), regular blow jobs under the tables at restaurants, cum walks in their college days, threesomes and foursomes, and even anal sex upstairs during her parents' 25th wedding anniversary party).
"Bye, Dad," Chris said, his not-at-all-hidden message as blunt as his dad had taught him.
"Okay, okay," Ben said, acting all humble and apologetic, "I know when I'm not wanted."
"It was nice to have met you, Mr. Jones," Beth amended her initial greeting in the interests of perfect courtesy, admiring the dad's chiseled jaw, and wondering if Chris would be this hot when he was older. Chris was cute. Sweet. But his father was hot... hot...hot! It didn't help Chris's cause that Beth had a thing for older men. All her self-pleasure fantasies were of gentlemen more distinguished than Chris (read 'from an earlier generation'). For instance Mr. Jeffrey, her biology teacher (she imagined them having some great one-on-one lessons, complete with explorations into the anatomical branch of biology); Mr. Barns, her dad's best friend who worked at an automotive shop, who she assumed was great with his hands; and Mr. Davis, her next door neighbor who was frequently out in his backyard, always wearing only shorts that left little to the imagination (which was setting a high bar, since her imagination could run wild). Now, as bad as it sounded and as wrong as it was given who his son was, she knew she would be developing a new inappropriately older man fantasy).
"It's Ben to my friends," the dad corrected her gently.
"Sorry, yes, Ben," Beth corrected herself, finding something so nice and comforting in this older man. He seemed to be a great dad... unlike her own dad, who'd left when she was three. Her mom would never tell her why.
"Bye," Chris repeated.
"Okay, okay, I can take a hint," Ben said, as he smiled warmly at the girl and said, "I'm going out to pick up a couple things," and then left.
"He seems nice," Beth said, once they were alone.
"That's not a word I'd use to describe my dad," Chris disagreed.
"What? Why?" Beth asked.
"Oh nothing," Chris said, his girlfriend of only five weeks not needing to know yet about his family drama, or how his father was a charmer to all women... or how all women seemed to fall for his fake, shallow charm.
"The good news..." Beth said, leaning forward and kissing him, "... is that you're going to age well."
"Age well?" Chris asked.
"Well, most sons end up looking like their fathers," Beth smiled.
Chris laughed awkwardly, "Yeah, great."
Beth, noticing her boyfriend was a tad uncomfortable and annoyed, something she only otherwise saw in him around the asshole jocks of the school, said, placing her hand on his leg, "In case it needs saying, I find you very sexy, baby."
"You do, do you?" Chris asked, pushing his father out of his head and focusing on the cute girl in front of him.
"I do," Beth said, kissing him again.
Chris and Beth had been doing a lot of kissing, a lot of over-the-clothing petting, although the most recent time Chris had gotten his hands under her shirt... both of them were virgins... and both were considering each other as serious prospects for changing that status... both wanting to lose their virginities before finishing high school.
They kissed for a couple minutes before Beth asked, "Will your Dad be gone for a while?"
"I think so."
"Go check," Beth said. "I've had enough chemistry... I want to study some biology."
"You trying to make us fail?" Chris joked, both of them in the mid-nineties in all their academic classes... only fucking gym, which his dad made him take, bringing his GPA down.
Beth's hand squeezed his dick. "There's only one class I want to pass right now."
Chris groaned as he got up and went to see if his dad's car was gone.
It was.
He came back, grabbed her hand and led her to his bedroom, where they made out for an hour, their lips seldom leaving each other's. Chris felt her up, sucked on her breasts through her dress, even got to suck on her nipples through only the dress fabric when Beth took off her bra, and rubbed her pussy through her pantyhose and panties, making her moan like crazy. Meanwhile Beth rubbed his dick, pulled it out of his pants for the first time, a little disappointed by his five inches (because of porn, she imagined every guy having an eight-inch cock at the bare minimum), and she began to stroke him, and was considering going down on him for the first time (she'd been practicing on bananas and cucumbers for a couple weeks), when Chris heard the front door.
"Fuck," he cursed, thinking his dad was literally the bane of his existence, as after only thirty seconds of stroking, he was almost ready to come.
"God, yes," Beth moaned, so horny from Chris's touch she'd be willing to lose her virginity right here, right now... and so consumed with lust she hadn't heard the door. "Let me suck you, Chris."
If Chris was pissed at his dad before, he was furious now, after he'd heard those magical words every teen boy wants to hear, as Beth spun around to suck his cock.
"No, we can't," Chris reluctantly and frustratingly stopped her, utilizing every scrap of will power he had.
Beth was shocked and hurt. She looked up and Chris, seeing the hurt and surprise in her face, explained in a whisper, "My dad just got home."
"Oh, fuck," Beth said, those five words acting like a fire hose, completely dousing the fire burning inside her, as she got frazzled as if she'd been caught in the act, and even forgot she was no longer wearing her bra.
Chris put his dick away, and they headed downstairs, where his father was in the kitchen with a large pizza.
It wasn't difficult for Ben to see the red cheeks of both his son and the girlfriend, and he assumed he'd interrupted them in the act, or in the process of building up to the act. Most dads wouldn't say anything, but Ben wasn't most dads. He leered, "Did I interrupt something?"
"What, no!" Chris denied, although it was obvious his father knew he was lying.
Ben noted the hard nipples of the cute girlfriend through her dress and said, "Well, it seems you two must have worked up an appetite. So I brought you guys some pizza."
"Thank you, Mr. Jones," Beth said, feeling her cheeks burning with shame, and her panties were soaked.
"Anytime," Ben said and added, "And please remember... it's Ben."
"Sorry, I keep forgetting," Beth said, preferring to use the term Mr., as it made a clear distinction within a potential taboo act between a teenaged girl like herself, and a hot older man. And at least inside her head, this was a big deal. She could easily imagine herself crying out on some occasion, Fuck me harder, Mr. Jones! I'm about to come! Calling out his name with the respect due to an elder would make the sex even hotter.
"No worries," Ben said. "Well, eat up," he added, as he admired the cute girl's red cheeks, hard nipples and nylon-clad legs. He assumed she'd be a great fuck. In his experience, BBW's, older women and nerdy girls were the most eager sluts. They went the extra mile in both their willingness to suck cock and swallow cum, to get fucked almost anytime and anyplace, and many were even willing to take it in their asses. He could tell, or at least guess, that Beth wasn't overly experienced, and yet he also sensed that with some training, she could become a hot little submissive cum slut. He couldn't help but wonder how far these two had gone. Hand job? Oral? Sex? He had a hunch based on his son's meekness, that they probably hadn't gone too far. With each other, or ever.
Chris sighed to himself as his dad accidentally, he assumed it was accidentally, had prevented what would have been his first blow job, and maybe even his first fuck.
They ate, and the scene faded to black if that's any help to you, and then a new scene faded in, an outdoors one in Ben and Chris's backyard a few days later... on a lovely late spring / early summer day... with optional birdsong in the background if you like, and most definitely a sprinkling of white, fluffy clouds floating in an otherwise clear blue sky... which was the day things spun totally out of control for Chris.
Chris and Beth were enjoying this beautiful day in the Jones' backyard, having both aced their most recent test... not that there had been much doubt that they would.
This was the first time they'd been alone since the almost-caught-by-dad incident, and today Chris's dad would be away at work for a few more hours.
Ben, meanwhile, was indeed at work, but having been alerted by his hidden motion-sensitive cameras, he was admiring Beth in her bikini... surprised by how big the nerd girl's tits were... he'd seen they were pretty big when he caught her without a bra and in the dress, but this confirmed they were big. He could never understand why a girl would hide tits like those... she should be flaunting them nonstop... just like he flaunted his chiseled chest and big dick every time he had the opportunity.
Beth asked, "Can you come over and put some suntan lotion on me?"
Chris nodded, "Yeah, sure," and his cock hardened as she rolled onto her stomach, and her ass, so perfectly framed in her skimpy bikini, came into full view.
"Shit, what an ass," Ben said remotely, as he decided to get a much better look at that ass, so he headed out of his office and towards home.
Beth was really getting antsy to lose her virginity. She'd spent the past couple days watching porn, and on more than occasion masturbating to orgasm; and twice as she got close, it was Chris's dad that popped into her head to make her come. After she recovered, she felt so bad that her brain had imagined her boyfriend's father fucking her instead of her boyfriend himself. Her solution: she planned to set the fantasies aside and fuck Chris for real. Problem was, he was so shy, and he didn't read her many hints at all... which was why she was blatantly asking him to come closer and lotion her up. Even though in her fantasies, the man always took control and made her his slut (the idea of being face fucked, bent over and just pounded, or even ass fucked, all seemed so fucking hot to her... she badly wanted to completely destroy her good girl reputation).So today If he wouldn't take the initiative, she damn well would.
Chris sat down beside her and grabbed the lotion as he admired her backside. He was so happy the jocks and other assholes had no idea how hot his girlfriend was, since she didn't flaunt her body like most of the sluts in the school. But behind her sweaters, long dresses and skirts, she had amazingly big tits, a great ass and toned legs (she worked out every day at home, not in a gym).
He rubbed the lotion on her back, his dick raging.
Beth loved the feel of his hands on her back. It felt nice and intimate, and it made her pussy tingle. Today was the day she was getting fucked! She had decided, and it would be so.
Ben watched the young couple on his phone as he drove home. "Take off her top, you dumb ass," he said aloud, exasperated his socially inept son hadn't learned any of his suave moves.
Chris worked his way downwards and slowly did her legs, his cock raging even more when she parted her legs a little further for him.
Ben too saw Beth open her legs, and knew it was a deliberate signal. "Take the signal, Chris. Fuck, take advantage of her signal!"
But Chris didn't even notice the signal; he just continued lotioning her up.
"Can you undo my bikini string for me?" Beth asked, giving him another hint. "I don't want any tan lines this summer."
"S-s-sure," Chris stammered, having only seen tits online in pictures and porn, as well as in some skin magazines from the 80s his dad kept stashed under his bed. Chris's hands trembled as he reached up to her bikini top. He tugged the string excitedly.
The bikini fell off to the side, and Chris was now staring at a naked back. "Please do my back again. It felt really nice," Beth requested, loving the feeling of male hands on her back, on her body.
Ben smiled, deciding that perhaps his son did indeed have some of the Jones stud blood in him.
"Sure," Chris said, as he added more lotion to his hands, and then rubbed it all over her tanned back.
"That feels so nice," Beth moaned, a seductive moan... one consciously delivered for the purpose of teasing her boyfriend, and slyly hinting she wanted to get fucked.
"I'll do this for you anytime you ask," Chris offered, his own stilted version of flirting.
"So... no one can see us back here, right?" Beth asked, a wicked idea popping into her head... her boyfriend's hands on her legs and back making her pussy tingle. She'd been constantly horny lately, and figured the only solution was to finally get herself fucked.
"No, it's super private," Chris said, oblivious to why the question was being asked.
"So, if I did this, no one would see but you?" Beth asked, doing something spontaneous, something wild, as she flipped over so her boyfriend could gawk (she was pretty sure he'd gawk) at her big tits and hard nipples.
"Holy shit!" Ben gasped from his car, running a light that was definitely no longer yellow.
"Wow," Chris gasped as well from miles away, gawking at Beth's tits, which somehow looked bigger than they felt.
"You like my big tits?" Beth asked, loving the look of lust and admiration in her boyfriend's eyes.
"They're amazing," Chris praised, unaware that his dad was about to cock block him big time, since he was just a couple minutes away.
"Then are you going to suck on my nipples, or what?" Beth asked.
"You sure it's okay?" Chris asked nervously, as Ben came to a red light that he did stop for and stared at the teen's huge tits. Fuck, they were magnificent. Why the fuck wasn't his lame son playing with them yet, or sucking on those huge hard nipples?
"I want you to suck them; so do it," Beth ordered, a little frustrated at how timid he was. She liked that he was sweet, a complete gentleman, and that he respected her. But she also wanted a man who knew when to take control, when to be the man... like in most of the erotic stories she read.
Chris leaned forward and took her left nipple in his mouth.
As the light turned green, Ben shook his head in disgust, "Fucking play with those tits, don't nurse on them like you're a fucking infant!" He seriously couldn't believe this dumbass kid could have been created out of the contents of his balls.
"Oh yes, suck on them," Beth moaned, amazed how good it felt to feel hot breath and wetness on them.
Chris did suck, in utter awe that he was not only finally getting to see his girlfriend's naked tits, but he was even sucking on them! His dick was rock hard.
"God, I'd fuck those tits in a heartbeat," Ben told his windshield, admiring those beauties.
"Are you hard?" Beth asked.
"Yeah."
"Let me see," she said, taking control of the situation the way her boyfriend apparently couldn't. God, she wished he would just push her onto her back, rip off her bikini bottom and stab his dick in her.
"Here?" Chris asked.
"No, in the hallway at school during recess," Beth said sarcastically, finding her boyfriend both cute, but completely frustrating at the same time. For a smart guy, he sure was dumb.
"Right," Chris said, backing away from the tits he was enjoying.
"Stand up," Beth ordered.
Chris did, just as Ben screeched his tires to a halt in the driveway.
"Can I pull it out for you?" Beth asked sexily, rubbing his hard cock through his trunks.



"Yes please," he groaned, completely overwhelmed that this was finally happening. Like every teenage guy, this was a dream come true... but once it happens, most guys learn they aren't prepared for the experience at all. They get nervous. They lose the bravado and confidence they normally have.
"You sure it's okay, shy boy?" Beth teased, as she squeezed his dick.
"Yeah," Chris said, watching in awe as she pulled his trunks down, just as his dad rushed into the backyard.
"So big," Beth said as she stroked his cock, although according to the porn she watched, it wasn't even close to big. Maybe five inches or so, which she'd read was a tad below average.
"Oh God," Chris groaned, trembled, and immediately spewed his load all over a very surprised Beth.
"Chris!" Beth gasped in surprise, as his hot cum sprayed onto her face and breasts.
"Jesus Christ," Ben said in an audible voice, as he watched his pathetic son come prematurely.
"Dad!" Chris gasped, his mortification doubling at being caught, especially right after his accidental orgasm.
"Oh God," Beth said, covering her tits, which got cum on her arms.
"Who the hell comes that fast?" Ben complained, instead of giving them crap for having sex in his backyard. "Beth, I apologize on behalf of men everywhere."
"I'm so sorry, Mr. Jones," Beth apologized, frozen like a deer in the headlights as she stared dumbfounded into his eyes, her hand feeling around blindly for her bikini top.
"You have nothing to be sorry for," Ben said. "I'm just sorry for my pathetic son."
"Dad, please," Chris said, pulling his trunks up. "Leave us alone. Get outta here!"
"No, you leave. You need to go get this poor girl a warm wet cloth for all the cum you spewed onto her, and a dry towel," Ben ordered, taking control like he always did, but also wanting some alone time with this big-breasted girl who couldn't seem to find her top.
"Dad, I..." Chris began to plead.
"Right now, Chris. Show your girl some respect," Ben ordered, in a tone that made it clear the conversation was over.
"Fine," Chris sighed, before adding, looking down to a mortified, humiliated Beth, "I'll be right back."
"So... how far have you two gone?" Ben asked as soon as his son was gone, hovering over her and admiring the valley between her squeezed-together breasts. (She was hiding them behind her forearms.)
"T-t-this is the most we've ever done, Mr. Jones," Beth stammered, very near tears.
"It's Ben," the dad reminded her. "And you have nothing to be embarrassed about. My inept son spewing his load in seconds just demonstrates how hot you are."
"It does?"
"Yeah, he didn't last even five seconds before it spurted right out, ready or not," Ben said. "That's because of you. You're a very hot young thing, Beth,"
"Uh, thank you, Ben," Beth said, flattered by the words coming from this handsome older man, yet also feeling a little uncomfortable... he was her boyfriend's dad, and she was half-naked with cum all over her... although in the porn she read, this would be the perfect time for the older man to take advantage of the shy younger girl.
"But you need someone who knows what you want and need," Ben said, as he undid his belt.
"Mr. Jones, I..." Beth began realizing what was about to happen, and that her most recent thought had been a wicked premonition, as her body tingled in forbidden temptation.
"Shhhhh my pretty thing," Ben cautioned, unbuttoning his pants and unzipping. "We both know you need a good fucking from a man with a big cock, from a man who knows how to use it."
"But you're Chris's dad," Beth pointed out the obvious, albeit rather half-heartedly, since she was completely captivated by the big bulge in his pants. Then he pulled his pants and underwear down to reveal a much larger cock than her boyfriend's, easily eight inches and thick, which made her eyes go big and her mouth drop open like in a cartoon.
"Beth, you did this to me," Ben said, wagging his hard dick at her with his right hand, as he guided it to her mouth.
"Mr. Jones... I... I mean... Ben?" Beth was rattled. Shocked by what was happening. Shocked by the size of Mr... of Ben's cock. Shocked that it was suddenly in her mouth. Shocked that her wicked bedtime fantasy was coming true, totally unexpectedly.
"Here you go, Beth," Ben said, as he slid his cock further into her wide-open mouth. "Here's what you've been craving, a real man's cock. A man who knows how a woman like you deserves to be treated."
Beth couldn't believe this was happening, or how she'd flipped from wanting to suck her boyfriend's cock, to suddenly having her boyfriend's dad's cock in her mouth instead. But her natural lust took over, and although she should have pushed him away, should have jumped up and run away, instead she tightened her lips around her oral invader and began slowly bobbing. In the back of her mind a voice was demanding, How's Chris going to feel when he comes out and sees this happening?! but it was crying out pretty much inaudibly from a far distant back corner of her mind, so she paid it no attention.
"Oh yeah Beth, you look so hot with my big cock in your mouth," Ben enthused, knowing that young girls, and inexperienced girls especially, needed lots of encouragement.
Beth was in awe of what was happening. In awe of the cock in her mouth and how good it felt... of how it sparked pleasure pulses directly to her pussy. This cock was longer and thicker than Chris's, she assumed it being the difference between a boy's and a man's. His praise also excited her, this being a new experience, so she wanted to be good at it.
"Dad!!!" Chris bellowed as he returned with the warm cloth and towel, and discovered his girlfriend sucking his dad.
"Sorry, son," Ben shrugged. "I needed to finish... or perhaps even to begin... what you couldn't pull off."
"Stop it!" Chris shouted angrily as he stormed towards his father.
Beth, who hadn't felt much guilt since the moment she began sucking Ben's dick, was suddenly overwhelmed with it. She shoved herself away from the (admittedly amazing) cock and said, "Chris, I'm so sorry!"
"There's nothing to be sorry for. Keep sucking, my sexy little slut," Ben ordered, knowing that once she was given an order and called a dirty name, she would almost certainly obey him. Partly because he could see she was horny as fuck, partly because of the praiseworthy history of his impressive cock, partly because she was obviously a natural submissive, and finally because she would automatically obey an authority figure like himself, just like she'd obey a teacher at school. "You know you want my cock."
Beth felt shame course through her body, felt the burning in her cheeks, yet she also felt the fire in her loins and her natural desire to obey. She faced her boyfriend and apologized again, as Chris looked on dumbfounded. "I'm sorry Chris, but I have to do this. If I don't, I'll regret it for the rest of my life!" She then turned away from him, took the magnificent cock back into her mouth, and resumed bobbing.
"Dad, this is so fucking pathetic," Chris whined as he watched helplessly, knowing that no way could he be a physical threat to his father. So his only influence on events, if he could even have any, would have to be verbal.
"Pathetic?" Ben scoffed. "You're right about that, because I'm doing the job you couldn't. So I'm not the pathetic one here."
"Just stop it," Chris demanded, humiliated at what he was witnessing, and by the frustrating truth in his dad's words, since he really had come so... so... so horribly prematurely, and everyone here knew it.
"I'm not doing anything," Ben pointed out, since the teen was sucking his cock with total enthusiasm, while he simply stood in place.
"Beth, please stop doing that," Chris pleaded.
Ben, deciding to give his son an opportunity (a very iffy one) to save face, pulled his dick away from the pretty teen's eager lips and asked, "Beth, do you want to stop? Maybe for your boyfriend's sake?"
Beth couldn't even look at her boyfriend, still feeling so guilty, yet her lust and libido were in control of her, and she admitted, just as Ben had assumed she would, as she continued stroking the big cock, "No, I absolutely don't want to stop, I want to suck this big cock until it too comes all over me!"
"Go ahead, Beth," Ben smiled, "suck my big cock, and I can promise you a nice big load."
"Thank you," Beth said oddly... well, it made perfect sense to her... as she took the dad's cock back into her mouth and resumed bobbing hungrily, taking more and more of it inside her mouth. A live and throbbing hard cock was so much more exhilarating than some inanimate banana or cucumber.
"Dad," Chris said, defeated and humiliated.
"Like I said son," Ben said, really enjoying the enthusiasm of this rookie cock sucker. "I'm just doing what you couldn't."
"But she's only eighteen," Chris pointed out. "And you're what? A hundred and seven?"
"Good to know. So she's legal in every state," Ben smiled, ignoring the gross exaggeration of his age.
"You're a fucking pig," Chris accused, so angry and yet so helpless.
"Okay, if that's what you want me to be. Oink," Ben replied, taking the jibe carelessly in stride. "May I ask you a question, son?"
"Don't fucking call me your son!" Chris snapped. "No real dad would ever do this."
"Do what?" Ben asked. "Like I said, I'm just standing here."
"Whatever," Chris said, wanting to turn and leave, yet feeling compelled to stay for Beth's sake. This wasn't her doing this. She couldn't possibly want to.
"If this is so disgusting, then why is your dick hard?" Ben asked, looking at the tent in his son's trunks.
Chris hadn't noticed his erection at all. This wasn't turning him on, damn it. He rummaged around in his head for a reply and could only come up with, "I'm eighteen, I'm always hard."
"Sure, sure," Ben laughed, as he pulled out of Beth's eager mouth and decided to be the man to take this teen's cherry, 99% sure she was a virgin. "Get on all fours, Beth."
"You are not going to fuck her," Chris laid down the law with all the authority of a disbarred judge whose bench was situated six feet underground.
"Mr. Jones, can't I just suck you until you come?" Beth asked timidly, although in truth she was dying to feel what a real cock would feel like in her virgin pussy... except she didn't want her first time to be with an older man, her boyfriend's dad no less, since the first time was supposed to be special... but Ben's cock was amazing... but she'd been planning to break her cherry with Chris in mind for weeks... except that... but... oh dear.
"Oh, we both know you want this cock plunging into that sweet ripe pussy, don't we?" Ben led the witness, looking down lustfully at the lustful teen.
"Yes, you're right... I mean no, I don't want that... I mean Chris should do it... but I guess he can't right now... but..." Beth still couldn't construct a proper sentence, she was so transfixed by this humongous cock, and the possibility of the big snake spending some quality time inside her. Somewhere she knew she had to be strong, she knew she had to resist, but both her body and mind were betraying her. She attempted to beg 'please no,' but all that came out was, "Please."
"Dad, do not fuck her," Chris demanded like a theme and variations on a broken record, even as he couldn't believe he even had to say such words.
"Look son, if I don't fuck her, someone else will," Ben reasoned, "she's dying for dick."
"That someone else will be me," Chris said, enraged.
"For what, ten seconds with that little pencil dick?" Ben asked. "She wouldn't even have time to notice it was there. A woman needs a proper man with stamina, especially for her first time. Now turn around and get on all fours, Beth."
Beth looked at the cock.
Beth looked at her boyfriend.
Beth looked back at the cock.
Faintly she heard Chris's last gasp, "Please... no..."
Time to decide.
Lust overwhelming her, curiosity consuming her, and her natural submissiveness spurring her on, she obeyed, not even considering obvious issues like this was her boyfriend's dad, this was her first time, what this might be doing to Chris, and there wasn't any protection.
She turned around and presented herself.
"Beth!" Chris wailed incredulously, Beth's betrayal even more shocking than his dad's.
"Sorry, Chris," Beth said, looking at him (with extreme guilt, but at least looking at him), "but I have to have this cock."
"What you mean is Chris's dad's big cock," Ben corrected, enjoying humiliating his son, loving the idea of cuckolding him.
"Yes, I guess I do," Beth admitted, her shame and lust at war with each other, although it was a rather one-sided battle.
"Say it," Ben said, as he moved behind her and rubbed his cock between the teen's very wet pussy lips. "Say the words to Chris."
"Yes Chris, I need your dad's big cock in my pussy," Beth admitted, the feel of the cock in question rubbing against her pussy lips ending any pathetic resistance she might have had in body or mind.
"Don't you dare fuck her, dad," Chris demanded defeatedly, this time with hardly any volume at all, tears beginning to roll down his face.
"Okay," Ben said brightly, "I can agree to that."
"Really? At last!" Chris exhaled, relieved to see his dad finally showing a little respect.
"She can do the fucking! Beth, bounce back onto my cock if you want it inside you," Ben said, crushing the brief sense of hope he'd just given his son for a short-term loan.
"Sorry, Chris, I have to do this," Beth apologized, as she did see the tent in his trunks (poor little thing) as she leaned back and allowed the big cock to fill her. "Ooooooooh, my God," she moaned loudly, as pleasure she hadn't known existed filled her, even though only half of the cock was inside her so far.
"Nooooo," Chris moaned, struggling unsuccessfully to hold back his tears, since his dad wasn't just fucking his girlfriend, he was taking her virginity... a virginity Beth had promised was his to take.
"You see son, all girls need a man with a big cock, a man who knows what a woman wants, and a man who treats her like the slut she inherently is," Ben explained, as Beth continued backing up to take all of his cock into her incredibly wet and tight pussy.
"That's just sexist bullshit," Chris disparaged through his tears.
"Is it?" Ben asked. "How do you feel with my cock inside you, Beth?"
"So good," Beth moaned, her ass now resting against his hips, and her pussy feeling so full.
"Tell Chris," Ben said and then asked, "What does a girl exactly like you want? A true man who takes charge and fucks you into submission, or a timid boy who asks permission just to hold your hand in public?"
Before Beth could answer, Ben bucked his hips three times, reaching new depths inside the teen's pussy, knowing if her cherry had still been attached, his dick would be covered in blood. (Luckily, Beth had broken it with a cucumber a couple weeks prior.)
"Oh, fuck," Beth screamed, as wave after wave of pleasure collided within her. Wanting more fucking, wanting to be pounded, needed to be used, she admitted a core truth. "I need a man who will fuck the shit out of me, and treat me like a dirty slut!"
"Beth!"
"I tried to tell you," Beth said, having been offering him hints for days.
"I was respecting your boundaries," Chris said. "Was that wrong?"
"You need to find out what those boundaries are, before you can hope to respect them," Ben pointed out, as he slowly began to fuck her.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Beth moaned, not caring at all about Chris anymore, only about the man's cock inside her, and the feeling of euphoria it brought along with it.
"Beth!" Chris repeated, devastated, yet feeling his cock throbbing... which he couldn't explain.
"You sure you want this big cock?" Ben grunted, as after every five slow ins and outs, he slammed into her, knowing this drove most women wild with lust and desperation.
"Yes, yes, I want your cock, Ben, I want your big cock in my pussy," Beth answered, loving his hard thrusts, loving the pleasure of getting fucked, and beginning to enjoy the enhanced excitement that came from knowing Chris was watching her behaving like a complete slut. She didn't know why this twisted sharing excited her, but it suddenly did, and thus her outcries continued being nasty.
"I can pull out and let Chris replace me," Ben offered, right after he gave her another quick, three deep thrusts.
That offer horrified Beth, and she replied, unintentionally heaping more humiliation onto her boyfriend, "God, no, you keep fucking me!"
"You sure I'm the one you want?" Ben asked, hurling more humiliation at his son, knowing Beth would answer in the affirmative.
"Yes Ben, I love your big cock," Beth admitted lustfully. "I need a manly man, one who can fuck me hard and make me his slut."
Chris was defeated. Humiliated. Ashamed. Disgusted. Heartbroken. Yet... yet... yet... he was also rock hard, and his cock was throbbing.
"Tell Chris," Ben said, as he kept teasing her with mostly slow strokes mixed with occasional hard deep thrusts.
"Chris, I love your Daddy's big cock," Beth said, looking directly at Chris, now with no shame at all, just utter confidence. "He's giving me the fucking you didn't."
"I would have," Chris argued.
"Not with that small dick. You wouldn't even be able to begin," Beth said, feeling bad for stating the truth, yet feeling it had to be made clear to him. He was a boy, his dad was a man, and if he deluded himself into believing anything else, he'd be setting himself up for endless disappointments.
"Beth," Chris whimpered, those words the most hurtful yet.
Beth looked away, hating to hurt him, hating to humiliate him, yet the power of this cock inside her had her completely at Ben's mercy. So she begged, her orgasm rising like a major tsunami, "Oh yes Daddy, fuck me, you've gotten me so fucking wet!"
"Want to watch your girlfriend come?" Ben asked, as he pounded into the teen.
"Please, no," Chris begged, feeling completely betrayed by both of them, as well as by his own raging, traitorous cock.
I'm so close, Daddy," Beth declared, feeling the fires of pleasure burning inside the entirety of her being.
"Come all over my cock Beth, come like the filthy slut you are," Ben ordered, slamming into her as hard as he could.
Permission granted seemed to be the final invisible barrier to burst, as Beth screamed, "Oh my fucking God, yes!"
Beth came like she never had before, as she buried her face into the cushion on the chair and allowed euphoria to take over.
"Fuck," Chris sighed, as his father had now given his girlfriend her first fucking and her first orgasm from sex. It was so humiliating, yet seeing his girlfriend lost in such lustful rapture was also a real turn-on... which made no fucking sense.
Beth emitted sounds you never heard in porn movies... raw and lustful. Guttural. Authentic.
Ben pulled out, his reward yet to come, and ordered, "On your back, Beth."
"Okay," Beth agreed weakly, feeling like her entire body had been usurped of every drop of energy. She rolled onto her back, happy to be off her knees, as she felt a trickle of her own cum leak out of her.
"Dad, that's enough," Chris tried to step in, appalled that he intended to keep going.
"Sit up on the chair, Beth," Chris ordered, ignoring his son completely.
Beth pulled herself up as Ben went to her, his cock glistening with her juices, and stood right In front of her.



"Clean your cunt cum off my cock, pretty girl," Ben ordered.
"Mmmmmmm, yes Daddy," Beth purred, having no idea why she was calling him Daddy, or why calling him that turned her on... since her own dad had left when she was three, so of course she'd never felt any sexual attraction to him at all.
"That's my good girl," Ben smiled, her initiating this Daddy talk kind of a turn-on.
Beth leaned forward and tasted herself on his dick. She'd tasted herself before, but imbibing it from a nice warm cock was a whole different level.
"That's it, suck my cock, baby girl," Ben moaned, loving to watch this girl with her pretty lips wrapped around his cock. As Beth bobbed slowly on it, he turned to his son, thinking this was the perfect time to reinforce the main tenet of his fatherly advice, "You see son? Every woman wants a take charge man."
"That's ridiculous," Chris said, even though he was beginning to understand today's lesson from the School of Hard Knocks, that nice guys do indeed finish last. This horrible lesson was just like it was in his high school's culture, where the jocks and rich kids ran the school... except that today it was even more humiliating, to the millionth degree.
Oddly, Beth wanted to tell Chris his father was right, but unfortunately, or actually extremely fortunately from where she was sitting, she had her Daddy's cock in her mouth. This was exactly what she'd wanted for a long time. To be royally fucked. To be treated like a dirty slut. To be set free from the pretenses and stereotypes of the so-called nerdy good girl, and to be completely dominated while being called a bad girl.
"From everything that's happened today, you can see that I'm right," Ben said, as he began slowly face fucking Beth.
Beth focused on not gagging as Ben began to face fuck her. She'd watched some face fucking porn, and she hadn't been able to fathom how women could take so many inches of man meat in their mouth without either vomiting or being asphyxiated. Yet as Ben continued fucking her mouth, she found herself continually taking more and more of him inside her, with little if any distress.
"So, today's lesson is that assholes always win?" Chris asked, as he watched his girlfriend take his dad's cock in her mouth. Dad had gotten a blow job, had gotten to fuck her before anyone else in the world had, and he was now face fucking her before anyone else had.
In contrast, Chris had gotten to suck on her tits for a while, and then the very moment his cock saw the light of day, he'd humiliated himself by spewing all over Beth.
"They don't necessarily need to be assholes, but yes, strong men with the ability to take control always win," Ben clarified, and then he ordered, pulling out briefly, "Now take my entire cock in your mouth, Beth. Deep throat me until you can feel my balls bouncing against your chin."
"Yes, Daddy," Beth agreed demurely, as her own saliva dripped from the big cock back down to her lips. She leaned forward, slowly took the cock in her mouth, and kept going.
"Come over here, son," Ben said, Chris having watched for all this time from a distance of around ten feet.
"I'll stay where I am, thanks," Chris refused.
"Get your ass over here," Ben ordered harshly, as Beth continued gradually taking more of his cock into her mouth all the time.
Beth was dying to take this entire cock into her mouth as ordered, she desired to deep throat this cock, she needed to become a great slut. So she gritted her teeth (only metaphorically, thank goodness) and persevered.
"Fine," Chris said, secretly wanting to get a closer look at Beth sucking cock.
"That's it Beth, you're almost there," Ben encouraged, "take it all."
Beth could tell she was close, breathing through her nose, determined to take it all in, even after encountering a couple of brief roadblocks in the form of gags. Like at school in her academics, she wanted to be the best there was at doing this.
Chris moved to kneel beside his girlfriend, if she still was his girlfriend, and watched her in action. It was disturbingly erotic.
"She could deep throat you easily, son," Ben said, as Beth had less than an inch left to go.
"Dad, I still can't believe you're doing this to me," Chris complained, even as he was transfixed on the sight of Beth sucking his dad's dick.
"I'm doing it for you," Ben said, which was partially true, in the sense that today's training would benefit Chris down the road.
"How so?" Chris asked, as he saw his girlfriend finally take all of his dad's dick.
"Shit, she took it all," Ben said, impressed. "Now hold it there deep in your throat, bitch, and breathe through your nose."
Beth did just that, feeling a rush of adrenaline and a chill up her back as she sat there with the entirety of Ben's cock resting in her mouth.
"You have a keeper here, son," Ben said. "Now relax, Beth, and deep throat my cock like the hungry slut you are, as I fuck your face."
Beth focused on breathing, as she began hearing those ugga-ugga-ugga sounds stuttering from her throat just like the porn stars she'd been watching, hoping that would be her one day, and because of its incoming velocity, his cock bottoming out even deeper than before, and his balls bouncing off her chin. Feeling a little guilty, knowing Chris was now right beside her, she reached out with her right hand, found his leg, and then moved her hand up to his crotch... to find a very hard cock.
"See? She's insatiable," Ben pointed out. "Pull it out for her."
Chris was so fucking horny that although he hated listening to his father and despised doing anything he said, he pulled his trunks down. Whereupon Beth began to stroke her boyfriend's cock while furiously sucking his dad's... becoming the ultimate multi-tasker.
"Yes, deep throat my cock, get it nice and ready to go back into that pussy of yours," Ben ordered, already deciding he was going to cream pie this sexy slut.
Beth loved the idea of having this dick back in her pussy, so she bobbed even faster, deep throating his cock as if she'd been sucking them for years.
"Oh God," Chris groaned, his girlfriend's hand making his balls boil, and for a second time, he came prematurely.
"Shit, son," Ben chuckled, "sex is supposed to be a marathon, not a sprint."
"Fuck," Chris said, just as before, totally pissed at himself.
Ben knew he wouldn't last too long from this amazing blow job, so he pulled out, pulled her down, spread her legs, slid back inside her, and watched as Beth moved her cum-coated hand to her lips.
"Want my cum?" Ben asked as he slid back inside her.
"God yes, Daddy," Beth exhorted, wondering what a full load would be like in her mouth. "Give me your load. Cum all over my face, or deep down my throat."
Ben kept her legs spread wide and watched her tits bounce around as he fucked her hard and deep, knowing he wouldn't be accepting either of those generous offers. As her moans got wilder, Ben said, "No, my slut, I'm going to fill up this tight cunt."
"Nooooo!" Beth moaned, her pussy completely unprotected. No pill, no nothing! The plan had always been for her and Chris to use condoms whenever they had sex.
"Dad no," Chris joined in, even though he'd been watching his dad manhandle his girl, and by now had been enjoying it. He'd even been taking mental notes on how to behave like the kind of man a woman would want.
"You can come on my face, come in my mouth, come on my big tits," Beth offered, "you can even come in my virgin ass if you want, just anywhere but my pussy!" although that sentence took almost a minute to spit out, as the pleasure swarmed inside her and a second orgasm was quickly escalating inside her.
Ben stopped deep inside her, and was a little surprised and tempted by the offer to take her virgin ass. Taking all three of her virgin holes in one encounter would be pretty epic. Yet, he wanted to deposit his first load in her pussy, he loved seeing a creampie, and he laid down an ultimatum. "Either I come inside your ripe cunt, or I head out and finish by banging one of my other sluts."
Beth desperately needed the fucking to continue, and she just had to have that second orgasm, which was already so close! . So although she didn't want to get pregnant, she did want to get fucked, and she also felt a craving to know what it would feel like to have a load of cum spewed inside her pussy. So she threw caution to the winds and replied lustfully, "Then go ahead and fill my cunt with your cum, Daddy. Breed your bitch!"
Ben wasn't really the uncaring monster he loved appearing to be, in fact he'd very considerately had a vasectomy years ago, so there was no chance of pregnancy. But Beth didn't know that, and encountering such desperation for his cock was fucking hot. Keeping his little secret a secret, he resumed pounding her pussy.
"Beth," Chris gasped. He couldn't tell whether he'd said the word begging her to escape her predicament, or to cheer her on.
"Your boyfriend can eat the cream pie out of your pussy," Ben offered, as his balls boiled, and Beth's moans became crazy wild.
"Fuck, gross," Chris almost gagged at the prospect, as he watched his dad fuck his girlfriend, her tits bouncing wildly, her legs waving around, and her moans so authentically hot.
"Fuck, Daddy! Fuck me... fill my cunt with your cum, Daddy!" Beth babbled incoherently, her orgasm now imminent and unlike very recently, she now just had to feel her cunt filled with cum.
"Come, baby girl, come all over Daddy's dick," Ben ordered, desperately holding himself back until she could reach her second orgasm.
"Yes, yes, yes, Daddy!" Beth screamed as her second orgasm hit, and moments later she felt Ben's cum spewing inside her.
"Fuck," Ben grunted, and filled the teen with his cum.
"Fill me up, Daddy," Beth moaned, as her entire body was set on fire yet again, her second orgasm just as intense, or perhaps even more intense than the first... feeling the warm sensations of the cum filling her.
"Dad," Chris gasped, as he realized his dad had come inside her at great risk. Yet, he was completely compelled by the sounds of Beth's orgasm and seeing his dad's cock pulsing inside her.
"So good," Beth whimpered, completely spent.
Ben pulled out and watched his white cum leak out of her pink, pretty pussy.
"Chris, get that cum out of my pussy," Beth demanded, this actually surprising Ben a little... seeing the demure, submissive Beth take control.
"But Beth, I...." Chris began to protest.
"Right now, Chris," Beth said, "unless you want to become a daddy in name only."
"You'd better hurry," Ben smiled sadistically, enjoying watching his son become completely cuckolded. "My swimmers are slower these days, but they're still pretty potent."
"Fuck, I can't believe I'm doing this," Chris complained, diving between Beth's legs and burying his face in her pussy, even though truthfully, being told what to do actually turned him on.
"Oh yes, lick my cunt, and eat our Daddy's cum," Beth ordered, getting turned on by watching and feeling Chris eat her cream pie, or rather his dad's cream pie.
"I'll leave you two lovebirds alone," Ben said with a smile.
"Thanks, Ben," Beth said, as she reached down and clutched Chris's head hard against her pussy.
"Anytime," Ben smiled, giving her a wink.
"Good to know, Daddy," Beth smiled, blowing him a kiss.
Ben added, since she had offered it earlier (which meant that subconsciously she wanted it to happen), "And if you want that anal cherry taken my pretty girl, just come up to my room a bit later."
"I'll be there, Daddy," Beth promised, knowing that now she'd experienced the true pleasures of the flesh she was a new woman, and she'd do anything to get Ben's big cock back inside her... including taking it in the ass, which she knew would make her a complete slut... which is exactly what she wanted to be for Ben.
Chris licked his girlfriend's pussy and swallowed his dad's cum, feeing so ashamed, and yet inexplicably turned on by both the task, and by the sweet addicting taste. Stunned that even after all the debauchery he'd witnessed, his pretty, sweet girlfriend also wanted it in the ass, and soon.
Beth felt such a rush of adrenaline, not only at the thrill of having lost her virginity and having had the chance to be submissive to such a good-looking older man, but also because she now had a submissive boyfriend she could use as she pleased.
Beth let go of Chris's head, deciding he at least deserved some sloppy seconds, and asked, "Are you hard, baby?"
"Yes," Chris admitted, excited that Beth might still want him, even after the shame of his coming twice so prematurely, and also after she'd been stretched out by his dad's much larger dick.
"Think you can last long enough to fuck me?" Beth asked. "Since you've already come twice, you might be able to manage."
"I'll try," Chris promised, his cock throbbing.
"Well," Beth said, rolling onto her chest, "eat my asshole first, and get it ready for your Daddy's big cock, and maybe I'll let your tiny dick slide inside my cunt, once your Daddy has spent himself inside me again."
Humiliated, yet with a glimmer of hope he might still get laid today, even after so many setbacks, he agreed, "Yes Beth, whatever you say," as he moved behind her, pulled apart her ass cheeks, and licked her sweaty, cute asshole, wondering what it would look like with his dad's big dick inside it, and how it would taste afterwards.
THE END
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11. ERICA GETS FUCKED
SATURDAY
We were meeting Carter at Joan's place at eight o'clock that evening.
The day included:
-giving Joan a morning orgasm with my tongue
-shaving my entire body (except for the hair on my head)
-a complete anal douching, which felt really unique and turned me on
-my finger- and toenails painted baby blue
-red lingerie for me, with matching stockings and thong
-a gift from Joan: a black wig
So... At seven-thirty we were at Joan's, where she touched up my look with red fuck-me lipstick, blue eyeliner that somewhat matched my nails, as well as my entire face being made up.
She didn't let me see myself until she'd completed my face... put on the wig... and finally said, "Fuck, you're cute."
She turned me around, and I looked in her mirror.
"Wow," I said, feeling... and looking... so sexy, elegant and feminine.
"You might get more looks than I would, if we went to a club," she said before adding, "although you still need tits and heels."
"Yeah, I am a little flat, and my shoes are flats," I agreed.
"I have one more gift for you," she said.
"You didn't have to," I said.
"True, but I did anyway," she said, handing me a giftwrapped box.
I unwrapped the shiny paper and opened the box. It was a butt plug... with imbedded diamonds.
"It's your first article of feminine jewelry," she smiled.
"It's not very feminine," I joked.
"Well, diamonds are a girl's best friend."
"True. Thank you."
"Bend over," she ordered.
"I love when you order me to do that."
She lubed it up, pulled my thong aside, and slid it into me. I moaned as she said, "Just to keep it nice and gaped for Carter's big hammer."
"Yeah, he's going to pound my pussy tonight," I said.
"And take that final virginity," she smiled. "Are you excited about getting your pussy fucked by a real BBC?" Joan asked.
"Yeah, it seems so surreal. A couple weeks ago I was a closeted curious sissy for BBC in fantasy only, and now I'm sucking more black cock than I'm eating meals."
"You've become quite the slut," she agreed.
"Thank you so much for guiding me through this journey," I said, so thankful for her knowledgeable and heartfelt support.
"I love doing it, and I love you," she said, kissing me on the cheek, not wanting to mess my lipstick.
"I love you too," I said.
"I can't wait to watch you take Carter's big dick up your pussy!"
"Me neither," I admitted, it being the last wild taboo remaining to achieve.
She received a text. "Oh my."
"What? He's still coming, right?" I asked, worried he'd changed his mind.
"Yes, but he wants to bring a friend."
"That's okay," I said before adding, "the more the merrier."
"It's a girl."
"Oh," I said, oddly disappointed there wouldn't be two big black cocks for us to service. I asked, "Are you okay with that?" She hadn't ever mentioned having a fantasy of being with a black woman, although her lesbian curiosity was a known quantity.
"Frankly? I don't know," she answered.
"You can decline if you want," I said, although the idea of seeing her between a black woman's legs was kind of hot... although oddly I had no interest in fucking a black woman... or any woman at all who wasn't Joan. It wasn't a racial thing, it was that I was an only-one-woman type of guy. A plethora of black cocks sort of guy, but just one woman. Obviously that didn't go both ways. We were both welcome to play with as many black men as we wanted, especially if the other could be there to watch, or to join in.
"Fuck it, why not?" she shrugged, "These days are all about our exploring new experiences, right?" as she texted him back.
"Absolutely. Ever munched a black pussy?"
"Never," she answered, before she admitted, "although I have entertained the odd fantasy of serving as a pet to a big black woman."
"Big?" I asked.
"Yeah, I don't know why, but black women of the larger variety turn me on," she said. "The huge tits and the big booties. It may also be because some erotica writer I often read created this large black character named Big Rosie, who was renowned for having the best tasting pussy in the greater Boston area. Girls would actually queue up to service her."
"I've read about her," I said, that being one of silkstockingslover's characters, and one of her most popular recurring ones. "Ladies line up for her in the bathroom at some upscale lesbian club."
"Le Chateau Club," Joan nodded.
"Too bad it isn't real," I said.
"For that matter, too bad the Pit isn't real," she added, another location that existed in a few of silkstockingslover's stories, where white women were used by BBC based on the colour they'd chosen for their stockings.
"We should read some of her stories together someday," I suggested, that sounding like a wickedly fun evening.
"We definitely shall," she nodded, as her phone buzzed.
"They'll be here in fifteen," she reported.
"That seems like an eternity," I joked.
"Well, go pee before they get here, and I'm going to go change my outfit a bit, since I'm not going to be the dominant female tonight I thought I was going to be," she said.
"Okay," I nodded, as I headed to the bathroom, and Joan to her bedroom.
A few minutes later, after washing my cage very thoroughly (pissing was a lot more complicated in this new submissive life I was living), Joan came back downstairs. She had been in black nylons, and now she was in white thigh highs... with a sexy as fuck white teddy and a thong.
My caged clitty begged for the liberty to salute my girlfriend's radiance. Alas, all I could do was say, "Wow, you look beautiful."
"I had to make sure I looked hotter than you do," she smiled, looking at me.
"You'll always be hotter than me," I said, thinking how strange it was that this was the conversation we were having.
She shrugged, "We're two hot sluts for BBC."
"And for BBW," I added, thinking of the black woman also coming, although I never actually knew what BBW stood for. Big and black, I assumed.
"Hopefully, BBBW," she said.
"BBBW?" I queried.
"Big... Beautiful... Black... Woman," she explained. "Or sometimes Women, depending."
"Aaaah, I always wondered what that second B stood for," I said.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
"As I'll ever be," I said, a little nervousness mixed in with my abundance of excitement. "You've prepared me very well for this moment."
"I've tried to," she smiled.
Suddenly wanting to show her how much I loved her, and how much I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her, I blurted, "We should move in together."
"What? Really?" she asked, genuinely surprised.
"Yes, I love you with all my heart," I said, taking both of her hands. "And I want to spend as much time as I possibly can with you."
"Well, the commute is inconvenient when I want a face to sit on," she said wickedly.
"Well, and that too," I smiled.
"And I do love you too," she said, changing gears back to sweet as quickly as she'd shifted to nasty.
"And I love waking up with you beside me," I added, pouring on the romance.
"And I do love your fixing me breakfast in bed," she said.
"And I enjoy breakfast in bed too," I agreed.
"Okay, let's do it," she said. "I'm all in."
"Mmmmmm, I love when you're all in," I retorted playfully.
The doorbell rang.
"We'll talk about specifics later," she said. "Right now, you have a BBC to suck and be fucked by."
"God, I love you," I said as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the door. "Yes, Mistress," I replied, switching into submissive mode as I swayed in my girly attire to answer the door. God, if it wasn't Carter and his female friend (whoever she was) on the other side of the door, we were all in for quite the surprise.
Luckily, it was they.
Also luckily, it seemed Joan's BBBW fantasy was about to come true.
"So, this is the fuckin' sissy," a large, big-breasted black woman said, smirking at me.
"It is," Carter nodded, checking me out.
"I really don't understand your fascination with white cross-dressing sissy faggots, when there are thousands of white sluts who'll give up their mouth, pussy and ass for you," the foul-mouthed, large, but also very pretty black woman said, as she shoved her way past me and barged into the house. "Now let me go inspect my merchandise."
I looked back to see the BBBW stalking towards a very nervous Joan. Up until now Joan had been incredibly confident and in control no matter the situation, but just the sight of an abrasive, dominant black woman looming over her (she was at least 6 feet tall to Joan's 5' 7"), and Joan appeared as insecure and nervous as I always was.
Carter walked in too, and I closed the door, excited for my sake, but now a little worried for Joan's.
"Fuck, are you white," the BBBW said, assessing my girlfriend. "Don't you ever go out during the day?"
"I do, ma'am," Joan replied sheepishly, addressing her with formal respect, even though there was no way this black woman was older than twenty-one, and Joan, like I was, was in her mid-thirties.
Carter interjected, "This is my good friend Brandi. Brandi, this is my sissy Erica, and his girlfriend and your pet for the night, Joan."
"Nice to meet you, Brandi," Joan offered nervously.
"You'll address me as ma'am," Brandi said, asserting her dominance immediately. "Is that clear?"
"Yes, ma'am," Joan nodded, placing me in awe of how she could switch so effortlessly from Mistress to submissive. I could only play a single role, but she could smoothly switch between two polar opposite ones.
"Have you eaten nigger pussy before?" Brandi asked.
"No, ma'am," Joan answered.
"But you want to?" Brandi asked.
"Yes, ma'am," my beautiful, but very nervous at the moment, girlfriend answered.
"And you want to watch my friend ass fuck your boyfriend?" Brandi asked, each query clearly meant to humiliate.
Joan, standing her ground a bit, corrected her. "Not precisely. I want to watch Master Carter fuck my slut's virgin pussy, and breed her like the dirty slut she is."
"Shit," Brandi said, impressed, chuckling loudly.
"I told ya," Carter said.
"Well, fuck, I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't heard it with my own ears," Brandi said, as she sat down heavily on the couch.
Carter ordered, "Knees, Erica."
"Knees, whatever your name is," Brandi ordered Joan, as I obeyed Carter.
"It's Joan, ma'am," Joan said.
"I don't give a fuck what you think your name is," Brandi retorted dismissively. "Tonight your name is Dumb Bitch, is that clear?"
"Yes, ma'am," Joan nodded, "perfectly clear," as she lowered herself gracefully to her knees.
"Tell me girl, what's your name?" Brandi interrogated.
"Dumb Bitch, ma'am," Joan answered smoothly, not missing a beat.
"She's a quick learner," Brandi admitted.
There was a moment of silence while no one took control, before Carter asked, "Why is my dick not in your mouth yet, sissy?"
"Sorry, Master, it's because I'm such a dumb slut," I said, as I quickly reached to unbuckle his belt.
"Dumb Bitch and Dumb Slut," Brandi roared with laughter, "no wonder they're a couple."
"They are quite the couple," Carter agreed, as I unbuttoned his jeans, quite excited to have his cock back in my mouth... but this time only as a sweet appetizer before the main event.
"Take off my boots, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan obeyed, both of us completely subservient submissives to our respective dominants.
As I unzipped Carter I turned to look, but he slapped the side of my head and rebuked me, "Focus on my cock, dumb slut."
"Yes, Master. Sorry, Master," I apologized like the pathetic cock-craving faggot sissy I was.
I pulled down his pants and underwear.
"Take my shoes, pants, socks and underwear completely off," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I repeated, my brain on submissive mind control.
"Massage my feet, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered Joan, Dumb Bitch apparently the name she was going to use for her going forward. I wasn't allowed to turn my head to see Joan, but I felt bad for her. I loved the ridicule and name calling, it enhanced my humiliation and thus enhanced my pleasure, but I wasn't sure Joan was into this sort of humiliation, or at least on the receiving end of it. Being called a slut as she took a big black clock, sure, but this was a whole new level of humiliation.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan responded, her tone not giving me any clue to her level of humiliation or pleasure.
I finished removing Carter's shoes, the plug in my ass wiggling all over the place as I moved, creating teasing pleasure throughout me... I could already feel the pre-cum oozing out of my cage and into my red panties.
"Where did you find these two?" Brandi asked, as I pulled off his pants, underwear and socks.
"They came into the store looking for a cock cage," Carter answered.
"Fucking hilarious," Brandi chortled, although I didn't know what was so hilarious about that. Well, maybe I did. How many couples go shopping for cock cages?
"Make him suck your dick," Brandi ordered.
"I don't have to make him do anything; I just have to ask, and he'll happily do whatever I wish. Isn't that right, sissy?" Carter asked, as I reached up and stroked his semi-erect cock.
"Yes indeed, Master, this sissy is here for your pleasure," I said, as I stroked his big shaft, wanting to impress him, but also feeling compelled to show Brandi how pathetic I was.
"Shit," Brandi roared with laughter as she asked, "and Dumb Bitch, you love this man?"
"I do," Joan answered and added, "with all my heart."
"Why?" Brandi asked, sounding like she couldn't fathom why anyone would love me... something I had wondered myself.
"We were meant to be," Joan said, as I took Carter's cock in my mouth. It was an odd romantic statement, considering we were both willingly servicing other people.
"Meant to be submissive bimbos for dominant blacks, you mean," Brandi said.
"That too," Joan agreed readily, as Carter finished hardening in my mouth.
"Want to see my big tits, Dumb Bitch?" Brandi asked.
"Very much, ma'am," Joan answered; this time her tone was clearly lustful.
"Take my shirt off, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered, as I began slowly bobbing on Carter's cock, wanting to worship his beautiful member... although I disliked hearing my girlfriend being called 'Dumb Bitch'. But she didn't seem to mind at all, so I tried to let it go.
"That's it, cock sucker," Carter said. "Get my big cock nice and ready for your girlfriend and for your pussy."
"You should spit-roast the faggot," Brandi suggested.
"I plan to get my strap-on to do just that," Joan revealed.
"You'll be busy servicing me," Brandi said.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan responded subserviently.
"Why don't you text Wide Willy?" Brandi suggested. "He'd love to help spit roast this fairy."
Joan, trying to show she still had a modicum of power in this evolving hierarchy said, "I bet Erica would love two big cocks spit-roasting her like the slut she is."
"Did I ask for your opinion, Dumb Bitch?" Brandi asked, behaving way more dominant than Carter ever did. Her dominant persona was a turn-on, but it also concerned me for the sake of my poor Joan.
"No you didn't, ma'am, sorry, ma'am," Joan apologized profusely.
"Now suck on my tits and shut the fuck up, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered, as I wished I could see those huge black breasts.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan repeated, completely under the seductive power of the black dominant.
Carter asked me, "Do you want another big black cock to worship, sissy?"
I removed his hard, delicious ten-inch cock from my mouth and answered like the sissy I was, "Yes, Master, I'd love a second big black cock to spit-roast me like the bimbo cum slut for BBC that I am."
"Shit, what a faggot," Brandi laughed as I took Carter's cock back in my mouth.
"Yeah, she's a real keeper," Carter chuckled, and added, "Sissy, get my phone out of my pocket."
"Yes, Master," I replied obediently, as I again reluctantly removed the beautiful black dick from my mouth... nothing better than being on my knees with a black cock in my mouth. It was so natural... so perfect....
I grabbed his phone out of his pocket, handed it to him, and quickly took his cock back in my mouth.
"Like my tits, Dumb Bitch?" Brandi asked.
"Love them, ma'am," Joan responded with a slight moan... clearly sucking those big black tits was turning her on. If she was happy with this experience, perhaps I shouldn't be such a Nervous Nellie on her behalf.
"Wide Willy is on his way," Carter reported to the room, and I wondered if the name was because he was a wide man, or had a big fat cock, or both.
"Want to see your man or whatever he is get spit-roasted, Dumb Bitch?"
"Yes, ma'am," Joan said, "I'd love to see my sissy take big black cocks in both ends."
"But you have three fuck-holes. You want big black cock in all of them?" Brandi asked.
"God, yes, I'd love to be double penetrated by big black cocks, or filled airtight by three dominant black studs," Joan answered lustfully.
"She has a strap-on in the house." Carter said, "if you want to help triple team her later."
"That I've never done," Brandi said.
"Well, we should change that," Carter said, as I was now taking nine of his inches in my mouth, getting closer and closer to smoothly taking all ten inches of his magnificent cock into my cock-sucking mouth.
"Yes, we should," Brandi agreed. "Go get your strap-on, Dumb Bitch."
"Yes, ma'am," Joan replied.
"Shit sissy, you've been practicing," Carter praised me, impressed as I smoothly bobbed on almost all of his cock.
"He went to the gloryhole bathroom last night," Joan informed him before she left. "As a matter of fact, we both did, and one of the loads he swallowed was a creampie I served up to him."
"Nice," Carter approved, while I wanted also to mention the fact I'd sucked cock for a few hours later on at a poker party.
"I can't believe how many white guys suck black dick," Brandi said.
"They all do, if given the opportunity," Carter said.
"Think you can turn Professor Flaren?" Brandi asked.
"If he isn't already turned," Carter said. "Half the male profs on campus are taking BBC."
"So hot," Brandi said, as... FINALLY!...I took all ten inches into my three-inch mouth (meaning seven inches were down my throat)... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me as I accomplished this once seemingly impossible task... ten inches of BBC had gone past my lips!



"Yeah, it's quite the rush to turn a guy who thinks he's straight into a cock sucking, ass taking, cum craving faggot for black cock," Carter said, as I wondered just how many of us there were, and whether it was true that pretty much any white guy would drop to his knees to worship black cock... history didn't appear to indicate this... yet I wondered if white men in the past used slavery as a secretive way of relating to their inferiority complexes.
"And age doesn't matter?" Brandi asked.
"18, 35, 60, 75," Carter listed a wide range of ages, "they don't even have to be able to get it up anymore," the idea of my dad or grandpa sucking cock seemingly unfathomable.
"Cool," Brandi said, then called out, "What's taking you so long, Dumb Bitch?"
"Sorry, ma'am," Joan replied, arriving back with three strap-on cocks.
"Shit, the faggot has been taking a lot," Carter said, apparently not noticing when I'd accomplished my impressive feat.
"And soon he'll be taking all that in his ass," Brandi added, as she saw the three strap-ons dropped on the couch before her.
"In her cunt," Carter corrected her.
"Cunt, that's hilarious," Brandi roared. "Nice collection, Dumb Bitch."
"Thank you, ma'am," Joan replied.
"Shoot that first load all over her face," Brandi urged, as she, like me, could tell Carter was getting close.
Joan added, "Yes please, shoot your dominant cum all over her pretty face."
"Shit," Brandi laughed again.
"Deep throat his cock, you slutty, sissy, cum-craving bitch," Joan bellowed, apparently doubling down on the last grasp of power she still had in this company.
"Shit, Dumb Bitch," Brandi said, sounding impressed by Joan's comfortable domination over me. "You're some bipolar sex slut."
Joan explained, as I furiously and obediently bobbed on Carter's fat cock, now swallowing it to the root every time, "I'm a dominant to my sissy, but a submissive Dumb Bitch for black dick and snatch."
"Snatch, you call it," Brandi roared, "there may be some nigger in you."
"I hope there'll be some in me soon," Joan replied wickedly, just as Carter pulled out.
For the first time ever, I closed my eyes in time, just barely, before Carter erupted a massive load all over my face.
Fuck, getting a facial felt both so wrong and so right.
Wrong for the obvious reasons: I was a guy, Carter was at least a decade younger than me, he was black and I wasn't, and my girlfriend was right there in the room, looking on.
Yet it was also right for so many reasons: my girlfriend was right behind me both figuratively and literally, the warm cum pelting my face felt so good, being on my knees accepting my place as inferior to any black man... it all felt so natural and true to my DNA-decided sissy self (it must be), it all culminated in a gigantic rush that had my clitty tingling with countless sensations.
"Oh yeah, coat her face with your dominant seed," Joan moaned, obviously as turned on by watching me get a facial, as I was by getting one.
"Yeah, cum all over the faggot," Brandi added, sounding like this act of dominance and humiliation was turning her on too.
When he was done splattering my face with his warm, soothing cum, he slid his cock back in my mouth, and I nursed out any last remnants of his load.
Brandi ordered, "Come eat my pussy, Dumb Bitch."
"Yes, ma'am!" Joan replied.
"Watching your faggot boyfriend suck dick and take a facial was pretty hot," Brandi said.
"Wait until we see him getting his cunt fucked for the first time by a real cock," Joan added.
"That will be hot too," Brandi agreed.
"Or watch him get spit-roasted by two big black cocks."
"Or his watching you getting yourself triple teamed," Brandi added, as the night was obviously just getting under way.
"Mmmmm, so delicious," Joan said, although I wasn't sure whether she meant was the idea of her being triple teamed in the near future, or the taste of Brandi's pussy in the present moment... I assumed both.
Carter pulled his cock out and instructed, "You can watch your girlfriend eat pussy, but the cum remains on your face until further notice, or until I go home."
"Thank you, Master," I replied, grateful for three things -- his warm load on my face, the opportunity to watch my girlfriend eating pussy, and the chance for everyone to see what a dirty little slut I was anytime they saw my face.
I wiped away the small amount that had landed on my closed eyelid, then turned around to see an amazing sight. Brandi was on the couch, her big legs spread, and with Joan between them. Brandi's tits were literally larger than Joan's head.
"Eat that chocolate box, Dumb Bitch," Brandi moaned, and then she smiled at me. "Let's see that tiny dick of yours, Ms. cum bucket."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, pulling my panties down to reveal my caged clitty, and noticed my panties were quite wet... I must have oozed a lot of pre-cum already tonight.
"Oh fuck," she roared the way black women laugh heartily. "You're caged."
"Mistress Joan owns my clitty," I explained, no shame in my tone, having completely accepted my place.
"What's in her cunt?" Carter asked, noticing the plug inside me.
Joan answered, "A surprise for you."
"Keep licking, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan agreed submissively and obeyed, the two of us briefly being almost equals in submission to black superiority.
"It's a diamond butt plug," I explained.
"Shit, that's the weirdest piece of jewelry ever," he said, more amused than impressed.
"Let me see, turn around faggot," Brandi ordered.
I turned around and bent over to show off my faux diamond plug.
"Shit, that really is the weirdest piece of jewelry ever," Brandi agreed.
"Just a place holder until you're ready to replace it with the real thing, Master," I explained, really hoping his dick would be in my ass, I mean in my cunt, very soon.
"I see," he said.
"That's it, Dumb Bitch, get that tongue in there nice and deep," Brandi ordered her cheap slut. Hey, wait a minute, that's my girlfriend I'm talking about!
"You look so hot between those luscious black legs, Mistress," I flattered Joan as I turned around and resumed watching.
"Hey sissy, why don't you eat her asshole while she eats mine?" Brandi suggested, then ordered, "Lay on your back, Dumb Bitch."
"Yes, ma'am," Joan obeyed, backing up and looking at me for a moment. "Nice load, Erica."
"It was," I agreed, her face slightly glistening with the big girl's pussy juice.
She lay on her back and Brandi got off the couch and straddled Joan's face, but instead of offering her pussy, she offered her asshole.
"Eat my ass, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan said, as I watched in erotic awe, my caged clitty burning at the hot act.
"Get that ass nice and clean," Brandi ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan repeated, as she laid on her back and probed her tongue between the two big, dark, ass cheeks.
I couldn't see Joan's tongue, but the act was super-hot, and similar to some of the smothering videos I'd gotten off to on occasion.
Carter said, "Crawl down there and get your girl ready for my dick, sissy."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, crawling between Joan's legs, pulling her panties off, and burying my face in her very, very wet pussy.
"That's it, tongue fuck my asshole, Dumb Bitch," Brandi approved.
Joan moaned at the renewed order, and I hopped to it, my tongue working its magic. Even before all these new adventures had begun, I'd been excellent at going down on Joan, and I hadn't lost my touch.
There was a knock at the door.
Carter said, "Don't stop, anyone; I'll get it."
A minute later a new voice said, "Holy shit."
"Hey, Wide Willy," Brandi greeted.
"Hey, Brandi," Willy replied.
"Sissy, come greet Jake," Carter ordered.
I quit licking Joan, crawled out from beneath her legs, stood up, turned around, and saw a chubby black guy standing before me.
"Hi, sir, may I suck your cock?" I asked.
"Shit," he roared. "No messing around with pleasantries, just getting right to it? Nice to meet you too. Sure, girly girl, go right ahead."
Carter said, "She's getting her virginity taken tonight."
"And this other bitch is getting triple teamed tonight," Brandi added.
"Well, I can sure help with any of that," Willy said, as I pulled down his sweats and underwear to reveal the fattest cock I'd ever seen... porn included.
"Holy shit," I gasped, as I looked at the semi-erect cannon.
"You recall he's called Wide Willy," Carter said.
"I can certainly see why," I said, in a hypnotic trance.
"And my wide willy isn't going to suck itself, faggot," Willy said.
"Sorry, it's just so beautiful," I said, as I leaned forward and took it in my mouth... while not even hard, it stretched my mouth. There was no way I could take this in my pussy. Possibly ever! Joan, on the other hand, would love it in hers.
"So do we fuck the faggot first, or triple team Dumb Bitch?" Brandi asked.
"Good question," Carter pondered.
"Let's triple team Dumb Bitch and make her sissy watch," Brandi suggested.
"Yeah, we can do that," Carter agreed.
Willy's cock, now hard, was also long: nine inches. I began slowly bobbing, getting myself accustomed to the extra girth. And about the other topic, I was just as excited about Joan's double (or maybe even triple!) penetration as I was about my own upcoming loss of my anal virginity and subsequent spit roast.
"Get a strap-on on, Brandi," Carter instructed.
"Mmmmmmm, fun," Brandi said. "This time I get to do the fucking!"
"We'll play a game of musical holes," Carter said, as I bobbed on Willy's mouth-stretching missile. My clitty was likely leaking excessive pre-cum as it constantly tried to break out of its cage.
"Musical holes," Brandi roared, her laughter so boisterous, and somehow sexy too.
I bobbed for another minute, until Carter ordered, "Get undressed Willy. It's gangbang time."
"I get her pussy first," Wide Willy said.
"Shit, she won't feel anything else after you're done with her," I joked.
"I can't imagine she ever feels anything with you," Carter replied to me.
"I can feel it," Joan said but added, "it just can't do anything for me."
"Well, I guarantee you'll feel this," Willy said, as he walked over to Joan, who had just sat up.
"Holy fuck," Joan gasped, as she reached for the fat black cock.
"I get that reaction a lot," Willy chuckled, obviously enjoying the reactions his cock received.
"I can imagine," Joan said, stroking the fat cock, and then leaning in and taking the cock that had just been in my mouth into hers. Fuck, it was hot.
Brandi said a minute later, once she'd fastened on the thin, long, strap-on cock... which I could attest was perfect for back door plundering, "Sit on the couch Willy, and get Dumb Bitch to straddle you."
"Works for me," he said, pulling out of her mouth and collapsing heavily onto the couch.
Joan needed no further instructions as she winked at me, faced Wide Willy, straddled the big man and his huge cock, and dropped onto it. "Holy fuck!!!" she screamed, as she took all nine very fat inches into her pussy.
"You're an impressive slut, Dumb Bitch," Brandi said.
"Thank you, ma'am," Joan said, sitting astride nine inches of black heaven. "I'm a bimbo slut for any black cock or pussy."
"I've never worn one of these," Brandi said, wagging it around. "It's quite empowering."
"Fucking a sissy faggot with it is also very empowering," Joan added, as Brandi positioned herself behind her.
"Mmmmm, fun," Brandi said, as she placed her cock against Joan's ass.
"Shove your dick in my ass, ma'am," Joan said, looking back.
"Shut up, Dumb Bitch," Brandi rebuked her. "Dumb bitches don't tell me what to do."
"Sorry, ma'am," Joan apologized, as Carter walked around the couch.
"Beg for my cock in your ass," Brandi ordered; odd, since she'd just told her not to. It was obvious though, that Brandi loved the rush of being in control.
"Please, ma'am," Joan moaned, looking back at Brandi with complete lust, "fuck my white ass, and use me like the Dumb Bitch slut I am."
"Nice," Brandi said, as she pushed forward, and her cock slid into Joan's ass.
"Oooooh," Joan moaned, as she received, I believe, her first ever double penetration.
Carter tried to offer his cock to Joan, to make my girl airtight with black cock, but with the back of the couch in the way, he was a little too short. So he hopped onto the couch next to Wide Willy and angled himself on the top of it, so Joan could reach it.
"May I suck your big cock, Master?" Joan asked, as she reached for his cock.
"Of course you may," he smiled, as Joan leaned to her right, rested against Willy's chest, and took his cock in her mouth.
Fuck, it was a hot sight... all three of her amazing holes being filled.
Joan began bobbing, just as Brandi began fucking her ass.
Joan's moans were hot, as she kept sucking Carter's cock.
It wasn't all that smooth at first, and Carter clearly wasn't comfortable. So he ordered, as I watched from my knees my girl getting triple teamed, "Sissy, get over here and support my back."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, thankful to be off my knees for a bit. I went to stand behind the couch, and used my hands to keep him balanced.
Brandi said, "No wonder you guys love fucking us gals. It's super fun!"
"Now you'll want to fuck faggots and sluts all the time," Carter replied.
"Yeah, it's a whole different world being the giver instead of the taker," she said, as she slowly fucked my girlfriend's ass.
"You look so hot with black dicks in all your holes, Mistress," I said as I watched.
"You're next, dickless," Brandi said to me.
"I can't wait," I replied, as my clitty continued its futile attempts to break free. A week of being constantly caged had turned me into a helpless, pre-cumming mess.
"I get his ass first," Carter made crystal clear.
"And I get his mouth first," Willy said.
"Whatever," Brandi sighed heavily, clearly annoyed, "just so long as at some point I get a chance to ass fuck the faggot."
"That we can guarantee," Carter said, "can't we sissy?"
"My mouth and cunt are yours to use whenever you want, Master," I said.
"And Mistress," Brandi said.
"And definitely Mistress," I agreed mindlessly, wondering how this juxtaposition of authority figures impacted my hierarchy with my true Mistress.
"Oh fuck!!" Joan screamed, as Willy, who'd been patiently sitting with his cock in her pussy, suddenly bucked up into her.
"Double fuck her," Carter ordered as he climbed off the couch. "This setup isn't working for me."
"Oh yes, fuck," Joan moaned in utter rapture. "Fuck my white holes with your dominant black cocks."
"Yes! Double penetrate my sexy Mistress," I added, my words not sounding nearly as hot as her wicked ones.
"Oh God, shit, fuck," Joan babbled, as Willy and Brandi began fucking her hard, and her body bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll.
It was so fucking hot, and then it multiplied in hotness when she suddenly came from the double penetration. "Fuck!" she screamed, loud enough to wake the neighbours.
"All right," Carter said a minute later, as Joan's holes were vacated, and she was still trembling. "Time for the main attraction."
"You're going to fuck my sissy's pussy and take her virginity," Joan said, her cheeks red.
"I am," Carter nodded, as he snapped his fingers and I dropped to my knees and crawled over to him.
"So fucking obedient," a now standing Brandi observed.
"Do you have the key for his cage?" Carter asked.
"Around my neck," Joan said, wiggling her necklace.
"Should you unlock it?" he asked.
"No, Master, if you don't mind," Joan replied, getting off the couch, wavering a little from her orgasm, that still seemed to be sending aftershocks. "I read somewhere that true sissies can come while still caged, and therefore soft. I want to test that theory."
"So she isn't allowed to come, unless it's the ultimate sissy orgasm," Carter nodded approvingly.
"Correct. On your back, Erica," Joan ordered.
I rolled from all fours to being on my back, curious what she had in mind, as I wondered if I could possibly come with my clitty in a cage. I did know I sure leaked a lot.
"Shit sissy, your cage is completely coated in pre-cum," Joan mused as she knelt next to me.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, "this has all been very exciting."
"I imagine it has been," she said, as she scooped some pre-cum off the cage and brought it to her mouth.
Brandi roared with laughter as she knelt down to see my tiny clit up close and personal, "That is the tiniest dick I've ever seen, and I babysit my aunt's two-year-old!"
Joan grabbed some red lipstick, the same lipstick I was wearing, and wrote just above my clitty: Property of Master Eric.
"Nice," Brandi said, clearly amused by my constant humiliation.
"Back on your knees, sissy," Carter ordered.
I rolled back over, my tiny clitty swaying in its cage.
Carter pulled the plug out of my pussy just as Wide Willy walked in front of me.
"Fuck my slut," Joan ordered.
Carter moved behind me and slid his cock into me, my pussy nicely gaped from the diamond plug.
"Ooooh," I moaned, or more like squealed as all of his ten inches slid inside me. There was pleasure. There was pain. Intense pleasure! Intense pain!
The pain, as his ten inches went in deeper than any toy ever had. But the pleasure, from at long last being filled by a black man, and thus completely becoming the sissy I was born to be.
The pain in my ass burned, but it also triggered an intense pleasure in my clitty even though it was soft, and I instantly spewed a huge load all over the floor... trembling uncontrollably... proving Joan's theory correct... a sissy could come while caged... this being the ultimate sissy orgasm and humiliation. I imagine that a week of being constantly banned from orgasms had made my entire reproduction system so sensitive, that my ultimate dream of having a BBC in my ass/pussy finally coming true, was too overwhelming, and I erupted.
"The faggot came!" Brandi roared.
"Shit!" Willy laughed too, as he slapped my face with his big fat dick.
"She's been waiting for this to happen for decades," Joan informed everyone.
"Well then, let's give her this meal with all the trimmings," Carter said, as he grabbed my hips and started fucking my pussy.
I begged for him to fuck me hard, even as pain and pleasure both burned inside me, "Oh yes, fuck my cunt, and make me your slut!"
"Shit," Willy laughed again, as he slid his cock into my open and moaning mouth.
"Yes, fuck my slut," Joan moaned, as I imagined she was rubbing herself.
"Slut, come straddle my leg like a good little bitch, and hump yourself," Brandi ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Joan obeyed.
God, I wished I could see that.
But I was pretty occupied, with cocks in both of my holes.
I tried bobbing while getting fucked, but it was hard to get into any rhythm at all. After a couple minutes of chaos Carter ordered, "Ride and suck like a rocking horse, sissy."
I understood exactly what he meant, and I began to bounce back on his cock, and then bounce forward to deep throat Wide Willy's cock. Which I did successfully... all that practice with the dildo had paid off big time!
It was the most athletic thing I'd ever done.
So focused was I on the cock in my pussy and the other cock in my mouth, I actually lost interest in my clitty, as I focused completely on the two big black cocks inside me.
Ten inches in my pussy.
Nine inches in my mouth.
Ten inches in my pussy.
Nine inches in my mouth.
Repeat some more.
If anything, my tiny clitty seemed to shrink even more as all the pleasure I was feeling came from my asshole. Every nerve back there felt the slide of the big thick black cock going in and out, and when it rubbed against my prostate, I felt pleasure rising through my entire body.



Joan moaned, "Oh yes, my dear sissy, take those big black cocks!"
"Shut up and hump my leg, Dumb Bitch," Brandi ordered.
For a couple minutes, there was just pure pleasure. The pain dissipated completely, and I was just a bimbo-fuck-toy-cum-slut for BBC... while just a little way across the room, Joan seemed to be a bitch in heat for BBBW.
"Should I come in her pussy, Joan?" Carter asked.
"Oh yes please, fill my sissy's pussy with a big load of cum," Joan moaned, sounding as turned on by the idea as I was... dying to know first hand what getting a load of cum in my ass or pussy would feel like.
My legs started to go numb, and I shook a little as I concentrated even more on the pleasure hurricane in my asshole.
Willy pulled out and said, "Get on all fours, bitch."
I got the chance to see Joan straddling Brandi for only a couple of seconds, but fuck, it was hot.
"Yes, sir," Joan said, as she got off of Brandi and dropped to the floor.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt, breed your bitch," I moaned, feeling such intense pleasure through every pore of my existence.
"Crawl over here and face your sissy," Willy ordered.
Joan did, bringing us face to face a foot apart, each on all fours, and each about to have a BBC come in our pussy.
"You look so hot getting fucked," Joan said, as Willy went behind her.
"So do you," I said, as Carter slammed into me hard and deep.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt," Joan moaned, as Willy obviously did just that.
"Get ready for my load, sissy," Carter groaned.
"Yes, fill my cunt," I pleaded.
"Fill her cunt," Joan echoed.
"Fuck," Carter grunted, and shot his load in me.
I felt his warm seed go up my pussy... making my tiny flaccid clitty twitch, and to my shock, I erupted a second load all over the cage and carpet!
"The faggot just came again," Brandi roared.
"The ultimate sissy orgasm," Carter said, as he kept fucking me.
"Oh yes, fuck my pussy with that huge cock," Joan moaned, clearly loving to have her cunt spread so wide.
"My turn," Brandi piped up, as she stood up, her strap-on still on, and stalked towards me.
"She's all yours," Carter said, pulling out as I felt cum leaking out of me... feeing like such a slut.
"Want my cock, faggot?" Brandi asked, although she didn't wait for an answer before she slammed her cock into me.
"Yessss," I moaned, as she fucked me hard.
"Like my dick, sissy?" she asked, slamming into me.
"Oh yes, I love your dick in my cunt," I moaned.
"Please don't ever stop pounding my cunt with that fat cock," Joan moaned loudly, her orgasm getting close.
"Oh, I have an idea," Brandi said, pulling out of me.
"Oh God, fuck, such a fat cock, fuck, yes, mother fucking yes," Joan babbled for over a minute, her orgasm building, until she screamed, "Yessssss!"
Willy kept pounding my girlfriend throughout her orgasm, Joan looking lost in complete euphoria.
Brandi returned with the lipstick and drew something on my lower back that felt like a heart and then a circle, before she slid her cock back into my gaping pussy.
Carter said, "Shit, you two BBC sluts should get matching tattoos like this."
"Like what?" Joan asked.
"The universal symbol for a slut for black cock," Carter replied.
"And what's that?" Joan moaned, as Willy kept slamming into her.
Carter took out his phone as Willy said, "I'm close, bitch."
"Please come all over the sissy," Joan told him.
"Yeah, sure." Willy pulled out of Joan's pussy, and a moment later he slid his wet pussy-coated cock in my mouth.
He face fucked me, as Brandi kept fucking me, both of them apparently as hard as they could, so I had no control at all over how I was being used, which was heavenly... before he pulled out and spewed his load all over my face... and again, I closed my eyes in time.
"Oh yeah, coat the sissy," Brandi rooted, as rope after rope landed on my face.
Willy slid his cock back in my mouth, and Brandi pulled out of me.
I sucked for a minute before he pulled out, and Joan crawled over to me and kissed me.
"How romantic," Brandi laughed tauntingly.
"Look," Carter said, as Joan broke our kiss and looked at Carter's phone.
"Oh, I like that," she approved.
"What is it?" I asked.
Carter showed me his phone. It was a spade from a deck of cards, with a Q in the middle of it.
"What's the Q for?" I asked.
"Queen of spades," Carter answered.
"The tattoo means you'll only service BBC," Willy added.
"Well, that's true enough," I said, "in addition to my Mistress."
"We'll get them this week," Joan promised.
"I know a guy I can send you to," Carter said.
"Cool," Joan said.
"Carter, get your black ass over here and shove that dick in me," Brandi ordered as she tossed the strap-on aside. "All this fucking has me needing to get fucked."
Carter fucked Brandi, who had a wicked mouth, and her moans were equally raunchy.
Joan sucked on one of her big nipples, I sucked on the other.
Carter shot a third load... this time all over Brandi's tits.
Joan and I lapped up the cum.
The three visitors then got dressed, as Joan ordered me to go wash my cum-coated sticky cage.
When I returned they were gone, and Joan took my hand and pointed to the floor, "You came on my carpet... twice," she said.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"And you dripped pre-cum all over my couch," she added.
"Sorry," I repeated.
"I guess since you can come while in a cage there isn't much point ever unlocking the thing," she smiled, looking done at my caged clitty.
"I guess not," I agreed, hoping she was joking and yet kind of hoping she wasn't. "I'll clean up the carpet in the morning."
She shrugged, "You better since it's going to be your house soon, too."
"I'm moving here?" I asked, having thought she'd be moving into my place, as she led me to the bathroom.
"Of course," she said, giving me a kiss. "Let's go have a shower... together."
"I love you, Joan," I said, my face coated with dried cum, and her hair a mess from her rough fuckings.
"I love you too," she said, kissing me.
THE END
Coming next the final chapter: Some time has passed and Erica ends up in a sissy competition against a very surprising fellow sissy.
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I arrived at the secluded cottage and walked in, feeling butterflies in my stomach. I was a natural submissive, and although I have written many stories about being a dominant Mistress, I had never been one myself.
But today, after more than seven years of writing erotica, I was going to live it.
I knocked on the door.
"Come in, Mistress," a distant voice responded.
I did.
I walked in, and saw her kneeling on the bed, looking sexy and coy, not wearing lingerie as I'd anticipated, but rather a shirt with a monogram that made me smile: Keep calm and fuck me. And white stockings, just like I'd instructed her to wear.

"Nice shirt, my pet," I said.
"Thank you, Mistress," she replied. "I liked the message."
"Me too," I said.
"You look absolutely beautiful, Mistress," she replied, looking at me with the same lust I was looking at her with.

"Thanks," I said, always appreciating a compliment, as I walked over to the bed and climbed onto it.
"I didn't say that just because you're my Mistress, I really meant it," she said, admiring me with obvious sincerity. "I've imagined what you look like thousands of times, but the images in my head couldn't do justice to your true beauty."
"Ditto," I said, "you're absolutely gorgeous;" then I ordered, "Stand up."
"Yes Mistress," she obeyed, standing up and letting me take a good look at her shaved, wet pussy.
"Looks like you're excited to see me," I said, as I slithered underneath her to get a good look at her pussy.
"My black pussy has been leaking ever since I left your classroom," she admitted.
"Did you touch your pussy without my permission?" I asked sternly, as I moved my fingers to it.
"No, Mistress," she asserted, as she rested her hands on my shoulders for balance. "I was definitely tempted, but I understand from your stories that a good nigger slut only comes when she's given permission by her white goddess Mistress."
"You understand my expectations well," I approved, as I slid a finger inside her.
"I've read every story of yours, most of them more than once, and all the lesbian ones dozens of times," she admitted.
"I see," I said, as I began to finger her. "And what did you learn from them?"

"For starters, a pet must obey her Mistress without hesitation," she answered.
"And?"
"She must give herself to her Mistress mind, body and soul," she added.
"And who owns your cunt-licking lips?" I asked.
"You do, Mistress Jasmine," she moaned.
"And who owns this pretty pink pussy?" I questioned, pumping my fingers in and out of her.
"You dooooooo, Mistress Walker," she moaned.
"And who owns this big black ass?" I continued my inquisition, smacking it once.
"You do, Mistress."
"Are you hungry?" I asked, my pussy on fire from my two hours of anticipation.
"Famished," she replied fervently, as I pulled my fingers out of her sopping wet pussy and placed them in my mouth. "Mmmmmmmmm," I said, as I sucked off her wet cunt juice.
"Do I taste good, Mistress?" she asked.
"Delicious," I nodded, as I repositioned myself and spread my legs open, resisting my natural submissive nature, and the temptation to bury my face between those chocolate legs. But today I mustn't do that... for I was the Mistress... today I would follow the rules I'd created in my stories for my plethora of mistresses... which I suspected wasn't much different from most real mistresses... and I wouldn't lick my pet... although God, I was tempted. I added, "But I bet I'll taste even better."
"I bet you will," she said, as she moved between my legs.
"Tell me how badly you want to taste my pink peach," I ordered, as I parted my legs further.
"Mistress, I've dreamt about this moment ever since I started reading your stories," she said.
"What did you dream of specifically?" I asked, slowly rubbing my pussy in front of her.
"Serving you unconditionally," she said, then added, sounding and looking so hot, as she looked up at me with eyes both of lust and admiration. Those initial words were sweet and tender, but then she got nasty, which was equally hot. "Devouring your white cunt, licking your nylon-clad feet, eating your pink asshole, and being used in any way you wish. Such as sitting on my black face, fist fucking my cunt, drilling my asshole, or pissing all over my face. Whatever nasty items may be on your bucket list, I hope you'll use me to check them off."
I planned to do all those things before tonight ended, and I moaned, "Go ahead my slut, you may begin by eating my pussy."
"Thank you so much, Mistress," she said, sounding so excited, as she leaned forward and began licking me.
"Oh yes, lick me," I moaned, my orgasm rising instantly, after its two hours of inner bubbling.
"So delicious," she said as she lapped hungrily.
I knew I wasn't going to last long but that was okay, because this was going to be a lengthy night of orgasms... for both her and me.
"Oh yes, don't stop slut, I'm so close," I said, after just a minute of licking... imagining this must be what it was like to be an eighteen-year-old boy who was so excited he couldn't last even a minute before spewing his load.
She sucked on my clit, and I erupted, "Oooooooooooh, fuck!"

She eagerly lapped my flooding pussy while I had the most intense orgasm I could remember ever having... my body shaking uncontrollably, as a tornado of pleasure spun inside me.
"So yummy," she said, not stopping her hungry, lustful licking.
"So good," I moaned weakly, as I gave myself a couple moments to enjoy and recover.
"Agreed," she said, savoring my cunt cum, as I savored her tongue.
"Not your first time doing this," I said, smiling down at her.
"No, I've been practicing for this moment," she smiled back up at me.
"On whom?" I asked, curiously.
"My daughter's best friend," she answered.
"Dalia?" I asked, remembering the name from our many online conversations.
"Yes," she admitted. "She loves face fucking me with a strap-on, and making me eat her out, and always on my daughter's bed."
"Kinky," I smiled, imagining both of those visuals.


"Yes, she's very dominant, and I love that," she said.
"Good to know," I smiled, as I sat up.
"She'd love to dominate you."
"Has she said so?"
"No, but she only seduces older women like us," she revealed.
"I've always wanted to be with a cheerleader," I said, as I got on my knees with my feet over the edge of the bed.
"I can roleplay that for you anytime, too," she offered.
"I'll keep that in mind," I said, as I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. "Knees, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, hurrying off the bed and kneeling at the soles of my feet.
"Sniff," I ordered.
"Yes Mistress," she replied, moving her nose to my feet, that had been enclosed in my heels all day.
"How do they smell?"
"Sweaty sweet," she answered, as she pressed her nose against them.
"Want to lick them?"
"Very badly, Mistress; may I?"
"Lick every inch of the soles of my feet, my foot slave," I said, having never had that done to me, even though I had written about it many, many times... it was indeed something else I wanted to do one day... but not today.
"Yes, Mistress," she repeated, as I discovered I enjoyed being called Mistress... that I enjoyed being the one in charge... something I had never done before. I was always submissive to my husband, and had either been a slight submissive or an equal in my rare lesbian encounters over the years.

I enjoyed the slow tongue bath on my feet, for even though I had always enjoyed foot massages, this was an entirely different level of sexual relaxation... making my pussy continue burning and ready for more.
I ordered, as I rolled over and laid back on the bed, extending my foot in the air, "Now do my toes."
David had sucked on my toes a few times in the past, so I already knew how good it felt, but for some reason, maybe it was the euphoria in her eyes, her soft moans as she sucked each individual toe, or just the hotness of the situation, but the pleasure sent sparks right through me.

She sucked all ten toes one at a time into her mouth, her hands also massaging my feet as she did so, constantly telling me how good my silky toes tasted.
I then gently pushed her against the wall and asked, "Ever been foot fucked?"
"No, Mistress," she said, as my right foot insinuated its way up her leg.
"I've never given one either," I said, but added, "but I've always wanted to."
"That sounds like a bucket list item to me, and I'd love for you to foot fuck my black pussy," she said, as my foot reached her wet pussy.
"Your what kind of pussy?" I asked.
"My nigger pussy, Mistress," she quickly corrected herself. "I'd love for your white foot to fuck my nigger pussy."
"Good slut," I nodded, as I placed my entire foot where it needed to be, and rubbed it up and down like I had watched in those 'Bratty Babes Own You' videos. I liked the sex scenes, but always wished they would have a little more plot to them... as this time I was entitled to make up my own plot on the go.
"Oh yes, that feels so good," she moaned, as I could actually feel her wetness on the sole of my foot.
"Your cunt is soaking wet, slut," I said.
"Yes, and it's all because of you, Mistress," she moaned, as she leaned against the wall and let me rub her pussy with my foot. Previously, I couldn't imagine this ever really happening.
"Sometimes reality turns out to be way crazier than fantasy," I said, as I moved my toes between her pussy lips so I could take a look at her bright pink, so perfectly framed by her dark, chocolate skin.
"Oh fuck yes, Mistress," she moaned, as I lifted my entire body off the bed for extra pressure on her pussy. "This is so much crazier, and so much hotter."

"You look so hot with my foot in your cunt," I said, as my toe poked into her hole.
"I love this," she moaned, clearly stimulated by this unorthodox act. I had always wondered if this was as hot in actuality as it was in my writing, and it was good to know that it was.
"So do I," I said, as I enjoyed hearing her moans and feeling her wetness. "By the way, I brought you a special present to mark today's special night, and our new beginning."
"You did?" she asked with a moan, clearly surprised.
"Yes, it's for something I plan to do to you later, and something I know that you already are," I said.
"A nigger bimbo for white cunt?" she asked wickedly.
"Well yes, you're that too," I smiled, loving her wicked tongue. "But what I'm talking about would be very hard to find."
"Oh, that feels so good, Mistress," she moaned, as her orgasm was obviously rising.
"Do you want to come, nigger?" I asked, knowing from our earlier conversations that in the heat of the moment, that question really drove her wild.
"Oh yes, Mistress, may your nigger come all over your foot?" she asked.
I pulled out, and like in the 'Bratty Babes Own You' series, I frantically rubbed my foot in a circular motion, wondering whether that worked the same in real life as it did in the videos, and ordered, after a few seconds of aggressive foot rubbing, "Yes my nigger, coat my stocking foot with your cunt cum!"
"Ooooooooooooh, yes," she moaned, and trembled instantly, as she came the moment my permission was granted.
"You really are a dirty nigger slut," I scolded, as my foot was soaked. "Coming all over your daughter's teacher's foot."
"Yes, I'm such a dirty nigger slut," she agreed weakly, as she leaned against the wall while her body quaked.
"A hot nigger slut too," I added, loving to see her cum... God, she was beautiful.
"Thank you, Mistress," she said, her eyes closed, as she enjoyed the orgasm I had so generously allowed her to experience.
After a moment, I moved my foot away and said, "I have to go pee; and when I return, I'll give you your gift."
"Thank you," she repeated.
"The night is just beginning," I promised, thinking of all the things I still had in mind for her.
"I'm yours all night," she said, still resting against the wall. "I told Daddy I was spending the night with Dalia, so he knows I'm having sex, he just doesn't know it's with you."
"Good plan. So when you tell him you were with me it will be a nice surprise I trust, but not a shock," I praised her. I went pee, then I went to my purse and grabbed the special necklace I had serendipitously seen while waiting in line to pay for the strap-on. It was something that was too perfect not to buy for her.
It was hot.
Sexy.
Nasty.
It was even true.
I walked over to her and pointed to the floor.
She got off the bed and knelt before me... so obedient... a perfect submissive from any of my many nasty lesbian stories.
I pulled the shirt off of her and tossed it aside.
I bent down and showed her the necklace.
"Do you like it?"
"It's perfect," she smiled, as I then fastened it onto her. "And so true."
"I thought so too," I said, as I looked down at her once it was in place. "It looks perfect on you."
"I'll wear it with pride," she smiled.
"Pose for me," I said, grabbing my phone.
She did... looking so sexy as she did.

"Come back to the bed," I said.
"Yes Mistress," she replied, and without my prompting, crawling to it, while I walked. God, she was the perfect submissive.
I sat on the bed and spread my legs, "Come to me."
"Yes Mistress," she obeyed.
She assumed she was going to lick me again, but instead I pulled her close to me, wrapping my arms around her. As I moved a hand to her pussy, I said, "So... tell me a nasty true story, or a wicked fantasy you have yet to tell me."
"There are so many," she moaned, as my fingers traced her pussy lips.
"Then tell me some of them," I ordered.
"Well," she moaned. "I really want to have a threesome with a tranny."
"Interesting. And what position would you like the most?" I asked... the idea kind of hot.
"I'd love to get DP'd, and then watch Daddy fuck her, then suck her cock while Daddy ass fucks her, and then I'd eat his cum out of her gaping asshole," she said, moaning as she described the series.
"That sounds hot," I purred, as I envisioned that exact scene, and having never eaten cum out of anyone's asshole.

"We're also hoping, once this whole COVID thing is done, to do a massive road trip in our RV, driving across the country while picking up men, women and couples to play with," she said.
"That would be the best road trip ever," I purred, tugging gently on her ear with my teeth.
"Maybe now that we've met, you could come along," she moaned.
"Ohhhh, that is tempting," I purred, both by the idea of meeting strangers to suck, lick and fuck everyday... but also because I have always wanted to do a coast to coast road trip... but alas, my husband hates the idea, as he travels all the time for work.
"The offer is open," she said. "And I have no doubt that Daddy would welcome the idea!"
"I'll keep that in mind," I smiled.
"Lately, in addition to imagining serving you in every possible capacity," she said, "we've been strongly considering seducing our next door neighbor here at the lake."
"Go on," I said.
"She's a sixty-year-old white MILF, with huge tits. Daddy would love to fuck those white tits, and I'd love to suck on them and eat his cum off of them," she continued.



"Sounds delicious," I replied, smiling at my own wordy word play.
"So yummy," she moaned, and added, "She just oozes sexuality, and she's been flirting with both of us."
"What's stopping you?" I asked.
"I don't know," she admitted.
"Then your next task is to seduce her," I said. "That is an order."
"Yes Mistress," she agreed, as I continued slowly rubbing her.

"Good girl," I said.
"Anything for you, Mistress," she moaned, and I felt confident she meant it.
"Want another snack?" I asked.
"Now that I've found you, I want you for my complete diet," she answered.
"Well fortunately for us both, I always have a fresh supply," I smiled, as I pushed her onto her back.
"I'll just be a text away whenever you want me," she said, looking up at me as I stood up and slowly, balance not being my strong suit, lowered myself onto her pretty face.
"I'll be texting you often," I promised, meaning it. The ideas of texting her to go down on me in a restaurant bathroom, in the back of an uber, or in my garage while my daughter and husband were in the house, all popped into my head.
"Please do," she said, before I was sitting on her face, and she began licking.



"Oooooh," I moaned, as her tongue was magical... able to send waves of pleasure through me, and creating a fire inside.
For a couple minutes she licked me, before I said, "My craziest fantasy would be a foursome with you, Daddy, and my husband."
"Oooooooh," she moaned, loving the idea.
"Except that my husband has no idea I'm silkstockingslover," I admitted, not sure how he would take it... even though I've always thought he would be okay with it, and I can't figure out why I've never told him.
"Then, if I may be so bold, I think you should tell him," she said, between licks.
"Perhaps I shall. And then soon afterwards, I imagine both of us would be on our knees stroking each other's husband's cocks," I said, Daddy's huge eight-and-a-half inch black dick overshadowing my husband's decent six-inch white one.

"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, "I'd love to suck your man, sight unseen."
"Then they would each dine on our sweet pussies," I added, my man being great at giving head.
"Daddy loves eating white cunt," she said. "And your white cunt would be an extra special treat!"

"I'd sit on his face while stroking his huge cock," I added.
"He'd love that."
"Then we'd both get fucked from behind, while lovingly holding each other's hands," I added.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, both from my visual, and from my delicious twat.

"Then I'd kiss you, as we both got fucked," I added.

"Then we'd both ride each other's man until we got off," I added.
"So hot," she said.
"Of course then you'd get spit-roasted while I watched."
"In my nigger asshole?" she asked.
"If you wish."
"I do wish."

"And then you'd get a strap-on, and I'd get triple teamed by the two of you, while getting air tight by sucking my man," I said, that ultimate visual bringing me close to orgasm.

"Oh God, don't stop nigger, don't stop eating my cunt," I demanded, my orgasm so close I could taste it.

She didn't stop, and I erupted all over her face, as my second orgasm cascaded out of me and onto her.
She eagerly lapped up my cunt cum, as I trembled above her.
As I got off of her and laid on my back to recover from my heavenly bliss, she said, "I hope we can finish this foursome with a double facial."
"Well, that goes without saying," I laughed.

"And then we can eat all the cum off of each other," she added.
"Again, that goes without saying," I agreed.
"And then a nightcap 69?" she queried, as she smiled at me, her face glistening with my wetness.
"You just can't get enough of my cunt, can you?" I smiled.
"Now that I've found you, never," she agreed, as she lay on her side beside me.

"My I please go pee, Mistress?" she asked.
"Sure," I nodded. "And then it will be time to really heat things up."
"I'm already overheated," she smiled.
She went pee, and I went and grabbed my strap-on. It was time for some fucking. I had never worn a strap-on before... never fucked a woman... never fucked a man, either.
She returned and smiled, "Oooooooh is that for me?"
"Just for your mouth, pussy and ass," I said, as I sat down on the couch and pointed to the floor.
Like the ultimate obedient submissive she was, instead of walking to me and dropping to her knees, she lowered herself to the floor first, and then crawled to me... she was the perfect combination of every submissive lesbian slut I had ever created in all of my more than 450 stories.
As she reached me, I ordered, "Suck my cock, slut. Get it nice and wet for your other two holes."
"Yes Mistress," she obeyed, as she took it in her mouth while stroking it as if it were a real cock.
"Good slut," I moaned, having never seen a woman in real life suck a strap-on cock. Once again, the reality was hotter than the imaginary version.
I said, as I admired watching her suck 'my' cock, "I bet it would be so hot for me to see you sucking Daddy's cock."
"His cock is so amazing," she said, as she briefly took my cock out of her mouth. She then smiled as she added, "But it would be even hotter for me to see you sucking Daddy's cock."
"I'd love that too," I said, the idea that I may finally get that longed-for BBC in my mouth... and in my pussy, and perhaps even into my ass, was cunt-leaking stimulating.
"I'm sure he'll be planning all the ways he's going to use you, once he finds out we've met," she added. "May I assume you'll be willing to submit to him?"
"Yeah," I nodded, "hell yeah," as she resumed sucking, and I contemplated the good and bad of what had just transpired.
The good: I'd finally gotten to be with a black woman.
The good: I was getting to explore the dominant side I'd long suspected, but didn't really know I had.
The good: I got to wear a strap-on... I got to taste a black pussy.... I got to fist a woman... soon... and much more.
The good: The possibility of being fucked by a real, flesh and blood BBC was suddenly very, very, very real.
The bad: I had been with a few women since my getting married... but never with a guy. I know this may sound lame, but I didn't see eating pussy as cheating, since David didn't have a cunt for me to munch on. On the other hand, sucking Daddy's dick, or letting him fuck me, was cheating without a doubt.
Sure, I could rationalize that my husband didn't have a black cock... but I realized that was a pitifully weak argument.
The good: I could accomplish many of my fantasies, and in a very short amount of time.
Clearly the good outnumbered the bad... but the single bad was very, very bad.
But pushing those thoughts aside for the moment, I again watched Babygirl sucking my cock.
Fuck, she was hot.
After a minute or so, I began slowly to buck my hips up to fuck her face.

After a minute of that, I decided I wanted to be on the giving end of something my husband often did to me... face fucking.
I ordered, "Turn around, and hands behind your back."
"Yes Mistress," she obeyed without hesitation... trusting and obeying me completely.
I moved around her, stood in front of her, and slid my cock between her sweet cock-sucking lips.
I started slowly at first, pumping about half of the cock in her mouth, but as it was obvious she was accustomed to having someone face fucking her, which I assume Daddy did often, I began going faster and deeper.
I pulled out and asked, "What do you want, slut?"
To be face fucked as deep as humanly possible, Mistress," she answered.
"As you wish," I smiled, as now being assured of her competence to take it, I slid the cock back into her pretty mouth.
I felt a rush of power adrenaline course through me, as I grabbed the back of her head, and began to really face fuck her. I grabbed the back of her head, so I could slam the entire cock inside her mouth, until it tickled her tonsils.
The sounds coming from her mouth were so hot... as were the moans, since it was obvious she was highly turned on by being used so roughly...

Wanting to push her even further... to learn if there was anything she wouldn't do for me... I pulled out, and pointed to the kitchen counter. "Go."
She crawled to the kitchen counter, and I ordered, "Get onto it."
"Yes Mistress," she obeyed.
Once she was on it, I spread her legs and admired her body... and in particular, her pussy. Yes, I know that in my stories, and perhaps in real life, the Mistresses almost never lick the pussy of their pets... yet maybe it was my natural submissiveness, maybe my hunger for cunt, but I suddenly thought that at least for me, this was a really stupid rule.
Why wouldn't a Mistress want to taste her pet?
A pet's role is to give herself to her Mistress mind, body and soul... but it was also the Mistress's role to look after the needs of her pet.
Either way, I said to myself, Fuck it, and I dove between Babygirl's chocolate-surrounded pink pussy, and I lapped.
"Oh yes, Mistress, thank you for licking your dumb nigger," she moaned, as I probed her pussy... the first pussy I had sampled in more than two years.

"You taste delicious," I said, loving her sweet taste.
"Thank you," she moaned.
I licked for a few minutes, enjoying her sweet nectar, before I rolled her on her side. "Now let's taste that asshole of yours."
"Oh yes, Mistress, if you wish, please eat my black asshole," she moaned, as I pulled her ass cheeks apart.
"So puckered and perfect," I said, as I admired the inviting hole.
"Thank you, Mistress," she said.
I leaned forward and began licking her asshole... her sweet sweaty backdoor so tangy.
"Oh yes Mistress, eat my dirty back door," she moaned, as I also began slowly fingering her.

"So good," I purred.
"Yes, Mistress, it really is," she moaned, as I swirled my tongue around her rosebud.
After a couple more minutes I spun her around, moved between her legs and asked, "Ready to get fisted, slut?"
"Oh yes please, shove that fist into my black cunt," she cried, as I moved my hand to her pussy.
"Think you can take it all?" I asked, having never fisted anyone.
"Just shove that entire fist, and even your arm up to the elbow if you like, into my black pussy cunt, Mistress," Babygirl begged, looking up at me with eager anticipation. "I'm so fucking wet."
"As you wish," I smiled, as I moved three fingers to her pussy, and then slid them in.
I pumped my fingers in and out for a minute before adding a fourth finger, and then I shoved my entire fist into her cunt.
"Oh yes, fist fuck me," she screamed, as she welcomed my entire fist.
"Wow," I gasped, as my wrist disappeared inside of her.
"Now fist fuck me like the cheap nigger slut that I am," she begged, really wanting it rough.
"You're such a dirty fucking slut," I scolded, as I pumped my arm in and out of her.

"Oh fuck yes, Mistress," she moaned, clearly in pleasure delirium, and her next orgasm very close.
"Are you going to come from getting fisted like some ghetto cunt?" I demanded nastily, feeling a rush at the power, and from being allowed to talk so nasty... it's one thing to write it... it's completely another thing to say such words out loud to someone.
"Oh yes, may I please come, Mistress?" she asked, looking desperate.
"All over my hand?"
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, "May your nigger come all over your white hand?"
"You may, my slut," I said, in awe of the beautiful black and white colour contrast between the two of us. We were both so beautiful, each in our own way.
"Oh God, oh fuck, yes, mother fucking, hell," she babbled, before her second orgasm hit, ripping through her entire being.
I continued fisting her, although more slowly now, as I watched her face while she came and came... and quaked and quaked.
She looked so hot, and so vulnerable.
"Thank you, Mistress," she said weakly, as her orgasm began to dissipate.
"You're most welcome, my lovely nigger. Now do you want to get fucked?"
"Well, it would be a waste for us not to use that big cock of yours," she smiled.
"Yes, I agree that it would," I agreed, as I helped her off of the counter.
I took her hand and led her to the bed, not giving her the chance this time to lower herself to the floor. After that rough fisting, I wanted to shift the tone a bit.
I wasn't going to make love to her... I was going to fuck her... but I wanted it to begin with intimate, and then proceed to hardcore.
I wanted to worship her body. (I know that's not very Mistress-like, but all the decisions were mine to make, and that's what I wanted, so get over it.)
I also wanted to worship her chocolate skin.
Her hypnotic eyes.
Her sexy lips.
Her beautiful face.

I also wanted to cup her beautiful tits.

To suck on those chocolate tits, and to ease her hard nipples.

I wanted to kiss her tenderly. (Yeah I know, but I've already made the point.)
Allowing our tongues to dance with each other.

We kissed for many minutes.
Nothing more, nothing less... well, but I also cupped her tits for the entire time.
And Babygirl moved her nylon-clad knee to my pussy and rubbed it ever so slowly... I was tempted to grind my pussy on it, to fuck myself to orgasm that way... another thing I had written about a few times, and yet had never experienced to see whether it was as pleasurable as I had written... although from this tease, I concluded that it was.

Keeping the moment intimate, I slid back down her body, parted her legs again, moved between them, and licked.
I really couldn't get enough of her chocolate pussy.
It was the perfect meal.
I had to keep reminding myself I was the Mistress in this encounter, even though it would have been so easy to fall back into my natural submissive nature.
I licked her slowly, as I moved my hands up and down her nylon-covered legs... loving the feel of her sheer nylons.

Hearing her moans, I decided it was time to fuck her.
I slid into her slowly, and watched her changing expressions as I did.
She was so sexy, and despite the many sexual experiences she had told me about experiencing, also so innocent.

I listened to her moans, and watched her intently as she watched me.
This tender intimacy was a change of pace, and one we were both enjoying.
No talking for now.
Just tender fucking.
Just sensual moaning.
Just constant eye contact.
I began moving faster... she finally closed her eyes, as the pleasure increased, while my strokes did too.

After a couple dozen strokes I leaned forward, placed my hands in hers, and I kissed her as I continued fucking her... impressed by my own multi-tasking skills.
She kissed me back.
When I broke the kiss, I asked, "Enjoying yourself?"
"So much," she groaned, with a look of complete trust and lust in her eyes.
"You're so fucking beautiful," I said, admiring her up close and personal, as I kept fucking her. Her lips pursing ever so little, adding to her sexiness.
"You too," she replied. "Even hotter than I'd envisioned during all my fantasies of you."

"Did you imagine doing this?" I asked.
"I imagined this exact moment."
I bucked hard into her.
"Oooooh, and this too," she moaned, still maintaining complete eye contact.
"Want to come again?" I asked.
"But then I'd have come more times than you have," she said, all concerned for my wellbeing.
I smiled at her thoughtfulness and natural submissiveness, "Ohhh, no worries sweetness, I'll be having lots more orgasms."
"Good," she smiled.
"For instance, I want to watch you ride me," I said.
"Ooooooooh," she nodded her agreement.
I pulled out and rolled onto my back, and she quickly straddled me.
"Go slowly for now," I ordered. "I want to watch."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed.
I watched as she lowered herself onto my cock... watched it slowly disappear.
"Ooooooh, God," she moaned, as she sat down on the cock completely.
"Go slowly, Babygirl," I reminded her. "I want to lay back here and just admire your beauty."
"Yes Mistress, whatever you wish," she moaned, as she... oh so slowly... began to ride my cock.
For a few minutes I just laid back and watched her, in awe not only of the reality I was fucking such a hot black woman, but also that the woman was the same one I had been conversing with online for months... it just seemed too surreal to be true.
"Oh yes, you're so fucking hot," I said, after a few minutes of silence, except for the squelching sounds of our fucking.
She turned to look at me and smiled, "I fucking love serving you, dear Mistress."

"And I love you serving me," I replied.
"I hope this isn't a one-time thing," she said.
"Ohhhhh, it definitely won't be a one-time thing," I promised, knowing there was no way I could resist doing her again.
"Awesome," she said, as she ground on my (store-bought) cock.




"Now let's give you that orgasm I promised," I said.
"Mmmmmm, yes please, Mistress," she said, in the most sultry tone ever.
I spun around and said, "Now ride me face to face."
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed, as she straddled me again, this time very excitedly.
"I want to watch you come," I said.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, as she sat on the cock.
"Now fuck yourself, my sexy slave," I said.
"I want to be your full-service sex slave," she said, as she began to ride the cock, and I played with her tits.

I cupped her tits.
I licked them.
After a couple of minutes her moans increased, and sensing she was close to orgasm, I began to buck my ass up to meet her downward thrusts.
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck me hard," she moaned, as she began to bounce on me.
"Ready to come, slut?" I asked, shifting from our lengthy sweet fucking to a rough pounding.
"Oh yes, Mistress, your bimbo black slave needs to come so bad," she moaned, writhing like crazy. "May your nigger slave come for her white goddess?"
It was obvious the racial play really got her off and enhanced her orgasms, so I went along with it, "Yes, nigger, come you dumb bimbo slave, come for your dominant white Mistress!"
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck yes!" she moaned.
"I own your nigger pussy!" I added.

She then collapsed on top of me, and we both fell back onto the bed.
"That was amazing," she said, even as she continued trembling on top of me.
"Agreed," I said, as I wrapped my arms around her, and allowed her the time to enjoy her orgasm.
After a couple minutes she said, "Now we need to give you your third orgasm."
"Why yes, you thoughtful creature, I agree that we should," I smiled.
"And in pursuit of that lofty goal, may I please eat your delicious cunt, Mistress?" she asked.
"You most certainly may," I smiled, as I moved to the edge of the bed so I could admire her on her knees licking away... the most common position I use in my stories (so much so that I'm criticized for using the word 'knees' too much... although asking someone to drop to her patellae doesn't sound nearly as erotic, does it?).
She licked me for a good fifteen minutes, as I pondered whether we would have enough energy to continue while I fucked her final sexy taboo hole. I had never fucked a girl in the ass, and man it was something I wanted to do... actually I also wanted to fuck a guy in the ass too, but David would never go for that.
Eventually though her tongue was too much, and I moaned, as I grabbed the back of her head, "Oh yes nigger, eat my cunt, and get ready to be baptized as my black slave!"
She sucked my clit into her mouth, and instantly my orgasm collided with me like a ton of erotic bricks.
"Yesssssss, you fucking nigger," I screamed, as my entire body quaked with euphoria.

She kept licking, although slower now, throughout my orgasm, before I pulled her up and kissed her... tasting my own wetness on her lips.
"Mmmmmm, I taste good," I said.
"Heavenly," she smiled her agreement.
"So, do you think you have enough energy left for a little sodomy?"
"Am I not your nigger slave?" she asked.
"Why, yes you are!" I smiled, as I kissed her again, and readied myself to fuck her black ass.
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Willow's Way
"God, I hate her," Willow muttered to herself as she, Zander and Buffy listened to Faith babbling on about her conquests, like the dirty slut she was. Totally unlike Willow, who was still a virgin, although she'd been doing and enjoying oral with Oz for quite some time. And recently she'd seriously contemplated giving her virginity to Oz. But that was before Zander had finally realized that he too had feelings for her after all his years of oblivion.
Some of the Scooby gang had gathered in the library one morning to chat, but Willow was greatly distracted by her worries about her questionable status in the gang and her issues with self-esteem.
So now she was confused. She felt terrible about the possibility of hurting Oz by dumping him because she still had feelings for him, and she was also frustrated with Zander; for as attractive as he was, his approach to girls appeared to be driven solely by his 23 pairs of chromosomes being swept along by a flood of hormones. He still lusted for Buffy, he had an ongoing love-hate relationship with Cordelia, and now he appeared to be captivated by the sultry and slutty Faith... who likely would fuck him just because she could. So if the opportunity arose, Zander being the weak and horny guy he was, he would likely do the nasty quite happily with Willow without a giving single thought to any consequences. Which would actually be fine with her; she just wanted to bang him, and doing it just once would probably be enough to get him out of her system.
Faith finally paused her self-satisfied eulogy and looked at Willow, knowing the nerd resented her, and she decided to share something from the heart with her audience. "I mean sex is just sex, and it doesn't have to mean a thing; it's just another notch on my bedpost. Surely that's true for you two girls as well, isn't it? Zander, you needn't answer, you horn dog."
Willow just sighed. She wanted to respond that no, sex was about showing someone how much you cared for and loved them, but she didn't want to give Faith the satisfaction of knowing she'd gotten to her, and she also knew Faith would dismiss such a sentiment as childish and naïve. She also wanted to point out, as sarcastically as possible, that Faith's bedpost was likely notched to sawdust by now, but she refrained from being that catty.
Buffy shook her head at Faith's ludicrous statement. For her part, she'd done absolutely everything for love, but now she couldn't get any dick at all, since that would make the love of her life lose his soul and turn evil. Thank God for the vibrator she'd bought while she was in Los Angeles. It kept her sane, which was a necessity; because whenever she was horny, she tended to make rash decisions that often turned out badly. So her response to Faith's question was a taunt: "Are you sure you aren't hiding a dick in those jeans?"
Faith, always ready for sexual banter, retorted, "Not today, but I am hiding a nice eight-inch one in a drawer back at the motel, if you want to come over for a play date."
"No thanks," Buffy said, shaking her head at how basically different she, Faith and Willow were. That said, she wondered if having a hearty dose of Faith's easy come, easy go attitude about love might make slaying vampires easier.
"Gross," Willow blurted out, unable to contain her contempt for Faith any longer.
"Oh, my dear, sweet, childish Willow, one night with me and one or two of my friends, and we'd turn you into a cock-loving, ass-taking nympho, and you'd never look back."
"That prospect is just disgusting," Willow replied disgustedly.
Zander didn't say anything, but the idea of Faith wearing a strap-on and bending Willow or Buffy over and giving it to them... especially in the ass... made his cock ache.
"Classy, Faith, you're so classy," Buffy said, pronouncing the repeated word with an overly nasal accent and shaking her head. Faith was obnoxious, but she was also fun, and with Angel gone, Buffy really needed some fun... she needed to work out some of her pent-up energy.
"What? You two girls have never had a cock in your ass?" Faith asked, loving to talk like a guy might, and shocking anyone within hearing. Truth was, she only particularly enjoyed doing two things: slaying vampires, and slaying virgin asses (mostly girls' asses, but she'd topped a few guys as well). The power of her seduction, the initial resistance, the slow or sometimes quick breaking of their will, and watching a cock, whether real or plastic, disappear between some sexy ass cheeks, breaking through into virgin territory, soon followed by the inevitable begging to be ass fucked harder, was the ultimate rush.
Faith had imagined herself sodomizing Buffy many times since first meeting her. She was hot! She was also strong, and she had an amazing ass. Her goal of turning her into her own little begging ass-slut was a major turn-on, and it was something she had on her to-do list for the near future... and it would also clarify the power structure: she was the top dog here, the top slayer; not Buffy, whom everybody seemed to worship. She couldn't resist adding, "It seems that you usually have a stick up it anyway, so why not a nice cock instead?"
Zander had fantasized about fucking Buffy forever, and he'd just been handed a new stroke fantasy... ass fucking Buffy, or imagining Faith ass fucking her.
Willow sighed dramatically. In the last few months if you could believe her, Faith had ass fucked her last guidance counsellor (ass fucked her bent over her own desk while her next appointment was waiting in the next room); the head cheerleader (who'd called her a bitch, but had ended up dumping her college boyfriend to become Faith's bitch); a chubby librarian (that one had been hilarious; she'd been compulsively shushing Faith in the library even while Faith was slamming into her arse... the woman was British and called an ass an 'arse', which was pretty hot); a nun (who she anally deflowered in a church while the sainted soul prayed for pre-emptive forgiveness); a hot MILF (who'd cut her off mid-conversation to go into a change room, and then had ended up with a strap-on up her ass in that same dressing room, while her daughter continuously knocked on the other side of the door asking if she was okay); and a hot stewardess on a flight to Sunnydale (where she'd received very satisfactory first class service).
Willow felt a wide range of emotions as her attention drifted away from Faith's resumed bragging. She felt that just as she'd finally begun thinking she played a key role in the gang, no longer seen as no more than the Brainiac and therefore thought to be completely useless in every crisis they faced, even while she explored her increasingly powerful wiccan powers, that once again it appeared she was losing everything. She had first lost Zander to his lust for Buffy, and then to his infatuation with the Bitch formerly known as Cordelia. And now that he'd finally noticed her, and as they both had tried to understand their feelings for each other, Faith had thrown her hat into the ring, and thus became yet another temptress to distract him from Willow. On top of that, Willow also worried she might be losing her one and only female friend Buffy to Faith. Faith was another slayer like Buffy; so Faith was confident; Faith was also a temptress; Faith was a bad ass. In short, Faith was everything that Willow wasn't. And Faith treating her as insignificant only enhanced her jealousy and dislike for the girl, feelings which were rapidly blooming into outright hatred for the smug bitch... so that compared to Faith, Bitch Cordelia now seemed like the sweetest of angels.
Zander trying to appear suave and cool only added to the insecurity and frustration Willy was feeling... God, did she want to put that slayer bitch in her place.
As Willow looked at Faith sucking on a lollipop, she was certain she could see right through her. There was no way Faith could possibly back up everything she claimed. On the outside she appeared confident, with the hubris of a braggart jock... but underneath, she must be full of insecurities. She talked a tough game, but Willow could tell she couldn't Walk the Walk. She concealed her failings behind bravado and reckless actions... but as she reflected back on how Faith had once been duped by Gwendolyn Post into being subservient and obedient to her, it made her realize that deep down, Faith was just a lost child looking for the respect and attention she had never received in the past. Which made Willow actually feel sorry for Faith... especially since Willow understood those needs from the inside out. Faith was seeking love and attention, just as Willow did the same: Willow had been neglected by her mother, ignored by the boys at school, underestimated by the other girls, and had never been seen for her true sexual self by the admitted horn dog Zander.
The other thing really rattling the normally focused and diligent Willow, was the sex dreams she'd been having for about a year. Although most of them had been about Zander, they were now sometimes about Oz instead. And another thing, ever since she'd seen Buffy in the shower after gym one day, she'd become fascinated with asses... mostly Buffy's, but since Faith's arrival and her constant sex talk, swagger and tight jeans, she'd become intrigued by her ass as well. Her curves were so perfect, her ass was so round. All of which led to Willow's new and biggest secret: she was dying to fuck a butt hole... a girl's butthole! She wasn't certain whether she was a lesbian, since she liked boys (like Zander and Oz), but she'd begun feeling aroused whenever she looked at Buffy or Faith... or even on occasion, Cordelia. The thought of eating a pussy didn't really intrigue her, but the female body was a beautiful thing, and it had begun to stir confusing feelings inside her... especially whenever she saw a nice, tight, feminine ass.
Buffy usually wore skirts, which of course didn't particularly showcase her ass, but Faith and her ubiquitous painted-to-her-ass jeans had been a constant distraction ever since she'd sauntered into the Scooby gang's life.
Finally Buffy pointed out that the morning was almost gone.
"To be continued," Faith smiled, winking specifically at Willow... knowing it would annoy the cute little nerd. Truth was, the girl was actually quite pretty; except that her geeky fashion sense, her academic jargon, and her sheer shyness hid it well away. It would be fun to turn the shy nerd into a foul-mouthed ass slut, begging to be sodomized by one of her three strap-ons back at the motel: a thin six-incher she used on beginners whose asses she didn't want to tear apart, an eight-inch one that worked well for most sodomitic (your Word of the Day; 'sodomitical' is another acceptable adjective) attacks, and a ten-inch monster useful for the rare occasions when she wanted to pulverize an asshole.
A bit later, early afternoon, not long after Willow had decided she needed to give Faith a break, since her life must have been a rough one, Faith betrayed her completely. Willow had walked over to Faith's motel to try and initiate a friendly chat with her and begin building a positive relationship, since that would be good for the team. But as she was approaching Faith's door, she glanced through the half-open window and received the shock of her life. Faith and Zander were on the bed, they were stark naked, and she was riding him!
That fucking bitch! Willow thought to herself as her stomach rumbled, making her think she was about to be sick. How could she? How could he? She fled the premises and trudged back home, tears streaming down her face... feeling heartbroken and betrayed, even though she and Zander weren't remotely a couple except in her mind. They had been sharing these unspoken connections... connections she'd thought could be the beginning of something after all these years. Surely he'd felt those connections as strongly as I did... hadn't he?
That evening, Giles texted the Scooby gang. I have urgent news! Make like firemen and get to the library ASAP!
Once everyone had gathered, "Folks, we have a problem," he blurted out, sensing some tension in the room... although he'd come to expect there'd always be tension, or awkwardness, or irrationality, or all the above, whenever a group of teens got together. Hormones really messed with a teenager's rational side regardless of gender. But there was no time to deal with that right now. "A coven of she-demons has gathered on the Commons, and they're setting everything on fire!"
"Then let's go kick some ass!" Faith exhorted.
Still upset about what she'd witnessed this afternoon, and how it probably meant she'd never have a chance for any happiness (or nooky), Willow had been woolgathering again, but hearing the word 'ass' made her look around and blush. Could they possibly know what she was thinking? How devastated she was? But she'd also heard something about she-demons.
"Language, Faith," Giles cautioned. "We're in the library."
"Sorry. Then let's go kick some she-demon ass," Faith corrected herself mockingly. She was never one to cave to someone correcting her language, or anything else. She was a slayer dammit, and Giles was just another Watcher who was attempting to enforce rules of etiquette from the 19th century.
"Yeah, we gotta kick some she-demon ass," Willow joined in, trying desperately to fit in, and also to pretend she had a clue about what was going on; and even further, covering herself for the naughty thoughts percolating in her head the moment she caught sight of Faith turned away and bent over, as if she were deliberately tempting her mercilessly.
God, I'd love to fuck that asshole, Willow thought to herself... if only to put the backstabbing bitch in her proper place at the bottom of the gang.
Buffy laughed and smiled as she added, noticing her best friend looking upset and wondering why, "Yes indeed, let's kick some she-demon ass!"
Giles sighed and shook his head... teenagers were so exhausting!
.....
That night as the she-demons were enjoying some success as they attacked Faith, Willow briefly considered turning away, instead of coming to her aid. She still felt so hurt and angry about what she'd seen at the motel that to be honest, she was actually enjoying the sight of Faith... whose ally she was supposed to be... receiving a good beating. Of course her conscience got the best of her, so she used a clouding spell to give Faith some cover which enabled her to stab the last of the she-demons. As she watched Faith mopping up though, she could hardly tell the difference between the she-demons and her alleged ally, who had become in Willow's mind another she-demon sent here to make her life hell.
"Thanks, Willow," Faith offered, wiping some sweat off her forehead.
"Sure," Willow said, a little surprised Faith had bothered to thank her.
"No, really," Faith said, an idea forming in her head. "I owe you. I almost lost my life out there, and if it weren't for you..."
"No problem," Willow said, a little happy finally to be receiving some of the recognition and appreciation she deserved from this slayer, who had ignored or dissed her up until this point (she wasn't sure which annoyed her more: being ignored or being treated dismissively).
"Let me walk you home at least," Faith offered, knowing they'd have to go past her own place first, and since she was horny as hell... she was always horny as hell after an adrenaline-filled fight, especially since she was a slayer... so she could convince this cute nerd to come inside 'just for a minute', and then she could top her and teach her the joys of anal sex. She never fucked girls' pussies, she just fucked their assholes. She found it the ultimate thrill... especially if the ass was a virgin one, which she was ninety-nine point nine-nine percent sure Willow's was. And she and Oz seeming to be on the outs would make this seduction/coercion even easier... the poor thing was probably going through withdrawal... if they'd even had sex yet... perhaps they'd never gotten past the holding hands and kissing stage.
"Sure," Willow said, thinking it nice to be getting some attention to replace what had been lacking from Buffy and Zander ever since Faith had arrived,.
"Great," Faith said. "You're a lot more interesting than I'd originally thought."
"Thanks," Willow said, not sure how to take that. It sounded like an attempt at a compliment that had ended up as an insult. "I think."
"I didn't mean that to come across negatively," Faith said, "But I guess it did. Old habits die hard." She was never one for touchy-feely, or even for giving out compliments. "It's just that you generally come across as a little nerdy and meek."
Willow laughed at Faith's ludicrous attempt at being nice, "Thanks again; everyone likes being called nerdy and meek, you know."
"Be that as it may, I've discovered I was wrong," Faith struggled on, still confident that Willow would remain her meek self tonight, and she would easily give in to her (Faith's) sexual allure and before long, take it in the ass. Faith knew from experience she was utterly irresistible, and that she always got what she wanted from all women and most men... their assholes... with relative ease... and that lonely and shy Willow would do almost anything to get the attention of a beautiful girl like herself... just like she (still Faith) had been dreaming of doing with the oblivious Buffy. Willow was undoubtably a lesbian behind her nerdy façade even if she didn't know it yet, and Faith was going to prove that hypothesis in the next few minutes. "You're more than meets the eye."
"That last bit almost sounded sincere; I'll take it," Willow said, happy that Faith was beginning to realize she was actually a very strong woman, and she was getting stronger with each day and with each spell. Her coming to Faith's rescue tonight (she was sure Faith wouldn't put it that strongly) was another building block towards her advancement in witchcraft.
"Do you mind if we stop at the motel for a minute?" Faith asked, her sneaky plan now in motion.
"Sure," Willow said: checking out Faith's ass in her tight leather pants. God, I'd love to fuck that ass, she thought to herself again. Sure, she had been secretly pining for the chance to worship and maybe even fuck Buffy's ass, but Buffy was way too sweet and innocent for her to do that to her. Faith on the other hand, was a nasty slut... she even bragged about it... constantly.
Willow had been reading erotica for a few months... originally she'd gone for straight sex, then progressed to anal sex, a theme that only intrigued her because it was so taboo to most people, and then to lesbian sex. In most of these stories, there was a dominant and a submissive. While most people would assume Willow would naturally gravitate to the submissive role, in her masturbating fantasies she invariably played the dominant. The fact was, like the author silkstockingslover often suggested, women occupying positions of power are often submissive behind the scenes, while the shy, quiet types are often natural dominants, just awaiting the right opportunity.



Faith smiled to herself, as she knew within a few minutes she'd be deep inside this nerd's virgin asshole.
They arrived in Faith's room at the motel, and Faith said, "Give me a couple minutes, okay?" She occupied a two-room suite, and she disappeared into her bedroom.
"Sure," Willow agreed, looking around at the minimalist furnishings and décor, which seemed to fit Faith's minimalist personality perfectly.
Faith got undressed, grabbed a strap-on from her cupboard of toys that included three strap-ons (the one she chose for tonight was the smallest, for a virgin asshole like Willow's), and she lubed it generously. Often she just tore an asshole apart, but Willow was in the circle, and she'd have to see her again constantly, so she decided just to get her addicted to having a cock in her ass and later on take it from there.
Willow wandered around the nondescript motel room, which gave her few clues into Faith's life, until Faith walked into the room, naked and carrying a strap-on in her hand.
Faith explained as she savoured the shocked look on Willow's face, "I figured I'd thank you for helping me out the best way I can."
"Excuse me?" Willow asked as she slyly admired the unbelievably fit body of this slayer... she'd seen Buffy naked many times (only in mundane situations), and she wasn't comparing the two, other than to conclude that slayers had perfect bodies.
And strong, toned legs.
Plus firm, perky tits with diamond-hard nipples.
Not to mention asses that were meant for nothing more or less than to be slapped and fucked.
Willow also noted the strap-on in Faith's hand. Truth was, she'd been considering ordering one online just in case an opportunity just like this one presented itself... her desire to fuck an ass becoming more and more intense while she'd fantasized about doing just that over the past two or three weeks... but she was worried her Mom would receive the package, and knowing her Mom she would open it. And of course then would freak... totally... out!
"Don't pretend you haven't been fantasizing about doing this," Faith said knowingly, having seen this same look of shock many times before, and then every single time that look had soon been replaced by curiosity or lust... usually both.
"About fucking you with a strap-on?" Willow asked, surprising herself as much as the dominant seductress. Seizing this sudden window of opportunity, she added, "Absolutely. Many times."
"Yeah, right," Faith scoffed. "You're a natural bottom bitch, and I'm an anal slayer."
Willow countered, surprising herself yet again, but her anger at seeing Faith fuck Zander today was surging up again, and it had her ready to fight... or perhaps to fuck, "Only one bitch is getting her asshole fucked tonight, and it's going to be you."
"Yeah, right," Faith laughed, a little surprised, but more amused by the nerd's stubbornness. It would make breaking in her asshole even more fun.
"You think you can just turn anyone at all into your meek little fuck toy, don't you?" Willow asked rhetorically, anger burning inside her for the way Faith had always treated her, the way Faith was stealing Buffy from her, and the way she had stolen Zander away from her and fucked him! And that she hadn't done it behind her back was pure happenstance.
"That's exactly been my experience," Faith shrugged, accustomed to a weak protest or brief resistance... this meek little mouse rearing up as if she were a fierce (but no doubt declawed and fangless) tiger was new and fun... it broke the monotony of all those quick, effortless ass slayings. Her perfect body was usually all it took, although her sultry voice and dominant persona certainly didn't hurt.
"Well, tonight the tables shall turn," Willow said, catching Faith by surprise by quickly snatching the strap-on harness from her hand.
"Little girl, you couldn't fuck me if I bent over and guided that toy to my ass," Faith said, continuing to push the nerd, still certain this would be the ultimate ass slaying once she broke the nerd.
"Try me," Willow said, as she put the harness on.
"At least take off your clothes for me," Faith said. "Let's see that baby girl's body."
Willow was habitually insecure about her body, although Buffy had stressed on many occasions that she had a great one, and she shouldn't hide it behind the nerdy attire she always wore. "Sure," Willow acceded, the adrenaline from her anger washing away her usual insecurities.
Willow slipped out of her dress but kept her pantyhose and panties on; the tiny breasts on her athletic body never needed a bra. "You don't get to see my pussy until after you've become my little begging bitch."
"Or until I bend you over that table over there, rip those pantyhose in pieces, tug those panties aside, and ream your asshole like there's no tomorrow," Faith retorted, not at all threatened by this nerd, even with all her strong talk... which was all it was... talk.
Unlike Willow's opinion about her, in Faith's mind she walked the walk, and she was supremely confident that Willow couldn't even stumble into her ass by accident. So Faith teasingly bent over, offering up her pretty, tight, virgin asshole and looking forward to watching the nerd chicken out, and then end up with that same strap-on buried in her own virgin asshole, where it belonged.
Willow was transported by a sexually fueled adrenaline rush, still mixed with some anger and pent up frustration, and topped off by the excitement of finally having the chance to fuck a slayer... especially in the ass, as she virtually leapt to her rightful place behind this hot, smug, arrogant bitch. It was time to put her in her place, and to reclaim Buffy, Zander and herself.
Willow paused to admire that ass. Fuck, it was a great ass!
Faith looked back and saw the nerd hesitate. I knew it! The baby chick didn't have the balls to go any further. She said smugly, misreading Willow badly, "I told you that you couldn't do it!"
"Not to worry. I'm just taking a moment to admire my new slut's asshole before I break it in, thus making you my ass slut," Willow said, sharply slapping the overconfident slayer's ass.
"Is that all you got?" Faith asked, continuing to challenge the nerd, preferring her sex rough whether she was ass fucking someone, or at the rare times she allowed a guy to pound her pussy.
"Oh, I got a lot more, you little slut," Willow said, another rush of adrenaline coursing through her, enhanced by this dumb bitch continuing to challenge her while thinking she wouldn't do it. She'd fucking show her.
"Yeah, sure, sure," Faith continued her taunts, still not buying what Willow was selling. "I'll even spread my ass cheeks for you to give you easy access." And she did.
"That thoughtful gesture is very much appreciated. For it's time for the top to be topped," Willow took charge confidently, as she placed her hands firmly on top of Faith's, pushed herself forward, and slid the thin cock all the way inside the slayer's ass.
"Oh my God!" Faith gasped, as she felt her asshole being violated by the nerd, while she discovered she'd been wrong... so very wrong.
"Do you like that, Faith?" Willow took her own turn at taunting as the cock disappeared between the so-called seductress's ass cheeks. "Do you like my cock buried in your asshole?"
Faith was confused... rattled... taken completely off guard.
The bloody nerd had actually slid the fucking cock in her ASS!
Faith was confused also by the new feelings invading her consciousness. She loved sex. Loved fucking someone. Loved the sexual energy coursing through her whenever she deflowered a guy or a girl... it was always a better rush and a bigger orgasm than getting fucked... but this new feeling was different. She couldn't explain why, but her body was on fire!
And Willow? She was surfing the waves of nearly the biggest adrenaline rush ever! It was almost as powerful as the one she'd felt when successfully casting her first spells. She was in charge here, and she was loving it. With 'her' cock lodged deep in Faith's ass, she asked jubilantly, "Still think I won't do it?"
"I can barely feel it," Faith bluffed, trying to retain some resemblance of control, even while her ass was on fire and her body was swirling with strange surreal sensations.
"Is that so?" Willow asked, taking that as a challenge, and she bucked her hips roughly into her pet.
"Ooooooh," Faith moaned uncontrollably, her body's involuntary reactions betraying her.
"You like this dick in your tight asshole, don't you!" Willow demanded as she began bucking her hips and fucking Faith wildly... each deep thrust sending waves of pleasure through them both.
Hearing the meek nerd using dirty language and being irresistibly dominant was both shocking and arousing... this was the way she usually spoke as she dominated a new ass. And it wasn't just the words, or the tone of voice she was using, it was her attitude... a primal force that couldn't be faked, it had to come naturally! She almost swooned, and she never swooned!
"Answer me, bitch," Willow demanded.
"I can barely even feel you," Faith lied in a timid voice, continuing desperately to hang onto even an ounce of her dignity, as she was vigorously sodomized by this meek witch who went largely unnoticed by... well, everyone. She was literally the poster child for wallflowers.
"Oh, you can feel this all right," Willow insisted, seeing right through Faith's weak attempt at remaining in control. "You love me fucking your ass!"
"Then if you're going to fuck it, fucking fuck it," Faith cried out in desperation, trying to pretend she wasn't enjoying this, but nevertheless actually wanting it harder... deeper... while trying to act like she was just play acting for Willow.
"You want it rough, slut?"
"Yeah wallflower, show me what you got," Faith growled, looking back at her with a smug, defiant smirk.
"Wallflower?" Willow asked, hating that term, hating being ignored. As she began slamming into Faith's asshole ferociously, she realized she was releasing years of pent-up anger at being constantly ignored and underestimated (like Faith had done to her). She was seizing this moment to reverse not only her relationship with Faith, but with the world! No more Little Miss Nice Girl. No, henceforward she was going to take what she wanted!
"Oh fuck, Willow," Faith moaned, the intensity of the pleasure inside her washing away her strong persona, as the nerd really began to ream her asshole... just like she had planned to do to Willow just a few minutes ago... how quickly the tide had turned!
"Beg for it, bitch," Willow said, pausing deep inside Faith's asshole.
"Just fuck me and get it over with," Faith groaned, not wishing to give the nerd the satisfaction of hearing her admit she'd been turned... that she was enjoying this... even if her constant moans or the odd word betrayed her.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Willow smirked sarcastically. "Poor thing. You're really hating this, aren't you?"
"You can't ever fuck me like I can fuck you," Faith bragged, continuing to challenge the nerd even as she knew she was already bottom bitch to this amazing witch-girl.
"Tell you what," Willow said. "If you don't come within five minutes I'll remove this cock and let you fuck me with it; but if you come in five minutes or less, then you'll serve as my slayer slut whenever I have the urge to drill this asshole."
"You're on," Faith said, suddenly knowing she'd get to fuck the cute nerd's asshole. She could easily last for five minutes.
"Get ready slut," Willow said, just as confident that she could have this bitch moaning and begging to come in less than five minutes... she couldn't explain why, but she could just feel Faith's sexual aura, and her witchy intuition knew she'd be broken easily... Fuck, she'd already taken the cock in her ass, and she hadn't struggled at all to get it out again. "Okay, my current and future slut, your five minutes begins in... three... two... one... Just try and resist me!"
"Let me know when you're done," Faith said a minute later, acting as if the cock pounding her ass was having absolutely no effect on her state of arousal.
"No worries, you'll know," Willow said as she began really reaming Faith's asshole, "you'll be trembling like your body is the epicentre of a major earthquake."
"Uh-huh," Faith said, desperately holding back another moan as Willow's hard, deep thrusts sent pulses of pleasure through her very core. She realized this was actually going to be a very tough five minutes.
"Oh yeah, you're so blasé, aren't you?" Willow taunted. "Your own body is betraying you. It's giving into the pleasure. It's surrendering itself to me."
"Yeah, as if I'd let a meek little witch like you win," Faith said, really focusing on not letting out any of her moans, even as each deep thrust continued compounding the explosive sensations inside her. This was easily the most intense sexual encounter she'd ever experienced, but there was no way she'd let Willow know... No way she'd give in to the pleasure building inside her.
"Your body has already told me that I'll win," Willow said, her confidence growing with each deep hard thrust... her body on fire with the power of her dominance.
"Oooooooh, I don't... think so," Faith frustratedly moaned, trying to fight against the pleasure, yet the nerd was fucking right... her body was betraying her!
"Superb acting, my slut. That was so believable," Willow said, slamming into the slayer with all her might. "You'll soon be my little ass slut and pussy muncher whenever I summon you." The idea of ordering Faith to eat her pussy was also a big turn-on... Oz was pretty good at it but according to erotica, women were way better, because they understood a feminine body better.
"I don't eat pussy," Faith denied, again with a moan. She never had. Sure, she'd had women eat her pussy, but she'd never returned the favour.
"And you also don't take it in your asshole," Willow smirked, the rush of being a top was unlike anything she'd ever experienced before. This was power!
"Not for much longer," Faith said, unsure how long it had been since the bet was made.
"Until you come like crazy and become my pet slayer forever?" Willow asked, knowing this bitch was close to an apocalyptic eruption... she could just sense it. "You're right."
"Oh God, dammit," Faith moaned. "I give up! Please don't stop!"
"Don't stop what?" Willow asked, loving this sudden weak side of Faith begging her.
"Don't stop fucking my ass," Faith moaned, since she could feel an orgasm rising, and she no longer felt like she could possibly control it. The pleasure was all-consuming, and she could no longer do anything but give in to the moment.
"Because you're my ass slut," Willow said, pausing deep inside her... pushing the slayer's limits to the brink.
"Don't fucking stop," Faith demanded, the sudden halt like a terrible cold shower. She was willing to agree to anything Willow said, to have this burgeoning orgasm erupting inside her. "YES! I'm your ass slut."
"As well as my own personal fuck toy?" Willow pushed as she resumed fucking her slut.
"Yes, yes, I'll be your fuck toy," Faith agreed. "I'll be your ass slut; I'll eat your cunt anytime you want. Just fuck the shit out of me RIGHT NOW!"
"Such a good girl," Willow crooned, feeling an orgasm rising inside herself as well, from the sexual rush of dominating and ass fucking Faith.
"Oh God yes Willow, give it to me, give it to me hard," Faith moaned wildly, although that short sentence took over thirty seconds for her to utter... her orgasm imminent.
"Come, my slutty ass-taking slayer slut," Willow cried. "Come from taking this nerdy wallflower's cock up your shit hole!"
"It's my strap-on," Faith clarified as if it mattered, as she then erupted. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
"With a mere two and a half minutes to spare," Willow teased without slowing down in the slayer's ass.
That was only two and a half minutes? Faith vaguely asked herself, as her head went foggy and pleasure coursed through her very core... easily the most intense and satisfying orgasm in her entire life.
Willow's sexual adrenaline rush had her near the brink too, so after a few more deep thrusts, she pulled out, and noticed the small gaped inviting asshole... all made by her rough fucking. It was so sexy and she already was imagining gaping that asshole with a bigger cock.
But horny as fuck from the dominant slaying, Willow unfastened the harness, ripped her pantyhose at the seam just like Faith had earlier suggested would happen, spun the orgasming slut around, roughly guided her to her knees and ordered, as she guided the hot slayer to her pussy, "Lick my cunt, slayer slut."
Still in an orgasmic daze, Faith obeyed, licking the witch's hairy pussy, her scent so strong that it enveloped her in further erotic bliss. Faith licked, even as the long-lasting orgasm inside her continued touching down like a dozen tornados.
"Good slut," Willow moaned, looking down and seeing Faith lapping away at her pussy equally as exhilarating, or a really close second, as deep fucking her ass.
Faith licked, suddenly determined to get this amazing... Mistress? Is that what she was now?... off.
Willow was already so fucking close she didn't need much tongue action before she was moaning and panting, and in under a minute, with still a few seconds remaining in the original five minute challenge, she was baptizing her brand new pet... her very first pet... with a massive gush of her cunt cum. "Yesssss," Willow moaned.
By now completely won over, Faith hungrily lapped up the sweet flood of the nerd's cum, surprised by how good it tasted... wondering why she'd resisted tasting this nectar for all the time she'd been eaten herself.
Willow, her knees weak from orgasm, let go of Faith's head and stumbled back into a chair.
Faith watched her coming, and simply enjoyed the last remnants of her own orgasm as she tried to make sense of what had just transpired. How the fuck had this seemingly meek nerd given her the fuck of her life?
After a couple minutes Faith sat up and admitted, "Shit Willow, you're quite the stud!"
Willow looked up at Faith dripping in sweat, realizing she too was quite sweaty from the amazing workout, and promised, "Oh, that was just the beginning, my sexy slayer slut."
"You really like alliteration, don't you?" Faith observed, her orgasm still hanging on inside her, although she sure as fuck wouldn't be keeping any of the commitments she'd made during her rapture. No way she was going to be little Willow's fuck toy.
"Almost as much as I enjoyed slaying a slayer," Willow smiled, as she stood up and leaned over the surprised slayer. "But don't you have any larger cocks?"
Faith realized that this moment was the tipping point. If she was ever going to end this whatever-it-was with Willow, it would have to be right now. But did she really want to end it? From the moment she'd given up on all her insane resistance, she had received pleasure unlike she had ever before... and al from this seemingly meek nerd! And God, did she want to be fucked again! To be dominated again. She replied, "I have two larger ones in my room."
"Go get them," Willow ordered. "This night is just getting started. You have an asshole that desperately needs gaping."
THE END... for now.
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My Son's Big Cock
"Mom, can I borrow a pair of pantyhose?" my son Mike asked me.
"Those are words I never thought I'd hear from you," I joked, as I looked up from reading my kindle, my ankles crossed on the coffee table.
"We've all decided to cross dress tonight for Halloween."
"We who?"
"Daryl, Eddie and I have."
"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 (although we never called it cross dressing)... even winning some drag queen competitions back in our wilder days in San Francisco. Unlike many people's stereotypes of drag queens, Barry had been straight, never involved in any sort of gay action at all. In fact many of the drag queens were straight, just loving the sensual experience and sensations of dressing like a woman... something he'd kept secret from everyone except me until his cancer overwhelmed his body. Well, he also told his parents, but the less said about that the better.
"I know," he nodded. "Which is why I'm asking you for them, instead of taking the time to go out and buy some."
"What are you wearing for a dress?" I asked, wondering if I should allow him into the back of the closet in my room, where I still had a trunk full of all his father's drag queen costumes, including the important accessories for under the dress.
"Well... I was wondering if I could borrow a dress, too," he admitted sheepishly.
"I don't know whether I should be amused or insulted that you think you could possibly fit into a dress that I wear," I said, as he was a starting football linebacker at his college, rather impressive for a freshman, and I was still at forty-eight years young, a petite woman... five foot four and 110 pounds, compared to his athletic six foot two and 190.
"Sorry, that was kind of dumb," he said, as I rose to my feet and looked way up at him to illustrate my point.
"But I do have something you can wear," I added.
"You do?" he asked, surprised.
"Yes, but if you're going to dress up like a woman tonight, we're going to do it right," I asserted, thinking it would be fun to relive the days of helping Barry to become Bárbara. I'd never had a daughter to do nails and so forth with, but maybe I could get my son into exploring his feminine side, and thus bond in a way most mothers never could with their sons.
I knew he loved nylons. I'd found cum stains on my pantyhose on more than one occasion, and every day I noticed him checking out my legs and feet in the always sheer and shiny hosiery I ordered from France... receiving a big discount for being a loyal customer for years, for myself and, of course, formerly for Barry.
"How so?" he asked, completely oblivious to the crazy idea spinning in my head.
"Do you trust me?"
"Well, I used to... up until the very moment you asked me that," he quipped, teasingly raising a suspicious eyebrow.
We'd been a family of two for the past two years, and fortunately we were as close as a mother and son could be. He'd told me about receiving his first blow job (I'd congratulated him and asked for all the juicy details, rather than freaking out), he'd asked my advice about going down on a girl (which also included all the juicy details, although I stopped short of Show & Tell), and we'd gotten moderately drunk together to celebrate, when he'd lost his virginity to a third-year college cheerleader, back when he was an eighteen-year-old high school senior. Maybe this makes me sound like a bad mother, but I wanted not only to remain his mother, but I also felt the need to try and be his worldly-wise father.
"Come with me," I said, walking upstairs to my bedroom.
"Okay," he said, clearly intrigued, but 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.
"just very, very?" I smiled as we entered my bedroom. "Not very, very, very?"
"Well, now that you mention it," he laughed, stressing each 'very', "I am indeed very... very... very curious."
"You know your dad and I lived in San Francisco, right?" I asked, a dumb question because of course he knew that, since his grandparents still lived there, in the same house for the past three generations.
"What? No, really?" he mocked, as I walked into my walk-in closet.
"No one likes a smart ass," I tossed back over my shoulder, thinking not only how much he looked like his father, as he'd matured in the past year, now in college, and how sarcastic he was, also just like his father.
"You married one," he pointed out.
"Didn't mean I liked him," I called out insincerely from the closet.
I reached for the chest and realized it was really heavy. I called out, "Come help me with this."
"Okay," he said, entering the walk-in closet, then asking, "What is that?"
"It's a chest, silly," I replied, able to be just as sarcastic as my husband and son.
"What's in it, smart ass?" he said, as he hefted it up on his own.
"Don't you go calling your sainted mother a smart ass," I scolded playfully as I followed him out.
"I'm certainly not going to call you a dumb ass," he smiled.
"You bet your sweet ass you're not," I said, as he set the chest down on the bedroom floor.
"So, what is in it?"
"Okay, so there's something about your father we never told you," I preambled.
"You're scaring me," he said, looking concerned.
"It's not a bad thing," I said, "although some people judged him harshly for it, including your grandparents."
"And now you have me scared, confused, and concerned," he embellished.
"So..." I paused, reconsidering whether this was the right time to tell him.
"What, Mom?" He asked. "Just tell me. Nothing you can say will make me think any less of him."
"Your father liked to wear women's clothing, and even performed as a drag queen during most of his college years," I revealed, before adding, "and after we moved here, he did it monthly at Jake's, almost until the day he died."
My son was shocked.
Speechless.
I added, needing to clarify, "He wasn't gay or anything. He just liked to wear feminine undergarments and outfits to explore his feminine side."
"Oh," he said, his mind seeming to be spinning, as he tried to process this unsettling news... although his tone not revealing what he was thinking, good or bad.
"Don't judge him poorly for that," I urged, now worried I'd tarnished his father's image for his only son.
"No, it's not that," he said, looking like he wanted to say something more, but couldn't find the words.
"What is it?" I asked defensively. "He was very comfortable with his feminine side, and it made him a better man, a better husband, a better father, and even a better lover."
"It's just that..." he began and stopped. "Lover?"
"Yes. By exploring his feminine side, he was better able to understand my needs," I explained, thinking I might be giving him too much information; he probably never needed to know what we'd done in the bedroom.
"Oh," he said again, clearly still struggling with something.
"What is it?" I asked again, as he was looking insecure and vulnerable... the only time I'd seen that in him before was when he got dumped from his girlfriend of six months, by cheating on him with one of his teammates.
"I, um."
"Just spit it out," I said, now rather desperately. "You know you can tell me anything. I mean, just last month you told me about butt fucking that older woman."
"I was drunk when I told you that," he pointed out.
"Hey, no judging," I said, "I don't judge you for things, I know you don't judge me, but right now I'm hoping like hell you're not judging your dad," not disclosing that I too liked a dick in my ass, although that hole had cobwebs over it, not literally of course, after years of neglect. Other than a magic wand I bought at a sex party, my sex life had died when Barry had.
"It was my idea to cross dress tonight," he admitted nervously.
"Oooooh," I nodded, as I suddenly realized where he was coming from. I then smiled delightedly, "So you're saying like father, like son?"
He laughed awkwardly. "Maybe. So Dad really used to be a drag queen?"
I opened the chest and said, "See for yourself. I kept all his outfits, and some of the accessories that enhanced his sexy look."
"Sexy look?" he asked, as he knelt down and peered into the chest with me.
"He made a very sexy woman."
"Really?"
"I'm still worried. You're not judging him?"
"No," he said. "I'm absolutely not. If anything, my own curiosity and confusion are beginning to make a bit of sense."
"Would you like me to help you get all dolled up for tonight? Just like I used to do for your Dad?"
"Will you?" he asked, looking both excited and nervous.
"I helped him get dressed up nice and gorgeous lots of times. I bet you'll look just as cute!"
"I can't fathom."
"And... we had some of our hottest sex when he was all dolled up," I admitted, having never shared that with my son or anyone before... but recalling how feeling his legs in sheer nylons as I sucked his cock, sometimes through the special men's pantyhose we'd ordered, where he slid his cock into a special sheath for it... he'd even fucked me many times while wearing pantyhose... with some lube, it felt pretty damn amazing.
"Mom!" he gasped, as he pulled out an upper body piece that served as tits.
"What? Your dad and I had sex," I said, before adding, "a lot. It's kind of how you got here."
"Lol, fine," he said, as he examined the special 'male mammary' accessory.
"Your dad liked his tits big," I joked.
"Who wouldn't?"
"Sometimes I thought he liked his own tits better than mine," I said, as I stood up and ordered, "Get undressed."
"Here?"
"No, outside in the street while the neighbours take pictures," I adlibbed. "Of course, here."
"Really?"
"I've seen you naked lots of times, and I've laundered your stained underwear," I pointed out.
"That was years ago, and those stains were after my marathon sessions with hotties," he denied.
"I know you still jerk off," I said and then added, enjoying this frank conversation, "I can hear you when you jerk off."
"Oh, God!" he said, standing up himself.
"You often moan that," I teased, "presumably when you come. I'm not complaining, mind you."
"This is surreal!"
"No, it's really real," I corrected, as I went to him and pulled his t-shirt over his head. Fuck, he had a muscular chest. If he weren't my son....
He laughed, "so it is."
I then added, enjoying this frank conversation, that went deeper than our usual frank conversations, which were... well... pretty frank, "I also know you sometimes wear my pantyhose when you touch yourself."
"Oh my God, you do?" he gasped.
"Yeah, cum leaves stains when it dries, especially in black pantyhose," I pointed out.
"Shit, duh," he said, shaking his head. "I'm sorry, I've just always liked the feeling of nylons."
"Not to worry, I'm not judging you. 'Like father, like son'," I repeated, before ordering, "Take off your pants."
"What?"
"You heard me," I said, actually dropping down before him and yanking down his rather convenient sweats. "You'll need my help getting dressed from scratch, if you're going to pull this off."
I then gasped at the following observations:
1. He wasn't wearing any underwear.
2. His penis was hard as a rock and pointing right at me.
3. His cock was huge... easily eight inches.
"Oh my," I said, unable to hide my surprise before he attempted to cover his cock with both hands... his big... hard... thick... cock. And his large hands, perfectly suitable for snagging a football out of the air way down field, were totally inadequate for this purpose.
"Mom, I... um..." he said, his sweats at his ankles, and his hands (as I said, inadequately) hiding his cock, as he looked completely embarrassed.
"Oh, honey, I've seen your penis before," I said, trying to calm him down. Acting casual, like I wasn't at all startled to discover my son was very well hung, "Step out of the sweats."
"This is weird, Mom," he said, clearly uncomfortable at being naked in front of me.
"It's just a penis, honey," I said, as I grabbed a pair of 'mantyhose' 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 leaving me not thinking straight, "you're even bigger than your father was."
"Mom," he repeated, stunned by the direction this conversation was taking.
"Honey," I sighed, as I rolled up a leg on his brosiery, "look, just pretend I'm your Dad. This is a conversation you'd have with him if he was still here."
"It's just so weird," he said, as he finally stepped completely out of his sweats.
"Socks too," I added, as I dropped back down in front of him, unable not to take another furtive look at his impressive cock... and at his thick cock head, and at the slight upward curve to his cock. It was indeed a very impressive member, and if Mike weren't my son I'd already have it in my mouth.
"Are you actually going to put this pantyhose on me?"
"Actually," I parroted back, including his emphasis, then standing back up and setting the 'guylons' down on the bed. "If we're going to do this, we have to do it right."
"What does that mean?" he worried as he stood there completely naked, his cock still hard I noticed... clearly his discomfort and awkwardness in this situation wasn't deflating his inner excitement.
"Sit down on the edge of my bed," I instructed, feeling a bit of rejuvenation as I got the chance to do something I used to do all the time... feminize my man. Or at least my son.
"Okay," he said, still clearly shocked, yet also secretly intrigued, since he was no longer protesting, and all of his protests had been weak in the first place... no more than words, without any supporting actions.
I went to my dresser and grabbed my reddest fingernail polish, and walked back to him. I knelt before him as he asked, even though it was obvious exactly what I was doing, "You're not painting my toenails, are you?"
I smiled as I said, shaking the bottle, "Cross your legs for me, and actually I'll be painting your fingernails, too."
"Isn't that too much?" He asked, even as he obeyed and crossed his legs, having to adjust his raging rod.
"Like I said, if we're going to do this, we'll do it right," I repeated, thinking how much fun it would be to take him to the club where his father had performed during the last few years of his life.
I began painting his toes as he asked, "So Dad was really a cross dresser?"
"Not a cross dresser, a drag queen," I corrected, the two terms quite different.
"What's the difference?" he asked, allowing me to paint his toes.
"Cross dressers usually dress in female underclothing beneath their male outer clothing. They often do it secretly, are very insecure about their sexuality, and from my experience, they're usually either cock suckers, or wannabe cock suckers," I explained... still being completely frank.
"I'm not into that," he said.
"Good," I said, not that I was homophobic, I just wanted grandchildren one day. I continued, "On the other hand, a drag queen is proud of exploring his, or sometimes her, depending on how they prefer being addressed, sexual identity, doesn't hide it at all whenever they're in full flaunt, and revels in the admiration of other people as they push back against the boundaries of a boring, judgmental society."
"Wow, you're really passionate about this," he said, as I completed the last toe of his first foot.
"I hated the stigma your father had to swim upstream against," I said. "As far as I'm concerned, anyone should be anything they want to be. Gay. Straight. Bisexual. Transgendered. Drag queen. Or anything else imaginable, so long as they aren't hurting anyone. Narrow-minded conservatives assuming he was a cock sucking faggot because he wore women's clothing and looked gorgeous, really pissed me off." I realized I was getting a little hot under the collar, as I'd had to defend Barry many times, and sometimes hadn't gotten very far with some blockheaded bigot.
"I'm definitely straight," he clarified, then added, "but I've always had a thing for ladies' panties and nylons."
"I've long known about the nylons," I smiled, as I tapped his leg, and he uncrossed and recrossed his legs, allowing me to snatch a quick glimpse at his cock (still hard), which had gotten me undeniably horny. I silently cursed myself for thinking of my son in such an inappropriate way.
"You have?" he asked, surprised.
"You don't hide your attraction to my legs and feet very well," I said, beginning on his second foot, and realizing what I was saying would embarrass him.
He surprised me as he said, "Well, it's your fault I have a nylon fetish."
"My fault?" I asked, a little surprised.
"During my entire life, you've walked around the house or lounged about wearing sexy nylons," he said. "Which has been driving me crazy ever since I was twelve."
"Like father, like son," I said again. "Your dad insisted I wear them day and night."
"I tried to insist that Kimberly wear them too," he said. "But she was pretty reluctant to, and she whined about how uncomfortable they were every time she did wear them... making her 'terrible sacrifice for my demanding boyfriend' very clear."
"Girls today put almost no effort into their appearance; they think their youthful beauty is all they need," I said, and added, "but that eventually fades."
"It hasn't faded at all for you, Mom," he said, looking down at me.
"That's so sweet of you to say," I said, really wishing he wasn't my son, because that big dick would have been in my mouth or my pussy half an hour ago. "It isn't true, but it's sweet."
"Mom, it's the truth that you're really hot," he insisted as I was finishing his last toenail. "All my friends talk about you, saying things I find super awkward."
"Really?" I asked, as it was my turn to be surprised.
"Trust me, you don't want to hear the things they say about you," he said.
"Well, following that warning, I definitely want to know now," I said, enjoying this frank conversation and our slow-burning, sexually charged, interaction. My wand could look forward to a really good workout tonight.
"They're pretty crude," he warned, as I stood up.
"How crude? For instance do they want to fuck me?" I asked bluntly, for some reason feeling the need to shock him right back.
"Mom!" he gasped, obediently shocked.
"I hope they aren't talking about spit-roasting me or gangbanging me," I added wickedly, enjoying making my son uncomfortable like this. I hadn't been spit-roasted or gangbanged since my college days, when I was rather wild. I also hadn't munched a pussy since then... truth be told, I would likely allow any of those to occur if the opportunity presented itself. And I was sure Barry would be very understanding if he happened to look down from wherever he was.
"I can't believe you're talking like this," he said, shaking his head in disbelief.
"I haven't been fucked since before your dad passed," I pointed out, before adding, "and just like my sexually active drag queen wannabe son, a woman does have her needs."
"Well," he said, shaking his head incredulously, "I know that James, Hank and Wally would all love to help you with them."



"Good to know," I smiled, as I grabbed the mantyhose.
"I was kidding," he said.
"Maybe I am too," I shrugged, returning to the floor, and beginning to drape the nylon onto the first foot I'd done his nails.
"This is the most surreal conversation I've ever had," he said. "With anybody! Ever!"
I agreed mockingly, "I imagine learning your mother is a sexual being with needs is crazy difficult to process," as I couldn't help stealing another glance at his (still hard) cock.
"I know you must have sex, Mom," he said. "I just didn't know we'd ever be talking about it."
"I can stop," I said, before adding, trying to guilt him, "talking about it, that is; it's just nice to have someone caring to talk to about such things. Since your father passed, I've been pretty lonely in that regard."
"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 it's okay to date again," he said, as I moved to his other foot and blew on it to make sure the polish was dry. "I wouldn't even fault you if you brought someone home for the night. And please note I didn't specify a gender."
"I don't know," I said. "I can't fathom going out and playing the field again."
"It's pretty easy to hook up in 2020," he said, before adding, "well, except for the whole COVID thing."
I laughed, "Yeah, but then he or she might want romance. 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 in thing."
"I didn't say I didn't," he said, as I pulled him off the bed and his hard cock actually swung around and slapped me in the face. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry!"
"That monster seems to have a mind of his own," I joked, having his hard cock hit my face making me dampen a little. God, I wanted that cock. "He seems to like me."
"I'm so sorry," he repeated, as I pulled his pantyhose up.
"I imagine it's hard to control such a large cock," I said very inappropriately, as I gazed at it admiringly, before reaching up and actually grabbing it.
"Mom!" he moaned, while I didn't stroke it like I wanted to, but I did feel his entire body tremble, as I couldn't help considering how convenient it would be to have a fuck buddy who happened to live in my house.
"Sorry, honey," I apologized, "I just need to slip it into the cock pocket." I then positioned his dick in the special pouch made for a penis, and once it was inside, pulled the pantyhose the rest of the way up.
"Cock pocket," he moaned, as obviously my hand on his cock had stimulated him.
"See?" I pointed out. "Pantyhose made specifically for men."
"Oh," was all he said, looking down at his rigid cock, now encased in nylon.
"Legs look amazing in pantyhose, but so does a penis," I said, not so subtly admiring his cock.
"It does look nice," he said, admiring his penis through the mocha-coloured hosiery.
"Yeah, there isn't anything hotter than a big dick in nylon," I said, in the past this often being the point when I'd suck a load out of my husband before finishing dressing him... it helped keep him flaccid, which was pretty important when (s)he was onstage.
"Do you really think so?"
"I do," I nodded, deciding to throw caution to the winds and cross every motherly line there was, as I offered, "Would you like me to help you deal with the hard-on issue that comes with being a drag queen?"
"Sure," he nodded. "How would you do that?"
"It's a little unorthodox," I warned, as I took his cock back into my hand, and this time I did begin stroking it.
"Oh, Mom," he moaned, not pulling away, but clearly shocked.
"I usually swallowed your father's load before finishing getting him dressed up," I explained.
"Is this really happening?" he asked, looking down at me with his eyes so big and blue.
Deciding to ask the question, wanting this to at least be partly his idea, and really, really, really wanting to feel this big, throbbing cock in my mouth, "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 through the silky sheer 'brosiery'. "Have you imagined your Mommy on her knees with this big cock deep in her mouth?"
"Mom, I..." he moaned.
"Tell Mommy," I repeated, somehow getting turned on by using a term that should never be used in such a way, "Do you ever fantasize about Mommy sucking your big cock, or about slamming this fat dick in Mommy's pussy?"
"Oh God, I can't believe this," he said, as I wrapped my lips around just his cock head and sucked it.
"Tell me what you want son, and Mommy will do it," I offered. "Just tell me."
'Suck me, Mommy," he finally said, after a few seconds.
"Really? You want Mommy to suck her good boy's big cock?" I asked sexily.
"Yes please, Mom, suck my big cock right now," he finally ordered, "just like I've always wanted you to," finally taking some ownership and control.
"Yes, my son," I purred, as I took it into my mouth and began bobbing on his nylon-covered cock.
"Oh God," he moaned, as I sucked on my first cock in a couple of years... and my first different cock in almost three decades.
"You have such a great cock, son," I said hurriedly, before immediately returning to worshiping it.
"I can't believe you're sucking me, Mom," he said.
I backed off again and said, "Sorry, it's just so big and attractive, and it's been so long, I couldn't resist. I hope you don't judge your Mom as being some cheap slut."
I returned to his cock as he said, "Mom, I'd never think of you like that."
I again responded, wanting to make it clear I was okay with this, even though my gobbling down a mouthful of his cock made it pretty obvious, "Baby, with that said, I'm more than willing to be your Mommy-slut."
Again I took his cock back into my mouth and bobbed furiously, wanting to suck a load right out of him.
"Oh God, Mom," he moaned after another twenty or thirty seconds, "I'm going to come."
I pulled back for another moment and said, "Go ahead; give Mommy that full load," then I pulled the mantyhose down and took his cock back into my mouth, wanting to feel that warm load gliding down my throat.
"Oh, fuck, Mom," he moaned, as I devoured this entire cock as if it was my last meal.
A dozen bobs later, give or take, he grunted, and a rush of sexual adrenaline coursed through me, as my son's sweet cum filled my mouth, and I eagerly swallowed down his massive load.
I kept bobbing, albeit more slowly now, nursing on his cock to extract any slow swimmers.
"Get onto the bed, Mom," he ordered, surprising me with a sudden firm order.
I allowed his cock to slip out of my mouth as he bent down, pulled me up, effortlessly lifted me into the air, and placed me gently on the bed.
"What are you going to do to Mommy?" I asked playfully, looking at my handsome son, who was pulling off the pantyhose.
"It's Halloween," he reminded me. "And I think I deserve a tricky treat."
"I do have some fresh, warm homemade pie hidden here somewhere," I smiled, as he reached down and pulled off my skirt.
"I do love pie, pumpkin," he quipped, as he parted my legs, reached between them to the crotch of my pantyhose, and ripped a large hole in them.
"Those are twenty dollar hose," I pointed out, as he lowered his face to my wet pussy.
"I'll buy you a new pair for Christmas," he offered, as he tugged my panties aside and dove into my wetness.
"You'd better, Santa," I moaned as his tongue made contact.
"Such a delicious pie," he said, as his tongue explored my entire pussy region.
"Please don't stop, son; Mommy hasn't had anyone down there for so long," I moaned, forgetting how amazing being eaten could feel... having only self-induced orgasms with my fingers, my vibe, and now my wand, were okay, but nothing came close to the authentic raw power of a living person.
"I won't until you come all over my face, Mommy," he pledged, as he attacked my pussy... clearly having paid attention during my advice on how to service a woman... having never thought at the time I'd be the beneficiary of that advice.
"Oh yes baby, keep licking Mommy," I moaned, as my orgasm began rising quickly.
He licked me.
He probed me.
He sucked me.
My moans increased, and as my breathing became erratic, he slid a finger inside me and did something that hadn't happened since an older woman had finger banged me in her hotel room back in my college days: he found my g-spot and tapped on it. I hadn't taught him that!
"Oh fuck!" I screamed, an instant orgasm erupting out of me... ten times more intense than any I'd had in years.
"Good girl; come all over my face," he encouraged, as he pulled his fingers out of me and hungrily lapped up my gushing cum.
I was already doing that, and I continued doing it, until I collapsed on the bed, just savouring the aftermath of euphoria.
After a couple minutes of very necessary down time, I asked, "Does my sexy drag queen son have time to fuck Mommy before we finish dressing you up?"
"I believe I can fit your tight cunt into my tight schedule," he agreed, as he moved between my legs... his cock still hard.
As he positioned his cock between my very wet, still slightly leaking pussy, he asked, "You sure you want to do this, Mom?"
"Mommy hasn't been dicked in years," I said, adding, "I need you so bad."
"You understand," he cautioned, as he tapped my clit with his hammer, "there's no way I can only fuck you today, and not ever again."
"Now that we've broken the ice, why would I ever want this to be a one-time thing?" I asked, knowing that since the line had been crossed and neither of us had freaked, there was no reason to go back.
"Good," he said. "Because I plan to fuck you in every room of this house."
"Well, you're now the man of the house in every way," I said, "so I guess I'll need to start doing whatever you want, whenever you want it," as I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him into me. "Oooooooooh!"
"Fuck," he moaned, as he plunged all the way inside me.
I leaned up and kissed him, and for a couple minutes he slowly fucked me as we kissed not as mother and son, but as lovers.
When I broke the kiss, I looked up into his eyes and said, "I love you so much, son."
"I love you completely, Mom," he said, as he squeezed my tits through my blouse.
"Do you want to see Mommy's tits?" I asked, as I began to unbutton my blouse.
"God, yes," he said.
"Don't rip this open, you impulsive stud, it's my favourite blouse," I smiled, as he looked down at me longingly, even as his cock kept slowly sliding in and out.
"I'll try to be patient," he said, as I finished unbuttoning the blouse.
He helped me get it off, then tossed it aside as I unclasped my bra. "You used to love these things," I teased, as he bent down and took my hard right nipple in his mouth.
"I imagine back then I just wanted the milk, but I still love them," he said, as he spent the next few minutes slowly fucking me while he worshipped my tits.
I then said, my entire body by now on fire from his lengthy tit attention and low teasing fucking, "Fuck Mommy hard, baby, fuck me just like one of your cheap college sluts!"
"You want it hard?" he asked, as he grabbed my wrists and stretched them both over my head.
"Yes son, use me however you wish," I said, looking up at him lustfully. I loved a man who knew who he was. A man who paid women all due respect outside the bedroom, but who also knew how to take charge of a woman inside the bedroom.
"I love this pussy," he said, beginning to fuck me hard.
"This pussy loves your cock," I said in a moan.
And for a few minutes, he fucked me... hard.
He pulled out, flipped me onto my slide and slid back into me, as he cupped my tit with his left hand and really pounded me from behind.
"Oh yes, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy good," I moaned.
"Then Mommy had better come all over my dick," he ordered as he drilled me.
"Oh yes, dick me, dick me like the Mommy slut I now am for you," I moaned, loving the idea of being my son's slut anytime, anyplace (anyplace safe that is, but I knew I could trust him).
"You'll be taking this dick all the time," he promised, as we were both getting close.
"Come in Mommy's cunt, baby, I want to feel your big load deep inside me," I begged, several years past any possibility of getting pregnant.
"You want my load, Mommy?" he asked, his body slamming into mine.
"Yes, give it to me, give me that load, you dirty Mother fucker!!" I screamed, as my second orgasm ripped through me, just as he unloaded his second load deep inside me.
"Oh fuck," he grunted, as cannon blast after blast of his cum filled my pussy.
"So good," I moaned as I thrilled to the orgasm.
When he pulled out a moment later, I rolled onto my back, and he kissed me tenderly.
"I love you so much, Mom," he said, looking lovingly into my eyes.
"I love you too, Mother fucker," I replied wickedly.
"That's a merit badge I should add to my Scout uniform," he smiled.
A couple minutes later, his phone rang.
He was late.
I helped him get ready... even quickly painting his fingernails, and once he was all dolled up: nails, dress, heels, wig and face, I smiled, 'You look fucking hot, my daughter."
"Not as hot as you do, Mommy," he replied.
"Well, that goes without saying," I smiled, still naked except for my torn pantyhose.
He kissed me goodbye, and I added not so subtly, "If you decide to do some late-night trick or treating, just feel free to knock at my back door."
"Mom!" he gasped, his eyes going wide.
"What? You don't want a three-hole Mommy slut?" I asked.
"I do, but now I'm about to leave, and you've gone and made me hard again," he wailed with crocodile tears.
"No worries, I can fix that in a jiffy," I said, as I dropped before him and sucked on his pantyhose-clad cock again.
"Now I'm really going to be late," he moaned.
"True, but you won't arrive looking like a pretty girl sporting a hard-on," I sympathized.
THE END
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Teacher's Halloween DP
Did I want to go to that bar?
No. I hadn't finished feeling sorry for myself.
Did I want to dress up in some skanky outfit?
A little. People staring because they thought I was hot would be good for my ego.
Did I need to get laid?
Absolutely! I'll explain.
The divorce had hit me hard, and now over a year later, my two best friends were insisting I go out with them... were declaring my Pity Party was officially over. And as much as I hated to stop my wallowing and admit it, they were right.
I needed to get out, let my hair down, and hopefully to spread my legs. My vibrator had been adequate for a while, but I craved a real cock... someone's body pressed against mine... someone's cock slamming into me.
Amy and Jules came over, already dressed in their skanky Halloween costumes, both of them single: Amy a fuck-them-and-leave-them kind of gal, and Jules a lesbian who'd been single for a while.
"Do I have the perfect outfit for you!" Amy crowed, handing me a bag.
"I can only imagine," I said dubiously, as I looked at her nurse outfit and fishnets that would get any patient's temperature rising.
"It's not as revealing as what she wanted to get you," Jules added, in a sexy and revealing cowgirl outfit.
"I can only imagine," I repeated, as I opened the bag.
I pulled out a black bodysuit. "What is it?" I asked, as something else black fell to the floor.
"You're going as Catwoman," Amy revealed.
"Nice," I said, Amy knowing I loved Batman, especially the old original sixties series. Yes, it was corny... but I used to watch it every Sunday morning for an hour. It was even better than Saturday morning cartoons.
"I knew you'd like it," Amy said.
"You wanted her to be a slutty cheerleader," Jules pointed out.
"I did at first, but once Jules pointed this one out, I knew you'd love it," Amy shrugged. "Go and try it on."
"Cool," I said, kind of excited to do just that.
As I headed for my room to put it on, Amy called out, "And no underwear."
I called back, "Rubbish! I'm not a slut like you."
"Tonight you are!"
Oddly I did go without a bra at least, partly because the Catwoman mask would hide my identity, and partly because I'd already had a couple of drinks and was already losing my inhibitions.
So, I stripped completely naked, then decided I wasn't drunk enough to go sans any underwear at all, so I donned some skimpy panties and black pantyhose, realizing how thin the costume's fabric was. I didn't want to go flashing my pussy to all and sundry if the outfit got ripped.
I slid into the black bodysuit, which fit very snugly around my body, and looked into my full-length mirror. Shit, you could easily see my nipples poking through the thin material. Then when I turned around, I saw that my ass, which was a great asset of mine, was perfectly showcased. I put the mask on, which covered the majority of my face and my hair, and I realized I looked a lot like Julie Newmar. Happy with the outfit, and brave because I'd be spending the night with a secret identity, and perhaps even hook up with some younger stud... if I was going to get banged tonight, I wanted it to be with some college hottie, who could shoot two or three loads (I loved cum... especially swallowing it, something my asshole ex used to love feeding me before he replaced me for a younger model), and someone who could last for a couple hours.
I slipped into a pair of four-inch black pumps and sauntered out, where I appropriately received a few cat calls.
I pranced around, snarling meows and clawing the air, loving the attention.
We downed two more shots each while waiting for the Uber, and then headed to a bar where Amy guaranteed I'd get laid. I pointed out I was just going out to have a good time, and she nodded, "Exactly."
We got to the bar, and I soon realized how old I was compared to this crowd. Most of these kids were fresh out of high school, some of them even looked like they could be in my senior chemistry class right now. I sighed as I saw the plethora of young, scantily clad almost-women who would get all the attention, and realized I was a dinosaur... fuck, I'd be fifty in five more days.
"Let's get our groove on," Amy said, undaunted, taking my hand and leading me onto the crowded dance floor.
Figuring fuck it, I may not be able to compete with these young sluts, but I could at least enjoy dancing... something I'd always loved doing, but hadn't done much of since saying 'I do'... even though I didn't remotely know the song that was playing.
The three of us danced for the next hour through endless similar sounding songs, getting my ass grabbed a couple times by strangers, and swallowing down three more drinks.
After getting my fourth drink since arriving, I perused the bar and recognized someone... Danny. He was a student of mine who'd graduated a couple years ago, and a really good looking kid. I waved to him, but then remembered I was incognito and quickly lowered my hand.
Danny though took my wave as a 'come on over', and he left his two friends and headed my way.
"Someone's coming over, Laura," Amy said.
"I know, but he's an ex-student of mine," I said.
"Perfect," she said, making light of the predicament I'd just placed myself in.
"Hi," Danny said, "may I get you another drink?"
"Yes... yes, you certainly can," Amy spoke for me, and then added, making me instantly go red from both embarrassment and anger, "In fact one or two more, and you can take her home."
"What's your poison, Catwoman?" he asked.
Didn't he recognize me? I guess except for my eyes and lips, there wasn't much showing to recognize me with, as I was pretty much unrecognizable in this costume. So going along with it, I answered, "Rum, please."
"My kind of lady, mon," he smiled. "And for you two other pretty ladies?"
Amy shook her head, "No thanks, we'll just go off and leave you two alone; just treat her right, okay?"
"I will," he agreed seriously.
Amy added, "Which means you should treat her like a cheap slut, since she hasn't been laid in over a year."
"Amy!" I gasped, once again both embarrassed and angry.
"Am I wrong?" she asked, bulldozing right through how badly she was humiliating me.
"Just go," I told her, shaking my head in exasperation, even though inwardly I appreciated her expediating this game Danny and I were about to play... my intentions were already thrown out there, and I hadn't even had to say it.
"Have fun," she said, as she and Jules sauntered away.
"Yeah, yeah," I said, trying to act embarrassed, which I was, yet I was also ready to actually be that slut for a night... my most recent one night stand had been in a different century, probably before Danny was born .
"We'll be around," Jules said, "but only if you need us," giving me the slightest hint of support.
"They seem nice," he said, not following Amy with his eyes like most guys had been doing all night, but focusing only on me.
"They're something, all right," I laughed, knowing that in Amy's mind, she'd just played the perfect wing girl.
Danny waved to the bartender, and I was soon enacting a cliché, a two-fisted drinker, with one in each hand. "So, I have to say I love your outfit. If I may be so bold, it makes you look almost identical to how Julie Newmar used to look."
"You know Julie Newmar?" I asked.
"I have the limited edition blu ray box set," he said.
"With the car?" I asked, having bought it for myself on Amazon, when it was on sale for some crazy cheap amount.
"Yeah, you have it too?" he asked, surprised.
"I've watched every episode a few times," I admitted.
"I've never met a woman who even knows the show existed."
"Well, the girls around here look so young their parents wouldn't even remember the show," I joked, and instantly realized how completely I was dating myself with such a comment.
"I only have eyes for you," he said, which was such a corny line from way back in 1959, yet I fell for it hook, line and sinker.
"Is that your best line?" I asked, pretending it didn't impress me. I didn't want to look like some pathetic old hag desperate to get laid.
"As in fishing? Is it reeling you in?" he asked, which made me laugh at his witty banter... he'd always been a smooth young man.
"The hook may even have set," I smiled, his cute smile, the alcohol, and my year-long drought all factors in allowing this mutual seduction to advance.
"I imagine you'll make me work to get you into the boat," he said.
Horny, and enjoying this flirtation, I smiled, allowing a little of Amy's persona to come out of me, "a boat isn't what I'm hoping to get into."
"That's fortunate," he laughed. "Because I don't have a boat."
"But do you have a bed?" I asked bluntly, downing the rest of one of the drinks in my hands.
"I believe I do," he smiled. "At home, conveniently."
"Because Catwoman would love to get out of these heels," I said, as they were killing me... having worn four inchers a major mistake.
"My place is just a few minutes from here," he said, indeed reeling me in.
Suddenly realizing this was going too fast, even though my pussy was tingling with eagerness, I said, "You do know I'm old enough to be your mother... perhaps even your grandmother."
"Possibly. But I like my women experienced," he said, taking my hand. "And hot."
"And I believe a noisy little magpie told you I haven't been laid in a year," I reminded him.
"All good things are worth the wait," he said, able to respond adeptly to whatever I said.
"You're a real charmer," I said, taking another big swig of my other drink... the one he'd bought me.
"And you're the hottest woman here," he said suavely.
"I am, ain't I," I said playfully, then shaking my head at my pathetic grammar.
"You are, and I'm not just saying that to be nice."
"No, you're saying it to get laid," I smiled.
"Not so, although if that did happen, it would be great," he said. He added, "I'm serious, you're a very beautiful woman."
"Well, that's nice to hear," I admitted, "I don't get many compliments anymore."
"Then whoever betrayed you is a fucking asshole," he said.
"Yes... yes, he was," I nodded, and as I finished another drink I added, not realizing I was saying it until the words had left my lips, "And that too hasn't happened for over a year."
His eyes went wide.
I realized what I had said. Figuring it was already out there, I shrugged, and feeling brazen in my incognito, and uninhibited because of the rum, I leaned forward and whispered, placing my hand directly on his crotch, "Sorry, I probably shouldn't be so frank, but I do like it in the ass."
"Ohhhhh," he groaned, as my cougar instincts took over.
"Is this hard because of me?" I asked, squeezing his very impressive dick.
"Yes," he admitted, his suave persona suddenly flipped away by my sudden aggressiveness.
"I also love sucking a big cock, and swallowing a big load," I purred. "Do you have a big load saved up for me?"
"Yeah," he groaned.
"Want to take me back to your place and fuck me?" I asked bluntly.
"Shit yeah, you're driving me crazy! Let's get out of here," he said, taking my hand and hurriedly leading me out of the bar.
Once outside, he said, "Its a ten-minute walk, unless you want me to flag down a taxi."
"Hail us a taxi," I said, squeezing his cock again. "I'm very hungry."
Danny hailed a taxi, there were three already waiting just down the road, and once we were inside and his address had been given, I bent down and began to fish out his cock from within the fabric.
"Oh, God," he gasped, as I pulled his hard dick out and took it into my mouth, my costume making me feel free just to do it, without any risk to my identity... which was quite liberating. Tonight I could regress to my college slut self, when I'd explored my sexuality with quite a few guys, three threesomes (twice with two guys and once with two girls), and even a gangbang where I'd serviced four guys at once.
"You okay, sir?" the taxi driver asked, and a moment later added, obviously having looked in his rear view mirror and seen where my head was, "Oh. I guess you are."
I hadn't had a dick in my mouth for over a year, and god, it felt good. I bobbed on the thick seven-inch cock, hungrily wanting to extract his first load during our very brief taxi ride. I was dying to feel his cock pulse in my mouth, and I was craving a load of warm cum.
I bobbed for only a couple minutes before Danny, being a gentleman, warned, "I'm going to come, if you don't stop right now!"
My response was to moan and to bob even faster, and seconds later, his load was gliding into my mouth and warming my belly, as he let out a long moan.
I slowed down and nursed his cock, getting every last drop of the salty seed, before the taxi came to a halt.
"We're here," Danny said, his cock still in my mouth, and still hard as steel... God, I'd missed the virile youth and their never-ending erections.
I sat back up and said to the driver, "Thanks for the ride."
He nodded, his eyes wide with shock, as I wiped my lips and got out.
Danny paid the driver, and once we were outside said, "That was crazy hot."
"I hope you didn't mind."
"Oh, trust me, I didn't mind at all."
"I just really needed your big dick in my mouth," I said wickedly, enjoying being so forward and nasty, taking full advantage of the anonymity of my costume while adding, "But now I'm hoping you can reload quickly."
"I'm always loaded," he bragged, as he took my hand and led me into his dorm... regaining the suave confidence he'd briefly lost from my sudden aggression.
We walked past a few people, every one of them checking me out, of course my outfit helping to draw their attention. Remember how prominent my nipples were in my bedroom mirror? They were still doing their PR job admirably.
Once we were in his dorm room, he pushed me against the wall and kissed me. It was a passionate, lustful kiss, and I hadn't received one of those in two plus decades... the kind of kiss that made it clear he wanted me right here, right now.
His hand went to my pussy over the costume and he rubbed me, making me moan into his mouth. He then surprised me by ripping away the thin fabric of my costume, and soon below the waist I was just wearing my pantyhose. He rubbed his hands up and down my legs saying, just before he sucked on my pussy through my pantyhose, "I've imagined doing this to you for years, Mrs. Cameron."
My eyes went wide as I let out a load moan from the sudden pressure of his lips on my fevered pussy, and I stammered weakly, stunned by his words, "Y-y-you know who I am?"
"I knew you instantly, as soon as you waved to me; I'd recognize those eyes anywhere," he said, "and then once I heard your voice, I was certain it was you," as he tore my pantyhose open at the seam, dove into my wetness, and began to lick.
"Oh God, Danny, that feels so good," I moaned, unable to recall the last time I'd felt a tongue on my pussy, my ex fucking asshole almost never having gone down on me.
"You taste amazing," he said, which I needed to hear, since my ex bastard shit face had always said things about my scent and taste that were less than flattering.
"Don't stop," I moaned, as he tongue-teased my clit and slid a finger inside me.
"Not until you come, Mrs. Cameron," he said, as I lifted my right leg and draped it over his shoulder.
"That may not be very long," I moaned, as he slid two fingers inside my very wet pussy.
"I can eat this sweet pussy all night," he said, as he bathed me with his tongue and probed my pussy with his fingers... surprising me when he suddenly found my mysterious, I'd always thought it mythical, g-spot.
"Mother fucker," I screamed, likely alerting his neighbours that sweet little Danny boy had a horny slut in his room, as I erupted in seconds, as he tapped it like a drum.
"Oh yes, come all over my face, Mrs. Cameron," he said, as he lapped up my pussy juice as soon as it flooded out of me.
"Oh, God," I groaned, as I reached down with both hands to use his head for balance, as the intensity of the orgasm exploded inside me like sticks of dynamite.
"So delicious," he repeated, as he kept licking me, then pulling his fingers out and catching a massive gush of the wetness he'd first created and then released.
"So... fucking... amazing," I moaned, still trembling, still immersed in the aftermath of rapture. After another minute, as I just rested between his head and the wall, I said, "I need your cock inside me now, Danny."
I lifted my leg off of him, he picked me up and carried me across his room, and placed me gently onto the bed.
"Just slam that big cock into me, Danny," I said, spreading my legs wide, desperate to get fucked, desperate to feel his body on top of mine.
As he got out of his costume, he said, "Get undressed, Mrs. Cameron, I want to see that beautiful body I dreamt of every night after I'd been in your class."
"You did?" I asked, knowing I had an impact on the odd boy I taught, but never thinking I'd had one on Danny.
"Whenever you dangled your heel, or showed a bit of extra leg through your nylons, you had me hard for the rest of the day," he said, as I pulled my entire outfit off of myself except for the torn pantyhose, as well as losing the mask.
"These nylons?" I asked, now barefaced and bare almost everything else, as I extended my foot towards him.
"Yes," he said, as he took charge of my foot and began to massage it.
"Oh, that feels nice," I said, having always loved foot massages... they were good for my diabetes... but Mr. Fuck Face Asshole had stopped doing them years ago.
"So soft," he said, as he glided his hands up and down them while licking the sole of my foot, slightly tickling me.
"I only buy sheer nylons," I said, having always relished the silky sheer feel and look.
"I've imagined doing this so many times," he said, as he sucked a toe into his mouth.
"Well, tonight we need to make all your fantasies come true," I offered, willing to do just about anything he wanted.
"Be careful what you offer," he cautioned, as he progressed from toe to toe.
"I'm serious, Danny," I smiled. "Tonight the untouchable Mrs. Cameron is your submissive teacher pet to use however the hell you please."
"Shit, do you know when I used to fuck Janey, I often imagined I was fucking you?"
"Well then, tonight instead of imagining it, you can really do it," I said, as I smiled at the idea he used to fuck one of the popular cheerleaders while imagining she was me... it was very flattering.
"Shit, you're so fucking hot," he professed, as he placed himself between my nylon-clad legs.
"Slam that big dick into me right now, Danny," I begged, desperate to feel his cock inside me.
"No one would believe this," he said, as he positioned his cock at my wet hole.
"What? That their straitlaced high school teacher is secretly a cock-loving slut?" I asked, as he teased me by rubbing his cock between my pussy lips, but not venturing inside.
"Yeah. I can't even believe it," he said, as he tapped my clit with his fat cock head.
"What I can't believe is that you still haven't slammed that big fat cock in my cunt," I said, as I thrusted my ass up, trying to get it inside me.
"I could never imagine you using the 'C' word," he said, as he finally slid his cock inside me.
"Have you ever imagined fucking me right here in your dorm room?" I moaned, as I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deep into me.



"In my fantasies? All the time," he said as he began to fuck me, bracing his hands against my firm (for my age) tits.
"Well, tonight we make fantasies for both of us come true," I said, as he leaned down and kissed me.
He broke the kiss and asked, "You've fantasized fucking a student?"
"Many times," I admitted, and adding, "or sucking a student, or licking a student, or even getting double penetrated by students."
"I love learning that you're so nasty," he said, as he reached back and grabbed my ankles, then levered them above my head and really began fucking me.
"Yeah, fuck your nasty teacher," I moaned, omitting the more accurate prefix 'ex', since it sounded hotter that way.
"God, you're so hot," he said, looking down at me as he slammed into me... my tits bouncing all over the place.
"Keep pounding my pussy," I moaned, wanting to be fucked as hard and as rough as possible. "Drill my cunt!"
And for a few minutes, he fucked me hard in a number of positions. I was riding him reverse cowboy, a position where I could really milk a cock, when I heard a door... extremely nearby... gently closing, although I was so into the fucking it didn't really register.
"So do you really want to get DP'd?" he asked, "are you ready for an additional cock?" as he bucked his ass up to meet my downward descent.
I was still so horny at the moment, I would have taken as many cocks as might be offered to me, this intense fucking after my long spell of drought, mixed with just enough alcohol to loosen my inhibitions (which were already pretty loose in any case) so I answered, "If you're serious, bring him on."
"You taught him too," he warned, as I stopped bouncing on his dick and looked down at him questioningly.
"Oh," I said, that additional detail suddenly jarring me back to reality. I somehow inherently trusted Danny and just knew he wouldn't out me... not that I was doing anything illegal. He'd graduated a couple years ago... but ethically I could still be on thin ice in the eyes of the school board.
"It's Chase Carter," he said.
"Oh," I said. Chase having been a shy but brilliant student.
"He's not so shy anymore," he said, adding, "and he had a huge crush on you, too."
"He did?" I asked, sitting upright on the big cock.
"Yeah, back then we used to toss ideas back and forth about what we'd do to you," he admitted, before adding, "although we only knew about sex from porn back then."
I laughed, "And now?"
"Now we have some working experience from teaming up to make a sexy MILF like you come like crazy, from two cocks at once!"
"That is so bad," I purred, before calling out before I could change my mind, or rationalize why it was a terrible idea, my libido controlling my actions, "Chase, get your ass in here."
"He's going to shit," Danny said.
"I hope not," I joked, as Chase stepped out of the small alcove just inside the door.
"Hey, sexy," I smiled, as I resumed slowly riding Danny, "Want to double team me?"
"Holy fuck," he gasped, his eyes going wide, and his jaw dropping like a cartoon character's.
"I happen to have in my company a nasty but anonymous slut who wants to be double teamed," Danny said. "But you've never seen her before in your life, right?"
"Danny!" I gasped.
"Sorry," he quickly apologized, afraid he'd offended me.
I laughed, "Just kidding. I most certainly do want two virile young cocks pounding my holes and shooting their jizz all over me."
"Is this for real?" Chase asked, as he rubbed his cock through his jeans... he was lamely dressed (for Halloween, remember?) as a cowboy. "Are we actually going to DP Mrs. Cam... I mean this red hot stranger?"
"Come over here and find out," I said, as I began riding Danny faster.
"Shit," he said, shaking his head and quickly shucking his clothes. He asked, "How?"
"How? For starters, you just shove your cock in my mouth or my asshole; and after that, the two of you do whatever the fuck you want with me," I said wickedly, knowing that would make both of their cocks throb.
He repeated, "Shit," as he added, while I noticed that he too had a pretty nice cock, "I meant how did Mrs. Cameron end up in our dorm room?"
"Serendipity," I smiled, using an SAT word.
"This better not be a Halloween trick," he joked.
"Oh, I think it's rather a delicious Halloween treat," I smiled back, as he got onto the bed and offered me his cock to make hard. I said, as I took it in my hand, "Nice cock, Chase."
"Thanks, Mrs. Cameron," he said, as I took it in my mouth and was spit-roasted in a rather unorthodox way.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned as I tried to bounce up and down on one cock while sucking another horizontally, but I quickly discovered I didn't have the coordination to do both from this position... I couldn't get into any kind of flow.
"I can't believe this," Chase said, apparently not noticing the frustration I was feeling over not being able to deep throat him and simultaneously ride Danny at all smoothly.
"I knew you'd never believe it," Danny said, both of them acting completely starstruck... which was pretty flattering.
"Not in a million years," Chase said.
I allowed Chase's cock to slip out of my mouth so I could ask, "Would either of you believe I'd occasionally have a butt plug stuck in my asshole while I was teaching you?"
"No way," Danny said.
"Fucking wild," Chase said.
"Or that right now, what I really want and need is one of your cocks buried in that same asshole?" I added.
"Holy fuck," Chase gasped.
"Me first," Danny dibbed, as I got off of him and onto my hands and knees, a more practical position for a spit-roast.
"Asshole," Chase accused, as Danny grabbed some lube from his nightstand... obviously I wasn't his first backdoor slut.
"Yes, I do want a cock in my asshole," I said, wiggling my ass.
They both got on opposite ends of me, and I took Chase back into my mouth while Danny poured lube down my ass crack.
"Get that asshole nice and gaped for my cock," Chase said, his cock smaller in length, but larger in girth.
Danny then rubbed his cock up and down my ass cheeks while I bobbed on Chase's cock.
"Best cock sucker ever," Chase said, which made me feel good, as I'd used to be widely acknowledged as a great cock sucker... having sucked a dozen cocks one night at a sorority pledge night, and sucked at least one dick a day pretty much throughout my college years... but after years of lacking any cocks in my mouth, it was nice to know I hadn't lost my gift.
"She blew me and swallowed my load in the taxi driving here," Danny said. "And you know how short a drive that is!"
"No way," Chase said.
"I couldn't believe it either," Danny said, as he positioned his cock at my tight backdoor.
I took Chase's cock out of my mouth to point out, "Just for the record, I did suck Danny's big cock and swallow his delicious load in that taxi, but I still had my mask on at the time, so I didn't know that he knew who I was, and thus I was just an anonymous slut, instead of Mrs. Cameron the straitlaced slut... if that makes any sense."
"What were you dressed as?" Chase had to ask, since all that remained on my body was my tattered pantyhose.
"Catwoman." Danny said.
"Oh my God, that is so hot," Chase said.
"Yep, my ass looked amazing," I said, before adding, "although for some inexplicable reason, I don't have a dick stuck up it yet."
"So insatiable," Danny said, as he took that aside as 'do my ass now', and pushed forward.
"There you gooooo," I moaned, as his cock filled my long-neglected ass. Yes, there was a slight burn, but the alcohol numbed it, and I knew from many past ass drillings that the pleasure would soon conquer the pain.
"Fuck," Danny groaned.
"Fucking wild," Chase said, as Danny's cock kept going deeper into my ass.
"Why is my mouth not filled with cock?" I asked, Chase's cock just out of my reach.
"Sorry," Chase apologized, as he slid his cock back in my mouth. "Right now is just a demolition derby of a dozen unreachable fantasies all crashing together at once."
"When we tell him about this, Blake won't believe it either," Danny said, his crotch now resting against my butt... meaning his dick was balls deep in my backdoor.
"And when he does believe, he'll be so jealous," Chase added, his tone indicating he was happy about it.
Blake had been the third of their triumvirate of friends... and the most outgoing of them. I briefly pondered suggesting they get him over here too, as getting all three holes filled at once would be crazy wild.
"Yeah, serves him right for going off to see his girlfriend," Danny laughed, as he remained deep inside me, but not moving.
"He's so pussy whipped," Chase added.
I slipped Chase's cock out of my mouth long enough to complain, "My ass isn't going to fuck itself," although in truth, I could bounce back and forth between the two big cocks.
"Sorry, just admiring your tight body, "Danny said, as he firmly grabbed my hips and began fucking my ass.
"Oh yes, Danny, fuck my asshole," I moaned, then looked back to Chase, who on cue, slid his cock back into my mouth and resumed slowly fucking my face.
And for three or four minutes, they each fucked me in perfect spit-roast fashion, impressively in perfect symmetry, as if they'd spit-roasted many girls or women in this exact same position.
My orgasm was building, but what I really wanted was to be double penetrated... something that used to give me the best orgasms when I was younger. So I asked rather lustfully, "Do you two want to double penetrate your former teacher?"
"Fuck yes," Chase said, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
I told him, "Lie down, Chase, I want to feel that fat cock stretching my cunt."
"Mrs. Cameron used the 'C' word," Chase said in awe, as he lay down on his back.
Danny pulled out of my ass, I straddled Chase, and dropped my 'C' word onto his cock.
"Oh God," Chase moaned, as I leaned forward so my tits were dangling in his face.
"Shove that fuck stick back up my shit hole," I demanded, trying to sound as nasty as I possibly could.
"You're the hottest fucking teacher ever," Chase said, as Danny moved behind me.
"I bet you say that to all the slut teachers you double team," I said, as he sucked my hard nipple into his mouth.
"No way," he said. "You're the Holy Grail, the dream deferred."
I was impressed by his recalling my love for both Indiana Jones movies and Langston Hughes poems... even if the latter reference didn't fit very well; I wasn't black, and the system hadn't particularly shat on me. "Then seize the dream, and give me your big snakes."
"Shit," Danny said, as he re-entered my asshole, and I finally had two cocks inside me, in the holes where I most preferred them.
"Oh yes, boys, double fuck me with those big cocks," I moaned, the pleasure swarming through me the moment both cocks began pumping in unison.
"We're going to give you whatever you want," Danny said, "what you deserve," as he began fucking my ass, again timing his strokes to match Chase's... as if their cocks were meeting to shake hands inside me.
"Then pound both my holes until each of you fill me with cum," I moaned, as my body bounced around, a little like a Raggedy Anne doll.
"That won't take long," Chase said from underneath me.
"Come in me anytime you want, sexy," I said; "I'm sure you'll reload quickly. Besides, you're already a load behind Danny."
"Fucking crazy," Chase said again, clearly in awe of whose pussy his dick was inhabiting.
"Fuck my holes like crazy," I moaned, even though they were both already really working over my holes... my second orgasm rising quickly.
"You like our big cocks, slut?" Chase asked, surprising me a little by calling me that.
I moaned, "This prim and proper teacher loves your big cocks pounding my slut holes."
"Then fucking love this," Chase said, as he bucked up his hips.
"Oh God, you sexy teacher fuckers," I moaned, my orgasm about to erupt. "Pound my cunt, fuck my ass, cum inside me!"
"Oh shit," Chase groaned, obliging my request by exploding his load in my pussy.
"Yesssss!" I screamed, as that triggered my second orgasm.
"Oh yeah, come, Mrs. Cameron," Danny cheered me on, as he kept drilling my ass.
"And you come in my asshole," I moaned, as I collapsed forward, his dick slipping out of me.

Danny quickly slammed back into me as Chase's cock slipped out of me, thus unblocking the way for my cunt cum to flood out of me.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Cameron, your ass is so tight," Danny groaned, as he reached even new depths from this angle.
"Come in your teacher's ass, baby, I want my asshole filled with your cum so badly," I begged.
"Oh fuck, yes," he grunted, and a few moments later he deposited a full load in my ass... as I'd now taken a load in all three holes... the ultimate trifecta.
"Yes, Danny, breed my asshole," I moaned, loving the nasty slutty act not only of being sodomized, but of taking a load in a hole that wasn't made to receive deposits.
"My turn," Chase said, as he crawled out from under me.
"What? You want to fuck your teacher's asshole too?" I asked, as I looked up at him, my ass completely open for monkey business.
"Fuck yeah," he nodded, as Danny moved away and Chase quickly stretched my gaped asshole even wider with his fat cock.
"Oh yeah, Chase," I moaned. "Stretch my asshole with that big, fat cock."
"So tight," he groaned, as he slowly fucked me.
"It won't be when you two are finished with it," I moaned, as I delighted in having his cock in my ass.
Danny, surprising me, slid underneath me and began licking my pussy... eating Chase's cream pie.
Chase explained, "Danny isn't gay or anything, he just likes cream pies."
"Ohhhh, hot," I said, wondering what it would be like to see Danny with a cock in his mouth. I added, "Although I've always wanted to see a guy sucking a cock."
"The guy across the hallway is bi; he'd love to let you to watch him suck a dick, or take it in the ass," Chance said.
"So hot," I said.
"Yeah, it's nice to have someone on hand to swallow my load any time I strike out," Chase said.
"I'd like to watch that one day," I said, as a third orgasm began to build, even though my second one hadn't completely faded away.
"I can make that happen," Chase said, before adding, "or maybe you can fuck him with a strap-on. He loves getting spit-roasted."
"Ooooooooh, that would be awesome," I moaned, as my pussy got licked and my ass was fucked. The idea of pegging a guy had intrigued me ever since I'd seen it in Deadpool. If it's good enough for a macho guy like Ryan Reynolds, it should be good enough for any man.
For fifteen minutes Danny licked me and Chase fucked my ass until I came a third time, and then Chase pulled out and said, "I've always wanted to do this."
He spun me around, and within seconds, splattered my face with warm cum.
I gasped appreciatively, "You're a very, very bad boy!" as rope after rope coated my face.
"So hot," he groaned, once he was done.
"Mmmmmmm, indeed," I smiled, as I scooped a big load off my chin.
"Best night ever," Chase said.
"Agreed," I said, scooping more cum off my face.
I looked at Danny, thinking I could use a nightcap, "Think you have one more load available before I go?"
"Yeah," he nodded, as he came over.
"Just one more treat before I head home," I said, as I took his cock in my mouth. Again.
.....
EPILOGUE:
Every Saturday since Halloween, I now meet with Danny and Chase, and sometimes also with some of their friends, for marathon fuck sessions. I've been triple teamed, I've been the center of a lengthy train, I've been on the other side of a gloryhole from them for hours, I've been gangbanged by a dozen guys, I got chances to peg their bi neighbor Charles, and to watch him suck three cocks (eventually joining him cheek to jowl), was pelted by a massive rainstorm of a bukkake, and (this time wearing my Catwoman mask for anonymity, secure in the knowledge that not many of my ex-students would be able to recognize the staid Mrs. Cameron's naked body, AND inviting Amy and Jules along to shed their clothes and help celebrate the new and liberated me) I was the centerpiece of a marathon New Year's party that began with a fifteen-girl lesbian orgy employing toys and tongues, and concluded with a wild freestyle fifty-plus orgy of cocks and cunts, where I ate so much pussy, sucked so much cock, was fucked by a couple dozen cocks (including a couple more strap-ons), and likely had at least thirty loads of cum spewed into or onto me.
I can't wait to see what 2021 has in store for me... my lone New Year's resolution is simple: to indulge in as much cock and cunt as possible.
I think it's silly for people to make New Year's resolutions they can't keep, but this one should be easy to achieve.
THE END
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Roommate Dress-Up
"Shit," I sighed, as I saw my outfit for the wedding... I should have guessed she'd expect me to attend it in full feminine mode... but since it was a wedding for one of her closest friends, I'd assumed not.
Black stockings. Black four-inch heels. Black dress. Blonde wig. Fake tits. And that was just the part of my outfit people would see.
Today would be interesting... likely more interesting than I'd prefer. That said, this wouldn't be the first time she'd completely feminized me and taken me out in public... but the other time had been Halloween and if challenged, I could defend going along with it because of the nature of the holiday. Not that I expected to be challenged... except by my own constant anxiety about my self-image.
As I reached for the pink thong, that would also keep in place the butt plug lying next to it on the bed (those made up the other part of the outfit), I flashed back to how I'd first become a complete sissy for my female roommate.
.....
Lauren, my girlfriend of eight months, had gotten accepted for a six-month college exchange in France... which was awesome, and an amazing opportunity for her, but it was a bit of a disaster for me.
We'd moved into an apartment together just days before she received the surprise call saying she'd been accepted... which was a week after the announcement was supposed to have been made, so we'd assumed she hadn't been accepted and thus had gone ahead and signed the lease for the apartment we'd been planning to share when college resumed in the fall. The lease was unbreakable, of course.
But since I'd be away for most of the summer doing an internship in Los Angeles, at least we had a few months before we (but now I) were scheduled to move in, and Lauren was able to arrange a roommate for me while she was away, as I couldn't afford to stay in the apartment on my own.
She told me it was a girl she'd struck up a casual friendship with from her psychology class, and that I'd love her.
I thought it strange she'd choose a female for me to room with... but she trusted me, and I trusted her. So no big deal.
The summer over, my new roommate arrived the first week of school, and I couldn't help gasping.
For one, she was ridiculously hot.
For two, she was a girl I'd gone on a few dates with before meeting my girlfriend... but we'd never really clicked. I'd felt her up and she'd felt me up in my car, but that was it... I don't think my five-inch penis had impressed her overmuch, because that was our last date once she'd felt, hadn't even seen, what was inside my pants.
Fuck!
"Hi, Mike," she smiled as she entered the apartment.
"Joanne? You knew you were moving in with me?" I asked.
"Yeah," she shrugged like it wasn't a big deal
"But we dated," I pointed out. "And then we didn't."
"Barely," she scoffed. "It's not like we fucked or anything. And we agreed to remain friends."
"True, but following that agreement, I haven't seen you since you dumped me."
"Look. You have your girlfriend Lauren and I have boyfriends," she brushed it off. "We're just sharing an apartment." I noticed she used the term 'boyfriends' plural... which was odd, but I didn't question it.
"Yeah, fine," I said, figuring if I hadn't gotten to fuck her when we'd dated so briefly, it was unlikely either of us would be tempted, hot as she was. And since I was in a committed relationship with my absent girlfriend Lauren, just as Joanne had pointed out, no big deal.
Campus life got going, and other than Joanne always wearing pantyhose, my sexual kryptonite, which she knew about, we became friends. Not close ones, but definitely cordial.
She brought home a different guy every couple of days, and a couple girls too, and even though of course we had separate bedrooms, I couldn't help but hear her having at it, as she got very animated and nasty whenever she was fucked... or when she apparently was the one doing the fucking, since more than once I heard a girl begging for her cock.
I snooped around in her room after her first girl-on-girl encounter, and I found a strap-on, lube for both vaginal and anal entry, handcuffs, and a collection of vibrators and butt plugs. For a girl who looked pretty sweet and innocent on the outside, she was a total freak once she got going, something my ears had already informed me.
I also found her sheer pantyhose and sexy panties, and a week or so later, I got daring enough to sneak her soiled underwear and pantyhose out of her laundry hamper, and I took to wearing them sometimes when she wasn't home.
I would stroke my hands up and down my silky sheer legs, curious why not every woman would want to wear such sexy, silky pantyhose on every occasion she could. It was so unfair that women were permitted to wear these garments every day and chose not to, while men couldn't wear them without being judged and stereotyped as gay, even though many of us would if given the opportunity (at least if people posting on certain internet forums are being honest).
I'd eventually spend time rubbing myself to orgasm as I watched videos online. My choice of videos began with guys fucking girls (the girls usually in nylon), until I discovered a new (to me) sexual niche of videos called hypno-sissy sessions. These were typically brief, rapidly-changing sex scenes of women sucking cock or getting fucked, accompanied by the soundtrack of a sensual female narrator describing to the viewer/listener how fervently he desired to be the woman. (The target audience was obviously men.) I couldn't explain my fascination, since I didn't have any interest in sucking a cock, and I certainly didn't ever want to be ass fucked, but these videos got me so horny that I'd shoot big loads of cum into Joanne's panties, which I'd be wearing, and would even leak a little of it into her pantyhose.
I'd then return her panties and pantyhose to Joanne's laundry hamper and she'd be none the wiser... or at least that's what I thought at the time.
I'd done this a few times prior to my birthday... when with Lauren gone, Joanne and I spent the evening together in our apartment, drinking rather heavily ... she'd even surprised me by quite sweetly buying me a birthday cake.
At one point in the evening we were both quite drunk, and I was undoubtably staring at her legs and feet in her black nylons a little, or perhaps too much at her toenails (they were freshy painted red), when she asked out of the blue, "Mike, you really love women's nylons, don't you?"
"You know that from when we dated," I deflected, belatedly looking away from her feet, and up to her eyes.
"Yes, but you really, really, really like my nylons," she clarified, stressing a couple of the words.
"You do look good in them," I admitted, unable not to indulge in another glance at her legs. Truth was, she was almost six feet tall, which was a couple inches taller than I was, and thus had amazingly long, beautiful legs.
"That's true, I do," she adlibbed a couplet (but didn't end the scene with it), sexily rubbing one foot up along her other leg.
After a brief pause, while I couldn't help but watch her moving foot, she asked, totally surprising me, "Do you particularly like them while you're wearing my used panties and pantyhose?"
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, which only acknowledged my guilt.
"You heard me," she said, as she slid her other foot up and down her other leg, which again I couldn't help but watch in fascination.
"I... um..." I said, embarrassed that she knew my secret, but also completely distracted by her current display of cute nylon feet and toes... which she obviously knew was drawing me in.
"Your nylon fetish is even an obsession, isn't it?" she asked, wiggling her toes at me.
"Not an obsession, just kind of a kink," I denied, although obsession was likely the better word. I would always perv over a girl in nylons over one with a big pair of tits or a great ass, no matter how amazing it was.
"I think obsession is the perfect word," she said, swinging her feet onto my lap and directly onto my very hard cock. "Massage these for me." It wasn't a request; very definitely an order.
"Lauren is not only my girlfriend, but your friend," I pointed out even as my cock raged, and it actually flinched directly beneath her feet, meaning she'd have had to feel it.
"I'm not going to fuck you," she said. "It's just a massage... a platonic... albeit nylon-clad... massage, although to be totally honest, it will likely turn you on and get you all frustrated."
"Okay," I said, rationalizing that she was right... you could go out and pay for a massage, and if it was a reputable parlour it was completely professional and platonic, even if I left there feeling sexually frustrated. Plus, it had always been pretty obvious this time around she wasn't into me sexually... given her constant parade of really good looking men and occasional cute girls through our apartment.
"Think of it as your birthday present," she said, as my hands touched down onto her soft, silky feet.
"Okay," I repeated, although still unable to control my cock from flinching as I began fondling... I mean massaging... a very nice birthday present.
"So back to my original question," she resumed, "Do you enjoy wearing my panties and pantyhose?"
"Yeah," I admitted, figuring since she already knew, there was nothing I could say to convince her otherwise.
"Exactly what turns you on about it?"
"I don't know," I temporized, rather distracted by her silky sheer hosiery right now, and not wishing to admit to her or anyone that I secretly fantasized about becoming completely feminized.
"Oh, I think you know very well."
"Okay, I guess. But it's too embarrassing to talk about."
"Look Mike," she said. "We're friends, and I'm certain the walls in this apartment are thin enough that you know some of my intimate secrets. You've probably even sorted through my kinky toy collection, although I've never detected your ever using any of it. So given all that blackmail-worthy knowledge you have (and I'm not at all worried you'd ever use it against me without genuine cause, don't worry), you can tell me anything at all, completely safe in the knowledge that I'd never be so stupid as to out you about anything you might share with me."
"Share something with me first," I bargained, hoping to learn something hot and crazy.
"Okay, I can do that, no problem. And each time you share a fantasy or secret, so will I," she offered. "I'll even go first: I really like a nice, fat dick up my ass when I'm drunk."
"And you're well past tipsy right now," I pointed out.
"Yeah, you're right. A couple more drinks, and I'll likely be texting one of my fuck boys, and you'll be able to listen through these aforementioned thin walls to my being sodomized by a big cock."
My cock flinched from that visual and her nasty talk.
"I see you like that idea," she said, "are you picturing me getting ass fucked wearing nothing but my stockings right now?" obviously feeling my cock flinch underneath her feet.
"What guy wouldn't?" I asked, sure that a hundred and five percent of all men would get excited from that nasty visual.
"True," she said. "I do have an amazing ass."
"Yes, you do," I agreed.
"Hey, I'm a friend of your girlfriend, remember?" she teased. "You even said so."
"I can look... and even drool on occasion," I joked. "I just can't touch."
"No, you can't touch this," she sang the MC Hammer song while playfully spanking the ass in question.
"Please stop doing that," I asked, although I was laughing.
"Okay. But don't you stop," she scolded, as I'd paused from massaging her foot even though the foot was still cradled in my hands.
"I could do this all night," I admitted, really enjoying the feel of her silky soles.
"Now we've broken the ice, you'll be doing this regularly," she informed me as she removed her foot from my grasp, replacing it with her so far neglected other foot.
"Anytime," I agreed, knowing there was no way I could resist an opportunity to touch her nylon-clad feet.
"So it's your turn; what's a favourite fantasy of yours?" she asked, bringing us back on track after our foot play distraction.
"Wow! Where do I start?" I joked.
"With your wearing my panties and pantyhose," she said, swinging the conversation once again back to the worst possible topic. "Tell me about that."
"Well, I...." I started, but then stopped, too uncomfortable to continue.
"Tell me... Right... Now," she ordered, her tone suddenly authoritative.
"Well... I've always liked the feel of silky panties and sheer pantyhose, and so I was curious what it would feel like to try yours on," I blurted out quickly and sheepishly.
"That was brave to tell me, thanks for sharing. And you'd never tried wearing them before borrowing mine?"
"No," I admitted, "I've been curious about it for quite some time, but I always resisted the temptation, because it's considered unmanly."
"Then why mine?" she asked, as I continued massaging her nylon-clad foot... my cock still rock-hard (probably obviously so) beneath her resting feet.
"I don't know," I said honestly, then added, "I guess I figured you wore them so often, you wouldn't notice."
"I noticed the cum stains in my panties right away," she pointed out. "If you'd wished to remain an undetected pervert, you would've had to wash and dry them afterwards, but then they'd be noticeably clean and unworn, so you'd still be out of luck."
"Oh," I said, feeling guilty for leaving my cum in them.
"What were you masturbating about?"
"It's too embarrassing to say," I objected.
"Look, everything is on the table here," she said. "No kink is judged. For example, I like wielding a strap-on."
"Oh my," I said, a visual of her fucking my girlfriend Lauren popping into my head... which made me feel guilty.
She then added, her tone sultry sweet, "And I fuck both girls and boys."
"Oh my," I repeated, not having expected that.
"What?" she asked. "It's 2020, and guys can take it up the ass just as well as girls can."
"I don't know about that," I cringed, having been a little curious what it might feel like to have a real cock in my mouth after watching so many cock sucking sissy videos, but I hadn't even contemplated taking one in the ass.
"Most guys consider themselves too manly to let a girl take their asshole," she said, "but the ones that do discover how amazing a prostate orgasm can be."
"I can't imagine," I said, wondering if she'd fucked any of the guys she'd invited over... all the ones I'd seen had appeared very manly.
"I bet you'd moan like a bitch in heat if I ever pounded that cute backdoor of yours," she said wickedly, pressing her foot down on my cock.
"Oooooh," I moaned, which wasn't because I fancied getting ass fucked, just because of the extra pressure on my cock... although her nasty tongue was also enhancing the pulsing in my cock... and further, I noticed she'd called my ass cute.
"Most guys squeal like moaning sluts once I'm pounding their assholes," she shared wickedly, clearly enjoying the stunned look in my eyes. She added, "You can't tell me you've never once wondered what it would be like to take something in that cute ass of yours."
"It isn't high on my list," I said.
"That's not a denial," she appraised, adding, "So what's your biggest fantasy... besides fucking my cute little hairless pussy? Which, since you'd like to ask, is sopping wet right now, but for various reasons you can't touch it."
"Thanks for the inappropriate visual. But my biggest fantasy is fucking Lauren."
"Yeah, yeah, you love her eternally and will always remain faithful, yadda, yadda, yadda," she said, waving her hand around dismissively. "But what's your biggest secret fantasy?"
"My biggest?"
"Yes, your biggest, most secret fantasy," she said. "The one you'd dive into in a heartbeat if nobody would judge you for it."
"Well... it's even gayer than wearing your panties and pantyhose."
"That's a start, but say on," she encouraged. "Remember, between the two of us, there's no judging."
"I'd want to be completely femininized," I blurted out, feeling oddly liberated just to say it out loud... I'd never once told this to a single soul. And then I couldn't help cringing, just knowing she'd be horrified!
But she wasn't... at all! "You would make a cute girl," was all she said as she looked me over.
"I would?"
"Yeah, you're slender enough that your body would look hot once we gave you some tits, and your high cheek bones would also help."
I decided just to say it all. "Well since you're not condemning me so far, what I'd really like is to be dolled up to the full nines. Sexy lingerie, with silky nylons of course, a lovely dress, high heels, glamourous make-up and long hair."
"Mmmmmmmm," she said, obviously pondering this reveal.
"Am I freaking you out?" I asked.
"Actually, you have me intrigued," she said thoughtfully, as I continued massaging her feet.
"I do?"
"Yes, I've done a lot of kinky shit in my life," she said. "But feminizing a guy? I haven't explored that yet."
"Oh," I said, both excited and nervous about where this might go. I then asked, still testing the waters, "Like what kind of kinky shit?"
"God, where should I start? I've fisted my mom's best friend, was gangbanged on prom night, I golden showered my high school English teacher Mrs. Walker, some of it even going in her mouth while her daughter Carolyn filmed it, pegged my next-door neighbor while his wife was gardening in the backyard, turned a straight church mom into a compete lesbian, and even made her eat me out in the church bathroom while her husband the minister babbled on and on about resisting sins of the flesh," she listed, before pausing to take a deep breath and smiling, "just to name a few."
"Wow!" I said, my cock flinching a few times during that litany of taboo kinks.
"But the idea of turning you into a hot, fuckable woman is intriguing," she said, once again looking me over.
"There's more to it," I said, now feeling I could tell her anything, since after all I'd said already she wasn't judging me.
"Glad to hear it; go on."
"Well," I said, suddenly apprehensive about actually revealing the next bit, even though I was the one who'd opened the door. "I sometimes imagine a woman taking complete charge of me, and training me into a completely feminized woman."
"Interesting," she said. After a pause, she added, "I haven't ever done that precisely, but I did train my roommate to be a completely submissive lesbian slut over the last semester before summer."
"Really?" I asked, before asking, remembering her shy, nerdy roommate, "You mean Amy?"
"Yeah," she smiled, reminiscing, "I trained her to crawl between my legs and lick me at the snap of my fingers, or lick any of my friends for that matter; and to take a strap-on in all of her holes; and never to orgasm except with my permission."
"No way... Amy?" I repeated.
"Yeah, hiding underneath her shy exterior was a natural submissive," she said. "Not so hidden anymore, of course. I'd handcuff her to her bed and leave her there with a vibrator in her pussy and a butt plug in her ass for hours; I had her wear a collar with a leash whenever I had guests, and she'd even eat their assholes when ordered."
"Wow, I want to be treated like that!" I let slip before realizing I'd even said it. I tried ineffectively to cover myself by stammering, "I-I-I mean, wow. Just wow, and please forget the rest."



"Michaela," she smiled wolfishly. "Halloween is only a week away. If you want to explore that feminine side of yours with my help, you can do it within the safe environment of Halloween, when everyone is wearing a costume."
Hearing her call me by the feminized name of Michaela for some reason excited me, as did her suggestion. I responded, "That sounds interesting."
"We're doing it," she announced, in a tone establishing the decision had been made.
"Well... maybe. Let's see what this looks like in the morning once we're sober," I joked.
"Oh, it's a done deal, there isn't any maybe," she adjudicated. "We're going to feminize you so well that nobody will think you're a man."
"I don't know," I said, suddenly feeling quite dubious about it now that it could actually happen.
"Look, bitch," she said, snatching her feet off my lap. "I'm dolling you up into a sexy slut, and that is it. You told me in secret you need someone to take control of you, and I'm just the person to take that control but no worries, it will also be in secret."
"Okay," I said, disappointed her feet were no longer in my lap.
"And going forward, no jerking off... at all... ever," she proclaimed. "You no longer have a cock, you only have a man pussy."
"A man pussy?" I asked.
"Your asshole is now a twat to be fucked," she said, and then added in response to a knock at the door, "Speaking of which, I'm about to get fucked myself."
She went to the door, silently welcomed in a tall black man, and led him past me to her room.
I remained on the couch and listened in as she said commandingly, "Strip and give me that BBC."
I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to suck a black cock. I was curious about sucking any cock, but many of the hypnosis sissy videos I'd been watching had a BBC focus... and I couldn't deny a black cock looked particularly appealing. But in truth I found all cocks appealing, at least visually... and although the idea of being fucked in the ass... or... in my 'man pussy'?... hadn't ever been appealing at all... I suddenly found myself considering it, after the visual Joanne had given me of her wielding one.
I began to touch my throbbing cock as she begged, "Slam that big cock in my pussy."
But then I had to stop, recalling her order not to touch myself, and feeing compelled to obey her.
"Harder you fuck, let my roommate hear how a real man pounds a woman," she asserted, correctly assuming I was listening.
"That little man out there?"
"Little indeed," she agreed before adding, "unlike this massive fuck stick."
"You like my black dick, don't you, slut?"
"I love your black cock," she said. "And if you want, you can drill my asshole with it."
"Shit, you're real nasty tonight," he observed, as I got up and rushed off to my room, not wanting to hear any more, because touching myself or not, I'd be erupting a major load pretty quickly.
"Oh, fuck yes, fill my ass, she screamed, loud enough for our neighbours to hear her as well.
Shit, what had I gotten myself into?
.....
The next day I woke up late, a little hungover, and only vaguely recalling last night.



	
Had Joanne really offered to feminize me?









	
Had I willingly agreed?









	
Had I massaged her nylon-clad feet for well over half an hour?









	
Had she even answered the door to a black guy and invited him to come in and ass fuck her?
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Oh, shit!.






My cock was hard just like it was every morning, and as I reached down to deal with my morning wood, I recalled her also ordering me to not touch myself all week. Or ever again? Was that prohibition forever, or just until after Halloween?
And I clearly recalled her calling my ass a man pussy.
Fuck!
I got out of bed, doing my best to ignore my cock demanding my attention, then went and took a rather difficult morning piss (pissing through a hard on is always a lot more challenging).
I took a quick shower, got dressed, went to the kitchen for a late breakfast, and saw a pair of pink panties lying on the kitchen table with a note.
Michaela,
Here are the panties I wore last night both before and after I got ass fucked and had a big, hot load deposited in my tight little backdoor, which I invite you to visualize while you smell them; but remember, no touching yourself.
Put them on right away, and wear them all day.
Jojo
I brought the pink panties to my nose and smelt them... just like I always did, but this time I knew that she knew I was doing it.
So sexual.
So exotic.
I could see stains in her crotch area and that of her ass... obviously her own cunt cum, as well as some male cum that had leaked out of her ass.
I went back to my room and obediently changed out of my boxers and into the well-used pink panties.
I then had a late breakfast, and headed to my second class of the day, having slept through my English class.
It felt oddly liberating to be wearing panties out in public. Sure, I knew and so did Joanne, but nobody else did, and this was the beginning of the guided exploration of my femininity.
I arrived home and Joanne, wearing a white blouse, plaid skirt and mocha coloured nylons, asked, "How's my sissy boy?"
"Sissy boy?"
"I assume you're being a good boy and are wearing my panties."
"Yeah," I admitted sheepishly, my hidden apparel now feeling more gay, while I was talking to her.
"Then you're a sissy," she shrugged, and then added, "Show me."
"Show you?"
"I want to see you wearing my panties," she said, sounding a little annoyed at my hesitant response.
"Oh."
"Right now, chop-chop," she said impatiently, snapping her fingers. "I need to see what I'm working with."
"Okay," I belatedly agreed, feeling compelled to obey.
"You didn't come last night from listening to me getting fucked, did you?"
"No," I answered, as I nervously undid my belt. "But I did need to retreat to my bedroom, or I would have."
"Good boy for retreating," she praised me, but only in passing. "Now hurry up," she got back on track. "There's nothing you've got I haven't seen before, except it was in larger packages."
The reminder that she considered me small hurt; I was just over five inches, which was pretty average, from my understanding. My penis was smaller than any of the porn stars', but except for Joanne's reaction when she first felt it, I'd never had any complaints. Besides being equipped with an average sized penis, I'd also become really good at licking pussy... both of my serious girlfriends to date only coming from oral sex, but not from penetration.
I pulled down my pants and she ordered, "Take them all the way off. Shirt, too."
I did, feeling so insecure, as she looked down at me with an expression that could only be described as 'not overly impressed'.
"Well, we won't have to shave your chest at least," she said, as she took in my hairless upper body.
"I've never been able to grow any chest hair," I sighed, a failing (or so I'd always thought) I'd always been self-conscious about.
She said, as she walked around and examined me from behind, "Considering what we're going for, that's actually a plus. In fact overall, your body is already quite feminine."
"Thanks," I said, although I wasn't sure it was meant as a compliment.
"Your ass does look hot in those pink panties," she said, as she brought her hands to my ass and gave it a squeeze.
"Oh!" I gasped in an embarrassingly high-pitched tone, surprised by the sudden grab.
"It's an ass that was clearly made to be fucked," she added, as she came back around to face me... my cheeks burning red with shame, and yet I was also turned on.
She looked down at my hard cock, more or less contained in her panties, and said, "Your clitty is so small."
"Clitty?" I asked, my already red cheeks now burning like they were literally on fire.
"Yeah, your clitty. You see, a sissy doesn't have a cock, because cocks are big, and they're useful for fucking. A sissy on the other hand has a clitty, and even that's a generous term, since a clit is incredibly useless for most purposes, although it's admittedly very pleasurable to its owner," she continued, while gazing contemptuously at my penis. She then concluded, "while a tiny pee-pee is pretty much completely useless. Even on the occasions you're allowed to come, prostate stimulation is far better at achieving that end."
I had nothing to say about any of that, since how can you possibly reply to such a statement, when someone is not only questioning your manhood, but trashing it completely and tossing it on the dung heap.
"So I'll arrange a waxing for you tomorrow, for your legs," she moved on.
"A waxing?"
"Yes; if you want to be completely feminine, you can't have any hair on your legs," she said before adding, "or, of course, in your armpits."
"I don't know, that seems like going awfully far," I whined, feeling very uncomfortable standing in front of her almost naked in just her panties and my socks.
"I wasn't asking for an opinion," she said. "Or for permission, either. I'm now in complete charge of you, and I'm going to make you look so fucking hot for Halloween, you'll have guys swarming all over you."
"I don't want guys swarming all over me," I pointed out. "I just want to feel like a woman."
"Semantics," she shrugged.
"I just want to know what it feels like to be feminine for a day," I drilled down.
"And that's exactly what I plan to do for you," she said, grabbing her phone.
"I don't want to be perceived as gay, though," I clarified.
"Semantics," she shrugged again. "Nobody's going to think you're gay, they'll think you're womanly. Which is what we're going for."
"I'm serious," I stressed. "I'm not gay!"
But instead of answering, she studied my face for a few beats before musing, "Do you know you have perfect cock sucking lips?"
"That's something only gay guys do, and I'm not gay I'm trying to tell you," I insisted yet again, even though I had been wondering for a while what it would be like to suck a cock.
"I'm not saying you are gay," she shrugged. "I'm just saying you have cock sucking lips, an ass made for fucking, and a penis too small ever to completely satisfy a woman. And besides, I'm not gay; I'm bi, and I love sucking cocks."
I winced at her dig about my not satisfying women, yet another reminder of many throughout my life about my inadequacy at satisfying a woman... an insecurity I'd always had... for although it was true that nobody except Joanne had ever actually complained about my size or my lovemaking abilities, nobody had ever orgasmed on my penis either, which is why I'd worked so hard to develop my pussy-eating skills.
"I'll have new panties for you tomorrow," she said, before correcting herself, "well, new to you, but well-used by me."
I watched her slip into her heels before heading out. But just as she was about to leave she turned around and added, "And remember... no touching that clitty. It isn't yours anymore."
"That won't be easy," I said.
"If you touch that clitty of yours... at all, I won't help you anymore... at all," she warned.
"I understand," I said, finding it so strange to have a conversation where a woman compared my penis to a clit.
"Trust me," she said. "When I'm through with you, you'll be a completely new person."
"That's what scares me."
"We both know you want, even long for... to explore life as a woman... as a beautiful, sensual woman," she said, walking back to me.
"That is my fantasy," I admitted.
"So do as you're told, no more and no less, and I'll make all your dreams come true," she said, leaning down to give me a possessive peck on the cheek. "Now I'm off to sit on a professor's face before fucking her with my strap-on."
"Which one?" I asked, my eyes going wide at that wicked admission.
"I don't face sit or ass fuck and tell," she shrugged, adding, "I did mention Mrs. Walker by name that one time, but you'll never meet her because she lives in Canada," as she went to her bedroom and returned with a black strap-on harness. She waved it at me cheerily and said, "Maybe I'll use this on you some day."
"I can't fathom," I said, even though I couldn't help wondering what it would be like if she did ass fuck me.
"Go online and research the pleasure of being pegged," she said. "That's your assignment for tonight."
"Okay," I said, 'pegged' not a word I knew except in the card game called cribbage.
"Bye," she waved, as she dropped the strap-on into her bag and strode out.
That night I researched pegging, and learned it was a term for a woman wearing a strap-on to fuck a guy.
I read a few articles, primarily consisting of both men and women reporting their experiences doing it, which definitely sparked my further curiosity... it suddenly didn't seem gay to be ass fucked... it was a novel sexual experience, a way of building both physical and emotional closeness with your lover, plus a means of exploring the (long neglected by many) stimulation of the man's prostate.
I happened upon a twitter account called OnTheKnees, and I ended up scrolling through it for over an hour... in awe of many of the statements and quick gifs therein, including:
-Pegging taps into the submissive male fantasy of being dominated by his Mistress, of submitting to her desires, and offering his mind, body and soul to serve her needs. When a man expresses his submissive self and is anally penetrated by his female lover, he learns to relinquish control. Among other benefits to a relationship, this practice typically also results in the release of potentially debilitating stress in both parties.
That made pegging sound so erotic and sensual. Not to mention therapeutic.
The love, the control and the vulnerability. Many male submissives (and also female ones, but that is off topic in this forum) relish the opportunity of being the submissive, the vulnerable partner - the one who's still loved and cherished, despite not being the "alpha male" that society expects. And when guided by a perceptive and caring dominant partner, he needn't worry about being judged.
This one sounded a lot like me. I didn't want to be judged for my feminine fantasies, yet if Joanne could be as knowledgeable and non-judgemental as she appeared to be, I definitely wanted to explore them.
Ideas To Humiliate Your Male: Frequent, mandatory performance of sexual services such as erotic massage, cunnilingus or analingus, without permitting either reciprocal acts or intercourse.
This one made me think about the way Joanne was treating me... making me perform for her benefit sexually, but not allowing me the tiniest bit of penile stimulation, or to come.
I ended up watching a few pegging videos, and I found the more verbal the woman would be, and the more the guy would moan in very unmanly, very feminine ways, the more my cock, or rather my clitty, got to raging, and thus my interest in exploring this previously unknown act was suddenly consuming me.
If I hadn't been ordered not to touch myself, I would have been spewing my load in seconds.
So instead I took a very, very cold shower... which sure as fuck didn't help much. Who advocates those things?
......
The next day, a Tuesday, I got up and found a fresh pair of panties (or rather the opposite of fresh), and this time pantyhose as well and, of course, a note.
Michaela,
Here are the panties I wore last night, as well as the pantyhose... I took two loads in them last night.
Put them on and wear them all day.
Jojo
PS: I scheduled you a four o'clock waxing at Le Chateau Salon on Boyle Street. Be there.
My cock flinched at my seeing the panties and pantyhose, but my body flinched in a different way at knowing she expected me to get waxed.
Wearing panties and pantyhose didn't seem gay to me, but getting waxed did.
Wearing panties and pantyhose I could hide, but getting waxed could fairly easily be noticed by someone.
I put the panties and pantyhose on, feeling giddy doing so, particularly upon seeing more than one cum stain against my feet, as well as my ass. I couldn't explain it, but the cum stains somehow enhanced the titillating sensations of wearing Joanne's soiled pantyhose. I rubbed my hands up and down my legs, loving the feel of them... I really resented not being allowed by society to just wear such lovely, sensual garments anytime I wanted... I resented that these were perceived as female-only garments.
I put on my jeans to hide my feminine undergarments, plus socks and runners, and headed to my classes again, enjoying my secret rush.
At 3:30, Joanne texted me: I'll meet you there, my silky sissy.
I still didn't particularly love being called a sissy, but coming from Joanne, it didn't seem as bad.
I responded: You're coming?
She texted back wickedly: Not at the moment, but likely tonight.
I shook my head at her naughty bluntness... she literally got fucked (or similar I guessed) every single night. Yet feeling an overwhelming need to obey her, I responded: See you there.
She responded: Good, my sheer sissy slut.
I was a lot of things... but a slut definitely wasn't one of them... even if the term sissy was perhaps becoming applicable... at least her definition of sissy.
I responded sarcastically: Yes, Mistress.
I instantly realized my mistake, when she responded: Excellent thought! I like it. From now on, you may address as Mistress Jojo.
I clarified, even though I kind of liked the idea of having a Mistress, of someone just making my decisions for me: I was being sarcastic.
She responded: Don't care. You will now address me as Mistress Jojo. Is that clear, or will I need to punish you?

I sighed to myself, even as my cock flinched in her panties and pantyhose: Fine.
She responded: FINE WHAT, SISSY SLUT?
I realized I'd gotten her mad, the all caps a clear message, and also realized what she was demanding, so I clarified: Fine, Mistress Jojo.
She responded: Better, but don't pretend you don't like this. It was your own idea, and even if you thought it was just sarcasm, your subconscious was lobbying for it to happen.
I sighed, responding: You and your psychology classes.
She answered: They definitely help me train little bitch sissy sluts like you.

I said, my cock raging: You're loving this, aren't you?
She replied: Agreed. As are you. See you soon, my sheer, sissy, submissive slut.
I replied: See you soon, Mistress. And yes, you're right.
As I headed to the salon, I couldn't believe I was actually going in there. I was willingly about to get my legs shaved with no wild horses or anything.
I arrived a few minutes early, and Jojo was already there.



"Hey," I said, a little sheepish.
"Man, you must be sweating in those pantyhose, especially with the jeans on top of them," she observed, today being unseasonably hot for late October.
"Yeah, they are a little sweaty," I agreed.
"Well, soon you'll be naked."
"Usually I'd love to hear those words," I joked.
"Oh, you'll love the sexy new you as well," she said, taking possession of my hand and leading me into the salon... I noticed there was a cocktail lounge attached to it.
"This may be going too far," I worried to almost no one as she led me inside, released my hand, and whispering so I couldn't hear, chatted up a very pretty Japanese girl at the front desk.
The girl looked at me and nodded a few times, as Joanne spoke to her.
"Come with me, Michaela," the Japanese woman said, making my cheeks burn red.
"That's your name whenever we're out together," Joanne informed me, noticing my surprised look.
'Yes, Mistress Jojo," I agreed sheepishly, guessing that was also required now, as I followed the short, slender woman, glad there was no one else around to hear my humiliating response.
"Good sissy," she approved, "well done," before adding, "and have fun."
"I will, I think," I said, unsure what else to say.
I was led into a room with a tall bed in it, about waist high, and the Japanese woman instructed politely, "Please get completely naked and lie over there on your front, Michaela."
"Completely?" I asked, that seeming a bit much.
"Completely," she confirmed. "We are waxing your legs, your ass, and all around your penis." I found it rather impressive she could say something I found so embarrassing with such professional detachment.
"Oh," I said, that sounding even more extreme than I'd expected, although I had noticed most guys in porn are completely shaved, and it appeared to make their cocks look bigger... an advantage I could definitely use.
"Shell will be with you in a couple of minutes," she said, before leaving me alone to get undressed. Completely.
"Okay," I acknowledged, and then got undressed, finding the sweetness of the aromatic oil diffusers quite relaxing, and the room quite warm.
Once I was naked, stuffing the panties and pantyhose inside my jeans so they weren't apparent, I lay face down on the bed, which was quite soft, and draped the sheet, which was surprisingly bamboo and silky soft, like my parents' sheets (but too pricey for my bank account) over my body.
A moment later there was a knock at the door and a voice sang out, "Are you ready, Michaela?"
"Yes," I answered, still finding it odd to be called a feminized version of my regular name.
A black woman, quite large, dressed all in white: nylons, and skirt and blouse, walked in and greeted, "Well, aren't you a cute thang."
"Thanks, ma'am," I responded, unsure how to take what I think was meant as a compliment.
"Jojo says we're completely feminizing you," she said, as she casually pulled the sheet right off of me.
"Completely? I asked, wondering if there was even more in store for me than just the extensive waxing I'd already been told about.
"Well, we're not performing surgery or giving you any hormone treatments, but we are making you the belle of the ball, Sugar," she said brightly, as she came over to me and began applying warm wax to the back of my legs.
"Jojo took my off-handed comment a little further than I'd intended," I pointed out, trying to hang onto a bit of my manhood, even as I was being waxed.
"Don't you mean to say Mistress Jojo?" she scolded archly.
"Yes, sorry ma'am, it's Mistress Jojo," I corrected myself, shocked she knew I was supposed to refer to her that way.
"She's brought a few pets here before for makeovers," she said, "but you're the first boy."
"I can't believe I'm here myself," I said, as she applied some paper stuff to my legs.
"Well, you do have a great pair of legs, and a cute little perky white ass," she said, her small talk rather more personal than I was comfortable with.
I was about to say thank you, when she ripped off a long strip of the waxed paper. "Thann.... FUCKING HELL!"
I probably needn't mention that pain was suddenly burning through me like she'd just seared me with a blow torch!
"I think it's always better if you don't know it's coming," she said mildly.
I began to agree, when without warning she did it again, "Yes, I, oh my fucking God!!" as two more strips were yanked away.
"Sorry, Darling," she said with a soft laugh that revealed she was far more amused than sorry.
"It's okayyyyyyyy!!!" I screamed as the last of the waxed paper was ripped from my mutilated and bloody body. (It wasn't really, but man oh man, did it feel like it!)
She said, as she went to grab something, "Halfway done already."
"Only half? I think you may kill me," I said, my legs still hemorrhaging like crazy. (Again, not really.)
"What doesn't kill you makes you stronger," she shrugged before adding, "this is just one of the many hardships of being a woman. Or in your case, of becoming one."
"I guess," I agreed, wondering how many times women had to do this in their lives to look good for a man. "And they say childbirth is even worse? Suddenly women everywhere have my profound sympathy."
"Plus," she said, as she flipped me onto my back, "at least you don't have to carry a baby inside of you for nine months."
I nodded, as I was suddenly gazing up at the large breasted black woman with a heavy southern accent, "Thank God. I don't do pain very well."
"Well, if you're going to be a beautiful bombshell, you have to do the work that goes with it," she said, as she began waxing the front of my legs, which, thank God, had a lot less hair on them.
"Do many men come in here for waxing?"
"Sure," she nodded.
"That makes me feel better," I said.
"Most are strippers though, since it's part of the stripper allure," she said, deflating me as quickly as she'd inflated me.
"Oh."
"Other men do just their Johnson area so they'll look bigger," she continued.
"Does it work?" I asked.
"Well, it doesn't make your dick any bigger, Darlin'," she chuckled wholeheartedly, "but it definitely gives the illusion that it is."
"Nice," I said, anything to make me look bigger than I was.
"It will do that," she said, before adding, "although that isn't the purpose in your little clitty's case."
Her too? Damn, I wish people would stop calling it that! But not revealing my thoughts, "I know," I said sheepishly, as she stuck the waxed paper to my legs.
"But don't worry, I'll have you looking so fuckable, you'll be able to choose whomever you want," she said.
I clarified, "I'm not interested in that."
"That's what they all say at first," she said, before yanking waxed paper off both of my legs.
"Oh, bloody hell!!" I screamed, this hurting just as much as the back of my legs.
"Almost done," she assured me, then yanked off the last two strips.
"Fuck! JUST GO AHEAD AND KILL ME!!" I screamed again, hoping this room was soundproof.
"All done with the painful bit. You actually took it pretty well," she said kinda sorta sympathetically, as she went and grabbed some lotion and began generously slathering my legs with it... it instantly cooling the fire burning both outside and inside my legs.
I didn't say anything, just basked in the sudden soothing sensations.
"Now spread your legs wide, and don't move," she said a minute later, as I opened my eyes and saw she had a straight razor in her hand. You know, the old fashioned kind like Sweeny Todd used.
"Those are words no man in the history of mankind has ever wanted to hear," I joked.
"Funnnnnnnneeeee!!" she laughed uncontrollably hard, which I realized was a mistake, with my penis so close to her literally razor-sharp blade.
"I'll be quiet now," I said, as I watched her advance her potentially lethal weapon to my groin area and begin cutting and trimming.
I closed my eyes, finding watching her in action a little too stressful, and just trusted her as a trained professional. She lifted up my balls, shaved them, moved my cock around, shaved it, and at last I was completely hairless down there.... And itchy.
"Just one final spot," she said, after applying soothing lotion all around my groin.
"Okay," I said, not knowing what could possibly be left.
"Roll back onto your stomach," she instructed.
I did.
She pulled my ass cheeks apart, and reminded me "Don't move a muscle."
"I hear you!"
She shaved between my ass cheeks, which I assume had very little hair anyway (I've never had the ability, nor even the inclination, to check) before stepping away from me and saying, "Grab a robe and follow me, Sugar."
"Okay," I said, my legs still burning a little.
I followed her into another room where she gave me a pedicure and a manicure, and painted my toenails ruby red. (I assumed my fingernails would wait until the evening of Halloween itself, for which I was grateful.)
The experience (totally unlike the waxing) was actually quite relaxing, although it got a little embarrassing when two middle-aged women (wearing actual clothes) were sitting on either side of me, watching me get my toenails done while wearing nothing but a pink satin robe.
I got dressed, and saw a text from Jojo on my phone: Hope you had fun. See you at home.
I arrived home and found a pair of bright red heels sitting on the kitchen table, four inches tall, with a note:
Michaela
To be a proper woman, you need to be able to walk in heels with elegance. You will spend the next two hours walking and dancing around wearing these.
Have fun,
Start slowly and VERY cautiously.
Mistress Jojo
This was a task that excited me! I'd always wondered what it would be like to wear high heels, but my feet were too big for anyone's I'd ever lived with... and knowing the statuesque Jojo had selected these ones especially for me was kind of cool.
I slipped them on, and they fit perfectly. Not Jojo's then, she must have bought them for me, which was very generous of her. I stood up, and fell right back down onto my chair after a brief wobble... lucky to fall backwards onto the chair instead of forward onto my face or worst, sideways and break an ankle.
I stood back up slowly and yes, VERY cautiously, and over the next hour, I practiced walking. It was one step forward, two steps back, sometimes literally, but eventually, like learning to ride a bike, I got the hang of it.
I learned to stand up perfectly straight... which helped me to keep my balance, but also to look elegant.
I learned not to look down at my feet, but rather to look straight ahead.
I started to sway my hips.
I started to saunter.
I started to feel confident in my heels... did I just call them my heels?
I was doing just that, when Mistress Jojo and a tall white guy strolled in the door.
"Looking good, Michaela," she said.
"Shit, man," the guy said, looking at me standing there in my red heels. But at least I still had my jeans on, so he couldn't see my pantyhose.
"Keep practicing," she said, as she led the tall guy into her bedroom. Twenty minutes later, after hearing a lot of loud fucking sounds that had my cock raging, he walked back out, looked at me again for a long moment and then left, shaking his head.
"Come in here, Michaela," Jojo called out.
I was surprised to hear that, as she hadn't ever allowed me into her room before, other than the first day to help carry her things in (of course I'd been in her room without permission more than a few times, to steal her panties and pantyhose).
I walked in and said, as she sat on the edge of the bed, completely naked other than a pair of ripped pantyhose, "Yes, Mistress?" and paused to gawk, as I couldn't help but perv on her body, which I'd never seen before even partially naked.
"Knees before me," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked, surprised.
"Now, sissy," she snapped, clearly annoyed by my hesitance.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, as I quickly dropped before her.
"Actually, lie on your back," she ordered, reconsidering whatever she'd been planning.
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, again obeying her, and now doing it much more readily.
"And it's Mistress Jojo," she clarified tersely, as she stood up, straddled my face, and lowered her pussy (yes, hairless just as she'd described it) above me. "Catch the cum," she ordered, just as a big gob of cum dropped directly into my eyes... making me snap both of them tightly shut.
"Open your mouth, you dimwitted cum bucket," she ordered, as I felt more cum dripping down onto me. So I opened my mouth and caught the tall white guy's cum that continued to leak out of her.
I caught a few swigs of cum in my mouth, and felt more land on my forehead, cheeks and chin.
"Good girl," she purred.
I felt such conflicting emotions! Humiliated at being treated this way and eating another guy's cum. Excited at being guided in exploring my feminine side in new ways I'd never imagined. Confused at the feelings swarming inside me as I swallowed the guy's cum, and found that I wanted more.
A moment later she said, "You may go."
I opened my eyes and saw she was putting a robe on.
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I agreed, feeling so ashamed as I stood up, but immediately fell forward in my heels onto her bed.
"Much more practice," she prescribed. "We can't have any slips like that on Saturday."
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I nodded obsequiously, as I walked carefully out of her room, and spent another hour practicing, wanting to be perfect on Saturday.
.....
The next morning there were "new" panties and pantyhose waiting for me, plus a tiny butt plug with lube.
Michaela,
A good sissy slut should be able to wrap her pussy around a nice big cock.
Here's a nice little one to start you off.
Put this in your pussy immediately, and wear it all day.
Mistress Jojo
This was flying more and more and more out of control.
I'd been wearing girls' undergarments to school.
I'd been waxed clean.
I'd eaten another man's cum somewhat like a cream pie.
Now she wanted me to wear a butt plug. To start me off.
As I examined the plug, which was very small actually, Jojo came out dressed for school in a cute plaid skirt and beige nylons, and she ordered, "Get into the panties and pantyhose right now."
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I obeyed, having just showered.
"So obedient," she said, as she watched me drop my robe and butt naked, put on her garments. "The red toenails look really cute."
"Thanks," I said, looking at my toes, that did look cute, as I put the sheer hosiery on.
Once I had both garments on, she ordered, "Bend over the table."
I did, as obedient as you please, even knowing it would result in my having a butt plug stuck in my ass.
"Such a good girl," she purred as she pulled my panties and pantyhose down below my ass, and then grabbed the lube. She brought a finger to my asshole and rubbed the lube all around it. "Such a cute and tight man pussy my widdle girl has," she said, crooning again.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as yet again the opposing sensations of humiliation and excitement joined together in swarming through me.
"Ready to have your pussy penetrated?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, meaning it, curiosity and obedience consuming me far beyond the point of any resistance.
"I can't wait to fuck this man cunt," she said wickedly, as she slid the tiny toy into my ass.
"Ohhhhhh, I moaned, experiencing only a slight burn as it slid inside, but startled to hear a woman actually use the word 'cunt'.
"Tomorrow you get a bigger one," she promised, as she pulled the panties and pantyhose up and slapped my ass, sending the toy a little deeper.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned again.
"Bye, sissy," she said, and headed out.
I had breakfast, sat down, and thus felt the slight discomfort of the toy in my ass. Luckily it was quite small, and after just a few minutes I became used to it.
That night after she was fucked by some guy, she marched into my room and silently pointed first to her mouth, and then to mine.
At first I was bewildered by the charade, but I soon realized she had a mouthful of cum.
Finally comprehending what she expected of me, even though I didn't like the idea at all, I opened my mouth and she pushed the cum out of her mouth, to pour it into mine.
Once done, she said, "One day soon, you can retrieve your own treat; It's way better directly from the source."
I swallowed the gooey cum, surprised this batch had almost no taste at all and said, "I'm not sure I'm ready for that."
"No worries, all in good time," she smiled unconcernedly, striding out.
.....
The following day, Friday, was almost like the movie Groundhog Day.
A new pair of soiled panties.
A new pair of pantyhose.
A larger butt plug.
Lube.
All that was missing was Sonny and Cher singing on the clock radio, 'I Got You, Babe'.
Mistress Jojo once again lubed me up.
She once again slid the toy into me... it was very noticeably larger.
This time it really burned. "Oh fuck!"
"The bigger the better," she tossed off unsympathetically as I felt this longer and wider toy tearing my ass apart.
"Shit," I whimpered, feeling an uncomfortable burn.
"Such a fuckable ass you have, girly," she said, as she pulled my panties and pantyhose back up, to keep the bigger plug in place.
"I can't imagine ever taking anything bigger," I said, still bent over the table, kind of afraid to move a single muscle.
"Oh, a good sissy slut can take anything up her slut box," she said, "all it takes is enough practice," slapping my ass and thus hammering it down to even deeper depths inside me.
"Oh, fuck!" I screamed.
"Maybe later," she quipped as she headed out.
I ended up missing my first class, since I needed to practice walking around with the new and improved (yeah, right) plug in my ass, without it being totally obvious why I was walking so funny. Eventually I got mostly used to it, although every time I sat down a new pain would leap forth... yet despite my discomfort, I was inexplicably hard all day.
As the day progressed my cock was dying for attention, as the toy constantly rubbed against my prostate whenever I walked... or sat down.
That night I massaged Jojo's entrancing feet for over an hour with the plug still deep in my ass, but greatly distracted from the pain, because I was fervently wishing I could fuck those nylon-clad feet.
She promised that tomorrow on Halloween Night, she'd make all my girly dreams come true.
I stressed yet again I wasn't sure I wanted to go any further with this, but she just said, "Tomorrow it's a girls' night out."
HALLOWEEN NIGHT
Jojo, already dressed in a sexy Harley Quinn outfit, like I'd predicted back when I had my pedicure, painted my fingernails to match my toenails.
She had me get dressed in a white garter-belt and stockings, panties over the top (in case a proper girl needs to pee, or to fuck someone), and silver heels... and then she gave me a padded bra, making me look like I had a nice rack... followed by a blue dress and a blonde wig, which is when I discovered I was going out dressed as Cinderella.
Fifteen minutes of make-up, and I was ready.
"Beautiful," she said.
I looked into the mirror and gasped. If it wasn't for the Adam's Apple, no one could have a clue I was a guy. "Wow!" I said.
"You look so fuckable," she said.
"I feel so sexy," I said, admiring myself in the mirror.



"And fuckable," she repeated.
"You really like the notion of my being fucked."
"I really like the notion of making you my submissive little ass slut," she said, slapping my ass, which had the butt plug back inside it. It didn't hurt nearly as much today.
"Play your cards right, and I might just let you," I said in a sultry feminine tone... feeling so caught up in the moment.
"Oh, I have all the cards you'll ever want, you sexy slut," she outdid me, as we headed out.
For the next few hours I drank... I danced with her three girlfriends, I even felt like I was one of the girls.
I was flirted with by guys and girls... and was crazy horny and drunk when we got back to the apartment, once again just the two of us.
"Pour me a drink," she said, as she headed to her bedroom.
"Sure," I said, pouring each of us a drink.
I wasn't overly surprised when she returned still in her costume, but with one additional accessory: her strap-on.
She walked over to me and ordered, as she accepted her drink from me, "Knees, slut."
"Joanne, I really enjoyed tonight, but...."
"Now," she ordered, placing both of her hands on my shoulders and roughly shoving me to the floor.
"But I'm not gay," I insisted for some countless time.
"Sucking my cock doesn't make you gay," she said as she slid her cock in my mouth. "I'm not even a guy, for crying out loud!"
I couldn't utter a word of objection, since she was suddenly face fucking me.
"Taking my cock in your cunt doesn't make you gay either," she added, while more than half of her cock pumped in and out of my mouth, and a rush of adrenaline coursed through my body... at being used... at actually having a cock in my mouth... even if it wasn't a real one.
After only a minute, she pulled out and ordered, "Beg for my cock, slut."
My weak resistance having crumbled away completely by this time, I did reply... in complete lust, craving that cock back inside my mouth, loving to be used like a slut, "Please face fuck your bimbo sissy slut, Mistress Jojo," I begged, saliva dripping down my chin.
"You will obey every order I give you tonight," she clarified, "Instantly."
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I agreed.
"Get this cock nice and wet for your pussy."
I leaned forward, took her cock into my mouth and began bobbing, feeling another rush of adrenaline course through me at knowing I was at this moment a real girl. I had a cock in my mouth, I had tits, I was wearing sexy lingerie, and I even had a pussy! I slowly bobbed back and forth, taking more and more of her cock into my mouth.
"Such a natural cock sucker," she purred.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, excited to be her cock sucker.
"I'm going to fuck you so good, you're going to be addicted to cock," she said a couple minutes later as she pulled out of my mouth, and then she ordered, "Come to my bedroom; crawling."
I crawled after her; the way I felt right now, I would follow her anywhere.
Once inside her room, she turned around and said, "Tell me how much you want to suck my cock."
"I want to so badly, Mistress Jojo," I replied without hesitation, as I crawled to within inches of her.
"Because you're my sissy slut," she said, slapping my face with her cock.
"Exactly so, Mistress," I agreed, wanting that cock back in my mouth, "I'm your sissy slut."
"And my cock sucker," she added.
"Yes, and your cock sucker whenever you wish it, Mistress Jojo," I mindlessly repeated.
She slid back into my mouth and face fucked me for a good couple of minutes so deeply, that I gagged on a couple of occasions.
When she pulled out, she ordered, "Get onto my bed on all fours."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed without hesitation, willingly assuming the position to get myself fucked... the three days of wearing a plug getting me used to having something in my ass, and now having me curious what it would be like to be fucked.
"You kept doubting yourself before, but now you really want to get fucked, don't you?" she asked, as she grabbed some lube from her nightstand.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted. "I want to feel what it's like to be the one getting it instead of giving it."
"Do you want to become a complete girl?" she asked as she lifted my dress, tugged my panties down, and pulled the plug out... making a popping sound.
"Oh!" I gasped, suddenly feeling uncomfortably empty.
"Such a needy-looking pussy you have," she said, as she lubed her cock.
"I can't believe I'm letting you do this," I said, in a lustful daze.
"Do what?" she asked innocently, obviously wanting me to say it.
"Fuck my ass," I said.
"You mean your pussy," she corrected me as she tossed the lube aside and extended her strap-on cock to my pussy.
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I corrected, "I can't believe I want you to fuck my pussy."
"Because you're my sexy slut," she said.
"Yes Mistress, you've turned me into a beautiful, submissive, sexy, lustful slut," I listed, feeling the truth of all those things, "and I thank you for it."
"I own you now," she clarified.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, playing along.
"Which means you'll always do anything I order you to," she added.
Wanting that cock inside me, desperate to be fucked, I replied, not at all worried about any possible consequences of such a boundless commitment, "Yes, Mistress Jojo, I'm your completely obedient pet slut."
"Good girl," she said, happy with my answer, as she slid the cock inside me.
"Ooooooooooh, yes," I moaned, the butt plugs having prepped my ass for this longer and thicker cock. Yes, there was a bit of pain, but the pleasure quickly enveloped it.
"Such a tight pussy," she said, as I now felt her skin resting against mine... all eight inches inside me.
"So big," I moaned, feeling so full, so feminine, so slutty.
"I'll be fucking this pussy often," she promised, as she began slowly to fuck me.
"I sincerely hope so," I moaned, the sensation of being fucked surreally different from being the one doing the fucking. Each vantage was pleasurable, but I couldn't explain it... this was the position I was destined to be in.
I wasn't gay.
I was just being pegged.
I was just being fucked by another girl.
It was nearly the end of 2020, and there was nothing wrong with a man allowing a woman to pleasure his prostate... even though my being completely dressed in feminine attire, even including makeup and wig, may have weakened my manly argument.
"Oh yes," she said as she slapped my ass, "I'm going to make you into the biggest slut in the dorm."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, not considering all the activities that description might encompass, just wanting to continue being fucked... my cock raging.
Another slap... "And that's for keeping your sissy secret to yourself during our time dating, you coward. Imagine the things we could have been doing together all these months if I'd known!"
"I didn't know how to bring it up," I moaned, in awe of her capacity to understand, and even to accept my shameful brand of sexual depravity. I wondered what exactly we could have been doing.
"Oh, don't you worry little girl, I plan to make up for lost time," she said ominously, as she began fucking me faster.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard," I moaned, my moans sounding very feminine.
"Imagine if Lauren could see you now," she taunted me, as she obliged and began slamming my ass like a real cocksmith stud.
"Oh God," I moaned, having not even thought of my girlfriend at all during this entire transformation... I'd been so completely drawn into my newfound feminism.
"I bet she would fuck you too."
"I can't imagine," I said, a wave of guilt at what I was doing suddenly washing through me, even as the pleasure increased inside me, and I no longer had any control over my actions or my decisions.
"Oh yeah, she'd pound this pussy, while I face fucked you in a nasty spit-roast," she elaborated wickedly, as my guilt overwhelmed me even while my cock raged and my body burned in pleasure.
"If I could only be so lucky," I said, not sure how I could possibly explain what I'd done... and was still doing... to her.
"Bounce back and take it as deep as you can," she ordered.
I obeyed, and soon I was whimpering like a bitch in heat as I fucked her and she fucked me.
To my surprise and puzzlement a couple minutes later, she unstrapped herself from the strap-on, but left it buried deep inside me, then pushed me onto my back making me yelp, and... WTF?!... straddled me!
My eyes went wide as I realized she was about to ride me... to ride my cock!... and that would be cheating. Everything else I'd done with Jojo had been activities I could never do with Lauren, but this one I could do, and had even done!
"Don't worry," she said, "this isn't for my pleasure, your cock couldn't ever get me off."
"But I..." I protested weakly as she dropped onto my actual cock, and started bouncing up and down. I couldn't say a word, but it was true without a doubt that my cock was inside her pussy right now no matter whose pleasure it was for, so I was undeniably guilty of cheating on Lauren!
But regardless of my severe qualms, the cock deep in my ass rubbing my prostate wildly added to the wild intensity of this entire night and her wet, warm pussy engulfing my cock were all too much, and in a humiliatingly short amount of time... ten seconds... I grunted and spewed my load inside her!
"Shit, that's a new speed record by an order of magnitude," she laughed, as I filled her pussy with my seed.
"I'm so sorry," I said, mortified I'd cheated on Lauren, and that I'd come so quickly.
A moment later she straddled my face and ordered, "Get licking, slut. Lauren tells me you're at least good at doing that."
My cum dripped on my face as I obeyed, licking my own cream pie from her pussy.
It tasted amazing.... The mixture of her pussy juice and my cum.
"Eat it all down, slut," she ordered, as she ground her pussy all over my face.
I continued licking, thrilling to her entrancing moans and then... after ignoring her clit the entire time... I attacked it.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," she moaned, clearly enjoying my tongue licking.
A few licks later, she grabbed the back of my head and forced me deep into her pussy, as she erupted all over my face.
I hungrily lapped up all her sweet pussy cum as it poured into my open mouth.
A long moment later, once she'd recovered from her orgasm, she released my head and said, "Shit, Lauren was right; you are indeed very good at that."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as she got off the bed.
And then she kind of blew my mind by adding, "You know Michaela, I'd originally planned just to give you a pantyhose foot job tonight, but you were just too damn sexy not to fuck."
"Really?" I replied. "I have mixed feelings about that, Mistress. It was great while it was happening... incredible even... but I still can't believe I cheated on Lauren by letting you fuck me."
"You didn't let me," she pointed out. "I was controlling you every step of the way. Isn't that true?"
"I suppose so," I said, as she went to her phone and typed something... assumedly texting someone.
"And since you weren't the one making any decisions, it wasn't your responsibility, and therefore it wasn't your fault! So, I realize you're feeling guilty as hell right now for cheating on your girlfriend, but in point of fact you didn't cheat on her. The worst that can be said of you is that you were a victim of circumstances. So, get over it."
She then added, "And to be perfectly clear, you're still not the one making the decisions around here, and my next orders for my little sissy slut are,,, that you're to be dressed all pretty for me... every single day... from now on."
"Every day? Ongoingly?"
"Every day at least until Lauren comes home, and then we can make other arrangements," she nodded, just as there was a knock at the door. "This is not only who you really want to be, but who you need to be."
"Well, I...." I began, as my phone rang.
"Hey, it's your girlfriend," she informed me without even glancing at the phone.
"Shit," I said, walking into the living room to grab my phone.
"Answer it dressed just like you are," she ordered, "wig, makeup, the whole ball of wax," as she followed me into the living room.
"Really?" I asked, retrieving my ringing phone.
"Yes, really," she ordered, even though she knew we always facetimed.
I went into my bedroom and said hello.
Lauren burst out laughing the moment she saw my face. "Wow, you look even hotter than I do!"
"Not a chance," I said, seeing she was dressed up as a slutty maid... still. Even though in France it must have been five or six in the morning. Judging from her ruined makeup, she must have spent the night doing something of note. But given what I'd been doing, I wasn't about to ask.
"There must be an exciting story here!"
"I don't even know where to begin," I said lamely, pondering what on earth to tell her.
"No worries, just tell me what happened tonight, and how you felt about it; I know about the rest of the week already. My small-dicked love, you've been well and truly set up!"
My mouth dropped open like a cartoon character's, and then l began deducing my way through what she'd just revealed.
She knew.
She knew everything.
She knew about my week of feminization.
She was the one who'd set Joanne and me up as roommates.
Joanne had known I was a cunnilingus wizard, and she'd heard it from Lauren. What kind of 'casual friends' shared information like that?
For a start, it would have to be ones who each knew Joanne and I had a past, albeit a very limited one.
And Lauren said she knew about my entire week, so Joanne must have been keeping her informed.
Plus, Lauren had just told me I'd been set up, which implied Joanne must have arrived here already planning something nefarious.
And the plan must have morphed into getting me feminized once I'd spilled my guts to Joanne, and Lauren must have been on board with that new plan.
So here I was staring into my phone, with my girlfriend staring back at her own girlfriend!
And... she seemed totally okay with it. Congratulatory even!
"Whatsamatter?" she asked jovially. "Cat got your tongue?"
I shook my head, barely coming up to speed and asked, "So does this make you my Mistress Lauren?"
She smiled, pointing to a collar on her neck, and then she moved her phone close enough that I could read, 'Jojo's pet', "Well, not exactly. I'm Jojo's submissive lesbian pet, so my options are just about as limited as yours, but you'll definitely be my pet in some fashion once I return, so long as we both do whatever our real Mistress tells us to."
My bedroom door opened and Jojo came in, carrying a collar in her hand. "Don't worry my new slut, I've got one of those for you, too."
"Hi, Mistress Jojo," Lauren greeted eagerly.
"Hi, my pet, have you missed my cunt?" Jojo asked, as she buckled the collar around my neck and I stood there motionless and speechless.
"Badly," Lauren replied.
My life-defining collar in place, Jojo hooked a leash onto it, took my phone away from me, and tugged me down to my knees, where I discovered she was once again wearing her strap-on.
"Show your girlfriend what a good cock sucker you are," Jojo ordered. "You may think of it as cheating if you really have to, but somehow I don't think she'll mind in the least."
"Yes, Mistress Jojo," I replied, my mind spinning out of control with the nine million new realities of this situation.
"Yes, baby, suck that cock for our Mistress," Lauren cheered me on. "And for me, too!"
I took it in my mouth and began bobbing, while definitely not cheating, while Jojo and Lauren chatted about their respective days for a few minutes. Apparently Lauren had spent a long night servicing a French sorority of dominant lesbians.
Jojo then asked, "Want to see me fuck your boyfriend?"
"God yes, so badly," Lauren replied, as Jojo pulled out of my mouth and pointed to my bed.
"Want to get fucked while your girlfriend watches, sissy slut?" Jojo asked, as she moved behind me.
"Yes please, Mistress," I begged, dying to feel that cock inside me again, and feeling so completely liberated that my sweet girlfriend actually not only knew about my sissy desires and indiscretions, but she was highly in favour of them!
"Fuck her, Mistress, fuck my baby's cunt good," Lauren exhorted Jojo, sounding so hot saying that.
"You two are perfect for each other; you're both good little slutty babies!" our Mistress Jojo praised us as she slid her cock back into my pussy.
THE END
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Book Club Orgy
Tori, Christine, Patrick and Tracy had formed a book club together, and had been meeting every Thursday night for the past ten years. In addition to discussing the books they read together, they'd also steadfastly supported each other through the ups and downs of life, since each of them had enjoyed their own times of happiness, as well as facing periods of anguish and disappointment.
Tori's history was quite a common one for a woman who'd just turned forty. She was still very pretty and had been called a MILF more than once, including by some of her college students, and recently quite bluntly by a hot student who was clearly very attracted to her... and who had even fleshed out the words of the acronym just last week, by remaining after class for a moment to quietly tell her point blank she was the professor he'd most like to fuck, before sauntering out of the classroom, obviously not expecting a reply... yet. She was married, but that spark had died long ago, and they hadn't had sex in years, although they still lived together while no longer really loving each other, because their youngest was still at home... a senior at her high school. Her husband openly admitted to watching porn to get himself off (not to their daughter of course), and unbeknownst to him she did as well.... although she preferred reading erotica first to get herself close, and then watching some nasty porn to bring herself to her own money shot... her favourite theme being a younger man seducing and giving an older woman very like herself the fucking she so badly longed for.
Christine was thirty-eight, recently divorced (mutually amicable, since she couldn't have kids and eventually he really wanted to and no, an adopted child just wouldn't be the same). She worked at a bank, and after years of ignoring her increasing attraction to women, especially to her boss... she was gradually coming to accept she was more than just a little curious about 'visiting across the street', so to speak.
Patrick, the lone male of the clique ('clique' in the best sense, they weren't at all snooty), was a forty-five-year-old widower who hadn't dated at all since his wife had passed away five years ago from cancer. The three ladies had been solidly in his corner to help him through the grieving process. He owned his own fitness center, and was thus in amazing shape and incredibly dashing for his age... even though he wasn't remotely interested in diving back into the dating pool. The girls had purchased him a fleshlight a couple years ago as a gag birthday present (which he'd found more interesting than humorous and told them so), and he'd found that online porn combined with his toy had kept him sexually satisfied... for the most part... although obviously he missed the intimacy of being romantic and close with another person... he simply wasn't sure he could ever go there again.
Fourth and last, Tracy had been a substantially overweight woman when she'd walked in on her husband drilling their slim, younger, hotter college babysitter in the garage. She initially blamed herself for her husband's cheating, even though her three book club friends eventually managed to convince her that excuses be damned, an asshole is just an asshole. Regardless, she'd spent the year since the incident (which had culminated in a divorce just three weeks ago) in losing all that extra weight, and now a full hundred pounds lighter, she was an absolute knockout... something she'd never been before... not even back in high school.
Lately, each sexually frustrated club member having spent the past three book club meetings reading and discussing some rather edgy sexual books, including the now over-touted Fifty Shades of Grey first book of a series, they were beginning to become much franker in their discussions.
Patrick asked, having found the relationship depicted in the book rather over the top, "Do women really want to be dominated like that?"
Tori, who was a natural submissive who'd been a wild slut in her younger days, said a little too excitedly, a half bottle of wine having washed away any conservative thoughts of propriety, "Fuck, yeah."
Christine was a submissive too, and had enjoyed being tied up more than once, "When I'm in the mood, I do. Just freely giving in to someone, and allowing your carnal lust to take over, and not forcing yourself to follow the inane values of today's society is pretty liberating."
"I don't know," Tracy said, having never been comfortable about her body, and even though she was now enjoying the attention of many men (something she'd never experienced before)... she wasn't really interested in following through with any of them. Or at least not until these naughty stories had rekindled her long neglected and almost completely forgotten sex drive... one that in her youth had been very intense.
Tori teased, "Oh, you just need to get laid by some young stud who can rekindle that fire inside you."
"Yeah, you must have some hot guys at the gym who'd be more than willing to ignite your fire," Christine added, her own pussy on fire right now as she secretly admired Tracy's new look. (Secretly because she hadn't yet admitted her burgeoning across-the-street leanings to anyone.)
"Well, I do get a lot of looks now," Tracy admitted, and she'd be lying if she said that after her entire life of being largely ignored not just by her husband but by most men, she didn't find her new appeal exciting.
"So for instance, you'd allow a man to tie you up?" Patrick asked nobody in particular, just the room, having found the novel hot, yet incredibly far-fetched. No woman he'd ever met had even remotely hinted at anything a tiny bit like that. He'd loved his wife and she him, but their sex life had been entirely missionary except on a few crazy nights, usually when she'd had a bit to drink, she would ride him. Big wow. He would never have dreamed of even suggesting they try any of those things described in that book.
"Or to be collared and led around on my hands and knees like a pet," Tori said, finishing the wine, the idea of being treated like that (especially by that sexy student who still hadn't received any sort of answer from her) really turned her on. It would be such a polar opposite of her image as a teacher, of her image as a wife, and of her image as a parent.
"Been there, done that," Christine said with a wicked smile.
"No way you have!" Tracy objected, Christine seeming way too opinionated and controlling to allow anything like that.
"Oh Tracy," Christine said, hinting at her own curiosity to explore some same sex playing, "appearances can be very deceiving."
This discussion was really turning Patrick on, yet he still couldn't process these women... or any women... permitting such treatment, especially in 2020. He said, shaking his head as he slyly adjusted his dick, "I just can't believe women today would allow some guy to do stuff like that to them."
"Yet the idea is turning you on isn't it, Mr. Grey?" Tori teased, having noticed Patrick adjusting himself. She'd always wondered what kind of package he was concealing beneath his clothes... and in her private fantasies, it was a big one.
"What? No," Patrick said, his knee-jerk response only making it obvious he was lying... he'd always been a terrible liar.
"Yeah, yeah," Tori said with a pointed finger, knowing Patrick too well... possibly better than he himself did. Most of her fantasies included discovering first hand... literally.. what he had down below, and using it in her long-neglected pussy, or even in her never-been-plundered asshole.
"I'm just surprised to hear all this coming from you ladies," he said, trying to change the subject, embarrassed to be caught.
"It's 2020," Christine pointed out. "If we want to, women can be just as wicked and kinky as men these days... and even have our fun without being forced to wear a scarlet letter."
"Hey, I'm all for women exploring their fantasies," he said, "I'm just surprised to read about them doing it in such submissive male-dominated ways."
"Very like Anastasia, when we're in the mood, we just want a man who can take charge," Tori said, looking directly at Patrick, as if challenging him to do just that.
"Think you could do that for us if we asked?" Tracy asked him, stepping way out of her established character, but drawn into the conversation and wishing to look less like a prude.
"I plead the Fifth," Patrick said, raising both hands in the air.
"What I plead is to be taken charge of and dominated," Tori said wickedly, the wine and the conversation going to her head and her loins.
"Is that bad boy at school still flirting with you?" Christine asked.
Tori nodded, thinking of Kevin, a bad boy with tattoos, who she'd heard while accidentally eavesdropping on a couple of cheerleaders, was very well endowed. "Yeah, he's getting more blatant every time he speaks to me. I'm just relieved that so far he's restricted his come-ons to times and places nobody else can listen in."
"I bet he'd know how to make you beg," Christine speculated, as she imagined her buxom boss Maggie, who was quite a bitch, but a hot bitch, doing the same to her... she'd eagerly allow herself to be collared and led around by a leash wearing nothing but stockings and stilettos.
Tori smiled, "Right now if he ordered me, I'd bend over my desk and let him pound me from behind," Tori said, that easily being the most outrageous thing she'd ever said at these book club meetings.
"Tori!" Tracy gasped.
"Tracy! You'd do the same with that personal trainer of yours," Tori countered.
Christine added, "I bet he could personally train you, all right."
"Is that how you lost all that weight, tight buns?" Tori teased.
"You two are so bad," Tracy blushed, for even though the friendly accusation wasn't the case in actual fact, the idea of that fit younger trainer fucking her was something she'd been fantasizing off and on ever since she started working out with him... at first he didn't show her much interest in her other than training a fat person, although he was always sweet, but she knew he now found her attractive. But fuckable? Perhaps.
"Notice she's not denying it," Tori said.
"I definitely haven't had that sort of workout," Tracy said, feeling the burning in her cheeks as she was drawn into the group's naughtiness and added, "although it's likely I wouldn't reject his advances if he made any."
"You slut," Tori teased.
"Takes one to know one," Tracy countered.
"I wish this old married lady could be a slut," Tori said.
"And don't think we've forgotten about you," Christine said, turning to the very silent (and in awe) Patrick... living vicariously through these three women's wild fantasies.
"Yeah stud, have you done anything with that hot new neighbour of yours?" Tori asked.
"I bet she'd show you some pretty crazy moves," Christine added.
"The stripper?" Tracy asked.
"The lady in question is an exotic dancer," Patrick corrected stiffly, as Erica, his beautiful, friendly, black neighbour had described herself when they'd first met.
"Sorry, she's an erotic dancer and a lady," Tori said, deliberately getting it wrong. "Made any headway?" She then giggled, clearly tipsy, "Headway, get it?"
"Yeah, you're punny," Christine said, shaking her head.
"I know," Tori said, continuing to laugh.
"We've just been chatting," Patrick explained, for although he found her incredibly attractive, she was also twenty years younger than he... but unbeknownst to her, she always wore Patrick's kryptonite... nylons... something few women did nowadays... something his late wife had done almost every day they'd been together.
"I think it's time for you to get back on that horse," Christine advised.
"And go for a good ride," Tori added.
"Ignore them Patrick, but I do think you're ready to at least dip your toes back in the dating pool," Tracy said.
"I don't know, just the thought of it exhausts me," he said. "I don't know if it's true for you ladies, but for a man it can be very unsettling... you never know where you stand, and there are all these unwritten rules I've never read."
"It's true for me too," Tracy nodded, understanding completely, and she hadn't even had her spouse up and die on her, although sometimes she wished he had.
"So it's decided: you two will get back in the game," Tori declared.
"The three of us," Tracy said, gesturing at Christine.
"All right. If you two do, I will too," Christine agreed.
"Shit, then I'll be the only one of us not getting fucked," Tori complained.
"So Iet's broaden our book discussion tonight, and each of us share something we've never shared with anyone before. Something that turns us on," Christine proposed.
"Cool," Tori said, jealous that these three could all play the field... even though the idea of cheating had been growing more and more appealing with each neglected month.
"I'll go first," Christine said. "I'll even give you three. One, having my ear kissed and licked. Two, having someone look me in the eyes, put their hands on my shoulders, and forcefully guide me to my knees. Three, and this is a pretty new one, licking a pussy."
"Oh my," Tori said and then joked, "I may have one of those available for you."
"Perhaps some day," Christine smiled, thinking Tori would likely be a wild one in the bedroom.
"I may keep you to that rain check," Tori said, it being so long since someone had licked her pussy, she'd likely spread her legs in a heartbeat if ordered to.
"You two," Tracy said, shaking her head at the two brazen women, or at least brazen in theory.
"Then what's yours?" Tori asked her.
"I plead the Fifth," Tracy said, picking up on Patrick's earlier cue.
"Denied," Tori refuted.
"What?"
"Answer the question," Tori ordered.
"I don't know," Tracy said, squirmingly uncomfortable at the idea of talking about it.
"Tell us," Christine said.
"Yes, just tell us," Tori added.
"Fine! I love cum," Tracy blurted out.
"Who doesn't?" Tori said, although she was surprised to hear that.
"Not a big fan," Patrick joked, as he enjoyed listening in on these heretofore secret revelations.
Tracy, wanting to clarify added, "I mean I love swallowing cum."
"And jerk-face went and banged the babysitter," Tori said, shaking her head. "Talk about shooting yourself in the foot!"
"Yeah, he still liked blow jobs, but in recent years he wouldn't go down on me, or even fuck me," she said, having learned in high school the way to get boys interested in you when you're a chubby girl, is to do things the other girls wouldn't. So she sucked a lot of cock, swallowed a lot of cum, got double teamed a few times, and took it in the ass. She actually really liked anal sex, but she wasn't about to share that tidbit of information. It just sounded too slutty.
"Harold isn't even a proper man," Patrick said. "I always made sure Jill got off before I did."
"What a gentleman," Christine said, impressed.
"And your secret turn on, Patrick?" Tori asked.
"I'm not sure it's much of a secret, but I really have a thing for women in nylons."
"I thought you might," Christine said, having noticed that the few times she came here from work wearing nylons, he'd seemed to take more than a casual interest in her legs and feet. But not when she was wearing socks or had bare feet.
"And you, Tori?" Patrick asked.
"Well, since we're all being rather frank here," she said. "I love getting fisted."
"Shit," Christine said.
"Nope, wrong hole," Tori joked.
"Well... I wasn't going to say one of my biggest ones because it sounds so slutty, but it's no more out there than getting fisted, so now I will. I love taking it in the butt," Tracy admitted, surprised and happy to hear she wasn't the only one to like doing something really kinky, but then wished she hadn't impetuously blurted it out.
"Well, aren't you full of surprises," Tori exclaimed.
"When you're the fat girl, you have to learn to do things the skinny pretty girls won't," she said.
"Huh!" Christine huffed, thinking there might be some truth to that.
"So! I have an idea; is everyone free on Saturday?" Tori asked.
"This Saturday?" Patrick asked.
"Yes," Tori nodded.
"That's Halloween," Christine pointed out.
"Yes it is," Tori nodded again.
"Why?" Christine asked.
"I want to assign a task to each of us," Tori said.
"I'm almost afraid to ask what it is," Christine said, "but you have me curious."
"I'm scared," Tracy joked.
"We each dress up in a costume," she said, "a sexy costume. And then we take turns reading out to the others a complete description we've written beforehand of a fantasy we want to fulfill someday. You may consider it a sexual bucket list item if you wish."
"Really?" Tracy asked.
"Sure; it'll be liberating, and perhaps it'll push us to stop complaining to ourselves about what we aren't doing and to start doing it," Tori said.
"Why not?" Christine shrugged. "It's not as if we haven't established a strong rapport with each other, so let's go a bit further by sharing some naughty secrets with each other."
"I can do that," Patrick said, the idea of listening to more fantasies from these three hot women a lot more exciting than sitting home alone on yet another Saturday night.
"I don't know," Tracy demurred.
"It's already agreed," Tori stated, knowing Tracy always gave in, although she included dramatics with it by saying 'fine'.
"Fine," Tracy sighed right on cue, but added, "But I'm not sure it's such a good idea."
"It'll be fun," Tori said.
"And perhaps even liberating," Christine added.
"Okay, if you both really think so, then I'm in," Tracy finally agreed unequivocally.
They finished up the evening, and each of them went home pondering the story they'd read out in two days' time, and the costume they'd wear.
.....
Tori sent a text to Christine and Tracy: Wear nylons with your costume. Let's have some fun with Patrick.
.....
Halloween night arrived, and each book cub member was dressed up for a fun night... although none of them could have predicted the excesses that were really in store for them.
Tori was dressed in a sexy and revealing all-black flapper outfit, with silky sheer thigh high stockings purchased just for the occasion, having discarded the cheap fishnets that came with the outfit.
Christine had struggled with what to wear until Tori shared she was going as a flapper girl, and she knew she had to go for something at least as sexy. So, hinting at her submissive nature, she chose to buy a maid costume, including sheer black pantyhose with a seam down the back.
Tracy had no idea what to wear, but Tori stressed in a dozen emails that she expected her to slut it up. Tracy protested a dozen times, but Tori even went so far as warning if she came overdressed (she actually used the term 'overdressed') Tori would have on hand the sluttiest outfit ever for her to put on instead. So, after over an hour in the store browsing through countless outfits, she decided the best way to be slutty and still feel comfortable in herself, was to dress up as a zombie bride. The bridal dress she bought was short, and so tight her huge tits were very prevalent, and her pantyhose were also white, with a couple of rips in them she'd torn herself... but to feel less objectified, she added zombie make-up that greatly distracted from the obvious smuttiness of her altered outfit.



Patrick had the hardest time of them all pondering what to wear. Unlike women, who had a never-ending panoply of options to choose from that went from sultry to downright slutty, men's options were much less diverse. So, after much thought, and trying to mix sexy with some humour, he bought an overblown wig and dressed like an eighties member of Mötley Crüe.
The party was at Christine's house, and Tori arrived first.
"Wow, we should hit a club after our readings," Tori said.
Christine nodded, "We'd definitely get some attention," she said, admiring Tori's flapper outfit, and thinking she too should have bought some thigh highs. They were so much sexier than pantyhose.
"You look amazing, "Tori said.
"You do too," Christine said. "And I love the thigh highs."
"I used to wear them all the time for quick access," Tori said, recalling her wild past.
"Makes sense," Christine nodded, thinking if invited, she could just crawl between Tori's legs and go directly to the source.
The doorbell rang, and Christine went to answer it. "Nice," she said, as she admired Patrick's outfit, the majority of his hairless and ripped chest in view... she might be into girls recently but she wasn't a complete lesbian, as confirmed by the tingle she felt in her pussy.
"You too," Patrick said as he checked out the sexy maid outfit... with nylons. Shit, she'd be making him hard all night.
"Come on in."
Patrick followed her inside, admiring the seam down the back of her pantyhose... it really was going to be difficult tonight not to remain hard the entire time.
Tori saw Patrick and said, "Wow Patrick, you can rock me like a hurricane."
"Wrong band," he said.
"Then you can pour some sugar on me," Tori said, admiring Patrick's amazing pecs... at least the generous portion that was visible.
"Nope," he said. "That's Def Leppard."
"Oh, oh, oh," Tori said, finally realizing which band he was dressed as, "You can kickstart my heart."
"Because you got the looks that kill," Patrick returned, as he admired her outfit and the sexy thigh high stockings... this would definitely be a night of temptation.
"Well," she smiled, as she sauntered over to him, "Are you going to be my Doctor Feelgood?"
Get a room," Christine said, shaking her head and then adding, "no wait, this is my place; don't do that."
"Oh, we could always include you in a threesome," Tori smiled.
"You really need to get laid," Christine sighed, as she poured wine for the three of them.
"That's what I've been saying," Tori agreed, as the doorbell rang again.
"Don't start doing anything you shouldn't be doing until Tracy and I get back," Christine teased over her shoulder, as she went to get the door.
"No promises," Tori teased back, all sing song.
Patrick quietly sipped his wine, careful to speak as little as possible during these flirty interludes, which had always been there, but never like during the past few meetings... each of them naughtier than the one preceding it.
Christine opened the door and smiled, "Nice."
"Wow," Tracy the zombie bride said, checking out Christine's maid outfit.
"I'm here to serve, ma'am," Christine said playfully, curtsying.
"Don't tell Tori that," Tracy warned, following her into the living room.
"Don't tell me what?" Tori asked.
"Nothing," both Christine and Tracy said in unison.
"Fine," Tori shrugged. "And you pulled it off, Trace. I can leave that string bikini in my car."
"Good; I was worried about that," Tracy smiled, feeling sexy.
"Now that we're all here, let's get right to it," Tori said.
"Are we really going to do this?" Tracy asked.
"Definitely" Tori nodded. "I'll even go first."
"I'll definitely need some of that wine," Tracy said.
"To loosen up those horrid inhibitions," Tori smiled.
"I may need my own bottle if I'm going to possibly share the fantasy I wrote down," Tracy said.
"Whatever it takes," Tori said, as Christine filled everyone's glasses.
Patrick was trying not to constantly look at the excessive legs on display in nylons and feet in nylons, as all three women lounged around in their shoeless, stocking-clad feet.
"So," Tori began, as she sat on a couch, picked up a few sheets of paper, and stretched out her long legs onto the coffee table to give Patrick a good view of them. "Here's my fantasy."
"We're all ears," Christine said, sitting down beside her, and also displaying her shapely nylon-clad legs on the coffee table.
Patrick sat in a chair, needing to adjust himself as he did.
"I saw that," Tori said immediately.
Patrick shrugged, figuring they'd obviously all agreed to wear nylons just to tease him, "Saw what, that you gals are making me hard? What do you expect? Three hot women in nylons is like the start of every teenager's ideal porn movie."
"It needn't be imaginary, big boy," Tori teased, wiggling her toes.
"Just read us your fantasy," Christine said, as she admired Tori's legs and Patrick's chest from her current position, as well as Tracy's huge tits... with obvious nipples... sitting across from her.
"Wellllll," Tori began. "In this fantasy, Kevin... the hot student I told you about who calls me a MILF and wants to act on it... walks into my class after school and closes the door."
"He locks it, I assume," Christine said.
"Of course he does, but shush; this is my story."
"Sorry, sorry," Christine apologized. "Go on and begin reading."
<Note to reader: I'll enter each fantasy in bold, and then return to non-bold when the fantasy fantasy ends, and we return to the overall story as if it really happened and isn't a fantasy, which it actually is. Make sense? Oh well, too bad.>
"Mrs. Parker," Kevin startles me as unannounced, he enters my classroom, closes... and locks... the door, and begins walking up the aisle towards me.
"Yes, Kevin?" I respond, looking up from my desk, unable not to notice his suave, smug smile as he approaches my desk.
'You wanted to see me," he says.
"No, I didn't ask for you to come see me," I deny, confused.
"Oh, yes you did," he disagrees, reaching my desk, his voice dripping with confidence.
"No, I really didn't," I say, not catching onto what he was implying.
"You ask me constantly with your lustful eyes."
"Excuse me?" I ask, catching on but still playing dumb, even as I feel my cheeks flush, giving me away.
"Don't play the fool, Mrs. Parker; it's not becoming coming from someone with your intellectual stature," he says.
"Then yes, I do take your meaning; and thus I need you to leave this room immediately," I say, sensing this would otherwise get out of my control quickly. Having no dick inside me for over half a year has me already getting wet, just from having a reportedly well-hung 18-year-old standing before me with a tent in his pants.
"I'm sorry," Tori interrupted herself. "Am I getting too graphic?"
"Not at all," Tracy (of all people) replied.
"As far as I'm concerned, you're welcome to get as graphic as you like," added Christine.
"Patrick? Are you good?" Tori added.
"So long as you're good with a tent in an additional guy's pants, I am."
"Okay then, I'm hearing everyone's permission to describe whatever I like to you guys. So here goes..."
"I need you to help me with a problem I have," he says.
"What's that?" I ask, as he strolls around my desk so his crotch is now right in front of my eyes.
"Mmmmmmmm," Christine said, imagining her boss doing the same to her.
"It's actually too hard to explain," he says with two meanings, unzipping his pants. "It's better if you take a look. Just clinically, of course."
"Kevin, that isn't appropriate," I protest, even as I stare at the unveiling of Kevin's cock and the satisfaction of my curiosity about its size. 'Satisfaction' being an apt term, since its size is... well... quite sizeable.
"You've wanted this dick all semester," Kevin tells me. "Don't pretend otherwise."
"Kevin, I..." I begin, before freezing as his thick, seven-plus-inch cock is suddenly standing within a few inches of my face. "Oh my God!"
"I can see you like it," he says as he strokes it right in front of me.
"It's so big compared to my husband's," I blurt before thinking, staring at it in lustful awe.
"Stroke it, Mrs. Parker," he orders.
"I don't know if I should," I hesitate, even though I want to do lots more than just stroke it.
"That wasn't a question, Mrs. Parker, it was an order."
Tori changed the pitch of her voice, so it was easy to tell who was saying what in her story/fantasy.
"This is so wrong," I say, even as I obey him and take the fat snake in my hand.
"And yet it feels so right, my pet teacher."
"It's just so big," I say, stroking it, even though I can't completely wrap my hand around it.
"Suck it slut, suck my big cock," he orders.
I can't believe he'd just called me a slut, nor can I believe I have his actual cock in my hand, nor can I believe my pussy is soaking wet, as I mindlessly obey him and take his fat cock into my mouth... stretching my mouth so wide.
"I bet you could take a big fat cock in your mouth," Christine said, the brightness in her eyes and the flush in her face making it clear she was getting turned on by the story.
Tori replied, looking directly at Patrick, "Oh, I think I could devour the right one whole."
Patrick's cock flinched quite visibly in his tight jeans, yet he resisted a flirty comeback.
I bob on that cock slowly, getting used to the way it stretches my mouth, wondering whether he's going to shoot a load into my mouth, onto my face, or perhaps he'll even slam that pussy-stretching dick right into my needy pussy... which he answers a moment later as if reading my mind.
"That's it, slut," he groans, "get my dick nice and wet for that pussy of yours."
"Mmmmmm," I moan wordlessly around his fat dick, letting him know I'm more than ready to take this dick in me.
After another minute, while I'm taking six inches of his dick in mouth, he pulls back and orders, "Bend over your desk, Mrs. Parker, it's time to teach you a lesson."
"A lesson? What do you think you can teach me?" I ask as I obediently stand up, bend over my desk and tremble as he lifts up my dress.
"For a start, that my pet sluts don't wear pantyhose; they always wear stockings," he scolds, slapping my ass.
"Sorry," I apologize, my facial cheeks burning with shame, while my ass cheeks burn with pain.
He rips a massive hole in my hosiery, tugs my panties aside, and places his dick against the entrance to my soaking wet pussy. He then orders, "What do you want, Mrs. Parker?"
"For you to fuck me," I answer with feeling, as he teases my pussy lips by rubbing the tip of his dick up and down against them.
"Beg for it, slut," he snarls, as he gloriously slams into me, but then horrifically pulls out just as quickly.
That's all it takes. I just have to have that cock back inside me. I beg, "Please slam that big dick in my wet pussy; I need it so bad."
"Tell me more," he says, fucking me wonderfully hard for three deep strokes, but then once again pulling back out.
"Please, Kevin, make me your bimbo teacher slut," I beg, willing to say or do anything to get that fat cock back inside me.
"This cunt is mine," he proclaims, at last beginning to fuck me hard.
"Oh yes it is, fuck me, make me your teacher slut," I moan, my orgasm rising at a runaway train's pace.
"I'm going to come in your pussy and breed you," he declares, as his groans get louder as do my moans.
"Yes, do! Fill my cunt with your cum," I moan, not at all worried about the risk of getting pregnant, even though I'd never gotten my tubes tied... my useless husband, back when he'd actually cared, had gotten snipped instead.
"You have my leave to come, bitch. Come on my dick," he orders, as he slams into me so hard my desk skids loudly a few inches across the floor.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moan, my orgasm about to erupt.
"Now, slut, come... right... now," he orders, just as he shoots his potent load deep inside me, which triggers my orgasm.
"Yesssssss," I scream, as my entire body quakes through my first orgasm from getting dicked in years!
"Shit, that was hot," Christine said, as she tossed back the remainder of her second glass of wine.
"I can't believe you wrote all that hot stuff," Tracy said, the story having turned her on, and gotten her thinking she definitely wanted to encourage her personal trainer Joaquin to do something like that to her in real life, not just in her fantasies. She'd never been a submissive per se, more like just a willing slut, but she now loved the idea of giving a man total control of her after reading and discussing Fifty Shades, and now listening to this wicked story.
"Clearly you need to get laid," Christine said.
"Clearly I do," Tori agreed, again looking directly at Patrick, who looked so fucking hot tonight with so much of his muscular chest and abs on display.
"I need some more wine," Christine said, and looked around to see that everyone's glasses were empty. "Looks like we all do."
She went to her kitchen to grab another bottle, then came back to pour drinks for all of her guests... realizing her costume made performing this service ironic.
Patrick said, "Thanks."
"Your humble maid is simply here to serve," Christine joked.
"I just bet you are," Tori quipped.
"You wish," Christine shot right back.
"Yes, I do wish for that," Tori agreed, then after a beat she added, "So who's next?"
"Not I," Tracy said.
"Patrick, then," Christine decided.
"Why not you?" Patrick countered, nervous to read the story he'd written.
"Because it's my house, my rules," Christine shrugged.
"That's not very hospitable," he joked, as he pulled a few pieces of paper out of his trouser pocket.
"Read," Tori ordered.
"Fine," he said, shaking his head. "This isn't as detailed or as nasty as Tori's."
"If it gets too boring, we can add some details for you," Tori teased.
"Then why don't you just write it for me?" Patrick complained.
"Just read," Christine said, her pussy still quite wet from the first story, and looking forward to hearing another.
Patrick sighed, "Okayyyy... here goes nothing."
I was mowing my lawn when Erica pulled into her driveway. She opened her trunk to a bunch of groceries, so I asked, "Need a hand?"
"Sure, darling," she said, dressed in a fun flowery dress and mocha-colored pantyhose... which made her dark black legs glimmer.
I grabbed half of the groceries and followed her inside. I placed the bags on the table in her kitchen, and she offered, "Thirsty?"
"I little," I said, wiping a little sweat off my forehead. The day was 90 degrees, and the sun was pounding.
"I bet that sun won't be the only thing getting to do some pounding," Tori interjected, thinking she'd happily spread her legs for him.
"Hey, this is my story," Patrick objected.
"Sorry, just saying," she shrugged.
She poured us each a cold lemonade and said, "Thanks for the help, you sweet man."
"Oh, it's no problem," I said, automatically glancing down at her nylon-clad legs and feet as she slipped out of her heels.
"Sorry, but my feet are killing me," she apologized.
I offered, "They are? I can give you a foot massage if you wish."
"Really?" she asked, surprised.
"Yes, I've taken some reflexology courses, so I not only know how to massage sore spots away, but also how to make all your various organs and other parts of your body feel better just by addressing your feet," I said, which is true.
"Why have you never told us that?" Tori interrupted again.
"Yes, my feet are always sore after a long day at the bank," Christine added.
"I always love a nice foot massage," Tracy said, something her husband had used to do back in the good old days.
"I'll give you each one if you wish," Patrick offered, administering three hands-on massages to these three hot nylon-clad women being a pretty inviting idea.
"Me first," Tori said.
"Me second," Tracy said.
"Let him finish the story first, you vultures," Christine said, before adding, "and since I'm hosting, then I'm the one who gets the first massage."
"Bitch," said two soft female voices in unison.
So, we went into her living room, I sat down on the couch, and she sat down, placing her feet in my lap.
I massaged her feet for a few minutes as we chatted about life, before she asked out of the blue, "So Patrick, you have a nylon fetish, right?"
"What? Um, what?"
"You're pretty obvious about it," she said. "My last boyfriend had one too. That's why I started wearing them every time I could."
"They do enhance a woman's legs," I said.
"Agreed," she nodded. "They really help at work, too."
"I bet," I said. "I bet those tips just come flying in."
"Exactly. Ever had a nylon-clad foot job?" she asked, as she moved a foot to my crotch and rubbed my hard-on through my shorts.
I groaned, "Nooooooo."
"Mmmmmmm," she said, as she spun around and fished out my cock, "I bet you'd really like one."
My eyes went wide as this black beauty grasped my cock and said, "Such a nice cock," before she took it in her mouth.
I groaned, as a woman other than my wife took my cock in her mouth for the first time in over two decades, and nobody at all had for five years.
She bobbed for a couple minutes before she backed away and wrapped both of her nylon-clad soles around my throbbing cock and said, "Relax and enjoy, Patrick."
"Okay," I agreed, in awe of both the feeling of her nylons feet on my penis, and who was doing it... someone half my age.
"It's either a dick or a cock," Tori interrupted his reading for the third time.
"Unless it's really small," Christine added. "Because small ones aren't very sexy and neither is the word 'penis'.
"It's not small," Patrick informed them.
"So give us some specific details in your story, and call things by their appropriate names," Tracy added, just like the other two, curious to know how big their lone male was.
"So size matters?" Patrick joked.
"Definitely," all three responded in unison.



"Good to know," he said, and he continued.
"Such a nice big cock," Erica said, as her ebony black feet encased in her mocha-coloured nylons moved up and down on my eight-inch cock that had a nice left-hand swerve to it.
"Eight inches?" Tracy gasped, that being almost double the size of her ex-asshole's.
"No way," Tori said, imagining eight inches in her mouth... or her pussy... or her ass... or all three, over time.
"Eight and a quarter inches, actually," Patrick shrugged as if it wasn't a big deal, when he knew it was.
"Show us," Tori demanded.
"Maybe later," he said, glancing down at her nylon feet.
"You're reading us a fantasy, so it must not have really happened. So do you want an actual nylon foot job?" Tori asked, wiggling her toes at him again.
"Maybe later," he repeated, as he imagined the thrill of receiving one from any of these three beauties.
"Okay, back to your story," Christine directed. And this time not so many details; you went a bit overboard there."
"Thanks," I moaned, having always known I was pretty well-endowed, although nobody but my wife had known about it in the past twenty years.
"You may come all over my feet," she offered a minute later, as my breathing became heavier from her amazing nylon-clad foot job.
"I'm going to cum soon," I warned, this feeling way too good for me to hold back much longer.
"Coat my nylons with your cum, baby," she urged, as she furiously stroked my cock with her feet, using such smooth precision.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, as my load shot straight up in the air like a five-star fountain.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she kept stroking my cock and even more cum sprayed into the air to sprinkle down on her stockinged feet.
"That was amazing," I said, as she slowly milked out the last of my cum.
"So yummy," she said, exhibiting wonderful flexibility by moving her cum-coated toes to her mouth and licking up some of my cum.
"I could do that," Tori bragged, then added, "or at least I could twenty years ago."
Everyone laughed as Patrick said, "That's all I wrote down, although in real life being a perfect gentleman, once I'd recovered I would have made sure she was satisfied from a lengthy tongue exploration."
"Gentle or not, you really are the perfect man, Patrick," Tracy said.
"I try," he shrugged, having always made sure his wife went to bed completely orgasmed.
"Well, we need some more wine and some appetizers," Christine said.
"I am hungry right now," Tori said, looking directly at Patrick.
"You're always hungry, you shameless slut," Tracy teased Tori, "but tonight, so am I," an escalation which didn't usually happen in the group's flirtatious interchanges.
"Oh? You thinking tag team, or threesome?," Tori shrugged, still giving Patrick a look that could only be taken as: 'I want to fuck you.'
"Come and help me, Patrick," Christine called out, rescuing him from the circling sharks.
"Sure," Patrick said, as he went off to help her, and to escape from this high-tension situation... and en route to adjust his cock, which was seriously throbbing.
In the kitchen, Christine said, "I'm not sure you're leaving here tonight without first getting laid."
"Oh, we've been flirting like that for months," Patrick said, even though it had never gotten nearly as blunt and tense as it was tonight.
"I think Tori has decided she's more than willing to break her wedding vows," Christine said, thinking she'd be just as willing to assist with Tori achieving that as Tracy apparently was.
Patrick shrugged, "It's all just talk."
"I'm not so sure this time," Christine seeing a greater lust in Tori, and to a lesser extent in Tracy, than she'd ever seen in either of them before.
"Did you girls all communicate about wearing nylons just to tease me?" Patrick asked, gazing down at Christine's red-painted toenails, looking so captivating framed in her black pantyhose.
"Yes. That was Tori's idea," Christine said as she finished plating the appetizers.
"I assumed as much," he said.
"I see you like the idea," she said, noticing him checking out her legs.
"What can I say?" he shrugged. "It's my weakness."
"We all have at least one weakness," she said, handing him a tray of appetizers.
"I'm looking forward to hearing your story."
"It will include something yours and Tori's didn't," she said.
"Lesbianism?"
"Yes, including pussy licking," she said wickedly before heading out.
"Hey, Part Two of my story would definitely have had that," he said a bit defensively, as he followed behind her.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she teased, as they returned to the shark tank.
"About time," Tori said. "Did you two fuck, or what?"
"Yeah, and he really banged me good," Christine said, not at all fazed by the question.
"We were in the kitchen for four minutes max. I'd definitely last longer than that," Patrick defended himself.
"Good to know," Tori said as she grabbed a handful of snacks. "Christine, it's your turn to appeal to our prurient interests."
"Only if I get that foot massage Patrick promised," Christine said.
"I was kidding," he said; then added, "well, kind of."
Christine sat down where she'd been sitting before, and snapped her fingers autocratically for Patrick to sit beside her... where Tori had been.
Patrick, being the gentleman he was, but also wanting to feel up those sexy sheer nylon-clad feet, hurried to seat himself beside her.
"Hey, that's my spot," Tori protested as Christine swung her feet into Patrick's lap.
"Let's see what kind of magic you have in those hands, Patrick," she said before adding, "Sit down anywhere else you like Tori, it's story time."
"Fine, but this'd better be fucking hot," Tori said semi-resentfully, sitting down where Patrick had been.
Patrick took Christine's right foot into his hands as she began her story.
Maggie, the branch manager of the bank where I work, and thus my boss, called me into her office. The terse wording of her email told me she wasn't happy, and as I entered her office several minutes after the official end of the day it was obvious she wasn't... although she never seemed happy. She was always all business, and you shouldn't waste her time with any damn pleasantries.
Oddly, she was sitting on top of her desk as I walked in.
"Close the door," Maggie ordered, dressed as she always was, in a knee-length black skirt, black nylons and a loose, long-sleeved white blouse with a black bow at her neck. It seemed to be her only look.
"Yes, Mrs. Hamilton?" I said with pro forma courtesy, closing the door and walking the few feet towards her.
Her legs were crossed, and she said, "Do you know why you're here?"
"Not at all," I replied, as always, feeling nervous around her. While she was incredibly pretty, she was equally scary.
"I require a new secretary," she said.
"Oh," I said flatly, that position not being a promotion, but a demotion from being this branch's loan manager.
"You're not flattered?" she queried archly as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs... it wasn't quite Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct slowly, but it wasn't a normal leg cross either.
"Sorry, I wasn't expecting to hear that," I said, still standing awkwardly in front of her.
"It's an important position," she said.
"Of course, whatever you say, Mrs. Hamilton," I said rotely, although admiring her long, shapely legs.
"And I'm certain you'll be perfect for it," she added.
"Are you unhappy with my performance as your loan officer?" I asked, really surprised she thought I should step down to be her secretary. Her current secretary was a ridiculously pretty blonde-haired bombshell who was barely old enough to drink.
"You've done fine," she said, in a tone that wasn't overly flattering, and being called 'fine' is never a compliment. "But I think you would do great in this new role."
"I've never had any schooling for being a secretary," I argued cautiously, still quite baffled by this entire conversation.
"Oh, this position is definitely a learn-on-the-job one," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, got off her desk and moved to stand immediately in front of me.
I was speechless.
"You're a cunt muncher, right?" she asked, as her hands reached out and up to land on my shoulders.
Patrick's eyes went wide at hearing Christine use the verboten 'C' word, even though the outspoken Tori had also used it in her story, as he continued massaging her sheer-stockinged feet.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, shocked by her insulting query, as I felt her firm hands pushing me downwards.
"I believe you heard me quite clearly," she said, as I felt myself being forced down to kneel on the carpeted floor underneath me.
I was speechless again.
She raised her skirt to reveal right before my eyes that she was wearing crotchless pantyhose, and she was completely shaved. She said, "Your principal role as my new secretary is to meet all my needs. And in case you're worried about money, your new position (typically on your knees) comes with a 10% raise in salary."
I stared at her pussy.
Captivated.
Like it or not, my secret lesbian curiosity was now being revealed right before me. Only visually for the moment, but...
Her hand went to the back of my head and guided me forward to my glistening wet destination.
Just like the first time I'd ever sucked a dick I had no idea what I was doing, but instinct took over as her scent enveloped me... so I simply extended my tongue and began licking, finding her delicious.
"And that came just from your imagination? I bet you'd make an amazing pussy muncher," Tori praised.
"I bet I would too," she said as she offered her other foot to Patrick. "Kindly switch feet."
"Yes, ma'am," he said, taking the other foot in his hands.
"That feels so good," she said, giving out the softest of moans.
"When do I get my turn?" Tori asked, frustrated she wasn't getting any of Patrick's pedal attention.
"Right after mine," Tracy spoke up, having been quiet for quite some time.
"I'm definitely next," Tori said with attitude.
"Nope," Tracy said, doing what she rarely did, standing up to Tori, "If I'm telling my story next, I get my foot massage next."
"What? That's not even logical!" argued Tori. "What does..."
"Ladies, please," Patrick interrupted, enjoying being the prize being argued over and the possibility of his giving three foot massages, "I'll do both of you."
"You will, will you?" Tori asked playfully. "Do us?"
"Maybe," he shrugged, and Christine continued her story.
Her snatch was like fireworks on my tongue, and I knew in an instant I was no longer straight. The taste was amazing, and I couldn't get enough of it.
Maggie moaned, "I knew you'd be the perfect replacement for Daisy."
I couldn't fathom how she'd known I had these fantasies, or that I was a natural submissive, but as I licked and explored, I knew I'd do anything she wanted, anything at all, to be allowed to taste her sweet nectar again.
"Sweet nectar," Tori laughed. "Are you kidding?"
"Actually, sweet nectar is a pretty good descriptor, from my experience," Patrick jumped in, as he massaged each of Christine's toes individually.
"You've got a big dick and you eat pussy," Tori said. "Oh yes, and you're a real hunk. You've got to marry me."
"No, marry me," Tracy objected.
"Maybe it's time for some polygamy," Christine joked. "Does anyone know of a good book on the subject?"
"I'm not sure I could possibly keep up with you three," Patrick worried. "Is that the end of your story, Christine?"
"Nope. Keep listening."
I licked.
I probed.
I sucked on her clit, which made her body tremble.
"That's it, my eager little secretary slut," she moaned, "really eat my cunt."
I attacked her pussy aggressively, wanting to get her off, wanting to feel her come all over my face. Wanting to taste the splash.
"Don't stop, slut," she demanded as she forced the back of my head deep into her wetness.
I kept licking until I heard her bellow out a scream, and felt her wetness gush out of her and into my face, eagerly lapping up as much of her cunt cum as I possibly could.
Now it's The End.
"Shit, that was hot," Tori said. "I'm not sure I'm completely straight anymore."
"In Part Two she fucks me with a strap-on," Christine wickedly revealed a spoiler.
"In the ass," Tori added.
"I'm not some cheap anal slut like Tracy is," Christine teased.
"Yeah," Tracy agreed without taking offense, thanks to the hot stories and their free-flowing conversation, feeling more comfortable about being sexually honest, "there's nothing quite like a dick slamming into my ass."
"Shit, those are words I never thought I'd hear you utter," Christine said, her pussy on fire from the stories, from the frank sexual talk, and from Patrick's amazing hands.
Then, loving the thought of surprising the other two women who'd always been more brazen than she, she added wickedly, "Although I haven't had my own asshole pounded in years."
"I bet someone here could change that period of emptiness to just a few minutes," Tori teased.
"What?" Patrick said, having been distracted by imagining himself doing just that. He'd never fucked anyone in the ass, although he'd certainly fantasized about it, especially during the past little while.
"I meant, Christine, someone with a strap-on," Tori clarified.
"Oh? I have one of those just upstairs," Christine bombshelled, having bought one only a month ago in hopes she'd be able to use it someday, or to have it used on her.
"No way," Tori gasped. "You?"
Patrick's cock flinched beneath Christine's feet at the hot visual.
"Always be prepared, I say," Christine said, loving her unexpected ability to shock Tori, who always had her attention on sex.
"Then go up and bring it down here," Tori said. "I've never even seen one in real life."
"It's bigger than your husband's," Christine warned.
"So is the average twelve-year-old's," Tori joked, having no problem ridiculing her husband's tiny five-inch cock. After taking so much bigger ones in college, she still couldn't figure out why she'd married him in the first place... except for love... sweet irrational love... it's a stupid, fickle thing.
"Why not?" Christine shrugged, as she removed her feet from Patrick's lap and stood up. "Thanks, that was amazing!"
Tracy quickly got up from her seat to take Christine's spot instead, and surprised all three of the others as she plonked her feet in his lap and ordered, "Get to work, my foot slave."
"Ohhhh," Patrick moaned, at hearing the longed-for words, and feeling her feet putting pressure on his already hard, but now suddenly raging cock.
"I'm not certain I like this new Tracy," Tori said, annoyed to discover that unless she staged a major hissy fit, she was now going to be the last one to get her feet massaged.
Tracy shrugged, "This is the new, no longer passive, me."
"I like it," Christine said.
"So do I," Patrick said, as he began massaging this new pair of nylon-clad feet.
Christine popped upstairs to retrieve her strap-on, and Tori cautioned, "I'd better get a foot massage too."
"Whatever else might happen first, I won't leave this house until you do," Patrick promised, still overwhelmed by how the night was progressing... the growing sexual tension could be cut with a knife. The wine was flowing, the sex stories were hot, and the girls' attire sexy as fuck... the night was filled with potential.
"I'll hold you to that," Tori said.
"Fine... fine... but focus on me for now," Tracy said.
"I'm getting us some more wine," Tori said, her wineglass empty.
A minute later Christine returned with the strap-on while Tori had just finished topping up everyone's glasses.
"Oh fuck, that's perfect; just give me that," Tori said, setting her already empty wineglass, her second one now, on the table and grabbing the toy from Christine's hands.
"Hey, I haven't even worn it yet," Christine protested. Which wasn't true; she'd already worn it a few times... but just for posing in the mirror. She'd also even fucked herself with it, since the dildo could be removed from the harness, and it had a suction cup to attach it to a wall or the side of her bathtub (she'd test driven it in both locations).
"Who cares?" Tori said, as she began strapping it on. She turned to Tracy. "Story time, Ms. Goody-Goody."
"Ya think? Then get ready to learn I'm so not a goody-goody."
"Yeah, I think. Unless you can prove you're not," Tori challenged as she finished strapping on the strap-on. "Fuck, this looks hot on me."
"We should never have allowed her to even touch that," Tracy warned.
"Yeah, like she needed any more delusions of power," Christine agreed, even as she imagined Tori fully empowered and fucking her with it... God, she looked hot wielding the strap-on over her costume.
"Tell your story," Patrick said, curious to know what Tracy had prepared to share with them.
"Mine isn't as detailed as you guys' were; I didn't think we'd actually be reading these out," Tracy apologized pre-emptively.
"Just make shit up then," Tori said, holding her brand new dick in her hand.
"Okay," Tracy said, giving out a little moan, Patrick's hands on her feet feeling so amazing.
"Ready to go to the next level of working out?" Joaquin asks me.
"I'm ready to do anything you say," I answer perhaps unwisely, already hot and sweaty after a marathon workout, but still able to notice the tent in his shorts.
"It'll be pretty intense," he warns.
"Sounds good; I'm ready for anything," I brag, having been flirting with him for almost a year, but only now openly implying we should just get down to it and fuck.
"Bend over the stretch rack," he instructs.
"Okay," I say, bending over and really showcasing my tight ass. "Like this?"
"Yes, exactly," he nods, clearly admiring my recently amazing back end, which likely looks doubly inviting in this position.
"Does my ass look good?" I ask, loving the newfound confidence inside me after losing all that weight.
"It looks amazing," he says, walking towards me.
I ask bluntly, "Okay, but does it look fuckable?"
"Very," he agrees, as he reaches me and squeezes it.
"I haven't had anything buried inside there for years," I say with a moan, making it clear I'm more than ready and willing to be sodomized.
"Well, we can't allow that sad condition to remain," he says as he pulls my shorts and panties down.
"I bet all that sweat you've forced out of me today will serve as great lubricant," I say, just wanting his dick in me, these long months of flirting with him while my extra pounds melted away, added to the years of my lacking any raw sex, having me revved up and ready for whatever the fuck he wants from me.



He tugs his shorts down, revealing a big hard dick, and moves behind me.
"Just shove it in," I say, wanting a dick in my asshole so fucking badly.
"I've been wanting to fuck you for so long," he says as he positions his cock at my long-neglected backdoor.
"Then wait no longer. Please pound my ass," I beg, needing to feel a cock sliding in and out of my asshole.
"As you wish," he says, sliding his dick in my ass.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moan, a mixture of pleasure and pain swirling inside me.
"That's all I've got," Tracy said.
"Really?" Tori asked. "It was just getting interesting, you dirty ass slut."
"You just wish you could get some young stud to bang your ass," Tracy countered, tonight's wild night and the alcohol awakening a more aggressive side in her.
"Well, there wasn't much of a plot," Christine said, "but your wicked fantasy is pretty hot."
"I just wrote down what I think every time I see him," Tracy admitted.
"So now that we've all read out our magnum opi, it's time for some Truth or Dare," Tori announced.
"Oh God," Christine groaned.
"No way," Tracy followed suit.
"Or some Spin the Bottle, if you prefer," Tori offered, still with a cock strapped around her waist.
"You just want an excuse to kiss me," Christine teased.
"Yes, or to fuck you," Tori amended wickedly, feeling so powerful with a cock around her waist.
"Or to fuck me?" Tracy asked, so horny her attention was torn between the hard, restless cock beneath her feet, and the plastic one pointing directly at her from across the coffee table.
"You're definitely not fucking me," Patrick joked, his cock flinching under Tracy's feet.
"Patrick finds all those options exciting," Tracy outed him.
"Then it's decided. Truth or dare, Patrick?" Tori asked.
"Is there a third choice?" he asked, knowing that whatever the question or dare was, it would be sexually charged.
"Nope," Tori said.
"Truth then, I guess," Patrick said, that seeming a little less risky than a dare.
"Are you horny right now?" Tori asked.
"How could I not be?" he said, adding, "three hot women, all of you telling sex stories, all of you wearing not only sexy costumes, but also nylons!"
"Fair enough," Tori nodded, after a moment, "Your turn, Patrick."
"I have no idea who to ask," he said.
"Ask me," Christine said.
"Truth or dare?" Patrick asked, as Tori walked over to loom above the couch.
"My turn for a foot massage," Tori demanded, sitting down on the table and placing a foot on top of Tracy's.
"Hey, he wasn't finished doing me," Tracy said.
"Oh, he can finish you later," Tori smiled wickedly, stressing the word, as Patrick obediently switched over to massaging her foot.
God, this is the best night ever, Patrick thought to himself... trying his hardest (pun intended) to avoid saying anything that might kill the kinky mood of the evening.
"You're so bad," Tracy shook her head and reluctantly pulled her feet out from beneath Tori's.
"Truth," Christine replied to Patrick, not really caring which one she chose. She was drunk and horny tonight, and she was not going to hold anything back.
"Um, I...." Patrick pondered, unsure what to ask... every conceivable question appearing extremely precarious.
"Would you go down on Tracy or me if we asked?" Tori jumped in and asked bluntly.
Christine countered just as bluntly, "In a heartbeat."
"Good to know," Tori smiled.
"Yes, that's very good to know," Tracy agreed, as she wondered what it would be like to have the pretty woman between her legs.
"Truth or dare, Tracy?" Christine asked.
"I'll stick with truth too," Tracy said, a little, okay a lot nervous about what a dare might commit her to doing.
"Do you prefer a dick in your ass to one in your pussy?" Christine asked.
"Yes, always," Tracy admitted, figuring that specific truth was likely pretty obvious, following her terribly revealing story about her personal trainer sticking it to her there.
"Truth or dare, Tori?" Tracy asked.
"Dare, of course," Tori said. "You know me better than needing to ask."
"Flash us... especially Patrick... your tits," Tracy dared her, figuring there was no way she'd go that far.
"I'll do even better than that," Tori said, as remaining seated, she stripped off her entire costume in one swift move, and was suddenly sitting there in front of everyone... and yes, especially Patrick... only wearing thigh highs and panties... having chosen not to wear a bra tonight.
"Oh my God!" Tracy gasped, as Patrick's eyes went huge.
"Like my tits, Patrick? Tori asked, as she turned towards him and cupped them.
"They're... ummm... very impressive," Patrick managed, not even trying to pretend he wasn't staring at those big tits, and also their hard nipples, looking like they were made for sucking.
"I know they are," Tori said, as she wiggled her feet to remind Patrick to resume massaging them.
"Sorry, I got a little distracted by something," he said.
"By what?" Tori asked.
"No idea,' he smirked.
"You like big tits, Patrick? Well mine are bigger than hers," Tracy said, shedding her dress and bra and presenting her massive tits to him and the other two.
"Holy shit!" Christine gasped, shocked that Tracy was now half naked, and stunned by how large indeed her tits were... she'd obviously lost a lot of weight, but not from certain overly attractive parts of her body.
"Shit, girl," Tori said, impressed that the reserved Tracy was shedding her shell. "Those beauties are amazing."
Patrick remained speechless as his eyes darted back and forth between the two pairs of gorgeous tits... a full set more than he'd seen in real life in something like twenty years.
"Why are you still dressed?" Tori asked Christine.
"Because I don't have as impressive a rack as you two do," she said, having always been self-conscious about her smallish tits.
"I'm sure they're great," Tori reassured her.
"Show them to us," Tracy added, as she noticed Patrick staring at her tits more than Tori's, which made her feel especially singled out.
"Fine," Christine shrugged, as she discarded her skimpy outfit and bra, and was soon standing in front of everyone wearing only her pantyhose and a thong.
"You're worried about your boobs? They're perfect for your body," Tori admired.
"Agreed, and they probably don't strain your back like mine do," Tracy added.
"So I guess only one of us is still wearing their costume," Tori said, looking directly at Patrick.
"I think my distinctly unfeminine rack may disappoint you bountiful gals," he joked.
"I don't think it will at all, you hunk," Tori rebutted. "For you, we have different expectations."
"Take it off, take it off, take it off!" all three ladies chanted, somewhat in unison.
"Fine," he said, shaking his head, but knowing he had a good upper body. He took off his shirt, and the wig too.
"Fuck," Tori said, admiring his amazing pecs.
"Nice," Tracy said, taking in his washboard stomach.
"Maybe I'm not exclusively a cunt muncher," Christine said wickedly, also impressed with the lone male specimen inhabiting the room.
"I'm flattered," he said.
"Truth or dare, Patrick?" Tori asked.
"Truth," he chose, terrified of what a Tori dare might entail.
"Which of us girls do you want to fuck first?" she asked.
"What? No way I'm answering that!"
"Then you have to accept a punishment," she said.
Okay."
"The pants come off too."
"What? No!"
"Either answer the question or take your pants off," Tori insisted.
"Ladies, please," Patrick pleaded with the two more reasonable ladies.
"One or the other," Christine said, dashing that hope.
"And I'd prefer the other," Tracy said, wanting to see Patrick in just his underwear. "And we're unanimous about that."
"Fine, since you're unanimous," he surrendered, shaking his head. He stood up, Tori moving her feet off his lap, and he pulled his pants down, saying, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Nice boxers," Tracy said.
"Nice package," Tori said, his big bulge just a couple feet away from her, and at eye level.
"Just how I imagined you looking," Christine said.
"You've imagined me stripping?" Patrick said, standing there in only his boxers... tight boxer briefs actually, that showcased his prominent dick and his tight ass.
"We all have," Tracy said.
"In vivid detail," Tori said, "and speculated to each other about it," admiring Patrick as if he was a piece of meat... a delicious hunk of man meat.
"It's someone else's turn," Patrick said.
"And your turn to choose who it is," Tori reminded him.
"Oh. Right. Truth or dare, Tracy?" he asked, she appearing to be the safest bet of the three.
"Dare," she said, surprising everyone, including herself.
"Come suck on my cock," Tori usurped Patrick's authority, standing up and waving her black dick around.
"What?"
"You heard me, "Tori said. "Get over here, drop to your knees, and suck my cock."
"You don't think I will, do you?" Tracy asked.
"Nope," Tori said.
"Fine," Tracy said, as she walked over, dropped to her knees, and took the plastic cock in her mouth.
"Holy shit," Patrick gasped, this newest scene being performed before him so fucking hot.
"Nice," Christine said, proud of Tracy for not backing down.
Tracy bobbed for about fifteen seconds before pulling back, looking at Patrick, his large hard cock so perfectly framed in his tight boxers, and saying, "I've always been really good at doing this."

Patrick was stunned speechless as Tori said, "Good on you, Tracy."
"Truth or dare, Tori?" Tracy asked.
"Dare, of course."
"Give Patrick's hard dick a big squeeze," Tracy said, daring what she wished she could just do herself if she was that brazen... and she knew Tori was that brazen.
"Easy," Tori said, as she reached over to Patrick and squeezed his very hard cock, and then reported, "Fuck, it is hard; very hard."
"Oh, God," Patrick groaned, as his cock was suddenly contained within someone else's other than his or his wife's hand.
"This is getting crazy," Christine said, realizing they'd all crossed a line they couldn't go back from.
"Dare or dare, Christine?" Tori asked, letting go of Patrick's cock and adding, "God, you've got an amazing cock."
"Thanks," he groaned, his cock throbbing.
"Dare, I guess," Christine said, not about to back down from Tori's challenge.
"Go suck on Tracy's big, hard nipples," Tori dared.
"Really? Not a problem," Christine said, excited to complete this dare.
"What?" Tracy asked, startled as she watched Christine approaching her.
"I've wanted to suck on these titties for quite a while," Christine said, reaching Tracy, cupping both tits in her hands, and bending down to suck a hard nipple into her mouth.
"Oooooooooh, my," Tracy moaned, stunned that her friend was feeling her up and sucking on her nipples, and also burning with lust at the pleasure suddenly swarming inside her... her nipples one of her most responsive trigger points.
"I didn't think she'd actually do it," Tori said.
"Wow," Patrick said, watching his very first live lesbian act.
"Fuck it," Tori said, as she dropped to the floor on her knees, fished out Patrick's big cock, and took it in her mouth before Patrick even had time to react.
"Oh, God," Patrick moaned, as he was suddenly receiving a blow job... right in front of two other hot women!
"No way," Tracy said, as she watched Tori bob on Patrick's dick... a little jealous she wasn't the one with a mouthful of his cock.
Christine stopped worshipping Tracy's huge tits, turned and gasped, "Holy shit!"
Patrick looked up and just gave everyone a look of 'I don't know how this happened!'
"Get back to my tits, my cute lesbian friend," Tracy ordered awkwardly, anxious to feel Christine's wet warm lips and breath back on her tits and nipples.
"Oh, getting bossy are we?" Christine asked, as she returned to her friend's big tits.
"Yeppers; I've always wanted my own personal pet," Tracy said, as she reached her hand behind her friend's head.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Tori moaned, as she moved her hand to her pussy while still bobbing hungrily.
"Whatever you do, don't stop," Patrick groaned, Tori's mouth wrapped around his cock feeling so much better than his fleshlight.
"Not until you come in my mouth," Tori pledged, briefly taking his cock out of her mouth to reply before sucking it back in.
"That's it, suck on my nipples," Tracy moaned, her entire body on fire from Christine's licking and gentle biting.
Christine, feeling her lust taking over, and deciding to explore her lesbian side further, and to confirm her bi side (no way was she passing on Patrick's dick tonight if she got the chance), gently but insistently pushed Tracy back onto her chair.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Tracy stammered, as she collapsed back into the chair.
"Eating a snack," Christine replied, as she spread her friend's legs, ripped her pantyhose apart at the seam, pulled her panties aside, and dove in.
"Oh my God!" Tracy moaned loudly, as Christine's tongue contacted her very wet pussy.
"Holy shit," Patrick gasped, as he watched Christine dive between Tracy's legs... their wild fictional stories suddenly appearing tame compared to the reality the four of them were now creating.
"What now?" Tori asked, backing off from his big dick and turning her head to see her two friends in a very compromising position. "Wow! Holy shit indeed!"
"Oh yes, eat my pussy just like that," Tracy moaned, her orgasm rising quickly from the wild, sexually charged night.
"Mmmmmmm, yes," Christine moaned, as she licked her first-ever pussy and found it was everything she'd ever imagined: sweet and tasty.
"I can't believe any of this," Tori exclaimed, unable not to look, even as one of her hands continued stroking Patrick's big cock.
"Crazy," Patrick said, the lesbian scene occurring on the other side of the small table even crazier than his getting blown by a married woman.
"Crazy? That's how big your cock is," Tori said, ripping her stare away from her two lesbian-ing friends and returning her attention to her other friend and his huge, mouth-watering dick. She then decided, "Actually, let's get closer to the other action."
Tori got up, took Patrick's dick in her hand and tugged him to stand right beside Tracy and Christine. "This way we can enjoy both shows at once," Tori said, before she took his big cock back into her mouth.
"Oh my God," Patrick moaned, quoting countless porn scenes, as Tori began really bobbing on his cock, while he took advantage of his nearby view of Christine's action between Tracy's legs.
"Nice cock, Patrick," Tracy admired, as she watched Tori sucking it.
"Thanks," he said. "Nice everything you have."
"Thanks," she said, appreciating that this was a weird conversation and a wild night.
"And thanks for your tasty pussy," Christine chipped in, between long wide licks... parting the wet pussy lips with her fingers from both hands to expose new wetness to lick.
"And thanks for your amazing tongue," Tracy moaned.
Patrick, feeling bold, and deciding to morph these dual twosomes into a threesome or a foursome, pulled out of Tori's mouth and brought his cock to Tracy's face.
"Hey!" Tori protested.
"Mmmmmmm, yummy," Tracy far from protested, as she opened her mouth and took Patrick's dick in her mouth to suddenly begin experiencing her first threesome since her college days, when she'd taken part in many threesomes... regularly getting spit-roasted or double penetrated... anything to get the boys.
"Well then, I'm using this," Tori declared, as she knelt down behind Christine and ripped her pantyhose apart.
Christine's eyes went huge as she realized Tori was planning to fuck her with her very own strap-on. But not wishing to chance being wrong, she spun her head back and said, "Tori, I dare you to fuck my pussy."
"Yeah? Then I dare you to take this big cock in your cunt," Tori countered, as she tugged Christine's thong aside and slid the cock easily into her friend's very wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," Christine moaned, as her pussy was suddenly completely filled. She turned her head back around and buried her face in Tracy's pussy, suddenly serving as the meat inside a sex sandwich.
"That's it Tracy, suck my cock," Patrick moaned, loving the sight of her sucking his dick, Christine eating her pussy, and Tori fucking Christine from behind.
"Mmmmmmm," Tracy moaned on the big cock, both because she loved sucking this big dick, and because Christine's tongue was really driving her wild.
"Take it, slut," Tori ordered, as she began fucking Christine hard.
"Oh fuck," Christine moaned, trying to concentrate on her licking through the heavenly distraction of getting banged.
"I'm going to come," Patrick warned, Tracy's warm, eager mouth, in addition to the two hot lesbian scenes entangled below him, making his balls boil.
"Mmmmmmm," Tracy moaned again, not slowing down at all, ready and willing to swallow his load, no matter how big it might be.
"Come on her face," Tori blurted out, loving the idea of watching Tracy take a facial.
"Okay," Patrick agreed, pulling out, and in less than a second exploding a big load all over Tracy's pretty face.
"So hot," Tori groaned, as she watched the ongoing facial while still slamming her body into Christine's.
"Mmmmmmmm," Tracy moaned, as the warm load splattered onto her face, and Christine's tongue, accented by Tori's hard drilling, had her nearing orgasm herself.
Christine desperately licked as best she could as her orgasm rose too, the simultaneous giving and receiving so sexually stimulating.
Moans echoed throughout the room as Patrick watched the lesbian threesome... his recently spent cock not going down at all.
"Oh yes, eat my cunt, you hungry lesbian slut," Tracy moaned, always exercising her wicked tongue in the heat of lust. Such a polar opposite to her everyday demeanor.
"Come all over my cock," Tori ordered as she slammed into her friend, loving the unusual rush of being the giver instead of the receiver... her own pussy on fire without it even being touched.
"Oh God yes, don't fucking stop," Tracy demanded, grabbing the back of Christine's head and clutching it firmly against her fevered pussy.
Christine licked as best she could, as she was face planted against her friend's pussy with her own body about to erupt.
"Oh yes... fuck... yes... fuck... I'm coming!!" Tracy screamed, as cum flooded out of her while Patrick's cum continued dripping off her chin and onto her tits.
Christine's face was coated with Tracy's delicious cunt cum, and she licked it up like it was wine, even while she was about to come herself.
A few seconds later, once Tracy had let go of her friend's head and collapsed backwards into her chair to enjoy the remainder of her orgasm, Christine began demanding, now vigorously bouncing back to meet Tori's deep thrusts, "Pound my pussy Tori, drill me with that big fucking dick!"
"Wild," Patrick gasped, this experience something none of his friends would believe. He got teased by his jock buddies for belonging to something as pedestrian as a book club, but he'd always found it a great balance to the rest of his life, and these three ladies were his best friends... although he'd never tell his buddies that.
"Come, you dirty slut, come from getting fucked by your own strap-on," Tori cried, rushes of adrenaline coursing through her body.
"Oh yes... fuck... Tori... fuck me, fuck me, ooooooooooh, fuck!" Christine babbled as her orgasm ripped through her.



"Good slut," Tori crooned as she continued fucking Christine throughout her orgasm.
After a minute Tori pulled out and wondered, removing the strap-on, "How is it possible I'm the only one who hasn't had an orgasm?"
"Because you've been busy giving two of us ours," Tracy quipped with a smirk.
"Then I deserve to be well rewarded," Tori said, as she walked over to Tracy, the only one she hadn't made orgasm, tugged her out of her chair, and wrestled them both to their knees so she could offer her pussy to her.
"I'm not a lesbi..." Tracy began to protest, before she was yanked to her elbows and her face was planted in Tori's very wet pussy.
"Get eating, Tracy," Tori ordered, still feeling like a cocksman as she took control.
Tracy's face suddenly in her friend's pussy, the pungent scent enveloping her, she figured why not, and tentatively began licking.
"That's it, Tracy, eat my pussy," Tori coaxed her, as she slowly ground her pussy up and down Tracy's face, knowing some of Patrick's cum still coating Tracy's face would be mixed into a sweet cocktail for her friend.
"Wow," Christine said, as she watched Tori aggressively using Tracy's face.
"Come eat my asshole, dyke," Tori demanded, as she looked back at her friend, still kneeling on the floor.
"I'm not a dyke," Christine pointed out, hating that word, although she did begin moving to obey her friend's nasty order.
"Cunt muncher, pussy licker, pearl diver, dyke, lesbo, whatever," Tori shrugged. "Semantics."
"Dykes only go for women, and they're usually dominant," Christine explained pedantically, as she nevertheless pulled Tori's ass cheeks apart. She then turned to Patrick and added, "Plus, this bi-girl also likes dicks; for instance ones like yours."
"Just eat my asshole," Tori ordered, having never been dined on from both ends before, but having once seen it in a porn scene.
"Yeah, yeah, you got it," Christine agreed, not unwillingly, as she leaned forward and began licking her friend's rosebud.
"Oh yes... eat my holes my sexy sluts," Tori moaned, as the tongue lashings on both front and back felt so good.
"Shit," Patrick said, this easily being the hottest thing he'd ever seen before, whether live or on video.
Tracy was surprised by how much she was enjoying eating Tori's pussy... and how it just seemed so natural to do.
Christine swirled her tongue around Tori's butthole, in awe of what had already transpired, what she was now doing, and what still may lay ahead tonight.
"That dick is mine next," Tori dibbed, as her orgasm was about to erupt.
"Actually, I plan on sharing the wealth," Patrick denied her.
"Oh fuck, eat my cunt, eat my asshole, fuck, yes!" Tori babbled as she came.
Tracy was surprised by her sudden facewash as a torrent of girl-cum squirted out to coat her entire face, and in a matter of just a few minutes she'd taken two varieties of facials.
Tori trembled uncontrollably as her first orgasm from sex with another person in years coursed through her and flooded out of her.
Patrick stroked his dick as he watched the wild sex culmination before asking, confident the acclaim would be unanimous, "And for our next act, which of you sexy ladies want some of my big, hard cock?"
"I do," Tori cried out even as she was still coming, clutching Tracy's head.
"Me too," Christine joined in.
"Me three," Tracy quipped unoriginally, pulling her head back and desperately wanting that dick in her.
"All three of you come line up on all fours facing away from me, side by side," Patrick ordered.
"I like a man who knows what he wants," Tori said, slowly getting to her feet to take the few steps required of her.
"I like a man who knows what a woman wants," Tracy said, as she also began moving into position.
"And I like a man who can keep it up," Christine completed the chorus as she too knelt down on all fours.
Tracy knelt on one side of her, Tori on the other, and Patrick was staring at three hot women, all on all fours, their asses posing temptingly for him.
"You're all very good girls," he praised, as he knelt down behind Tori.
"Wrong idea. Make us into bad girls," Tori said, wiggling her ass at him.
"Like this?" Patrick slid into Tori's wet pussy and began moaning.
"Oh yes, give me that dick," Tori moaned as well, loving how his big dick stretched her long-neglected pussy and reached depths her husband couldn't possibly achieve even if he was still interested.
"Such a lovely tight pussy," Patrick praised.
"I'm pretty much a virgin, it's been so long," Tori moaned, as Patrick gave her a count of exactly ten strokes, and then pulled out.
"Noooooooo," Tori whined, her pleasure just beginning to rise.
"My turn," Christine said, dying to feel a real cock in her pussy for the first time in what felt like forever, even though she'd greatly enjoyed the plastic dick drilling her earlier.
"No, me next," Tracy pleaded, the only woman here who had yet to have a dick of any sort in her pussy in over a year.
Patrick chose the adjacent woman and slid into Christine, assuring everyone, "I'll make sure you all get dicked good."
"You call it 'dicked good'?" Tori laughed, that phrase sounding so strange coming from the normally grammatically correct Patrick.
"Should I call it 'dicked hard'?" Patrick asked, as he slowly slid in and out of Christine.
"Yes please, dick me harder," Christine begged, not wanting to be made love to, but to be fucked.
"My turn," Tracy said impatiently.
"Yes, yes," Patrick said, pulling out of one warm pussy and sliding smoothly into another.
"Oh, fuck yes," Tracy moaned. "Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck my pussy hard!"
Patrick kept count, wanting to make sure each woman received the same number of strokes.
"Back to me, Patrick," Tori demanded.
And for a couple of minutes, Patrick went systematically between the three pussies.
Ten deep thrusts each, and by request, no longer gentle ones.
Ten bouncing back poundings from the girls.
Ten hard fast slams from him.
Three girls all wanting more.
"My ass next, Patrick, please fuck my ass!" Tracy begged as he approached her.
"Your ass? You sure?" he gasped.
"Yes please, just slide that monster in my asshole," Tracy cried.
"Okay," he said, having never fucked an ass before.
"And then plug my ass," Christine begged.
"Fuck it," Tori said, having never had a dick or anything at all in her ass before. "Why not? Do my ass too."
"I'll go get some lube," Christine said, getting up and heading for her bedroom.
"I don't need any fucking lube, Patrick, just please slam that dick in my asshole right now!" Tracy pleaded. "I can take it!"
"Okay," he said again although still dubiously, his cock positioned at her backdoor.
"Go ahead, take her at her word. Just shove it in her ass," Tori urged, wanting to see that big dick fill Tracy's ass... the very idea so taboo, kinky and hot.
"Okay," Patrick repeated, as he pushed forward and his dick slowly disappeared between her ass cheeks and into a tight hole seeming as hot as lava. "Oh God. Are you okay, Tracy?"
"Oh... Yes... I'm so okay!" Tracy moaned, as her ass was filled slowly, a mixture of pleasure and pain swarming inside her just like it used to... just the way she'd always liked it.
"You're so tight," Patrick groaned, in awe of how tight this hole was.
"Oh, yeah. Fuck her ass!" Tori urged, watching intently.
"Without lube?" Christine asked in astonishment, returning with a bottle.
"Nope, our ass slut just took that big dick into her ass sooo easily," Tori reported gleefully.
"Well, you'll want some lube for your virgin hole," Christine prescribed, as she coated her fingers and generously lathered Tori's asshole, inside and out.
"Oh yes, now go ahead and really fuck my ass, Patrick," Tracy demanded. "Don't make love to it, rip it apart with your big mother fucking dick!"
"Okay," Patrick said, still in awe that his cock was inside a woman's ass.
"This may feel weird at first," Christine warned her virginal ass pupil.
"What willlllll?" Tori asked, and then found out, as she suddenly felt a finger deep in her ass.
"I'm going to gape this tight little asshole a bit, so you can take Patrick's dick in it without too much pain," Christine explained, as she wiggled her finger around inside.
"Oh God," Tori moaned, feeling a slight pain, but also a lot of pleasure coursing through her as she was anally finger fucked.
"Such a tight cute little asshole," Christine said, as she slid a second finger into her friend's asshole, while enjoying the role reversal of being the one in charge.
"Oh fuck," Tori gasped, as her asshole was stretched, and an intense clash of pleasure and pain confronted each other inside the battleground of her ass.
"Oh yes, Patrick, that's exactly what I need, ream my shithole, ream it good," Tracy moaned, as Patrick began to really fuck Tracy's ass... loving the intense tightness of it, as well as defying the wicked taboo of ass fucking someone.
"Come and fuck Tori's ass now, Patrick," Christine instructed, after gaping the hole thoroughly with her two fingers.
"Okay," he said.
"No, keep fucking my ass," Tracy said, clenching her ass cheeks, making her asshole even tighter.
"Oooooooh, God," Patrick groaned, as he pulled out to the vice grip of Tracy's ass. He moved to Tori and asked, "You sure you want this rod in your ass?"
"I think so. When in Rome..." Tori replied as Christine pulled her fingers out.
"Okay," he said, as he moved behind her and looked at the inviting hole.
"Go slow, especially at first," Christine cautioned. "Tori's ass isn't used to a big dick up it like Tracy's is."
"Hey, what's with the insult?" Tracy objected, as she watched from all fours, kind of looking forward to watching Tori's facial expression when a large eight-inch cock went deep into her ass for the first time.
"What?" Christine shrugged. "You're an ass slut and so am I; there's nothing wrong with that."
"No, there isn't," Tracy agreed, reassured.
Patrick slowly slid his cock into the virginal backdoor.
"Ooooooooh," Tori whimpered, as the cock gradually violated her ass.
"Remember to breathe Tori, and breathe deeply," Christine instructed, as she watched Patrick's cock disappearing in her friend's ass.
"So hot," Tracy said, as she crawled closer to watch.
"Oh God," Tori groaned, biting her lip, the pleasure-pain competition currently being won by the pain... yet, somehow, oddly in a pleasurable way.
"I can stop if you want," Patrick offered, detecting the discomfort in Tori's movements.
"No, don't you dare stop," Tori objected. "I want your dick buried in my ass; just go slow, like you're doing."
"Okay," Patrick agreed, and he continued.
Christine picked up the strap-on and fastened it on, curious what it would feel like not just to wear it, but to use it... and Tracy looked more than ready to take some of her dick... in her ass.
"Oh God, you're so big," Tori moaned, as the cock just kept drilling deeper and deeper into her ass.
"And you're so tight," Patrick replied, moving at a snail's pace inside Tori's butt.
Once her cock was on, Christine walked over to Tracy, who was closely watching Tori getting ass reamed, and asked, "Ready to become my first ass slut?"
"Oh, yes please," Tracy agreed, looking back to see Christine kneeling behind her.
"Oh God," Tori moaned, as she felt Patrick's body nestled against hers for the first time.
"I'm no virginal Tori, just slam that big dick in my ass," Tracy ordered, as Christine placed her hands on her hips.
"I've no problem with doing that," Christine replied, as she admired her friend's ass. She positioned her cock and slid it inside the butthole, which was still slightly open from Patrick's earlier fucking.
"You're all the way inside, Patrick? Then fuck her ass," Tracy moaned as her own ass was filled.
Patrick did slowly begin to fuck Tori's ass, enjoying her intense tightness and the knowledge he was the first person ever to fuck her there.
"Oh shit," Tori moaned, the pleasure and pain still at war, although with neither side winning at this point, which meant the pleasure was gaining.
"So tight," Patrick said, in awe of the vacuum-like grip on his dick.
"Oh yes, pound my back door," Tracy moaned, feeling nothing but pleasure as Christine ass fucked her full steam ahead.
"Oh yeah," Christine said, feeling such a rush at being the one doing the fucking, at having all the control.
For a couple minutes Patrick ass fucked Tori slowly and gently, while Christine was really reaming Tracy's ass.
The pleasure finally winning the battle inside Tori's ass, she began wanting more. She moaned, "This is finally getting really good. Please fuck my ass harder, Patrick."
"Okay, just keep telling me how you want it," Patrick said, excited at the possibility that soon he might be giving Tori an ass fucking similar to the one Christine was pounding into Tracy.
"Oh God, you really know how to use that dick," Tracy moaned, a second orgasm rising through her.
Moans... whimpers... the slapping sounds of bodies slamming into each other echoed through the room, as Tori and Tracy were sodomized.
"Oh yes, even harder now," Tori moaned, as pleasure now consumed her, and she moved a hand to her pussy to rub her burning lust.
"Yes! Drill my asshole, Christine," Tracy moaned, as she bounced back to take the cock as deep in her ass as possible.
Christine was sweating freely as she discovered doing the man's job was a lot more work than she'd realized.
Patrick thought this was his best workout in a while, as he too was sweating while he demolished Tori's asshole.
"Oh, fuck yes, ass fuck me baby," Tracy moaned, close to another orgasm.
"Oh fuck, fuck, mother fucker," Tori screamed, as her orgasm hit her from the deep ass drilling, as well as from frantically rubbing her pussy.
"What a dirty ass slut," Christine teased as she watched Tori come.
"Fuck you and the horse that rode you in," Tori responded weakly and nonsensically, as she collapsed forward.
"Come and fuck my ass now Patrick, while I keep fucking Tracy's," Christine said, an unusual sex position she'd seen in porn, but had never experienced.
"Really?" he asked, even as he moved towards her.
"Fuck yes," Christine said, as she paused deep inside Tracy's ass.
"And hurry up about it," Tracy demanded, not at all happy about the sudden lack of action inside her ass.
"Sorry if I'm getting a bit slow, you three hotties are really giving me a workout," Patrick said, his cock still throbbing as he positioned himself behind Christine.
"Just slide it in, baby," Christine said, "I'm all ready for you," excited to try this position.
"Okay," Patrick said, in awe that he was on the verge of not only having fucked, but also having ass fucked all three MILFs.
He slid his cock easily inside her, and once he was all the way in, Christine instructed, "Okay Patrick, now back out and come back in, starting slowly, as we try to do this in unison."
"Sure," Patrick said.
Tori finally completed her long orgasm as she watched the sex sandwich gearing up. Then not wishing to be the lone girl out, she lay down in front of the locomotive of the train and ordered, "Get snacking, Tracy."
"You love making me eat your pussy, don't you?" Tracy said, as she bent down to eat her friend's pussy... her new favourite snack.
"Since you don't seem to mind, I think you'll be dining on it a lot from now on," Tori said, knowing that following this wild night of lust unleashed, there was no going back.
"I'll expect you to be munching on mine too," Tracy moaned, as the train continued accelerating into motion.
"Oh fuck, I want more of that too, in both directions: there'll be a lot of cunt munching between us from now on," Christine added, imagining dining on both of her friends regularly.
"I hope there'll be more sexual workouts with me involved too," Patrick said, as he and Christine began getting into a perfect rhythm.
"Oh yes, my holes will always be open to my best big-dicked friend," Tracy offered between licks.
"Mine too," Tori agreed.
"I guess we're all your willing three-hole cum sluts, Patrick," Christine moaned, as she began enjoying the rapidly plunging dick in her ass.
"Well, I'll always be available for any workouts you three might require," Patrick completed the deal.
For the next few minutes there were just the moans of sex.
Tori moaning as Tracy licked her pussy, with multiple orgasms in her near future.
Tracy moaning as she was ass fucked, and her next orgasm so close.
Christine moaning as she both gave and received simultaneously.
Patrick grunting as he unexpectedly deposited a load in Christine's ass.
"Oh yes, you just came in my ass," Christine moaned, as she felt her bowels coated with cum.
"Where's my load?" Tori asked, as he'd now deposited two loads, one on Tracy's face and the other in Christine's ass, so just like receiving her foot massage, she was the last one in the queue.
"Oh, I know exactly where it is," Christine said ominously, just as Tracy came as well from their marathon ass fucking session.
Patrick pulled out once he was spent, and Christine pulled out of Tracy, then walked around to Tori, who was still lying on her back, and lowered her ass onto her face... Patrick's cum dribbling down onto Tori's face.
"You bitch," Tori gasped, as cum splattered her.
"Eat my asshole, slut," Christine ordered, feeling so wicked.
"I will because I'm a saint, but you're going to pay for this," Tori said blasphemously, before she obeyed by rimming the gaping asshole to retrieve Patrick's cum from inside.
"That's it Tori, eat my asshole," Christine ordered.
The act was humiliating, but also satisfying, as she licked and sucked the cum out of the gaping asshole.
After a minute Christine moved slightly, and next dropped her pussy onto her friend's face. "Now eat my cunt."
"Fuuuuuck," Tori groaned, not being left out, since Tracy was attacking her clit while she tried to do the same to Christine's.
"That's it, eat my pussy, Tori," Christine said. "Eat it good."
Tori came from Tracy's amazing tongue, but her screams were muffled as she continued licking Christine.
As her orgasm got close, Christine began urgently grinding her pussy up and down Tori's face.
Tori licked as best she could as her face was roughly used in a way she'd never imagined might happen.
Finally Christine erupted, coating Tori's face with her cum.
Tori lapped up her friend's cum, savouring the subtle taste.
A couple minutes later, all four were naked and sitting together on the couch... Patrick in the middle, with Tori and Tracy beside him, and Christine beside Tori.
"So, that was crazy fun," Tracy said.
"Yeah, way crazier fun than the books we've been reading," Christine said.
"I still can't believe we did all that," Patrick said.
"And I cheated on my husband," Tori said before adding, "a lot. Can't say I'm sorry I did it, though."
"And you lost your anal cherry," Christine added.
"And ate pussy," Tracy added.
"So did you two," Tori pointed out. "So... I have an idea for what to read next Thursday," a plethora of wicked ideas spinning in her head.
"Oh? What's that?" Christine asked, as she moved her feet over Tori's legs and onto Patrick's still semi-erect cock.
"Have you girls ever read any erotica?" Tori asked.
"Of course," Tracy said, no longer shy. "Too much, truthfully."



"How about an author named silkstockingslover?" she asked.
"Of course," Tracy repeated, having come many times while reading her stories. "I'd imagine just about everyone reads her stuff."
Christine added, "Her lesbian stories are partly responsible for my growing interest in women, and my knowledge that most men are assholes."
"Hey," Patrick objected.
"And a select few have big cocks and generous natures, so they can do a great job of reaming my asshole," Christine smiled. "Better, Patrick?"
"Much better. Just sign me up to do that for you anytime."
"I've never heard of her," Patrick mentioned.
"Well you will, beginning next week," Tori assured her. How about next Thursday we all get naked here in Christine's house, then take turns reading some of her stories to each other while we act out the good parts? And better yet, I've corresponded with Jasmine Walker some, so if I wrote down what we did during the last couple of days and sent it to her, she might decide to put it into her own words and publish it on Literotica."
Of course they all agreed, but that's a story perhaps for another time.
THE END
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If the Shoe Fits: A Shoe Fetish Story 
Summary: Shoe obsession leads to submissive sexual exploration.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Kevin, who requested this fantasy.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
If the Shoe Fits: A Shoe Fetish Story
There are two things I love to do every day: work out and jerk off... although it's usually 1. Jerk off, 2. Work out, and 3. Jerk off again. Repeat as needed.
I work out at a local gym run by two of the nicest and hottest people I've ever met: Mike and Roxy Jackson. They also happen to be my next door neighbours. Well, actually my parents' next door neighbours I suppose, since I only live there in the summer... the rest of the year I'm away at college.
I'm 21, pretty good looking, with blond hair and blue eyes, 5'7", in great shape, and I have an impressive 8-inch cock that had gotten me pretty popular in my college life. Yet my most constant jerk off fantasy was Roxy.
Roxy was in her mid-thirties, tiny at 5'1", and weighed only around 115 pounds. Yet she had a huge bust, that looked out of place on her petite but muscular physique. She had long, raven-coloured hair, and piercing dark brown eyes. She had a few tattoos as well, as she found a way to mix sexy and tough in a way I hadn't ever seen before. Her attractiveness was enhanced by the fact that whenever she wasn't working out at the gym, she always seemed to be wearing nylons, which really showcased her amazing legs, as well as high heels that added five inches to her height.
Her husband Mike was all muscle... shaved head... tons of tats... and super friendly... considering that he looked like he could crush you with just his hands. In fact he probably could... he just wouldn't.
Anyway, I'd met Mike and Roxy many times, but I'd never really hung out with them much... due to our age difference I suppose... although I'd learned that my parents had been hanging out with them a lot ever since I'd moved away from home.
This summer I resumed working out at their gym, partly to stay in shape, and partly to eyeball Roxy, who wore heels, nylons and short skirts at work (unless she was working out)... I assume because she knew she had an amazing body so why not flaunt it... but I imagine her outfits also brought in some horny guys, and perhaps also horny lesbians.
She often wore wedges, often with open toes, so I could keep an eye on her cute toes, and I imagined sucking them into my mouth, or better yet, wrapping them around my cock.
An aside: I can ejaculate amazing cum shots... I have a cannon of a cock... having a personal best of shooting my cum as far as six feet... since as a dedicated jerkoff artist and a wannabe athlete, I constantly practiced my craft and measured the results.
Twice during the first two weeks I was home, my parents went next door for the evening... my mother dressed in sexy attire, which was very unlike what she typically wore. It was strange, but I didn't put much thought into it. I was just happy for them they were going out... even if I was surprised they didn't get home until after two in the morning... about four hours past my mom's typical bedtime (she was normally early to bed and early to rise).
It was a couple days after my parents had left for a week-long trip to the lake for their twenty-sixth wedding anniversary getaway, when there was a knock at the door.
I opened it, and saw Mike and Roxy standing there. I politely invited them in, even as I took a sly glance at Roxy's very ample cleavage and down to her feet... disappointed to see that she was in jeans and not nylons... but on the other hand, she was wearing what I think were 6-inch platform open-toed wedges... which meant I could see her freshly-painted red toenails, which were far from disappointing.
Mike asked, "Will you do us a favour, Kevin?"
"Sure, anything at all," I said, actually hoping to do anything at all for Roxy. Suck on her toes, lick her pussy, worship her tits, eat her ass, whatever. And the word 'whatever' encapsulates a very long list. This was a woman who deserved to be worshipped for an eternity!
"We're heading out of town for the weekend to a fitness conference, and we were hoping you could drop over a couple times or so and check on Bella," Mike requested.
"Sure, no problem," I agreed, Bella being their Siamese cat.
"Come on over right now if you would, and we'll give you a key and show you where everything is," Mike said.
"Sure," I agreed, and I followed them across, my rear-view vantage giving me an amazing and lengthy look at Roxy's ass as I did. Her usual skirts always presented me with ample opportunities to admire her legs and feet, but her jeans right now allowed me to admire a part of her body I seldom got to see showcased. She really did have a perfect body.
Roxy gave me a tour of the house, seeming to notice me admiring her tits, ass and feet, but not saying anything about it... although her warm smile implied she knew... and enjoyed the attention.
Anyway, I returned with their keys and a hard-on... which I dealt with the minute I was back in my bedroom.

Day 1
The next afternoon I went and checked on Bella. I fed her, gave her fresh water and some pets, which she seemed to enjoy.
I was about to leave, when curiosity got the best of me, and I decided to look around after seeing a couple pairs of Roxy's sexy shoes by the front door. I knew it was wrong, yet I couldn't' resist.
I went into their bedroom, feeling a little guilty at what I was doing, but I was being led by my lower head.
I looked in her dresser drawer, and found sexy panties and thongs, garter-belts and stockings.
I noticed their laundry hamper, and walked over to it, finding only a few items, including a blue pair of panties... the ones she must have been wearing yesterday while touring me around the house in those wonderfully tight jeans. I brought them to my nose and sniffed.
The scent was light, but it had me in complete lust.
I went to her walk-in closet, saving the best for last. I opened the door, and stared at four shelves, filled with some of the sexiest shoes and boots I'd ever seen... recalling seeing her wearing a few of the many pairs.
My entire body was trembling with excitement, as I bent down and picked up the pair of wedges Roxy had been wearing yesterday.
Before I even realized I was doing it, I had moved her shoe to my nose and was smelling the essence of her beautiful size six feet.
I inhaled deeply, as if I was taking my last ever breath, which made my cock harden like a steel beam.
I rubbed my cock through my shorts as I continued smelling her unique... exotic... enticing... scent.
Knowing she wouldn't know I'd taken it since they'd be gone for a couple of days, I grabbed one of the wedges, put it in a grocery bag, and returned home.
Once there, I opened my laptop, turned on some hot hardcore porn with a girl in heels and nylons getting fucked, and I got undressed. I stroked my cock with one hand, while I licked and sniffed the sole of Roxy's freshly worn heel... and I came within about thirty seconds. Pathetic... but the sweet, sweet, yet tangy taste of Roxy sweat was just too much. Truth be told, I hadn't really watched any of the video I had turned on.
Feeling guilty, I put the wedge back in the bag and decided to return it tomorrow.
BUT....
Day 1... later that night.
Although I didn't need to check on the cat again, I did need that other wedge. So I went over, petted the cat briefly just to convince myself I was actually doing the job I'd been requested to do, and retrieved the other heel... hoping for a fresh scent and taste. I quickly left like a twisted thief in the night, and returned to my bedroom for a second round of erotic shoe play.
This time I didn't even bother to put any porn on, as I sniffed and licked the second wedge while furiously stroking my cock, and I did something I'd only done one other time... at my friend's house and into his mother's heel... I aimed my cock into her other heel... so many times had I fantasized about her slipping her foot inside of it and sliding into my cum.
Pounding my cock, I focused on spewing a massive load into her wedge. I lasted a little longer than last time... by maybe a minute... before exploding all of my white seed inside her wedge.
Once again, once my orgasm had subsided, I felt guilty.
This was so wrong.
I grabbed some tissue and cleaned the wedge as best I could, as I shook my head at how I had just disrespected Roxy.
Day 2
I'd like to say I fed the cat, gave her a few pets, returned the wedges and left... actually I did all those things... although I did something else before the leaving part.
I went back into Roxy's bedroom and into her laundry basket, dug deeper, and found a pair of her pantyhose, which I put in my pocket. I grabbed another pair of wedges, taking a whiff and discovering she had recently worn these ones as well, and I headed back home.
In my bedroom, I put on some porn again, and being curious, having always wondered and been tempted, but never before actually following through, I got undressed and slid into the sheer, silky pantyhose. It took some time, as I discovered it wasn't remotely like pulling on a pair of pants.
Once they were on, I rubbed my hands up and down my legs, in awe of how silky sheer they were, and how sexy the pantyhose made me feel. I couldn't explain it, but in a sudden moment of clarity I felt an awakening of my feminine side; something I hadn't known I had.
A little unnerved by that, I rubbed my very hard cock (which wasn't at all feminine of course) through the sheer nylons, and I wondered what it would be like to stroke my hand up and down Roxy's amazing legs... plus her perfect ass, and especially her sexy as fuck feet.
Feeling so horny, I pulled the pantyhose down a bit to release my cock, as I sniffed and licked inside Roxy's six-inch left wedge.
Again I stroked my cock, as I licked the sole hungrily as if it were a melting ice cream cone, while I jerked my cock inside the other wedge.
I held back as long as I could... which was perhaps only two minutes... a new record because of the Roxy wedge in my hand... before erupting a huge wad inside of it.
Still horny, still crazed with lust, a new twisted idea popped into my head. Something I'd never seen in a porn film, or even pondered until this very moment... WHAT WOULD IT FEEL LIKE TO STICK MY HARD ROD INTO THE TOE OF THIS SEXY SHOE AND ACTUALLY FUCK IT LIKE A PUSSY?
The question now in my head, I needed to find out the answer.
Using my own freshly deposited first load, I squeezed the head of my cock between the thin toe straps, and began slowly moving the wedge back and forth on it.
As strange as it might sound to anyone who hasn't done this, the sight of my cock moving back and forth inside that beautiful shoe was insanely sexy.
It felt a little like being inside a woman's pussy... yet also completely different.
Because it was so taboo... so wrong... so kinky... it actually felt better than it should have.
Yet although it was an amazing sensation, I didn't want to use the shoe as a masturbation device, I wanted to actually fuck the shoe.
I wanted to fuck the wedge like it was a pussy... like it was part of a woman.
I wanted to truly fuck it.
I went to the bathroom and placed the wedge on the sink, which just happened to be the perfect height, and I began to fuck it.
I smelt the one wedge, Roxy's sweet scent adding to the stimulation and my exhilaration as it filled my nostrils, sending my entire body into overdrive.
I tightened the strap for maximum friction, as I pictured Roxy's sexy feet encased in mocha-coloured stockings.
I lasted a little longer than I might have because I'd just come, but in a few minutes, I was unloading a second load into Roxy's surrogate pussy. It felt so amazing... it felt like I had just actually fucked a girl.
Spent, I cleaned my cum out her shoe, and went across the room to do some online gaming.
Yet around midnight my cock was hard again, so I figured the Jacksons' cat could use an extra treat.
So, I went back to their house, and after giving the cat a treat... so I could at least defend honestly why I was there this time if challenged... I went back into their bedroom.
I rummaged through Roxy's dresser again, more thoroughly this time, and I found so much sexy lingerie there, including mocha-coloured old-fashioned pantyhose with a seam down the back, garter-belts and stockings, and even crotchless pantyhose. Fuck, the thought that at any time I'd seen her she could have been wearing crotchless pantyhose under her skirts and dresses, had me ready to bust a nut again.
I went into the closet, grabbed a pair of red six-inch pumps... there is just something fucking sexy as hell just about red heels, but six-inch ones?
So horny, I climbed out of my shorts and underwear, lay down on their bed, and sniffed inside the heels while I slowly stroked myself.
Her scent was so exotic... so subtle... but also captivating. I could imagine what it would be like to sniff those heels the very moment she had slipped her moist feet out of them.
I loved the smell of a pussy, but there was just something I couldn't explain that really revved my engines, as I became entranced by the scent of her heel.
The red pump didn't have an open toe, so I couldn't fuck it. I could have gone and found another pair, but instead I got on my knees on the bed and sniffed one of the shoes while pumping my cock, and again aiming for the open target.
As usual, I didn't last very long before shooting a big load directly into the shoe.
Spent, I quickly got dressed, but exhausted, I ended up crashing on their bed instead of going home.
Day 3
I was awakened at noon, when my phone rang. I was confused about my surroundings until I realized where I was.
I panicked; they were coming home today.
I reached for my phone and said, "Hello."
"Hi, Kevin, " a sexy feminine voice greeted me.
"Oh, hi," I said, instantly wide awake. It was Roxy.
"We'll be home in about three hours; can you please check in on Bella once more?" Roxy asked.
"Sure," I agreed.
"Thanks. We owe you," Roxy said.
I thought of the many ways she could repay me, but I answered simply, "Oh, it's been no trouble at all. Happy to do it."
"I'm glad. See you soon," she said.
"Sounds good," I replied.
"Have fun," she said, then she hung up.
Realizing I had limited time remaining alone with her shoes, and figuring I should heed her advice and 'have fun', I went back into her closet, and found another sexy pair of shoes: these ones were black, open-toed five-inch sling backs.
Realizing this might be my last chance to do this forever, I decided to go all in. I grabbed a pair of her crotchless pantyhose, and after getting completely naked, I put on the mocha pantyhose and began caressing my legs. Fuck, it's a real shame that pantyhose are considered a female only piece... like who the fuck decided that?
Same with heels!
I grabbed the shoes, and went into their master bathroom.
I stroked my cock slowly... allowing some precum to leak out, as I sniffed one heel while I placed the other on the bathroom sink.
The sweet scent had my balls boiling, and I used my pre-cum to lube the peep toe opening. It was a tight fit, tighter than the MILF ass I'd fucked when I picked her up at a bar a couple weeks ago, but once I was in, I slowly fucked it.
God, it was heaven.
I wanted to really enjoy this fucking, knowing I had a couple of hours before I had to make sure everything was back in place, so I took my time.
At least I did at first.
After a few minutes, I couldn't control myself any longer, and I began to really pound that heel, using both of my hands to hold it in place.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, as I exploded my load inside my creative fuck toy.
"Shit," a male voice... not mine!... said from behind me.
I looked up into the mirror, even as more of my cum spewed into the shoe, to see Mike and Roxy standing in the doorway, staring at me with looks of disbelief on their faces.
"Huh," Roxy said, looking at me, with not with the complete shock and disgust I'd expect, but... 'intrigue' would be the word I would use.
"I-I-I'm s-s-so s-s-sorry," I stammered, every word stemming from my being caught in the act in the most humiliating fashion ever... even making Jim fucking a pie in American Pie seem tame in comparison... a movie series my buddies and I had watched again just a couple weeks ago.
"May I please have my shoes back?" she asked surprisingly mildly, as she slipped out of the wedges she was wearing and revealed her newly painted toes, once again ruby red, encased in sheer black nylons... making my cock, still throbbing, leak out a little more cum.
"S-s-sure," I stammered, completely humiliated, and yet now becoming a little confused by their unfussed reaction.
I pulled my cock slowly out of the shoe, and handed her the cum-filled heel.
"The other one too, if you please," she ordered politely, but nonetheless it was an order.
"Yes ma'am," I replied, also handing her the clean shoe... which was now super clean after my tongue-licking.
I watched in shocked awe, still wearing her crotchless pantyhose as she slipped into her heels... deliberately sliding one of her stockinged feet right into my big... fresh... hot... load.
Roxy walked over to her bed and sat down next to me asking point blank, "How long have you wanted to fuck me, Kevin?"
"Yes, how long have you wanted to fuck my wife?" Mike reiterated, having been completely silent this entire time until now. Unlike hers, his tone was a little scary.
"Um, I, um..." I struggled to find an answer.
"Relax, son. It's not a trick question with a calamitous answer. Everyone wants to fuck my wife," Mike elaborated, suddenly sounding far less scary.
"Not everyone," she said coyly, as she dangled the heel containing my cum from her toe.
"No, maybe not the priests and nuns of this world," he chuckled, seeming amused and relievedly okay about my obsession with his wife.
"Actually, I have had a nun or two go down on me, but I've only fucked one priest," she pointed out, still dangling that shoe like a hypnotist's watch... that impious visual making my cock flinch, dying to hear those stories.
"See? Everyone does," Mike laughed as I remained outwardly stoic, and hard in every way conceivable.
"So, what were you thinking about while you fucked my shoe?" Roxy asked, looking directly at me, and glancing down to my hard cock, which was still raging... and which had no intention of going down anytime soon.
"You," I answered sheepishly.
"Of course. But what about me?"
"Yeah, f'rinstance were you thinking about fucking my wife?" Mike asked in a stern tone that scared me a little bit again... okay a lot... since he could break me in two without even breaking a sweat.
"N-n-no," I lied.
"You don't want to fuck me? Not even a little?" she asked with a bit of a pout.
"Oh," I groaned, giving her my answer without actually answering.
"Or to eat my pussy?" she continued, obviously really enjoying the power she wielded over me.
"I, um...."
"Or perhaps... and I think this one should be closest to home... to slide your cock between these sexy nylon-clad feet?" she asked, as she dropped both of her heels to the floor, leaned back on her bed a bit, and offered up both of her soles... including the one that was cum-coated. The black nylon made my white goo on it very visible.



"Oh fuck," I groaned.
"Come here," she ordered.
I looked to Mike, not wishing to disrespect him any more than I already had, but he just nodded his permission. So armed with his nod of approval, I sidled closer to Roxy.
"Kneel."
Still on top of the bed I did, facing her, while she lay down with her head on a pillow and her feet right next to me. I was now staring at the soles of her feet... one of them stained by my cum.
"Clean the cum off my foot, Kevin," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked, surprised by this command.
"I think you'll like doing it," she said. "You should use your lips and tongue."
"But...." I began, not certain I wanted to eat my own cum, even though I loved looking at her foot stained with it.
"Do it," Mike said in a firm, slightly scary tone from behind me.
"Yes sir," I replied, not wanting to see him get angry.
I extended my tongue and licked my cum off of Roxy's foot... which had a strong, sexy scent directly from the source, plus a tangy, sweet taste. My cum, which I had never tasted before, added to the exotic cocktail... salty and gooey, a unique contrast to her sweaty nylon-covered foot. I found this mixture of humiliation and exotic kink to be the ultimate turn-on.
After a single lick, I was hooked. I licked her sole and all of my cum, like a puppy cleaning out the last of his water bowl.
"That's it, Kevin," she moaned ever so softly and sultrily. "Get all that cum off my foot."
"Yes ma'am," I replied, as I kept licking, even after all of my cum was back inside me. The taste was better than steak... which was my favourite food.
"Such a good boy," she purred.
"Thank you ma'am," I replied, getting a rush from her sexy tone of approval.
"Now clean my other foot," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am," I replied subserviently, not wanting this surreal fantasy-become-reality moment ever to end. This felt like a dream; and if it was, I sure as hell didn't ever want to wake up.
"Come give me that cock, baby," Roxy said a moment later, and I felt the bed shift as Mike obviously got onto it.
I glanced up and gasped. I had a pretty impressive, bigger than every other guy I knew, eight-inch cock... but Mike's was a monster. It looked to be ten inches long, and fat.
Wow!
I was envious!
Impressed!
In awe!
Captivated!
As I licked, I watched him slide it into Roxy's mouth. I couldn't see her face at all, really, although I could see her head slowly bobbing, assumedly taking most that massive snake into her mouth.
It was, without a doubt, the hottest thing I had ever witnessed.
"That's it baby, suck my cock, so I can give our new houseboy a nice big load to snack on," Mike said, making my eyes go wide.
Houseboy?
Big load to snack on?
As in swallowing another man's cum?
As I processed this possibility, Roxy pulled the cock out of her mouth and asked me, "Kevy, do you want to taste Mike's big load? Otherwise I'll have him cum all over my nylon-clad feet that you like so much, and you can lick it up from there."
I'd never before considered tasting a man's cum, not even my own.
I wasn't remotely gay... even if his cock was totally impressive and rather mesmerizing.
Yet not wishing this crazy, impossible moment in time to end, and wanting to keep Roxy and even Mike happy, I agreed, "Yes ma'am, whatever you say."
"Good boy," she nodded. "Then come up here and join me."
"Yes ma'am," I agreed again, as she pulled off her dress to reveal she was in a sexy black bra, and a garter-belt that matched her sexy sheer nylons. No panties. Gorgeous hairless pussy, now on full display.
"Ever sucked a cock before?" she asked, as I stared at her body unapologetically.
"No ma'am," I answered, shocked by the question, and catching up with the realization of what I'd already agreed to do, and very soon.
"Then we'll do it together while I teach you how," she said, as she repositioned herself onto all fours. "Get on all fours like I am, Kevy."
Her sultry tone, her calling me Kevy, a diminutive nobody had ever applied to me before, had me in an almost hypnotic state, and I was willing to do literally anything she told me to. Suck her husband's cock with her? Absolutely. Bring it on.
"Now any good cock sucker understands what a privilege it is to have such a magnificent cock before him to suck," she explained, as I realized she'd just called me a cock sucker. Another first.
I'd never sucked a cock before. Never even considered doing it.
Yet at this moment I was definitely considering it.
Hell, let's be honest, I would do anything Roxy told me to.
Plus, staring at the big, hard cock poised before me, I couldn't explain it, but I kind of wanted to suck it, Roxy's orders or not.
What would another man's cock feel like in my hand?
What would it feel like in my mouth?
What would it feel like to be bobbing on it?
Well, I was about to find out.
"Take it in your hand, and stroke it gently," she ordered, becoming my sex tutor.
"Yes ma'am," I replied, as I moved my left hand to Mike's very hard cock, surprised by how like warm steel it felt. So hard... somehow the same as mine in hardness, and yet even harder... which I know makes no sense.
"Good boy," she purred, "how does that feel, Mike?"
"Good," he said, as I looked up at him, feeling a little ashamed and gay. While she was speaking, it seemed like a very natural act, as if this cock wasn't attached to a real man... but once he spoke up, the reality that I was about to do something unequivocally gay became apparent.
Yet I pushed those thoughts out of my head, and just did as I was told. I slowly stroked his cock, impressed by every aspect of it.
Its length... perhaps not a full ten inches, but damn close.
Its girth... I thought I was thick, actually I knew I was thick, but compared to him, I was just a boy, and he was a man, all grown up and then some.
Its hardness... so stiff and ready... for me, or for anyone.
Its slight upwards curve, which I wondered whether that enhanced the pleasure for a woman.
Its thick cock head, which as weird and gay as this sounds, looked so hot.
It was then that I realized that no matter what, I really did want to suck it. Not just for his or Roxy's pleasure, but for my own.
Roxy, as if reading my mind, told me, "Go ahead Kevy, lick Mike's big shaft. Slide your tongue all the way down to the base, and then back up."
"Yes ma'am," I repeated, the only words I seemed capable of uttering in the last while.
"Good boy," she encouraged me softly, as I slid my tongue down and back up. "Doesn't Mike have a wonderfully huge cock?"
"Yes ma'am," I admitted, amazed at its majestic size.
"Does it turn you on?" She asked.
I didn't know the answer to that question.
Yes, I was hard.
Yes, I was entranced.
Yes, I was horny.
But the straight side of me was arguing that was all because of Roxy... yet there was a gnawing other side that was whispering in my mind: you love that cock... you want to suck it.
"I don't know," I answered, which was pretty much the truth. I really didn't know.
"Okay. Then do you want to suck it?"
I paused, pondering this slightly different question, yet knowing she obviously wanted me to, and prompted by the sudden curiosity that was spinning in my head causing massive confusion, I answered, "Yes. Yes I do, ma'am."
"Then go ahead Kevy, suck that big cock for me," she said, accurately intuiting my primary motivation.
"Yes ma'am," I nodded obediently, wishing to obey and please Roxy without hesitation, but an increasingly large side of me also wishing to fulfill my growing curiosity about what it felt like to have a cock in my mouth... and not just any cock, but this very cock... this very large cock.
I opened my mouth, leaned forward, and took the fat cock between my lips.
"Good boy, Kevy," she said softly, encouraging me every step of the way.
It felt weird in my mouth.
But it didn't feel wrong.
I began slowly bobbing, unsure of what else to do.
Roxy crooned, "That's it Kevy, take it nice and slow for now. Get used to having that big cock in your mouth."
I don't know if it was because I was doing this in response to Roxy telling me to; I don't know if it was because I was still wearing her pantyhose and exploring my feminine side; or if it was because of something else; but doing this felt rather... and I hate to say it... natural.
I'd eaten pussy and found it a fun and pleasurable act... I loved the moans that escaped the girls' lips, and the way their bodies reacted.
I'd also fucked girls, and it was always really good... but this experience was different... this was a new side of me I hadn't known existed.
I knew there was no way I was taking that entire cock in my mouth and, given its length, down my throat... no way... and I couldn't explain it, but I wanted to give Mike a damn good blow job.
Primarily I wanted to impress Roxy, but that wasn't all of it.
"He's a natural cock sucker," Mike moaned, after a couple minutes of my sucking his cock.
I wasn't sure I liked that term. Cock sucker.
Sucking his cock because Roxy told me to was one thing, yet being called a cock sucker was completely different, even if that was exactly what I was doing at the moment. Just like someone laying bricks was one thing, but calling him a bricklayer was what he was.
Roxy agreed, "He looks so cute and sexy with his pretty lips wrapped around your cock, honey."
For some reason, those surreal words dissipated the discomfort and insecurity I'd felt from being called a cock sucker, even though she had just piled it on by describing me as cute and pretty.
"Yeah, he has a great mouth," Mike agreed, as I managed to take just over half of his monster into said mouth.
"And he obviously loves doing it," she added, as she suddenly wrapped her hand around my cock, "his own cock is fucking hard as a rock."
I moaned on his cock, as suddenly my dream girl was slowly stroking my cock.
"His is pretty big too," she added, then she asked me, "Do you like being our cock sucker, Kevy?"
The word 'our' made my cock flinch, as it meant I wasn't just being a cock sucker for Mike, which was shamingly gay, but I was their cock sucker, which in my mind wasn't gay at all, since Roxy was a hot, sexy woman, and she was part of the equation. So the situation, and therefore I, was hetero. No more than semantics perhaps, but her question made me feel much better about what I was doing.
So, without considering any potential consequences of eager responses, I mindlessly told her, "I love being your cock sucker."
"Good boy," she said, and she pushed my head all the way onto his cock, thus forcing me to deep throat his cock long before I'd intended to.
I gagged, and very audibly, but she held my head in place and simply instructed, "Breathe through your nose."
I tried, as tears began to form, and I continued gagging.
"If you want to suck this cock again, you'll learn to deep throat it right now, Kevy," she warned.
The idea that this could indeed become a regular thing was very exciting. The sucking cock part was just okay, but the idea of spending more sexy time with Roxy was the ultimate thrill!
So I focused completely on breathing, and after a few more gags, I was able to manage Mike's entire cock without undue difficulty.
"Good boy," she purred proudly, the same way a mother would encourage her small child for eating all his vegetables.
"Now suck that cock, and earn that load," she ordered me.
She let go of my head, and I began bobbing like a bimbo slut... wanting to do exactly as she ordered. I'd never considered what cum tasted like, and after tasting my own on her foot, I was now curious what another man's load would taste like.
As I bobbed furiously, taking about eight of his ten inches into my mouth smoothly, which meant two or three inches were constantly entering my throat, she encouraged me enthusiastically, "Oh yes Kevy, you are a natural cock sucker!"
The word 'natural' seemed strange, yet in the moment, it enhanced my excitement.
"Shit, I'm gonna bust," Mike warned us a couple dozen bobs later, as I got a little more of him into my mouth and down my throat.
"Come on my feet," she requested mildly.
He pulled out, while I felt a strange sense of disappointment at not being able to swallow this gift I'd been working so hard for, but then curiosity getting the better of me, I took a very Up Close and Personal look at Mike erupting a massive load all over both of Roxy's feet, coating all ten of her black-nylon-covered toes with his white goo.
Oh yeah baby, coat my feet for our new cum cleaner," she purred, as Mike shot the biggest load I'd ever witnessed, and I'd thought I had massive loads.
"Fuck," Mike grunted, as he finally finished spray painting his wife's feet.
"Hungry, Kevy?" she asked, as she moved her feet towards me.
"Yes indeed ma'am," I nodded, her feet looking so sexy and appetizing all coated in cum, and since the man-cum was covering her very feminine stocking-clad feet, this next task didn't seem gay at all.
"Get every drop of Mike's cum off of my feet, Kevy; clean it all up," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as I extended my tongue and licked a huge wad off of her feet, surprised to find that his cum was warm... as I had never considered anyone's cum to be warm, including my own... but I'd never put any thought into it in the first place, since of course it would be warm, as in body temperature.
It was also gooey.
Salty.
Delicious!
I licked and sucked up the cum from both of her feet for a minute or two, before she asked, "Do you like Mike's cum, Kevy?"
"Particularly off of your feet, yes," I said, trying to retain the shred of manhood I still hoped I had.
"I bet you'd also like it going directly into your pretty mouth, or all over your face, too," she said.
"I don't know," I said honestly, both of those prospects sounding both really gay, yet simultaneously really intriguing.
"We'll have to save that for another time," she smiled. "Right now, Mike and I have to head to the gym."
"Okay," I nodded, sad that this wild surreal encounter was about to end.
"But keep the pantyhose," she smiled. "I expect you to be wearing them whenever we summon you. You will come running whenever we call, won't you?"
"Yes ma'am, I definitely will," I promised, likely sounding way too excited.
I got dressed, and as Roxy went to shower, Mike told me, "I'll lead you out."
"Yes sir," I nodded, and followed him out.
"Cell number," he required, once we were at the front door, handing me his phone. I saw my contact name was 'cumbucket7-Jim's kid'... which made me kind of jealous. They already had six other cum buckets, I suppose just like me.
I typed in my cell, and he said, "We'll be in touch."
"Thanks, sir," I said, unsure of what else to say.
I headed home, my cock still raging... which I took care of in about two minutes once I was back in my house.
After unloading, I lay in the bed and replayed the entire wild adventure, still tasting Mike's cum in my mouth, and wondering what might happen next.
.....
I didn't have to wait long, much to my excited surprise. I got a call from Roxy that very evening. "Hi Kevy, we want you to come over right now. Just walk in the front door and come to the bedroom."
"Yes ma'am," I replied, my cock instantly hardening.
"Hurry," she added, and hung up.
I quickly headed next door, walked inside, and went to the bedroom, where I heard moaning and Roxy's sexy voice, "Yes baby, fuck me; fuck me with that big cock!"
I reached the room, and saw Roxy wearing sexy all-red lingerie... including stockings... on all fours, really getting plowed by Mike.
"Hey Kevy," she moaned, as she continued getting fucked.
"H-h-hi," I said, this scene being just as surreal as what had transpired this afternoon.
"Get out of your clothes," she ordered me, with a sexy as fuck moan.
"Okay," I nodded, not having to be told twice. The idea that I might get blown, or even get the chance to fuck my dream woman, popping into my head.
I quickly got undressed, still wearing the crotchless pantyhose I had yet to take off, which meant my erection was completely unrestrained. "You have a nice cock, Kevy."
"Thank you," I said, flattered by her kind words, especially knowing her man was packing an even bigger cock.
"Want to fuck my wife?" Mike asked, as he really slammed into her from behind.
"I-I-I," I stammered, a little unsure if I should answer with the truth.
"Watching you fuck my shoe was so fucking sexy," she said, as she took his big cock.
"Really?" I asked, surprised she'd found that as hot as I did.
"Yeah, you're a dirty heel fucker, aren't you?" she accused without judging me for it, as she began to rub herself.
"Yes," I admitted, her name calling turning me on, as I noticed for the first time that a pair of red heels was sitting on the bed beside them.
"You want to fuck my heel again, Kevy?" she asked.
"Yes please, ma'am," I answered, eager to do just that. Sure, I would have loved to shove my cock into her mouth or her pussy, but her heel was a very close third favourite option.
"Want some homemade lube, Kevy? She asked, as she began to bounce back on Mike's cock while frantically rubbing her pussy.
"Yes," I agreed, as I watched her bounce back on the cock, close her eyes, and moan wildly... her orgasm obviously imminent.
"Grab the heel and move it under her," Mike ordered.
"Yes sir," I nodded, as I hurried to the bed, now able to get a closer look at them fucking... at the actual penetration, as he plunged into her over and over.
I climbed onto the bed as Roxy's moans got really animated, "Oh yes baby, I'm so fucking close!"
"Put the shoe under her pussy," he ordered.
"Yes sir," I obeyed, being completely respectful in my responses... and also submissive.
"Be warned... she's a squirter," Mike added, as Roxy's moans got even wilder.
"Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, fuck!" she screamed, as he pulled out, and she dropped her cunt right onto the shoe, while wetness sprayed everywhere... including some of it onto my face. It was yet another of the hottest things I'd ever seen, and this was from very close proximity!
A lot of her cum sprayed directly into the shoe, of course.
Mike was stroking himself, and after about a minute he said, "Hold out the shoe, cock sucker."
I still didn't enjoy receiving the derogatory term, even though I had indeed sucked his cock just a few hours ago, but I still obeyed him, moving the wet shoe to his big cock... noticing my mouth salivating a little, as I felt the urge to suck his cock again.
I held it in front of him and watched, as the wetness of Roxy's cunt cum was now mixed with a massive load from Mike's cannon of a cock... as seven cannonballs of cum erupted inside the shoe and onto the toe opening... or what I was now calling the 'shoe pussy'.
"Doesn't he shoot buckets, Kevy?" she asked.
"There's so much of it," I agreed, as I stared at his massive load, now mixed with Roxy's also voluminous cum.
"Wanna fuck it?" Roxy asked.
"What?" I asked, even as I admired the cum-coated sometimes fuck toy.
"My shoe," she clarified. "Do you want to fuck it?"
"Um, I, well...." I babbled, which was the best answer I had.
"I want to watch you fuck my shoe again," she said. "I mean this time you should really fuck it."
"You really want that?" I asked.
"It was really hot the last time," she said, reaching for my cock and stroking it. "But now I want even better!"
I trembled, worried I might come in her hand just from her touch.
"Here," she said, taking the thoroughly cum-coated shoe, inside and out, and handing it to me.



"Um, where do you want me to do this?" I asked, both excited and shocked.
"Right here, while I hold it for you," she said. "I think we've provided enough homemade lube for you to slide that hard dick of yours in and out of my shoe pussy slick as a whistle."
"It is very well lubricated," I laughed awkwardly, as I moved my cock towards the inviting open toe of the unusually sexy shoe.
"Slide that big cock right in my shoe, Kevy," she purred... her voice so sultry it made my cock flinch.
"Okay," I nodded, in awe that my weird perversion could turn someone else on... especially someone as amazing as Roxy. I slid my hard rod into her very wet shoe pussy and groaned... the enhanced fascination that Roxy was not only holding the shoe for me, but she was also watching with excitement, plus she kept emphasizing that it was hers, and all of that had my balls boiling the moment I entered her shoe pussy. "Ooooooooh, God!"
"Yes Kevy, fuck my shoe pussy, fuck it with your big cock," she cheered me on, letting out a moan, which of course made me moan too.
"Oh shit," I groaned, both because of her nasty encouragement and tone, and also because I was so excited, that I was about to cum in a shamefully and frustratingly short amount of time. I didn't last fifteen strokes before I grunted and spewed my load into the shoe, while I moaned, "Sorry."
"He needs to work on his stamina," Mike chuckled. I'd forgotten he was even there, during my all-too-brief intimate encounter with his wife and her shoe.
I looked up after finishing unloading my own massive load into the cum-soaked shoe and saw he'd been filming me with his phone.
He shrugged, "Without this evidence, no one would believe it."
"Don't worry Kevy," she reassured me, as she pulled the shoe away, and my cock slid out. "That's just for our own personal enjoyment."
"Yes ma'am," I nodded, oddly not minding I'd been filmed fucking a shoe. I trusted her, and I'd do pretty much anything, if not actually anything, to continue along this sexual adventure.
"I bet his cock won't even go down," she said, tilting the shoe so all the cum drained to the heel end.
"It is pretty much hard twenty-four seven," I joked.
"Oh, to be that young again," Mike laughed.
"Open up, Kevy," she said. "You must be hungry."
My eyes went wide, as I realized what she expected me to do next. Of course I'd already decided to do anything for her, so the idea of my drinking a cum cocktail we'd all three contributed to seemed very appetizing.
I tilted my head back, opened my mouth like a baby bird, and allowed Roxy to pour the two loads of semen, mine and Mike's, as well as the sweet nectar of Roxy's very own cum into it.
"Don't swallow it yet," she instructed me, as she poured the cum into my open mouth.
I obeyed, and captured it all.
"Close your mouth and swirl it around inside," she ordered. "Savour the complex taste," sounding like a sommelier of cum cocktails.
I did as she said, swishing the big gooey load around in my mouth... it was salty... sweet... utterly delicious... which I realize makes me sound really gay. But without a doubt, I liked the taste of the cock cum just as much, if not more than, the cunt cum.
"Now swallow," she ordered, after about thirty seconds of my enjoying the taste and texture of the combined loads.
I obeyed.
"That was hot," she said.
"And tasty," I added.
"We'll see you again soon, Kevy," she said.
"I hope so," I replied.
"See you at the gym in the morning?" she asked.
"As always," I nodded, wondering how different it would be going to the gym tomorrow, knowing what I now knew, and having experienced what I'd now experienced with her and Mike.
I got dressed and went back home, a little overwhelmed by the crazy turn of events that had begun with my getting caught fucking Roxy's shoe while wearing her crotchless pantyhose, and ended with Mike encouraging me to fuck her sodden shoe while I was still wearing her crotchless pantyhose.
I could still taste our cum in my mouth as I went to the washroom to get ready for bed... deciding not to brush my teeth tonight, as I wanted to continue enjoying the lingering aftertaste of the cum cocktail.
I went to bed and crashed almost immediately, exhausted from the craziest day of my life.
.....
DAY 4
I woke up, showered, and headed straight to the gym, dying to see Roxy again, and to obey her order to come to the gym first thing in the morning... just like I always did.
She was dressed in a tight black dress that showcased her every curve, with shiny mocha pantyhose and five-inch heels... closed toe, which was rare.
She waved to me and I went over, trying to act casual. "Hey," I said, my suave go-to line for any woman... which I know really wasn't all that suave.
"Hey, Kevy," she smiled. "What time do you work until today?"
"Four," I said, working at a bookstore for the summer... the same store I'd worked at throughout high school as well.
"Stop by as soon as you're done," she said. "I'll have something very special waiting for you."
"Will do," I said, still trying to act casual, even as I wondered what the special surprise could possibly be.
"You'll love it," she promised, giving my arm a squeeze, before another client came over to ask her a question.
I went and worked out, although it wasn't my best workout as I struggled to focus, since every time I caught a glimpse of Roxy I pictured her naked again and my cock flinched, which isn't overly conducive to working out.
Time that day seemed to pass at a snail's pace... perhaps even a sleeping snail's pace... like when you're going on a trip somewhere, and it seems to take forever to get there.
I was dying to know what my surprise was.
Would she suck my cock?
Would she let me fuck her?
Would she let me go down on her?
Would she make me eat some more cum?
It was crazy that I'd finally found someone who was turned on by my weird shoe fetish... although unfortunately she was married, and a lot older than me. I was so distracted by Roxy's tease about what my surprise was, I ignored the hot girls who typically came into the bookstore... although many of them came in for the hip coffee shop further inside, and didn't actually venture into the book section.
As soon as my shift was done I headed to the gym, desperate to learn what the surprise was... my cock painfully hard the entire way there, and feeling secretly giddy still to be wearing the crotchless pantyhose underneath my other clothes.
I arrived, and once Roxy saw me, she gave me a head nod towards her office. My cock flinched as I admired her nylon-clad legs while following her to her private office.
Once we were inside, she said, "Close and lock the door, Kevy."
I did, my head spinning with possibilities.
"Do you like the heels I'm wearing today?" she asked, as she sat on top of her desk, her legs crossed.
"They're really sexy," I answered, feeling I could be at least somewhat forward with her by now. Or at least unabashedly appreciative of her charms. "Although I'd like them better if I could see your sexy toes."
"Yeah, I don't usually wear closed toe heels," she said, but added, "but they're helpful for today's special gift."
"How so?" I asked.
"Hungry?"
"Starving," I replied, both because it was dinnertime and I hadn't eaten anything since a sandwich for lunch, and because the idea of servicing Roxy in any manner whatsoever, had me salivating and ready for anything.
"Do you know why I'm wearing closed toe heels today?" she asked.
"To tease me," I smiled, dying to see her feet, as she dangled one of her heels like a hypnotist's watch, which made me feel like Pavlov's dog, to mix metaphors from my fevered brain.
"Well, that goes without saying," she smiled, as she expertly swung her heel back and forth. She then added, "but I also didn't want any of Mike's cum to ooze out of the opening."

"Ohhhhh," I said, realizing what my surprise was.
"Yeah, Mike unloaded two loads into these sexy shoes," she revealed. "One this morning when he woke up to a morning blow job from me, and a second load at lunch when he pounded me on this desk."
I couldn't believe how open she was being with me. So hot! So wicked! I replied, "That I would have liked to see."
"We fuck in here a lot, so you'll probably get the chance," she said, as she allowed one of her heels to drop to the floor, and lifted her foot to reveal a very stained stocking sole. "This foot has had his cum marinating with my foot sweat ever since first thing this morning."
"It looks amazing," I said, as I admired the whitish stains.
"I bet it tastes amazing too," she said, "what do you think?" wiggling her toes at me.
"I imagine so," I said, approaching her.
"Yes, it's been marinating, and the load fermenting with my sweet foot sweat all day," she said, as usual in her sexy voice... which I realized was the only voice she had.
"I can't imagine anything more delicious," I said, as I wrapped my hands around her ankle and slowly caressed the sheer silk.
"Do you love my nylons or my legs?" she asked.
"Both," I answered, admiring both of them. "The nylons definitely accentuate and enhance your lovely fit legs perfectly."
"You're so sweet," she said, seeming to enjoy the compliment.
"And I bet this foot cocktail will be sweet too," I said, as I moved my tongue to her cum-stained sole.
"Just smell it first," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, having never before considered what the scent of a cum cocktail on a nylon foot might be like.
As I moved my nose to the center of her sole, where a large white stain was embedded, she asked, "How does it smell, Kevy?"
I wasn't sure I could properly put the scent into words. It was unlike anything I'd ever smelt before. Sure, there was a hint of salty sweat, and even a subtle scent of either nylon or shoe... but there was also something else. It was as if the nylon, the shoe, and the cum... having been marinating for hours... had combined into a brand-new scent. I answered, after trying to process what it smelt like, "It's heavenly."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred. "I knew you'd like it."
"I love it," I said, as I took a big whiff, and let the scent swarm around me, drawn into me like fresh air.
"You want to be my foot slave, Kevy?" she asked as I continued sniffing her foot, completely captivated by the unique aroma.
"Yes ma'am," I answered without any hesitation at all. I would happily smell, massage and lick these two feet anytime I was given the privilege.
"I love having my feet licked and massaged," she said and then added, "But Mike doesn't like feet all that much."
"Then divorce him and marry me," I joked... kind of.
"I could never leave that wonderful cock," she laughed, "although I could use a regular foot slave to pamper me."
"Then consider me your full-service foot slave," I said, the idea that I'd regularly be able to smell, lick, and touch these feet a literal dream come true.
"You're hired," she said, before adding, "although it doesn't pay financially at all well, you'll see that all things considered, it actually does pay really, really well."
I was curious what she meant by that, as her tone was subtle, but I replied, "Just doing this at all makes me feel very well paid."
"Good boy," she smiled and then ordered, "Lick every inch of my foot, Foot Slave Kevy."
Using a term I'd encountered in some erotica I read online, a term that once it was uttered, completely clarified the hierarchy of a relationship, "Yes Mistress."
"Mistress," she gave the softest of moans, when my tongue made contact. "I like the sound of that."
"You deserve to be revered as one," I said, as I began licking the sole of her foot, the taste just like the smell. Heavenly.
"Yes, I suppose I do," she agreed softly, enjoying my tongue bathing her foot.
"So delicious," I moaned, licking every inch of her foot before I began sucking on the nylon, trying to extract all of Mike's cum from it.
"I knew you'd love this homemade treat," she said as she moaned again... she seemed to enjoy being serviced just as much as I enjoyed servicing her.
"I love it," I said, as I sucked the cum out with eager hunger.
"You're such a cum-loving foot slave," she moaned, those nasty words coming from her making my hard cock flinch in my pants.
"I'm your cum-loving foot slave, Mistress," I agreed, in a mesmerized worshipful state.
"Do the other foot," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied like a good servant boy, as I moved to the other foot, slid her shoe off, and buried my nose in it.
"This load is a few hours fresher," she pointed out.
"So fucking amazing," I said, as I sniffed and licked her heavenly sole.
"Mike comes in buckets," she said.
"His cum, added to your nylons and natural sweat, are the perfect combination," I said, as I performed my duties as her perfect foot slave.
"You know what will taste even better?" she asked.
"I can't imagine anything tasting better," I said, so enthralled by her cum-coated foot.
"My pussy," she blurted out, shocking me yet again.
"Oh," I moaned, the idea of tasting her pussy so delicious... pun intended.
"Especially when it's full of a fresh load of cum," she added.
"A cream pie?" I asked, although that was obviously what she meant.
"Exactly; would you like to eat a fresh cream pie from me?" she asked.
"God, yes," I nodded, that idea almost as hot as what I was already doing.
"Oh yes," she moaned. "But first you could suck Mike's big cock, get it nice and hard for my pussy."
"I'd love doing anything for you, Mistress," I replied, loving the idea that my being her sex slave turned her on so much.
"Anything?" she asked, as I sucked the cum out of her nylon.
"Yes, absolutely anything, Mistress," I said, meaning it without any qualifiers. I'd already sucked her husband's cock and eaten his cum... so I'd already established a track record of complete obedience.
"Good to know," she said, as she openly rubbed her pussy in front of me.
"I mean it, Roxy," I stressed. "Consider me your full-time slave for your personal pleasure. No limits."
"I'm hosting a girl's night sex toy party this weekend, and I bet they would all greatly enjoy having a foot slave in attendance," she revealed.
"I'll be there," I said without a thought, the idea of servicing her friends adding rocket fuel to my fire of lust.
"Good boy," she said, before adding, "they may want to try out some of the toys on you."
Oh," I said, wondering what toys they might use on me.
"Ever been ass fucked, Kevy?" she asked.
"What? No," I said, that definitely being gay.
"But you'd do it for me?" she asked, looking down at me with the sexiest look ever. "Wouldn't you?"
I wasn't sure how happy I'd be to take it in the ass, yet for Roxy I knew I would. I'd do anything for her... I'd already told her as much. So I responded like the sex slave I was for her, "I'll do anything at all to please my Mistress."
"Good boy, Kevy," she said, as she rubbed her pussy frantically over her underwear, which prevented me from seeing her pussy.
"Anything for you, Mistress," I repeated, as I sucked each of her toes into my mouth.
"Tell me how much you want a big cock in your ass, Kevy," she moaned, clearly close to an orgasm.
"I want a big cock up my virgin asshole while I eat your sweet pussy in your shoe closet," I said, adding some kink... as I figured I may as well add some of my own kink into it.
"Oh, you'll get fucked so good," she moaned.
"And I'll take it like the good slut I am for you, Mistress," I replied, the more compliant I got, the dirtier I talked, and the louder her moans became.
"Oh yes Kevy, you'll be a good little cunt-licking, foot-worshipping, ass slut for us," she moaned, closing her eyes, leaning back and coming.
"Anything for the two of you," I pledged, as I willingly agreed to give up my ass to Mike.
"Mike loves taking virgin assholes," she said a good minute later, as her long orgasm finally subsided.
"Well, mine is definitely virginal," I joked. "Blush!"
"You really are so cute," she said, as she stood up.
"And you really are so beautiful," I admired.
She pulled her panties off and handed them to me. "Here's your reward for being such a good and willing little foot slave."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I brought them to my nose and sniffed. "You smell amazing."
"I taste great, too," she said.
"I imagine so," I nodded.
"Come over tonight," she said, "Around eight."
"I'll be there," I said, as I put her panties in my pocket.
"And don't touch that big cock of yours until then," she ordered.
"That will be hard to do," I joked, although it wasn't much of a joke.
"Nice pun," she laughed. "But keep those balls loaded, and I'll make it worth your while when you come over tonight,"
"Nice pun," I replied playfully.
"Oh," she laughed. "Come. I didn't even realize I said that."
"Thank you," I said.
"No, thank you," she smiled, as she slid back into her heels.
She headed back to work and I headed home... stopping by McDonald's drive-through for dinner.
.....
It was hard... very hard... not to touch myself until I went next door... as the clock seemed to be broken, and not moving at all.
But finally it was time.
I went over, my cock already raging, and knocked on the door.
After a moment, Roxy answered it wearing a short robe and visible black nylons. "Hi, Kevy."
"Hi," I said.
"Not hi Mistress?" she asked.
"Sorry," I apologized. "Hi, Mistress."
"I forgive you," she said playfully, as she closed the door and led me down the hall. "So, I took your idea literally."
"My idea?" I asked, as I followed her.
"Yes," she smiled, as we walked into her bedroom.
Mike was completely naked, and Roxy dropped her robe to reveal a garter-belt for her stockings, and nothing else.
"Wow," I said, as I stared at her body and not much lingerie.
"Get undressed, Kevy," she said. "You've got a virginity to lose."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I glanced over at Mike and his semi-erect cock.
"He's really going to take it in the ass for us?" Mike asked, as I took off my shirt.
"Kevy says he'll do anything I want him to," she said. "Isn't that right, Kevy?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied sheepishly, as I unbuckled my belt.
"Shit," Mike chuckled sounding both amused and a little surprised.
As I pulled my pants down, he added, "Thank you, darling. You do know how I love breaking in a virgin ass."
"I know, baby," Roxy said, coming to the bed and dropping to the floor before him. "Consider it an early birthday present."
"My birthday was two months ago," he laughed, as I now stood awaiting their pleasure in just my crotchless pantyhose.
"Fine, then it's a terribly late bonus gift," she said, before she took his cock into her mouth. God, she looked so hot as she bobbed on that massive member with that shapely naked ass pointing right towards me.
"Come and join her," he ordered.
"Yes, sir," I nodded.
"She's Mistress and I'm just sir?" he questioned.
"Sorry; it's Master if you wish, Master," I apologized, as I lowered myself right next to Roxy, my shoulder almost touching hers as I watched her sucking cock.
She backed off of the cock and pointed it at me, offering, "Hungry?"
"Yes Mistress," I said, as I leaned forward and took Mike's wet cock into my mouth, very conscious that I was also sucking off Roxy's saliva.
"Want to fuck our slave's ass, baby?" Roxy asked as I slowly bobbed, apparently preparing this wet cock for my own ass.
"You know I do, baby," he said, with a little moan that excited me.
"Your cock is going to look so good up his cute little ass," she said, sounding pretty excited about the prospect.




"He's going to moan for us like a bitch in heat," he said.
"Oh, you're going to turn him into a real cock hound," Roxy said.
"Just like his dad," he said... and hearing him drop this bombshell was suddenly the biggest shock of just over twenty-four hours of lots of them!
"Yeah, he does love your big dick slamming into his ass," she said.
"Almost as much as his Mom loves munching on your snatch," he added, one more stunning revelation I seriously couldn't process at this moment. I knew they came over here often, but I'd always assumed it was just to play cards or something.
"I think we may have shocked our new slave to the core," she said, as my cock sucking had slowed down considerably.
"Get his ass ready for me, baby," Mike said.
"Crawl over to the shoe closet, Kevy," she said, the topic shifting away from my parents and back to me. I was in a daze as I crawled around Roxy, and into the best closet in the world.
"I'm going to gape your ass for a bit, Kevy," she said. "Otherwise you'll never be able to take Mike's big cock."
"Okay," I said, trying to push the astounding information about my parents out of my head.
She grabbed a bottle of lube from the floor, and came up behind me. I was expecting her to rub the lube on my asshole and perhaps finger me, but instead, she spread my cheeks and began licking my asshole!
"Oooooh," I moaned, not expecting that at all. It was so nasty, and thus so hot, and it felt really, really good!
"Roxy loves eating an asshole before I fuck it," Mike explained, as I looked back and saw him leaning against the door.
"This one is such a delicious little asshole," Roxy cooed, as she swirled her tongue around it, and occasionally a little ways into it.
"That feels so good," I said, wanting to let her know how much I appreciated it.
"Most guys don't have a clue about the pleasure points in their ass," she said; "it's such a shame."
"I'd never thought about it until just now," I admitted.
"You'll be a new man very soon," she promised.
"I think I've already crossed that line," I joked, as she reached for the lube.
"True enough," she agreed. She poured some lube between my ass cheeks, rubbed it around my asshole, and she then slid a finger inside, causing me just the slightest bit of pain and discomfort.
"Oh, my," I said, having a finger in my ass a good twenty or thirty years earlier than I'd been expecting... when the prostate examinations usually started.
"Such a tight little back door," she said, as her finger went deeper into me... a feeling I don't think I can possibly explain, you'll just have to try it for yourself.
"It won't be when I'm done with it," Mike said with confidence.
"Yes, you're going to absolutely wreck this little cute asshole," Roxy predicted, as her finger moved around inside my ass in a circular motion.
"That feels really nice," I said.
"Got to gape your ass nice and wide, so it's ready for a good fucking," she said as she slid a second finger in, which caused a little more pain than the first finger had.
"Ooooooh," I moaned.
"He's going to become a regular little ass-taking slut for you, baby," Roxy said, letting me know this wasn't going to be a one-time thing... which both excited and frightened me.
"It'll be convenient to have a college boy right next door to deposit a load into whenever you're not around," Mike added.
"You want to be Mike's little cum deposit, Kevy?" she asked, as she wiggled the two fingers in my ass.
I really had no idea how actually felt about that... but I answered like I always would for Roxy, "Yes Mistress."
Roxy pulled her fingers out and announced, "He's ready for you, baby."
"Good."
Roxy grabbed a heel and placed it under me where my hard dick was pointing, explaining, "That's in case you come from getting ass fucked."
"Okay," I said, not imagining ever being able to come that way.
She moved in front of me, sat down, spread her legs on both sides of my head and asked, "Still hungry?"
As I stared at her pussy from only a couple inches away for the very first time I was entranced, and even as Mike's hands went to my hips, I replied, "Yes please, Mistress."
"You may snack on me as a special treat for being such a good boy," she said, lifting her ass up so her pussy was right in my face.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I began licking, her taste everything I'd hoped for.
"I believe he's well and truly distracted now. Go ahead and fuck him, baby," Roxy said.
"You love watching me turn straight boys into cock-loving faggots, don't you?" he asked, as I felt his cock touching my gaping hole.
"It's always so fucking hot," she agreed, as she kept her ass up and pushed my face deeper into her pussy.
"Here goes," he said, his voice a little muffled, as my head was now deep between Roxy's legs, and my face buried in her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned, as I felt my ass penetrated. Fire burned through my asshole, as he stretched my hole far wider than Roxy's gaping had done.
"There will be some discomfort at first," Roxy warned belatedly, which was the ultimate understatement, as his cock continued going deeper and deeper inside me... creating even more pain, but also an odd pleasure that began pulsing through my cock.
"So fucking tight," he said, his cock seeming never ending, as it constantly reached new depths inside me.
"So sexy," she moaned, as I tried to concentrate on licking her while dealing with the intensity of a monster cock drilling down inside me.
"Yes, you are," Mike said, as I felt his hips resting against my ass... he was finally all the way in.
The pain was intense.
The thrill of taking his huge cock was surreal.
The pleasure pulsing through my cock counteracted and helped combat the pain.
"Fuck his ass and make him your bitch," Roxy said, her firm hand keeping my face buried in her pussy.
"He already is..." he said before adding, "...our bitch."
He began slowly moving his cock in and out of me, which was a very different sensation from my being the one doing the fucking... yet it was equally as pleasurable... even with the pain, that was just now beginning to burn a bit less.
"Oh, Kevy, you're such a good boy," Roxy moaned, as I eagerly licked her cunt, while still a bit less eagerly getting my ass slowly fucked
I moaned too as I enjoyed her sweet nectar, and began to really enjoy the cock in my ass. As Master Mike fucked me, I couldn't believe how the pain was fading and a pleasure beginning to cascade through me, that soon became far more intense than the best blow job, the wettest pussy, or entering the tightest asshole.
"He's beginning to like it, baby," Roxy moaned as she let go of my head.
"Oh yeah, best little asshole ever," Mike groaned.
She asked, as she reached down and lifted my head, "Do you like Mike's dick in your ass now?"
"Oh yes," I moaned, as Mike began to fuck me faster.
"So you want to be his ass slut?" she asked.
"Oh yes," I agreed, as each deep thrust sent waves of pleasure directly to my cock, which felt like it was about to burst.
"Yes what?" she asked. "Explain."
"Yes Mistress, I really do want to be Mike's ass slut," I announced, as I felt pleasure unlike anything I'd ever felt before. "Earlier I was just obeying you, but now I really like it!"
"You look so hot getting ass fucked, Kevy," she said, seemingly turned on from watching me be sodomized.
"Thank you, Mistress," I moaned, as I felt my balls boiling.
He's going to come from getting his ass fucked, just like a real faggot," Mike forewarned, as he was now slamming into me hard.
"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned loudly, giving into my inner faggot, "Yes, I'm a faggot for your cock."
"Then beg for my cock," he ordered, as he stopped moving... while he was deep inside me.
"Beg for it, Kevy, beg for his big, wonderful cock," Roxy added.
"Oh, God Master, please fuck your faggot with your massive cock, and make me into your cum bucket slut," I begged, willing to do anything to feel his cock fucking me again.
"Do it baby, pound his shit hole hard," Roxy said.
Mike obliged, and the pleasure resumed coursing through me. "Oh yes, fuck me Master, fuck your faggot, ream my asshole!"
"He's about to come," Roxy said, as my moans got more animated and my hard cock swayed all over the place.
"Oh yes, fuck, harder, Master, please harder!" I begged, about to erupt.
"Come, Kevy, come like the sexy ass-taking, cock-sucking, cum-eating, shoe-fucking slut that you are," Roxy listed wickedly, which was the final straw, as I grunted and exploded a massive load all over the place, not able to see whether I was hitting Roxy's shoe or not.
"Shit, it's like father, like son," Mike laughed, as he kept reaming my ass.
"So hot," Roxy purred, as she rubbed her pussy.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, as I kept coming and coming.
"When you're close, come on my pussy, baby," Roxy purred. "Our new boy toy needs a nice fresh cream pie for his supper."
"Oh, you nasty bitch," Mike said, still pounding my ass for his personal pleasure.
"The nastiest," she purred, "which is one reason you love me so much." Still rubbing herself, she suddenly stood up and sat down on my back. "Hold me up, Kevy."
"Yes Mistress," I obeyed, having progressed from her foot slave to her footstool.
A minute later Mike pulled out of me, and assumedly splattered Roxy's pussy with his cum.
"Oh yes baby, coat my cunt," Roxy moaned.
"Oh fuck," he groaned.
A moment later Roxy got off of me and ordered, "Turn around, Kevy."
"Yes Mistress," I obeyed, turning around, kneeling up and staring at her cum-coated pussy.
"Eat away, Kevy, clean up your Master's mess," she ordered, as she reached for the back of my head.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I said, as I began to lick her cum-coated cunt... the mixture of cock cum and cunt wetness tasting so delicious.
"Oh yes Kevy, you're getting me off," she moaned.
I hungrily licked her pussy, extracting all the cum, and still lapping away.
"Oh yes Kevy, eat my cunt, you're such a good boy," she moaned, her orgasm clearly rising.
I licked and licked until she screamed, and squirted all over my face, "Yessssssss!!"
It was the most delicious taste ever, as she showered me with large amounts of her fresh cum. Mike had warned me she was a squirter, and she certainly was. My face and hair were drenched!
Once she released my head, she looked down at me benignly and said, "Now you may clean up all of our cum from the floor and from my heel, Kevy."
"Yes, Master and Mistress," I replied, first taking the shoe and licking up my own cum.
"Such a cum-hungry faggot," Mike said.
"So cute," Roxy agreed.
"Like father, like son," she repeated, as I savoured my cum and her shoe sweat taste, and wondered about my parents, and how they had ended up as submissives for Mike and Roxy. I also wondered whether I'd tell them what I knew about them and how I'd found out, and what difference that might make to our nights.
THE END
COMING DOWN THE ROAD: Kevy is a foot slave and toy tester for a group of Roxy's friends.
Maybe:
i'd love it if you extended it... telling the story of Roxy's weekend house party, which Kevin's Mom attends, which is where she first learns of his new status, and that he's now aware of hers and his father's. After some initial shock and embarrassment, she gets naked in front of her son as eagerly as the rest of the ladies, and joins them in making full use of his services as foot slave, whatever that may entail. Before leaving the party, Mom takes him aside and promises that he can now be his father's and her sex slave whenever Roxy and Mike don't require the services of any of their family, and Kevin eagerly agrees.
The Main Characters
Me - I am 21, 140lbs, 5'7 thin build, blonde hair green eyes, 8 inch thick cock. Still living at home with the parents while I attend college Only into women initally
Mike - 35, 210 lbs.5'9 extremely muscular, shaved head, beard, lots of tatoos, 9.5 in. fat cock that produces enormous loads. Mike is my next door neighbor, married to Roxy and bisexual
Roxy - 34, 115 lbs. 5'1, 36 in bust gorgeous mane of raven colored straight hair with dark brown eyes. lots of tattoos. Size 6 feet with small ankles and perfectly shaped toes always painted either red or french. Thin shapely legs encased most often with mocha colored RHT stockings. When not working out, always in high heels and loves high platform strappy wedges. Roxy is a squirter and can cum many times in one night.
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Summary: The girls explore rough anal fucking.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story and coming up with the idea.
Note 2: This is part three of a series (the next part is already written for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word and even golden showers.
Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise introduces many Jasmine fantasies and sets up the plots as she bumps into a fan that leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a black submissive woman.
Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave where Jasmine explores her newfound dominate side as she fucks her new black submissive.

After we both downed a couple glasses of water each, needing to replenish all the liquid we had had leak out of us... we were back in the bed, I still had my strap-on on for my next first... fucking an ass, when she sat at the edge of the bed and took my foot in her hand.
"You have me wearing nylons every day now," she said, as she massaged my foot.
"You didn't wear them before?" I asked.
"Sure, for work or church or weddings of funerals," she said, as she massaged a toe. "But not for sex."
"Nylons are a powerful accessory," I said.
"So, I've learned," she smiled, as she moved my foot to her mouth.
"So, what is your favourite position?" I asked.
"Oh, any position serving you," she said.
"I'll give you the pet points," I smiled, as she licked the sole of my foot. "But I mean to get fucked."

"Ohhhh, well I love being on my knees," she said. "So, I love getting my ass reamed doggy style from Daddy's huge cock."
"I bet that would be amazing," I said, wondering if I could take a cock that big in my ass.
"But my favourite position of all is on all fours again, but while being spit-roasted," she said.
"Funny," I said.
"Why?" she asked, as she kept licking my foot.
"Well," I smiled, "that is the position I'm most curious to try."
"It's fucking amazing," she said. "I especially like when I get to be in control and rock back and forth taking a big cock deep in my cunt or shit hole and then deep throating a cock."
"Sounds so fucking hot," I said, as I moved my foot to her pussy as she went to suck on my toes.

"It's amazing," she said. "I come so hard every time."
"I will have to try it," I said.
"I can make that happen, Mistress," she offered.
"We will see," I smiled, liking the idea, yet still full of trepidation to actually cross the line and cheat on my husband with another man.
"Are you worried of cheating on your husband?" she asked.
"Yeah," I nodded. "Is it that obvious?"
"Well, I have read all your stories and your essays and I understand your thinking that having sex with a woman isn't the same sort of cheating as if you are fucking another man."
"Yeah, exactly," I said, before smiling, "I have had some interesting emails offering to be that man or condemning me for my bizarre logic."
"Everyone is a critic," she said.
"Twitter has made that the way of life in 2020," I laughed.
"But you have to be you," she said. "You don't want to hide behind a computer screen your whole life while ignoring all your fantasies do you?"
"It's worked for a decade," I joked... just realizing that it had been a decade as my first story was released April 20, 2010... actually two stories the first chapters of The Complete Submission (a story that is terrible to read now) and A Perfect Fall (a series I have rewritten recently to make better).
"Well, consider this your sexual awakening or your mid-life crisis," she said, as she sucked my toe.

"I am that age," I joked.
"I refuse to have any regrets when I go to my grave," she said.
"So, what is the deep dark fantasy you have not yet fulfilled," I asked, wanting to shift the conversation.
"Daddy and I have one but it is really, really dark," she said, looking a little nervous to tell me.
"Now you have me curious," I said. "Do tell."
"I don't know," she said.
"Go ahead, this is a safe place," I said. "You did just tell me to have no regrets."
"Fine," she smiled. "But in these crazy times this is pretty fucked up."
"I'm not sure after a decade of erotica and the things sent to me as requests you can shock me," I said. Truth be told I had been shocked many times in my ten years.
Shocked to learn how poplar incest stories are.
Shocked to learn that more people willingly committed incest than I would have ever imagined.
Shocked to learn how many men secretly suck cock.
Shocked to learn how many men want to be pegged (a term I didn't even know existed when I started writing).
Shocked to learn how many men enjoy watching their wife get fucked by another man... Daddy did it seemed.
Shocked by the terms of cuckold and cuckqueen.
Shocked by a plethora of other requests by readers.
"I suppose that is true," she said. "But as a black woman, a black woman who supports the Black Lives Matter movement, this fantasy is pretty bad."
"You want to be fucked by white men," I shrugged. "I want to fuck black men, it doesn't make me racist."
Truth is I don't believe I am racist, yet I have been called every possible name in the world because of some of my interracial stories and especially the use of the 'N' word... which, of course, is used in this series more than once.
Yet, I admire black people.
I also find them sexually attractive.
I admire all races regardless of colour.
I love history.
I love a worldwide movement that is beginning to see the world through a new lene...a lens of equality... one that is about so much more than one race, it's about the human spirit. It has been the one positive of this shitshow of a quarantine.
"Our biggest fantasy is for me to be spit-roasted by two cops while Daddy is handcuffed and forced to watch," she revealed.
"Aaaaaah, I see why that is dark," I nodded based on the last few months,
"I know," she nodded.
"But that doesn't make it wrong," I said, even as I imagined that exact scene.

"I know," she said, sucking on the toes of my other foot.
"I mean I want to be gangbanged by black cock, dominated by cheerleaders and become a submissive to my sisters," I listed, just three of my many twisted fantasies. "So, we both have some dark fantasies."
"Daddy has one about you that is not dark at all," she revealed, really sucking on my toes now.

"He does, does he?" I asked playfully.
"He wants to not only be your first BBC," she said. "He wants to give you backshots."
"Backshots?" I asked, not a term I was familiar with.
"Fucking someone from behind in the pussy or ass," she explained.
"Oh, fun," I smiled.
"Yes, he loves fucking white women from behind, especially really reaming an asshole, especially a woman who had never given up her backdoor," she added.
"Well, too late for that," I laughed.
"He actually gave backshots to a colleague of yours a couple weeks ago," she revealed.
"No way," I gasped, instantly curious. "Who?"
"Ms. Parker," she revealed.
"No way," I gasped again, Amy our cheerleading coach and just twenty-five... and super hot.
"Yeah, she was being a bit of a bitch to LaCresha and well after just ten minutes with Daddy she was sucking cock, ten minutes and two orgasms later from getting fucked in her cunt she was taking backshots from him."
"I can't fathom," I said, even as I imagined just that.
"It took her a while to handle Daddy's big dick in her asshole," she said, before adding, "it was fun to watch."

"I imagine," I said, "she is quite the bitch."
"She knows her place now," she said.
"Hot, hot, hot," I said.
"Soon, she was loving the backshots," she said.
"Who wouldn't?" I asked.

"I know you'd take it," she said.
"In a heartbeat," I agreed.
"Then I made her take a facial," she said.

"You took charge?" I asked, a little surprised by that.
"When Daddy is fucking some white slut I usually get dominant," she shrugged. "I'm an enigma."
"So you are," I laughed, as she took half my foot in her mouth. "Oooooooh," I moaned, as my toes teased her pussy and she rubbed her own clit slowly.

After a couple of minutes, horny as fuck again, I asked, "Ready to be sodomized?"
"Ready to ass fuck and dominate your nigger's asshole?" she asked back. God, she sounded so sexy and hot when she talked so nasty.
"I think I am," I smiled, as I got off the bed and said, "Follow me."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, those words aimed at me still a little surreal.
I went to the sauna as it seemed like a place someone should go if it was available and once in there pointed to my cock.
Babygirl, who had crawled behind me, that too being surreal, came right to me and took my cock in her mouth.
"Get it nice and wet for that asshole of yours," I ordered.
She moaned on the cock in response as she obeyed and bobbed on my cock.
After a couple of dozen bobs, I grabbed her head and began to face fuck her. I loved the sounds she made as I roughly used her.

After a brief face fucking, I pulled out, sat down and said, "Come ride my cock in that cunt first."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, coming over to me, straddling me and lowering herself on my big cock.
"Really fuck yourself, slut," I ordered, "get my cock nice and slick for that asshole of yours."
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, as she began to bounce on my cock, taking the entire cock deep in her with each bounce.

She was really bouncing on my cock when her phone suddenly rang.
"It's Daddy," she said, as she stopped bouncing sitting completely on my cock.
"Oh," I said, this not something I had considered.
"I have to get it," she said.
"Okay," I said, as she got off of me. As she left, I said, "What are you going to tell him?"
"The truth," she called back as it kept ringing.
"Oh shit," I said to myself, but called out, trying to be casual, "come back here."
"Yes, Mistress," she called out just before she said, "Hi, Daddy."
I couldn't hear his words so I called out, needing to hear him, and hear his voice, "put him on speakerphone."
Babygirl returned just so I could hear Daddy say, "You."
"At the cabin," she answered, as she returned to me and lowered herself back on my cock.
"Why?" he asked, his voice deep and sexy... just as I had imagined.
"You won't believe me if I tell you," she said, as she began to slowly ride me.
"You met Kim Kardashian," he joked.
"Better," she said.
"You're actually there with someone?" he asked, his tone one of surprise.
"I am," she admitted.

"Who?"
"Who is your number one fantasy?" she asked.
"Jasmine" he said.
"Say hi, Jasmine," Babygirl said, leaning back onto me.
"H-h-hi," I stammered, shocked to be outed.
"Fuck off," he said, not believing it.
"She's LaCresha's teacher," she said.
"That I am," I added, suddenly feeling giddy at admitting it.
"You're actually there with Jasmine Walker the author?" he asked, still in the same state of shock I had been in when I had realized I was standing in front of Babygirl just a few hours ago.
"The one and only, Daddy," I answered, wanting to let him know I understood he was in charge.
"Jasmine Walker who writes our stories? He said, still processing.
"Yes, Daddy," I answered. "Babygirl is busy riding my cock right now."
"You're fucking Jasmine Walker?" he asked.
"Well, actually she is fucking me," she said, although truth be told she was fucking herself.
So, I slapped her ass and she got off me and I pointed to the bench.
She understood and got into a position as he said, "I have so many questions. Like why didn't you tell me."
"Mistress Jasmine told me not to," she answered, as I moved behind her.
"She did, did she?' he asked, his tone changing.
As I slid inside her pussy, I defended, "Sorry, I just wanted a night with your wife."
"I see," he said, seeming to be contemplating something.
"She isn't sure she can fuck you," Babygirl added, as I began fucking her.
"Babygirl," I said.
"Really?" he said.
"She isn't ready to cheat on her husband," she added.
"I see," he said.
"It's just a lot," I said, trying to defend myself as I could hear the disappointment in his voice.
"I see," he repeated, seemingly a man of few words.
"Harder, Mistress, fuck me harder," she said, seeming to want the attention on her.

"When you're done fucking my wife, I want your slut to call me," he said. "Is that clear, slut Jasmine?"
"Yes, Daddy," I said, getting instantly wet from being called a slut and needing to respond as the obedient submissive I naturally was.
"Good girl," he said, his tone so strong, confident and dominant. This was not a man who was used to being told no.
"Now fuck her asshole good," he said and then hung up.
"You heard Daddy, Mistress, fuck my asshole good," she said, looking back at me as she put the phone down.
"Well, I'd better obey Daddy," I said, as I pulled out of her pussy. "Get on all fours, my slut," I ordered, pointing to the floor.
"Yes, Mistress," she eagerly obeyed, getting on the floor and offering up her perfect black ass.
"Fuck, you have an amazing booty," I said, caressing her ass.
"It was made for fucking," she said, wiggling it playfully.
"Yes, it is," I agreed, as I positioned my cock at her asshole.
"Just slam it in my shit hole, Mistress," she said, "it's always ready for big cock."
"Here it comes," I said, and watched as my cock disappeared in her puckered back door.
"Oooooooooh, yes," she moaned, "fill my asshole entirely."
"As you wish," I said, and was soon buried in her.

"So good," she said, as I began fucking her ass slowly.
"This is awesome," I said, sounding more like an eighteen-year-old boy than a mid-forties year old woman.
"So awesome," she moaned.
I fucked her slowly for a couple of minutes knowing my ass needed to be slowly gaped before I could handle a real ass reaming... I assumed it was the same for her.

"Remember the sassy attitude when you walked into my classroom to teach me a lesson," I asked, bucking my hips while deep in her ass.
"Yes, Mistress, I was a pretentious Mommy bear bitch," she moaned loudly.
"Who is the teacher here?" I asked, bucking my hips three times.
"You're the teacher, Mistress and I'm the dumb student who needs to be taught a lot of lessons," she added.
"And your daughter was being a pretentious bitch too, wasn't she?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress. But I---"
"But what, bitch?" I asked going into dominant mode as I really began to slam into her ass.
"Ahhhh, fuck, fuck, fuck!!!"
"That's right, bitch. Now look at you on your knees getting your," I slapped her ass, and did again after each word, "black... ass... fucked."
"Oh God, Mistress fuck me," she moaned, so turned on by the domination.
"Look at me, bitch," I ordered, a rush of adrenaline at having such power over another person, especially a black goddess like Babygirl.

She obeyed, even as she moaned again from the deep ass drilling.
"Who owns your black ass?" I questioned.
"You do, Mistress," she moaned. "You own my black ass."
"Louder, nigger," I demanded, using the word only at the height of sexual power and when she was completely in the throes of sexual submissive lust.
"Ahhhhh shit, fuck. You do, Mistress. You do," she declared, willing to agree to anything I said, just like so many of my submissive characters when they were being dominated by their Mistress or Master.
"And don't you forget it, nigger," I said, continuing to pound her ass, surprised at how much work being he fucker instead of the fuckee was. I was really burning some calories tonight.




"Yes, really fuck my asshole, Mistress," she begged. "I've been such a bad girl being a bitch to you and fucking you and not telling Daddy. I need to be punished."
"You want me to fuck you like Daddy would?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress fuck the living shit out of me," she said, again sounding so hot when she talked so nasty. It was crazy someone so sweet looking could be such a nasty slut... of course it wasn't really that crazy.
I looked sweet and innocent and was perceived by most that way... no one would believe I was actually a nasty submissive slut and that I wrote erotica... nobody.
I wasn't sure what Daddy would do, but I imagined it would be rough and wild. So, allowing my inner dominant to take control, I asked, "Ready to get your nigger ass reamed, you dumb slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, punish my ass for being such a dirty fucking whore," she responded as I started slamming into her ass hard... already harder than I had ever been ass fucked.
Feeling another rush of adrenaline at being in charge and encouraged from Daddy's words and Babygirl's moans I lifted my foot and placed it over her head.

And then down on her head... a kinky scene I had envisioned to dominate but never fathomed ever doing.

"Oh yes, Mistress, dominate me," she moaned, as I slammed my cock deep into her asshole.
I fucked her as hard as I could... as deep as I could... realizing the power a man had in many positions like this one.
"Oh fuck, God, drill my asshole," she begged, her moans getting louder and wilder.
"Come my dirty ass whore," I demanded, slamming into her as I rested my foot on her head feeling so powerful.

"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck," she moaned, so close.
I used the word that seemed to always get her to erupt, as I used a dominant tone, and pounded her hard and deep, "Come right fucking now you dumb nigger ass slave."
"Fuuuuuuuuck," she screamed, my nasty degrading words the final straw that made her erupt as she squirted everywhere... which was so hot and something I had only seen in porn.
I kept fucking her as her body quaked uncontrollably and the sounds escaping her mouth were sexy as fuck.
When I pulled out, I said, feeling a little guilty for the whole foot on her head thing, as I looked at the puddle of wetness all over the floor, "I'm so sorry about stepping on your head."
"That was so fucking hot," she said, rolling onto her back and looking up at me. "Daddy has never even done that before."
"I don't know what came over me," I said.
"You're a natural dominant," she said.
"I don't know about natural," I smiled, but this sure did awake a side of me I hadn't known existed.
"I need to call Daddy now," she said.
"Okay," I nodded, suddenly nervous.
"Don't worry," she said. "He isn't mad."
"He sounded annoyed," I said.
"Oh, he was definitely annoyed," she said, standing up and grabbing her phone. "But I guarantee you that motivated him."
"Motivated him for what?" I asked concerned.
"I don't know," she said, calling him. "But the way he finished our conversation was one I had heard before.... Hi, Daddy."
"Yes, Daddy," she said. "He wants me to put him on speaker."
"Did you ass fuck my wife, slut Jasmine?" he asked in a stern voice that instantly had me revert to my natural submissiveness even as my pussy tingled
"Yes, Daddy," I answered.
"Did you enjoy ass fucking my wife, slut Jasmine?" he asked, again his tone so firm... no nonsense.
"Yes, Daddy, I really enjoyed ass fucking your hot wife," I answered, somehow sensing the need to add details.
"But you're not sure you can submit to me?" he asked.
"I want to, Daddy," I answered, but added, feeling guilty for being a faithful wife, "but I can't."
"I understand," he said. "So, I have an idea."
"What Daddy?"
"Babygirl is going to fuck you for me," he said.
"I am?" Babygirl asked, instantly excited.
"Yes, put on Jasmine's strap-on and then do exactly what I tell you do," Daddy said.
"Yes, Daddy," she eagerly agreed, handing me the phone and taking the strap-on off me.

"Slut Jasmine you will obey me and Babygirl without hesitation is that clear?" he asked, although is tone implied this wasn't a yes or no question.
Excited to get fucked.
Excited to be submissive.
Excited to role play getting fucked by a BBC... as close as possible to the real thing.
I replied, as Babygirl put the strap-on on, "Yes, Daddy, I will obey like a good girl."
"Good girl," he said, his voice softening slightly for the first time in this conversation. "I'm not happy I had to find out this way and I'm not happy you are not ready to submit to me, but I sense you will soon, so for tonight you will be my virtual slut."
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, a little nervous of his confident assumption this was only a temporary resistance.
"First though for being a deceitful bitch and fucking my wife behind my back you need to be punished," he said.
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, "I'm sorry for being such a deceitful bitch but your wife was impossible to resist."
"That I can understand," he chucked heavily.
"Babygirl go sit on the couch," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as I wondered if she always called him Daddy. It was only now I realized I had no idea what their first names were... although a quick look in my attendance would give me that piece of missing information.
"Slut Jasmine, go lay across her lap," he said. "We are going to recreate a brief scene from one of your older stories."
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, knowing already what story he was referring to and what his intention was.
"What story are we recreating, slut Jasmine?" he asked, as I lay over her, finding it a very awkward position, something I had not considered when I wrote the story many years ago.
"Spanked to Submission, Daddy," I answered.
"So you know what is coming next, slut?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy," I replied, having never been spanked before. Although I wrote about bondage a little, it was always pretty tame as I didn't like violence.
"What, slut?" he asked.
"Babygirl is going to spank my naked ass for being such a presumptuous bitch and turning your wife into my personal slave for the night," I answered.
"Exactly," he said. "Although I think it's fucking hot that you did that, I'm quite hurt that it was done behind my back."
"It's because I know I couldn't resist you if you were here," I said, which was likely true. If a big black cock was before me now, in this overheated situation where my cunt was on fire I doubt very much I could possibly resist the temptation. As I thought that I realized he did respect my position, as he could have driven here, but he hadn't.
"I know that is likely true," he agreed. "So, you will get ten spanks."
"Yes, Daddy," I said, thinking this was really going to hurt and I was quite a wimp when it came to pain.
"You will thank Daddy and Babygirl after each spank, is that clear, slut?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy," I said, as Babygirl gently caressed my ass... the calm before the storm per sey.
"You will also call yourself a name before thanking us each time... each time a new name. Is that clear, slut?"
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, as he seemed to be taking a page right out of my style of writing.
"Are you ready, Babygirl?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Are you ready to take your punishment, slut Jasmine?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy," I answered, although the truth was I really wasn't at all... alas my submissive nature overrode my current discomfort.
"Here it comes," Babygirl said, as I glanced back to see her hand high in the air.
"Spank my ass," I said, as I grabbed her ankle for support.

SLAP.
It came down fast and stung like a bitch.
Yet, even as pain burned on my ass I said, "Your dumb white bitch thanks you for that slap."
"Again," Daddy ordered.
SLAP.
"Your submissive bimbo thanks you for disciplining me for being such a dumb fuck," I said, my self-degradation somehow turning me on. Yes, I liked being called names in the heat of the moment, but I had never called myself names.
"Again."
SLAP.
"Oooooh," I whimpered, that one really stinging. "Your black cock and cunt craving slut thanks you."
"Again."
SLAP.
"Fuck," I grimaced, each slap hurting more than the one before, although I also noticed a little leakage out of my pussy. Was this turning me on? "Thank you for that slap against your white whore's white ass."
"Again."
SLAP.
"Oh, God," I whimpered, thinking I was only halfway through my punishment. "Your eager to serve slut thanks you both for that slap."
"Again... three times fast."
SLAP. SLAP. SLAP.
"Oh my god!" I screamed, as my ass burned.
"Thank us, bitch," he ordered, when I didn't immediately respond.

"Thank you Daddy and Babygirl for teaching this submissive slut her place," I said, hoping this counted as six, seven and eight.
"Again."
SLAP.
"Thank you Daddy and Babygirl for spanking your submissive white plaything," I said.
"Do you want to be our plaything?" he asked.
"In theory," I answered, knowing that was a dangerous question.
"Last slap," he said.
SLAP.
"Thank you Daddy, thank you Babygirl for helping this secret slut to explore your real self," I said, as both my pussy and ass burned.
"Now make her feel better now, Babygirl," he ordered, "splatter that amazing ass with kisses."
"Yes, Daddy," she eagerly said, as I weakly got off her and she gestured for me to bend over... which stung a little bit.
She then began licking my ass which indeed felt so nice.
"Is your cunt wet, slut?' he asked.
"Soaking," I admitted.
"Because you want some big black cock in that pretty mouth of yours, in that white cunt of yours and in that tight asshole of yours," he said.
"Yes to all the above," I agreed, wishing ever so briefly that he was here and that BBC was available to do just what he had described.
"Don't you wish I were there right now?" he asked, as Babygirl licked every inch of my ass, helping the pain fade.
"The dirty slut side of me says fuck yes, the moral me says thank God you're not," I answered my very true truth.
"Because if I was there you couldn't resist me could you? He confidently surmised.
"Unlikely," I admitted. "But I would try."
"Weakly," he said.
"Likely," I laughed awkwardly as Babygirl began to lick my asshole which felt really, really nice.

"I'll keep my word and I won't fuck you tonight," he said, although his tone somehow implied he planned to fuck me sometime soon.
"Thank you, Daddy," I replied.
"Is the slut's ass looking better, Babygirl?"
"A lot better, Daddy."
"Good. Now go to the wall near the window and rest against it, slut Jasmine," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, loving just doing exactly as I was told.
"Babygirl do your backwards pussy munch," he ordered.
"Oooooo, yes Daddy," she said, sounding very excited at whatever a backwards pussy munch was.
I leaned against the wall which was a little cold and watched as Babygirl moved underneath me, backwards, leaned back and began licking my pussy.
"Oh my," I moaned, both at her flexibility and the sudden pleasure of her tongue on my very wet and needy pussy.
"Isn't she flexible?" he asked.
"Very," I agreed. "I wish I were even half that flexible."
"Years of gymnastics," Babygirl said from underneath me as she licked.
"I see," I moaned, as I closed my eyes and allowed her expert tongue to build the fire already inside of me.

"Now don't let her come, Babygirl," he stressed. "Just get her nice and ready for my cock."
"Y-y-you're cock," I stammered, opening my eyes.
"Not literally," he chuckled, very amused at my reaction. "But figuratively."
"Oh, of course," I said, sounding like a fool.
"Although it's obvious how badly you really want and need a real BBC," he said.
"I know," I admitted, continuing to betray the moral code inside me.
"Ready to get fucked?" he asked.
"God, yes," I moaned, "Babygirl really knows how to eat pussy."
"You're pretty good too," Babygirl said as she kept licking me ever so slowly... teasing the fuck out of me.
"Let's start with the vertical," Daddy said. "Slut Jasmine, go lie down on the fur carpet on the floor."
"Yes, Daddy," I eagerly agreed, looking forward to having that black cock in me.
"Babygirl, now go to her and rub your black cock up and down the slut's wet pussy," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as she moved to me and did exactly as he ordered.
"Do you want my cock, Jasmine?' he asked.
"God, yes, Daddy, I want it so bad," I moaned, desperate to have that black cock in me... wishing it was indeed a real BBC.
"How bad?"
"So bad, Daddy," I moaned, "I need a black cock in me so fucking bad."
"Bad enough to be my white submissive slut?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy, I'll be your white submissive slut," I moaned, as Babygirl parted my pussy lips with her cock, smiling at me so knowingly. "I'll do anything for your big black cock."
"I'll keep you to that," he said, as alarm bells went off in my head at the obvious implications of those five simple words and my earlier declaration... yet at the moment, like so many of the characters in my stories lust consumed logic and I became a victim of my own desire... although I didn't feel like a victim at all.
"Lift her legs up in the air and slide that cock in her, Babygirl. Go slow, but get really fucking deep," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, sliding her cock all the way in me.
"Oooooooooooooooh," I moaned, imagining it was actually that many 'o's' if not more. Pleasure instantly consumed me as I finally had a black cock in me... albeit it a plastic cock. But for the rest of this night I was going to imagine it was a real cock... it was Daddy's cock. "Yes, Daddy, fill my white cunt with your big... black... cock." I purposely paused briefly after each of the last three words for dramatic effect.
"Such a tight cunt," he said, as Babygirl began to slowly fuck me.
"It won't be after your monster cock is through with me," I moaned.

"Yes, I'll tear that pussy of yours apart so much you won't even feel your husband the next times he fucks you," he said.
Hearing my husband mentioned should have brought the guilt back, especially when he was slyly belittling his manhood, yet at the moment I was his slut, not my husband's wife. "Plus, even as he is pounding me I will be imagining it is you."
"I know you will," he agreed, as I closed my eyes and let Daddy fuck me.
"Oh yes, Daddy, I love your cock in me," I moaned.
"And Daddy loves fucking his newest white pet," he said.
"Yes, I want to be your pet," I said, the idea of being a pet to a black stud one of my fantasies I'd never imagined becoming a reality and although I knew I had to resist ever giving in one hundred percent to him and his cock... I could at the very least live it out this way as authentically as I could.

"My fuck toy?" he questioned.
Yes, your white bimbo fuck toy," I agreed so completely drawn into the role play.
"Lift her ass up and fuck her, Babygirl," Daddy instructed.
"Yes, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she lifted my ass up "I love this position when I'm getting dicked."
"Yes, fuck me Daddy," I moaned, as this new position repositioned the cock in me at a new, more stimulating, angle... although the position was going to test my agility.
"I can get really deep in that white cunt in this position," Daddy said, as Babygirl began fucking me and I had to agree.
"Oh yes, Daddy, so fucking deep," I moaned, trying to keep my ass up as this position was fucking amazing.

"You like Daddy's dick?" he asked.
"I love it so much, I moaned, imagining a real BBC fucking me as I kept my eyes closed.
"Daddy loves fucking white MILFs," he said.
"Teacher loves getting fucked by her student's black Daddy," I countered, the fact that Babygirl and Daddy were parents of a student I was teaching adding to the taboo kinkiness.
"Imagine me bending you over your desk at lunch," he said.
"Oh, God," I moaned, the idea so fucking hot, that it made me lose my balance and fall, the big cock slipping out of me.
"Scissor fuck her, Babygirl," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as she grabbed my hips, repositioned both of us and slid back into my fevered box.
"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I was again full of cock.
"I bet you'd love a BBC lunch," he said.
"Oh God, yes, I'd love a big black sausage followed by a cream chocolate dessert," I wickedly said, no one other than my husband knowing that I did really love the taste of cum.
I'd coat that pretty face with a massive load," he promised.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, also really liking taking a facial. I liked the humiliation. I also liked the warm load splattering my face. I also liked to scoop it up and eat it or even rub it all over my face as I had read and had since come to believe that cum is great for the complexion. As I looked at Babygirl's flawness complexion I bet she used cum as a beauty ointment.
"You want my cum for lunch?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy, I'd love your big load for lunch," I moaned, the idea having my pussy on fire and y orgasm rising.

"Ride my cock, slut," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, as I eagerly got up and gently pushed Babygirl to the ground.
"Drop that cunt on my cock and show me you want it," he ordered, as I straddled the big cock and did just as he ordered.
"OOooooooh," I moaned, as the cock reached new depths as I dropped right on it.
"Ride my cock, slut," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I bounced on his cock recklessly... desperate to come.
"Faster, slut," he ordered.

I obeyed, although this was a position I really enjoyed, it wasn't one I had ever been able to come in. I don't know why... but I never had.



"Faster," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, a minute later, but likely sounded frustrated.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
I can't come in this position," I frustratingly said.
"Babygirl, backshots time," he said.
"OOooooh, yes Daddy," Babygirl said, before ordering me, "Lie down."
"Okay," I obeyed, laying on my belly.
She grabbed my hands and pulled them behind me as if I were wearing handcuffs and ordered, "Keep these hands behind you at all costs."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, feeling both helpless and excited, as she straddled my legs.
"Ready to really get fucked?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy, fuck the living hell out of me," I said, as I felt the cock at my pussy lips and was willing to do almost anything to finally come.
"Fuck her, Babygirl, fuck her like I fuck you in this position," he ordered. "Fuck her to orgasm."
"Yes, Daddy," she replied, as she didn't slide the cock into me, she slammed it into me.
"Fuck!" I screamed, as the cock filled me completely.

"Like that big black cock, slut?" he asked.
"I love it," I moaned, knowing I was going to be coming pretty fucking quick in this submissive intense position.
"Pull her hair, Babygirl," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, grabbing part of my air as she slammed into me hard as fuck.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned, as the rough treatment drove me wild.
"Come, my dirty teacher slut," he ordered, "come all over my big black cock, become my white slut."
"Oh, yes, more Daddy," I moaned, both wanting to be dicked harder and also wanting to be degraded more too.
"Who owns that filthy white cunt?" he asked firmly, his deep voice also a turn-on.
"You do, Daddy," I said without hesitation.
"Who gets to destroy that white asshole of yours?"
"You do, Daddy, you do," I repeated about to erupt.
"Then come for Daddy, come all over Daddy's dick, come like the nigger loving cock slut you really are behind the conservative teacher façade," he ordered.

"Fuccccccccck," I screamed, as the orgasm ripped through me like a tornado touching ground after hours of teasing and damage.
"Good slut," Daddy moaned, as I wondered if he was jerking off as his wife fucked me.
"Thank you, Daddy," I weakly said, as I collapsed to the ground the moment Babygirl let go of my hair.
"You're welcome, slut," he said, before adding, "but I'm just getting started with you."
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, completely spent and yet excited at the possibility of Babygirl ass fucking me.
"Babygirl, I want you to gape our new slut's asshole and get it ready for my big cock," he said, as she pulled out of my pussy and I felt my juices leaking out of me.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, before she ordered, "Come to the bed, Jasmine."
"I think you broke me," I joked, as I weakly got onto all fours and this time crawled to the bed.
"Oh, wait until we are done drilling that asshole," Daddy said.
"Yes, Daddy," I said, as I crawled onto the bed.
Babygirl parted my legs and licked by asshole.
"Oh yes, eat my asshole," I moaned, as she swirled her tongue around my rosebud.
"Such a tasty shit hole," Babygirl said, which sounded so fucking nasty hot.
"Finger fuck that hole," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, as she looked up at me and winked before she moved a finger to my long-neglected back door.
"I want that asshole nice and gaped," he said.
"Yes, Daddy," she repeated, as she pushed a finger inside my asshole.
It burned a little, as I was used to being tipsy and having lube during anal play, but it also felt good. "Yes, Babygirl, finger my asshole."
She wiggled her finger inside my asshole, gaping from the inside out, before sliding a second finger in... I had never been fingered in the asshole and the way she did it felt so good.
"That feels so good," I moaned, as my next orgasm seemed to be building even as the last one hd just begun to dissipate.
She wiggled two fingers inside me before she began to finger fuck me.


"Oh fuck, yes, finger bang my white cunt," I moaned.
"Is her asshole ready for my cock?" Daddy asked.
"I think so, Daddy," she said, as she pulled her fingers out and looked at my gaping hole.

"Get on the floor on all fours, slut," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, quickly getting off the bed and onto all fours like a bitch in heat.
"What do you want, slut?" he asked, as Babygirl moved behind me.
"Your big black cock up my ass," I answered.
"You want to be my ass slut?"
"Yes, Daddy, I want to be your three-hole cum deposit," I replied, as the cock teased my anal entrance.
"Fuck her ass, Babygirl," he said. "Slowly."
"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, sliding her cock in my ass.
"Yeeeeeeeeeeees," I moaned, as my ass was filled.

"You like that black cock in your ass, slut?" he asked.
"I fucking love it," I said, as Babygirl slowly fucked my ass.
"Such a tight asshole," he said.
"Such a big cock," I moaned back.
"I'm going to be fucking this asshole regularly," he promised.
"My asshole is always open for your big cock, Daddy," I moaned, at the moment saying things without thought of consequences.
"I'll keep you to that," he said.
After a couple of minutes of slow ass fucking, Daddy asked, "Ready to be ass fucked hard and bent like a pretzel?"
"Yes, Daddy, ream my asshole," I said, unsure what positions he had I mind.
"Do the backwards push up, Babygirl," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she nodded as she instructed me to rest on my elbows and lift my ass up as high as I could.
It was a weird position and got weirder when Babygirl straddled me and slid the cock in my ass upside down.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, this angle unlike anything I had ever experienced and stimulating me in a unique way.

"You like that, slut?" Daddy asked.
"So good," I moaned before adding belatedly, "Daddy."
"It is a position Babygirl loves," he said. "It finds a way to stimulate her ass and pussy at the same time."
"Yes," I agreed, suddenly realizing that was exactly what made it feel so unique.
It was a slow ass fuck, but so stimulating, so good.
After about a minute though, I suddenly couldn't handle the position anymore as I got a cramp and said, as I collapsed on the ground, "Sorry, cramp, cramp, cramp." I moved my leg up and down to get rid of it.
Babygirl laughed, "It's a tough position."
"It was amazing," I said, still moving my leg and actually standing up. "But I'm not twenty anymore."
"Who is?" she laughed.
"True enough," I laughed too.
"Let's stretch her out with the pull back fuck," Daddy said.
"Ohhhhh, you'll love this one," she said, pointing to the floor. "Lie back on your belly like earlier."
"Okay," I said, having loved the last position I was in when on my tummy.
Babygirl slid into my ass from behind, then once all in said, "Give me your hands."
It was awkward, but I did, and she grabbed both of my hands and pulled me back which made the cock somehow reach new depths inside me.

"Ooooooh, my," I said.
"Feel that cock deep in that asshole?" Daddy asked.
"So deep," I said, as she rested deep in me.
"Ready to really feel the power of black cock?" Daddy asked.
"Yes, Daddy, destroy my asshole," I said, learning that asshole sounded so much hotter than ass as I spoke it.
"Triple bucking, Babygirl," he ordered.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as she bucked her hips into me three times hard and deep.

"Like that, bitch?" Daddy asked.
"Love it," I replied, my body on fire again.
"Again," Daddy said.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed again, as the three hard quick ass thrusts drove me wild... especially when I was completely at the whim of Babygirl... this being a wild submissive position.
"Again," Daddy said.
"Mother fucker," I screamed, the pleasure so intense.
"Again."
"Oh fuck, Daddy, I love your big black cock in my shit hole," I said, as my head was getting light in this wicked position.
"Finish her by returning the favour from behind," Daddy said.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, as she let go of my hands and I knelt up to get on my knees expecting now to finally just get ass fucked... hard.
"Ready to get ass fucked hard by my big black cock?" Daddy asked, as Babygirl again went behind me.
"Yes, Daddy, your white slut needs to be ass fucked by your big black cock sooooo bad," I said.
"Pound that asshole, Babygirl, pound it like I pound yours," he said.
"Yes, Daddy," she repeated, as she slammed the cock into my ass.
"Yes, Daddy, pound my asshole," I moaned, as Babygirl began to fuck me from behind.
"Harder, Babygirl," Daddy said. "I want to hear your body slam into hers."
"Yes, Daddy," she said, fucking me as hard as I imagine she could.
"Oh God, yes," I moaned, loving the hard backdoor reaming.
"Put your foot on her head," Daddy ordered. "Treat her like she treated you in this position."
"Yes, Daddy," she said, as I suddenly felt her foot on my head which was just as hot as when I had done it to her.
"Rub that dirty white cunt as she fucks your slut asshole," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, rubbing my very wet pussy as I got ass fucked.

"Harder," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, ream my asshole," I moaned, as I furiously rubbed myself... feeing another orgasm rising although I had never come from anal sex before... although I also hadn't been ass fucked while sober since college.

"Who owns that shit hole?" Daddy asked.
"You do, Daddy, you own my shithole," I moaned, frantically rubbing myself.
"And you'll let me fuck it whenever I want?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy, plow my backdoor in my classroom at lunch, or in my garage when my husband is home," I said, both sounding so hot even though I knew both were actually terrible ideas.
"Come from getting ass fucked by black dick," he ordered, as I really got ass reamed and really was rubbing myself.
"I'm so close," I moaned, desperate to come and yet beginning to get frustrated that I could feel the orgasm so imminent and yet refusing to erupt.
"Now nigger lover," he ordered, knowing that word drove me wild in the heat of the moment, even though I would never utter the word at any other moment other than in the heat of lust.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, not from orgasm, but frustration.
"Fist fuck her to orgasm, Babygirl," Daddy ordered, realizing my frustration.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, pulling out, flipping me onto my back, spreading my legs and covering my mouth as she slid her entire fist in my cunt.

"Fuuuuck," I moaned into her hand, the fist inside me an intense new feeling.
"Look into my eyes," Babygirl said, as she began to fist fuck me.

I obeyed and felt my orgasm building at an accelerated pace as Daddy said, "Come for us, Jasmine, come for us and become our white submissive fuck toy."
And as her wrist filled my pussy it was too much and I closed my eyes again as yet another orgasm exploded inside me... somehow feeing as intense as the others. Usually each multiple orgasm was weaker and weaker and yet tonight every orgasm was a 12 on the Richter Scale (yes, I know it only goes to 10).

Daddy then said, "Get into a 69."
"Yes, Daddy," Babygirl eagerly obeyed, as I just rolled onto my side as my entire body seemed to have been usurped of all its energy.
"Eat my black pussy, Jasmine, fucking you has got me so wet," she said.
I generously did, loving the taste of her black pussy as we leisurely licked each other for a good ten minutes.

I just enoyed her heavenly nectar until she came all over my face.
I enoyed her tongue, but I suddely had to go pee.
"I have to pee," I said, hating to end this 69, but about to pee all over her face if I didn't.
"Pee on her," Daddy said, having not spoken the entire time we were in a 69. I actually thought he may have hung up.
"Daddy, no," she said, not really seeming to like the idea.
"I know you want my golden shower," I said, suddenly liking the idea of peeing on her.
"I don't know," she said tentatively.
Suddenly wanting to impress Daddy and regain my Mistress persona I said firmly. "Does a nigger slut ever disobey their Mistress?"
"No, Mistress Jasmine," she said.
"So tell me what you want," I ordered.
"I want you to piss all over my face," she said, lying on the floor.
I couldn't hold back much longer, no way I could make it to the bathroom so I stood above her face and instantly emptied my bladder all over her pretty face and open mouth.


"Thank you, Mistress," she said, once I was finished, as she sat up and licked my pussy again.
"You really are an insatiable pet," I smiled.
"I'll see you soon, Mrs. Walker," Daddy said before hanging up.
It was then as Babygirl cleaned up my pussy that I wondered if he understood that what we had done was role play or if he took any of my plethora of promises in the heat of the moment seriously.
"Want a quick shower before you go?" she asked.
"I'd better," I smiled. "I smell like a dirty slut."
"You are a dirty slut," she smiled, looking up at me.
"Takes one to know one," I smiled, pulling her up and kissing her passionately.
A lengthy shower... one last orgasm from her tongue in the shower and I headed home.
As I drove, my head spun with the cold harsh realities of my decisions.
I had opened Pandora's Box and although I was clear that I wasn't going to cheat on my husband with Daddy in person... his tone implied he didn't believe me.
I sighed... fuck... what had I got myself in to?
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Continuing immediately after part 1 ends....
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As required, Faith returned to her new Mistress with a larger strap-on, she'd decided on fetching her medium-sized one; she wasn't sure she could take her biggest one in her ass... as she shook her head in dismay at her abject obedience to a lowly nerd like Willow.
"Strap the strap-on on me for me, my ass slut," Willow ordered, still feeling a rush of adrenaline from successfully dominating the normally dominant Faith and making her into her bitch, instead of the other way around, which had been Faith's original plan. She'd read many stories similar to what she'd accomplished tonight, and she'd fantasized doing this a plethora of times, so actually doing it was a rush times a billion!
"You're really getting off on this, aren't you?" Faith asked her, obeying the nerd, even though she really thought she should reorganize this topsy turvy hierarchy, yet she all she could think about was getting that cock back in her ass.
"Just as much as you are," Willow said, watching the slayer, who was obeying her order apparently willingly (though Willow knew better), by fastening the larger strap-on harness around her waist.
"This is just a one-night thing," Faith insisted, allowing her lust to give the nerd the win and the power tonight, but planning to revert things to the way they were before, the rightful way, just as soon as possible... hopefully early tomorrow.
"Sure, sure," Willow agreed sarcastically, since for her part, she was already plotting all the places she was going to fuck Faith, beginning tomorrow. No way this revised hierarchy was going to be for just tonight... she saw right through Faith's façade of obeying her only reluctantly, and knew she could break her again and again, until she was her obedient ass slut and pussy pleaser through and through, without any pretense of her being otherwise.
"I'm serious," Faith said, finishing putting the strap-on on. "No one can know about this."
"Okay, that I can give you, at least for now. Because who would believe it?" Willow asked, wondering if anyone could possibly believe this... even she was still a little surprised by how well this had gone. None of her high school peers who saw her as no more than a nerd or a wallflower, would ever credit her with being a dominant seductress. And lording over the indomitable Faith? She was the one who lorded it over everyone else, except perhaps for Buffy herself.
"True," Faith agreed. No one would believe this meek nerd could overpower and dominate her. And yet she had!
"Now climb onto the bed on all fours, my ass slut," Willow ordered, loving her dominant awakening.
"You're really on a power trip," Faith said, secretly impressed by Willow's sudden psychological makeover, as she climbed onto her own bed and assumed the position ordered. Before tonight she was never one for taking orders.... not even from her Watcher.
"Since you mention it, yes; like yours, I'm undergoing my own sexual awakening," Willow shrugged, as she stroked her plastic cock, wondering if there were spells she could come up with to make it vibrate, or to make it bigger, or... or... even to make it real. What a rush it would be to give the normally arrogant Faith a facial, or an anal cream pie!
"Come and slam it in my ass." Faith said, wanting to keep this situation nasty, and only about fucking.
"You love me fucking your asshole, don't you?" Willow said, loving to say asshole, and loving the hungry lust in Faith's eyes.
"Just shove it back in," Faith said, even though she wondered if this larger girth would hurt. In normal situations she couldn't care less if she caused her plaything any pain... it was all about her dominance, and her getting off. But now she was the plaything. Still, her desire to get ass fucked again and feel that all-consuming pleasure overrode any new pain.
Willow climbed onto the bed and spread Faith's compliant ass cheeks. "This asshole was just made to have a big cock slamming into it."
"Then do it," Faith said, getting a little frustrated at the nerd's endless talking instead of fucking.
"We need to gape this asshole first," Willow said considerately (totally unlike Faith), and she slid two fingers inside the inviting orifice, which was already slightly gaped from her earlier plugging with a smaller dildo.
"Oh, you nasty bitch," Faith moaned, as two fingers wiggled inside her, creating a new and different sensation, and just the slightest burn.
"You're the bitch... my bitch... with two fingers deep in your asshole," Willow pointed out, as she moved them around, stretching out the anal cavity.
"I've never fingered an asshole," Faith said, instantly wondering why she never had.
"Got to gape this shit hole to get this big cock deep inside of it," Willow said, having read a lot about gaping, watched some porn about gaping, but finding that doing it was fascinating... the human body was an enigma... that a hole meant for one purpose could also be used for something so entirely different.
"My asshole is ready already, just slide it in," Faith urged impatiently, the fingers feeling good, but she was dying to be fucked... hard.
Willow pulled her fingers out, and admired her handiwork: the gaping asshole.
"Are you going to fuck my ass or what?" Faith asked, getting more and more frustrated that she didn't have that dick in her ass yet. The sensations of Willow fucking her had been unlike anything she'd ever experienced before, and she wanted to feel it again... now!
At long last, Willow wrapped her hands around Faith's waist, and slid the cock inside her ass with ease.
"About fucking time," Faith moaned, attempting to retain some sort of control, as the pleasure/pain principle coursed through her, her ass was opened wider than ever before, and the cock reached depths inside her that had never been reached before.
"Only a real ass slut can take this big dick so easily," Willow pointed out, as the cock disappeared completely between her ass cheeks.
"Whatever! Just fuck me," she moaned.
"And you wanted to fuck me," Willow scoffed, as she bucked her hips three times, reaching new depths of depravity inside Faith's asshole. "Doesn't this... way... around feel so much better?" then giving her another three.
"You fucking bitch!!" Faith screamed, as pleasure and pain again cascaded through her while the dick plunged deeper inside her.
"Takes one to know one," Willow countered, really getting off on the domination and utter power she was exerting over Faith... this experience was way more all-consuming than any spell she'd ever created.
"Just fuck me," Faith begged, losing it, needing that pure pleasure to consume her again, and knowing her pain would dissipate with more fucking.
"So were you exclusively an ass virgin taker before I took charge and reamed your asshole?" Willow asked, the question suddenly popping into her head. Faith had clearly been the dominant in her previous encounters, based on her constant locker-room-like bragging, and the aggressive approach she'd begun with during this wild night.
"Yes," Faith admitted with a moan, not realizing what she'd just said, as Willow really fucked her good. She was way better than any man she'd ever allowed access to her pussy.
"So I took your anal cherry tonight," Willow concluded, a massive smile crossing her face.
"Yeah, you're the one who took my anal virginity," Faith admitted, only now realizing she'd just given Willow more power over her, especially since she knew first hand the ultimate rush that came from taking a virgin, regardless of the hole or gender.
"Cool," Willow said, in the nerdy, bookish, fascinated way she said things, that made her sound as nerdy as she sometimes looked.
Wanting to take the nerd down a notch, but still continue getting her asshole reamed, she clarified, "But I've taken much larger dicks in my cunt."
"How large?" Willow asked, already knowing she'd be researching spells that could perhaps enhance her cock in size, or hopefully even to make it real. But only temporarily. She certainly didn't want to transform herself into a permanent shemale!
"Fourteen inches," Faith bragged, recalling the massive demon cock that had filled her. She couldn't resist taking it for a ride once she'd seen it.
"No way," Willow said. "No guy is that big."
"I didn't say it was a guy," the slayer smiled, looking back over her shoulder at the nerd who was processing this information.
"A toy?"
"Nope."
"Surely not a demon," Willow scoffed, deducing that would have to be the only remaining realistic (although realistic likely wasn't the right word... eww!) option.
"A very well hung one with a fat cock," Faith said, loving to shock the nerd, feeling like she was getting a little bit of her power back from her... even if it was only by showing her how big of a whore she could be. "He tore my cunt completely apart, so don't worry about hurting me. I have amazing recuperative powers, even for my fuck holes."
Willow fucked the bitch hard. Indexing how many inches an asshole could take. A human colon was around five feet long, and three inches in diameter (although it got pretty twisty up there), so it could probably handle lots more dick meat than a pussy could.
"Oh yes, Willow, drill my asshole," Faith demanded, her pain nothing but a distant memory, and the euphoria once again building inside her.
"You're only begging me because you're my slayer slut," Willow reminded her, loving to make Faith admit her submissive nature .
"Yes, yes," Faith both sighed and moaned at the same time. She knew exactly what Willow was doing: she was claiming her territory and exercising her dominance, just like Faith had done many times when the roles had been reversed. She both hated it and loved this new turn of events, as she added in a generic, noncommittal kind of way, "I'm your slayer slut."
Willow didn't like Faith's tone, so she pulled out.
"Nooooo!" Faith whined like a bitch in heat, "shove that big cock back inside me!"
"Holy shit, what a beautifully gaped asshole," Willow said, admiring her workmanship. The hole was wide open, and it looked so inviting.
"Please ream my asshole, Willow," Faith begged, humiliation coursing through her at being forced into the role of the begging slut, instead of the dominant more-than-human.
"I need to take a picture of this," Willow chortled, getting off the bed and grabbing her phone.
"No way," Faith objected, even though she didn't actually make a move away from her submissive position on all fours, because her ass felt so empty without Willow's cock deep inside of it.
"If you want this dick back in your ass, you'll fucking do as you're told," Willow snarled in a dominant tone she hadn't even known she had.
Faith was shocked and turned on by Willow's sudden ruthless, dominant demeanor, although she tried to camouflage it by saying, "Fine, so long as you don't show it to anyone."
"I won't, as long as you're a good lesbian slave," Willow made it conditional, and then ordered, "Spread those ass cheeks, so I can get a good closeup of it."
"Fine," Faith sighed, obeying yet another humiliating order, one that could be completely ruinous to her reputation, but she added, as always trying to pretend she wasn't really obeying orders, "but hurry up and get that cock back inside me."
"What a great gaped hole," Willow admired, ignoring her pet's pretensions, as she snapped a few photos of her amazing gaping work.
"Yeah, yeah, you really gaped my asshole good," Faith said impatiently, and even debased herself by spreading her ass crack really wide without being ordered to, to expedite getting her empty ass filled again. "Now get back on the bed and pound your slut!"
"Okay, okay," Willow said, deciding to press Record on her phone before setting it down, so she could get an audio of this beautiful encounter. "You're such a needy ass slut."
"Yes, you turned me into one," Faith said, unknowingly incriminating herself even further (as if Willow needed any more evidence to coerce her with), as Willow got back behind her, and then Faith instantly regretted it... she was just giving the nerd more power, and she seemed to be getting totally drunk on her power trip.
"I turned you into a what?" Willow asked, "I want to hear it from your own lips," as she rolled her cock head around the gaped anal ring.
"Into your submissive slayer ass slut slave," Faith frustratedly declared, anything to get that dick back into her ass and to be dominated further by this astonishingly powerful nerd. "Just shove that big snake up my ass, and punish me with the ass fucking I deserve."
"Ah, but for you, it's not a punishment," Willow clarified as she complied, sliding her cock back into Faith's ass.
"Oh yes, Willow, fuck my ass, fuck it hard," Faith begged, the pleasure that had dwindled during the brief reprieve of Willow's taking photos now resuming.
"Tell me what you are," Willow demanded, delightedly conscious of Faith's words being recorded.
"I'm your ass slut," Faith declared, with no apparent shame, only lust.
"As well as my cunt-licking bimbo pet?" Willow added, while really drilling her slut.
"Yes, yes, I'll eat your cunt and be your bimbo sex slave anytime and anyplace," Faith declared, her orgasm rising quickly, and her rational mind having gone blank.
Willow's phone rang.
"Don't answer that," Faith demanded, as she was only moments away from another anal orgasm.
"It's Giles, I have to," Willow refused, pulling out and taking another quick look at the well fucked, gaped asshole. "His calling in the middle of the night can only be bad news."
"Fuck," Faith cursed, remaining on all fours, and praying it wasn't a big deal.
"Willow, the Hell-mouth has been activated," Giles blurted out frantically. "We need you here ASAP."
"I'm on my way," Willow replied, immediately beginning to undo the harness.
"Do you know where Faith is? She's not answering her phone."
"She's with me," Willow said, snapping her fingers.
"Fuck," Faith cursed again, as she got off the bed.
"With you?" Giles asked, surprised.
"Yeah, she was walking me home, and..." Willow began. "It doesn't matter, we're on our way."
"Hurry," Giles urged, and hung up.
"We need to get to the school right now," Willow stressed, getting dressed. "The Hell-mouth has been activated."
"Can't Buffy take care of it?" Faith sighed, as she looked around for her panties.
"No panties, slut," Willow said. "I want quick access to that asshole at all times."
"You're insatiable," Faith said, impressed by the nerd, and hoping she might finish her off later.
"Hurry up," Willow said, as she stowed the harness in her bag. "I'll be keeping this."
"Only for tonight," Faith said, pulling up her jeans.
"Just moments ago, you promised me 'anytime and anyplace', so I'll be the one to decide that," Willow refuted, and she slapped Faith's ass.
"I think I created a monster," Faith joked.
"I think I created a slayer ass slut," Willow shrugged, as she leaned in and kissed Faith.
This surprised Faith greatly. The kiss was soft and tender. Intimate. It sent confusing waves through her.
"Let's go, slut," Willow said, breaking the kiss and the intimacy a moment later.
They rushed out, Faith's strides a bit bow-legged from the rough anal reaming, but by the time they got to the school, Buffy and the Scooby gang had quelled the disturbance.
"You're just in time not to help," Zander quipped, sweating from an intense battle.
"Sorry, we got here as soon as we could," Willow replied.
"What were you two doing together?" Zander asked, a little worried that Faith might have told Willow about their sexual encounter earlier in the day.
"Just getting to know each other better," Willow answered with a sly smile at how true that answer actually was.
Faith added, "Yes, Willow has more to her than meets the eye."
Buffy couldn't place it, but there was something odd about those two at the moment. She said, "Well, in any case, we're happy you're both here. We're all hands on deck tonight. Those pesky blue demons are still out to end the world."
"I'm looking forward to kicking some demon ass," Faith blustered, trying to regain her usual mojo.
"I'm looking forward to doing some ass pounding too," Willow added, completely out of character.
"Ass pounding?" Zander asked, giving her a perplexed look. "That's an odd way of putting it."
Willow, deciding to explore her newfound power, countered, "What? I can't want to pound some ass?"
"Okay, but pound?" Zander asked again.
"Pound, kick, whatever," Willow said, giving Faith a sly, possessive look.
"Pound sounds like the perfect word to me," Faith added, feeling the need to side with her new Mistress, if only to avoid pissing her off.
"You two are acting weird," Zander pointed out.
Buffy sensed it too. She took Willow aside and asked quietly, "Are you okay?"
"Um, yeah, never better," Willow said, not lying; she'd never felt such adrenaline.
"You're actually glowing," Buffy reported.
"Am I?" Willow asked.
"Yeah, did you and Oz, um... you know?"
"What? No," Willow replied. "Why?"
"Oh, you just seem like you're in an afterglow," Buffy smiled, remembering how she'd been walking on water after Angel had made love to her... before the whole devil consequences had followed later.
"It's been a wild night," Willow said, kind of wanting to tell her what had happened... kind of wanting to confide in her during this newfound rush.
"It's only begun," Buffy said apropos of their duty, wanting to dip deeper, but knowing they needed to start taking some proactive steps against the next demon attack. "We'll talk later, we need to do patrols."
"Let's go in pairs," Giles said.
"I'll go with Willow," Faith offered, hoping maybe they could find a secluded place to resume the fucking they hadn't completed.
"Okay," Buffy said. "Zander, come with me."
Faith and Willow left for their patrol, and Faith immediately urged, even though her ass was still a little sore from the pounding she'd taken, "Let's find a place to fuck."
"You can't get enough of my cock, can you, pet?" Willow asked, loving the power she now had over this beautiful and confident woman... which was building some pretty fabulous confidence in herself.
"We didn't finish what we started," Faith complained, "so I still need to come," hoping not to sound pathetic, but wanting a dick back in her asshole at any cost.
"We need to remain alert during our patrol, not distracted," Willow refused her, not at all unwilling to fuck 'her' slayer again and soon, but not wishing to get caught doing it, and also wanting to make damn sure they did their job effectively, since yet another demon attack was a very real possibility.
"Whatever," Faith sighed. Yes, her ass hurt a bit, but she was a glutton for punishment, and the pleasure consumed the pain pretty quickly anyway... in truth, her ass hurt more right now without a cock deep in her rectum.
Willow saw the disappointment in her new pet's expression, even though she was trying to hide it. Truth was, she couldn't help being drawn to Faith's asshole either, especially that gaping hole she'd left behind after she'd really drilled that asshole. She wanted to resume pounding Faith just as desperately as Faith clearly wanted to resume getting her ass reamed, but she was nervous about getting caught. Yes, she loved the rush and power of dominating a bitch like Faith, but she didn't want the others to look at her differently. Unlike Faith, she didn't want to dominate everyone around, she just wanted to dominate Faith.



"If we had a safe place to do it, I'd pound your ass so fucking hard you wouldn't be able to walk for a week," Willow said, loving the chance to talk so nasty... imagining she was a true dominant Mistress like in the stories she often read online.
Faith grabbed her hand and pulled her into the library, which was now deserted once the others had started their patrols. Faith led her to an aisle between two rows of books that no one ever read, and began pulling down her jeans.
"Right here?" Willow asked, excited yet trepidatious.
"Just strap it on and slam it into me," Faith said. "I imagine I'm still so fucking gaped wide open, it'll slide in with ease."
"But some of the others could come back," Willow said indecisively, as Faith bent over and blatantly offered up her asshole, spreading her cheeks wide.
"Please hurry up, I need Willow Rosenberg's dick in my asshole right now," Faith begged.
Willow was surprised Faith even knew her last name, and as she admired the still gaped, albeit now slightly smaller asshole, her lust began to consume her, and her dominant side took control. "Fine, you dirty ass slut. You want to get ass fucked like a bitch in heat? I'll ass fuck you."
Willow pulled the strap-on out of her bag, quickly put it on, placed her hands on Faith's hips, and slammed the cock roughly into her pet.
"Oh yes, you nasty butt fucker," Faith moaned. "Butt fuck me, butt fuck me hard."
"Only a real ass slut would bend over in a public building and take it in the ass so easily," Willow said, pounding the backdoor as fast as she could.
"Oh fuck, harder bitch, fuck my ass harder," Faith moaned, the pleasure instantly building inside her, as her asshole was invaded.
"Take it all, slut," Willow groaned, a fresh rush of adrenaline taking control and consuming her, as she watched her cock slide in and out of Faith's amazingly gorgeous ass.
"Oh yes, please don't stop, you dominant nerd," Faith demanded, the pleasure cocooning her within sensations of intense fire.
"Not till you come like the cheap bimbo ass slut you are," Willow agreed, really reaming that asshole.
"Oh, God, fuck," Faith moaned, as an orgasm built inside her.
"Did Zander fuck you like this?" Willow asked, allowing a little anger to fuel the fire of this anal destruction.
"What?" Faith moaned, surprised by Willow's words.
"I saw you riding him this afternoon," Willow said.
"Oh? Did that make you jealous?" Faith asked, knowing Willow had a crush on Zander... it was obvious, even though she'd been dating Oz. This knowledge could be her way to perhaps get some power back in this one-sided relationship.
"What it did was make me think you're a whore," Willow answered, really bucking her hips into the bitch.
"Then teach your whore a lesson," Faith suggested hopefully, as she braced her hands against the bookshelves on either side of them to balance herself, and the nerd really gave it to her.
"It's quiet out there, way too quiet," Zander said, entering the library.
Willow covered Faith's mouth and froze, with her cock deep inside of her.
"Yes, it must be the calm before the storm," Buffy replied.
Faith was frustrated as yet again, just as her orgasm was imminent, someone had put a halt to it. She was silent, but she thrust her hips back in a plea for Willow to resume fucking her.
Willow squeezed Faith to hold her still, and quietly shushed her.
"And didn't you think Willow was acting oddly?"
"A little," Buffy agreed. "It was odd that Faith and Willow were hanging out together at all. Is that something they do sometimes?"
"Never," Zander said, as he unknowingly approached the two conjoined girls.
Willow, thinking quickly, pulled some powder out of her bag, scattered it on the floor around the two of them, and whispered an incantation. She then whispered in Faith's ear from only an inch away, "Be perfectly silent. He can't see us now, but he'll still be able to hear any noise we make."
"It would be wonderful if the two of them started getting along," Buffy wished, as Zander drifted closer.
"Not a sound," Willow cautioned almost perfectly soundlessly, as she slid the cock back inside her slut's asshole, the spell she'd just cast pretty narrow in diameter, since it had been so rushed.
"Ooooh," Faith moaned involuntarily.
Buffy said, "Let's get back out there. I've gotten what I needed."
"Okay," Zander said, halting his advance just a dozen feet away from where Willow had her cock buried deep inside Faith's asshole. "We should find Willow and check on her, make sure Faith isn't manipulating her in some way."
Zander left, Buffy left, and Willow gasped out a sigh. "That was way too close."
"Yeah, but it's safe now. Fuck me," Faith demanded.
"We mustn't," Willow refused, pulling out. "They're out there looking for us."
"I don't care," Faith said.
"Be a good bitch for me, and we'll continue this later," Willow promised, giving Faith's ass a resounding slap!
"Fine," Faith agreed tersely, "but our friends are really beginning to piss me off."
"They're trying to save the world," Willow pointed out, trying to find a discreet way to keep wearing the strap-on under her skirt. This was the one time jeans would have been helpful. She pushed it up under her sweater and asked, "Can you tell it's there?"
Faith looked as she reluctantly pulled up her jeans, her ass feeling so empty, her pussy so wet, "A little."
Willow did a similar incantation to before, this one just for an object, and asked, "Now?"
"Nope, you're good."
"Good," Willow said, "because I'm tapping that ass later on. For my own pleasure as much as yours."
"You'd better do more than tap it," Faith said, moving close to her.
"I'll tear it in two for you," Willow smirked, before leaning forward and kissing her again.
Faith was confused by the conflicting emotions from soon getting her ass torn in two, and the intimate kiss right now.
"Now let's go on patrol, my faithful sidekick slut," Willow ordered, slapping Faith's ass again.
"You're enjoying this power trip a little too much," Faith warned, following the nerd out of the library.
"Not as much as you're enjoying getting your shit hole plowed by someone more dominant than you are," Willow said wickedly, before they returned to patrolling the hallowed hallways of the school.
"You'd just better finish what you started," Faith said, as they resumed their dutiful rounds.
"Not to worry, this night isn't ending before you've come from my dick in your asshole, and you've munched my pussy until I've come all over your pretty face," Willow promised, her pussy also on fire.
"I'm not doing any more pussy eating," Faith said, not wishing to be such a submissive lesbo slut anymore.
Ohhh, you will be munching my twat... until I come all over your face," Willow promised just as Zander, now by himself, turned the corner.
Zander said, a little relieved, "There you two are."
"Where else would we be?" Faith asked, walking a little awkwardly and trying to regain her swagger.
"What happened to you?" Zander asked, noticing they were both rather red-faced.
"What do you mean?" Faith asked.
"You're walking funny," Zander said.
Willow quipped, "it's probably because she has a stick shoved up her ass, like she always does."
"Says the most boring rule follower in the world," Faith countered, pretending to be the same bitch around Willow she'd always been.
"Oh, I break some rules," Willow replied in a tone that Faith understood, but which confused Zander.
"Sure you do," Faith challenged, enjoying this banter Zander would be oblivious to.
"Want to patrol with me for a bit, Faith?" Zander invited, hoping maybe they could fuck again. It was weird that it had happened in the first place, and now it was weird that she was acting as if it hadn't.
"No, I'm getting to know Willow better," Faith refused him. Zander was no longer even remotely interesting to her after the pleasure Willow was giving her... and being with Zander again would be literally anti-climactic.
"Yeah, let us girls do our thing," Willow said.
"Your thing?" Zander asked, disappointed that Faith was giving him the complete cold shoulder, just hours after she'd astounded him mid-conversation by suddenly leaping to her feet, tearing off her clothes, demanded he do the same, and then forcefully fucking him. He'd been delighted at the time, but now he was just confused.
Giles joined them, also alone, and ordered, "Zander, come this way with me; you two ladies go the other way."
"Sure," Willow agreed.
Zander gave Willow a look and Faith one as well, before compliantly following Giles.
Once they were alone again, Willow asked, rather sarcastically, "You sure you don't want to fuck Zander?"
"We both know that you do," Faith shot right back, feeling a bit of her mojo coming back with that witty retort, and from the way Zander had just been drooling over her.
"Not anymore! I'd far rather fuck my slayer slut's asshole day and night," Willow replied, her interest for Zander having stopped very abruptly as if he were a cold shower... even as her libido heated up for Faith.
"Do me right here, then," Faith called her on her druthers.
"Yeah, I'll just bend you over against these lockers and ream your asshole," Willow said sarcastically.
Faith, ignoring the sarcasm, began unbuttoning her jeans.
"I was kidding," Willow said.
"I wasn't," Faith said, continuing to undo her jeans. "Just use that spell thingy again."
"The cloaking spell?" Willow asked.
"No, some other redundant spell that won't hide us at all, so you can bury your cock up my asshole while a crowd gathers to watch," Faith replied sarcastically.
"Be good," Willow said, "Or that ass remains empty for the rest of the night."
"Please just use the spell," Faith wheedled. "I really need your cock back inside me."
"You're so insatiable," Willow complained, but thought that doing a cloaking spell so they could do it right here in the hallway would be pretty hot, and she did want to fuck that ass again; Faith wasn't the only one who was horny. She pulled out some more powder, tossed it more thoroughly around the two of them to give them more space this time, and repeated the incantation.
"Can you fuck me now?" Faith asked impatiently, like a kid being told to wait before sticking her hand in the cookie jar.
"Yes, yes, you've talked me into it," Willow agreed, as she pulled the cock back out, still invisible.
"Just slam it in there," Faith demanded, "it's all pre-stretched for you," desperately wanting and needing that cock back, buried deep in her shit hole, so she braced her hands against the lockers and bent over.
"But we mustn't be at all loud," Willow cautioned, as she positioned the invisible cock back at Faith's well-gaped hole." The spell keeps us invisible, but it doesn't keep us silent."
"I'll try," Faith said, knowing that she usually got very vocal during sex.
"Just pretend you're a mime, while you enjoy this cock in your shit hole," Willow suggested, as she slid the cock easily inside the widely gaped asshole.
"Oh yes Willow, I fucking love whenever you treat me like your bimbo slut," Faith moaned, unable to understand why she loved this so much... it didn't make any sense. She was accustomed to being the fucker, not the fuckee... but there was something so satisfying about just letting go and allowing someone else to take control of everything. Just so liberating to be a slave, even though at face value that made no apparent sense at all. Until now, her life had always been either about being in charge or pretending to be in charge... but this alternative was completely relaxing mentally and physically, which sounded crazy oxymoronic as she was getting ass fucked, but right now her mind could go blank and she could just know she was safe and protected, and could allow herself to be completely at the mercy of the pleasurable whims of this surprisingly gifted nerd of a Mistress.
Willow loved the sight of this strong-willed slayer finally behaving like a complete anal submissive slut... it was like the best magical spell she'd ever created, except she hadn't actually created anything. It was as if she were just a doppelgänger of herself, except she wasn't. What was going on was that a very real side of herself she'd hidden away for her entire life was finally coming out to play, and now that it had been freed, she was going to play indeed. "You'd better get used to this," Willow whispered to her pet as she slowly ass fucked her. "This cock, or larger ones, will be deep inside this asshole quite regularly from now on."
Faith wanted to remind Willow once again about this being a one-night thing. Like fucking Zander and moving on, she got bored very quickly, and she almost never fucked anyone twice... truth was the conquest and the slaying of a virgin ass was the rush, never anything ongoing... although she did secretly worry that this time might be different. This... relationship or whatever it was... had been going on for more than a couple of hours now... and all the other times once she came she was done, and then she couldn't wait for the guy or girl to leave... for her, sex was an exchange of only sensations, without any real emotion... but again, this thing with Willow was different... this time she was feeling something... and she continued feelings things... which scared her. She loved it, but she hated it. She was completely confused by the turbulent emotions inside her that were being provoked by the fucking. No, not by the fucking exactly, but rather by the being fucked. And also by the humiliation. And the being dominated. And the kissing.
"I can't think about the future right now, just fuck me," Faith moaned, not feeling ready to agree to any commitment at all. She knew... well, she was pretty sure... that by tomorrow she'd be over this submission thing and back on top... pun intended.
"You don't need to think about it pet, it's a done deal. All you need to understand is that you're my bitch now," Willow asserted herself, and she pulled painfully on Faith's hair as she continued fucking her.
"For tonight, but tomorrow I plan to return the favour," she moaned, her body again betraying her.
"You will," Willow said.
"I know I will," Faith agreed, thinking Willow was beginning to understand the temporary reality of this upside down hierarchy.
"And in addition to fucking your ass or pussy when I want, you'll also be eating my cunt whenever I need a dumb bimbo to get me off," Willow said wickedly, clarifying what she'd just meant, and retaining a strong grip on her control.
"I don't eat pussy," Faith said like she had before, even though now that wasn't entirely true, since she'd already eaten Willow's pussy tonight, and had immensely enjoyed not only the act of doing it, but also the taste.
"Says the slut who was having the time of her life between my legs an hour ago," Willow smirked, as she gave her three rough, deep thrusts.
"You mother fucker," Faith screamed.
"Sssssshuussssshhhhh!" Willow reminded her. "And it's 'slayer ass fucker'."
"Fine, whatever, just keep fucking my ass," Faith begged, the pleasure again rising inside her, and desperate to come following her not once, but twice, being shut down cold turkey.
"Admit you love being my slut," Willow ordered.
"I love being your slut," Faith agreed, as right now she'd agree to anything to come again.
"I'm Willow's slut," Willow elaborated. Three rough slams.
"Yes, yes, I'm Willow's slut," Faith moaned, the rougher the fucking, the more intense the pleasure. "Just keep reaming my shit hole, and I'll be your completely obedient slayer slut."
"Because I own this asshole," Willow said, bucking her hips faster into her slayer slut.
"Fuck yes, you own my asshole," Faith moaned louder, her orgasm again on the brink. "Just... don't... stop... fucking me, I need your cock pummeling me so bad!"
Willow knew they couldn't fuck all night. Their companions were still doing their rounds, and even with the best of intentions, they weren't being all that quiet, and it was only a matter of time before someone came this way again. Besides, they'd start to wonder again where they were. So she began fucking her pet harder as Faith shoved both of her hands against the lockers for support, and Willow said, "I want you to come all over this cock slut, and once you coat my cock with your cum, you're officially my loyal, obedient pet forever, willing to service me in any fashion I require, anytime, anyplace."
Suddenly Buffy did what she often did, something that always annoyed the fuck out of Faith, as without any warning she called out from nearby, "Willow! Faith!"
"Shhhhhhhh," Willow cautioned almost inaudibly, as Buffy turned the corner and came into view.
"Fuck," Faith cursed under her breath, "not fucking again!' the rising lava inside her bubbling and about to overflow.
"Shut it, slut," Willow breathed directly into her ear, as she stopped moving completely, with her cock buried deep in her new pet's asshole. "Or no more cock in this asshole for the rest of tonight."
Buffy walked right past them, not even three feet away, as Willow held her breath and Faith glared at her as she passed.
Faith moved her hand slightly against the locker, making an accidental noise.
Buffy stopped about six feet past the two of them and turned around, looking directly where the two were attempting to be completely motionless and dead silent statues.
Buffy was perplexed. She'd definitely heard something. But only once, and as she scanned the region where it had come from, she couldn't see anything at all, except for an inanimate hallway lined with lockers. So after an endless moment, she shrugged and headed back towards the others, not wishing to leave the Hell-mouth unguarded for too long.
As soon as Buffy disappeared from view, Faith insisted, still very quietly, "She's gone. Now get me off!"
Willow knew she should probably pull out and wait until they were undoubtably alone, since someone could walk past them anytime, and this rash decision to use a cloaking spell in the middle of the hallway wasn't her at her best genius.
Yet, she also couldn't resist resuming fucking Faith... the slayer was clearly a bitch in heat, and she was by no means a heartless Mistress; that just wasn't in her.
"You'd better come quick, you dumb fucking whore," Willow growled almost silently, as she firmly held onto her pet's hips, and resumed reaming the slayer's shithole.
"Oh yes, just don't stop fucking me, even if the Hell-mouth opens," Faith said, her desire to come overriding her role as a slayer. At the moment, she was the one getting slain, and she was loving it!
"I'm going to fuck this ass so hard you'll be walking bow-legged for a week," Willow said, really giving it to her.
"Yes, destroy my butt hole!" Faith moaned, her constantly denied orgasm once again rising inside her.
"Come, you slutty slayer," Willow ordered. "Come with a dick up your shit hole."
"Oh yes, harder Baby, harder," Faith moaned, not realizing she'd just called Willow 'Baby'. Which was an endearment. She didn't eat pussies, and she bloody well didn't use endearments!
Willow noticed, though she didn't say anything, just added it to her armory for later, as for now she focused on pounding this asshole and getting Faith off. That she could make a bitch like Faith orgasm was a huge rush... an adrenaline rush like no other! "Come, slut, come like the anal slut you are for me!"
"Oh God," Faith moaned, shocked that she enjoyed a cock up her ass so much, and shocked at how Willow's name-calling enhanced her pleasure even more. Her second orgasm of the night was imminent, and she felt like she was going to completely burst! "Please... please don't stop this time!"



"Not until you come, butt slut," Willow said, smiling at the rhyme.
"Then really GIVE IT TO ME!" Faith moaned, as she began to pound her ass back to meet the hard, deep thrusts, and to take this plastic prick as deep as humanly possible in her asshole.
"Come, my bimbo ass slut, or I'll go fuck Buffy instead," Willow warned wickedly, knowing that threat would catapult this competitive slayer to the brink.
"Don't you dare," Faith pleaded, as her orgasm finally collided with her, "Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssss!"
It was very loud, and if someone was anywhere nearby, there was no way they wouldn't hear it, as Willow covered the dumb coming-out-of-control slut's mouth, as she continued wildly fucking her through her orgasm.
After a few more slow strokes, Willow horny as fuck herself, she pulled out, pulled the strap-on aside, went to the lockers, pushed the slayer, still coming, to her knees and ordered, "Eat me slut, show your Mistress how grateful you are for the ass fucking orgasm I've just so generously given you!"
Her head foggy, her body still trembling in the afterglow of euphoria, and experiencing a compelling need to obey, she dove into the red-thatched pussy and licked hungrily.
"That's it slut, eat my pussy; show me your worth as my pet," Willow babbled, already thinking of all the risky places she could require Faith to do this.
After a minute or so, as Willow's orgasm was building quickly, she asked, "how do I taste?"
"Fucking amazing," Faith said, unable to get enough of this nerd's pussy. It was the most delicious thing she'd ever eaten.
"Good, because this will be at the least, a daily meal for you," Willow asserted as she grabbed the back of Faith's head and pulled her deeper into her wetness.
Faith continued licking, sensing the redhead was close.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, suck on my clit, get me fucking off, you cunt-loving, ass-taking slut," Willow berated her, since for some reason, humiliating Faith enhanced her own pleasure.
Willow then began grinding her cunt up and down, soaking her pussy licker's face, until she finally erupted... just as Buffy returned down the hallway.
"Where the hell are they?" Buffy asked herself out loud, as Willow came all over Faith's face, and she bit her lip to control all the screaming her body wanted to release.
Willow muffled anything disastrous Faith might say, by clutching her thighs, keeping her deep in her pussy, even though she was a little worried she might suffocate her.
"I should just phone her," Buffy muttered, making Willow's eyes go wide. The sound of her phone ringing directly in front of Buffy from only a few feet away would be a dead giveaway! Buffy knew she had an invisibility spell, she'd realize what was happening in an instant, and the jig would be up!
But fortunately Buffy reached for her phone and discovered she didn't have it with her. "Damn it, I left it in the library." She turned around and departed the way she had come.
Willow, feeling such a rush at almost but not quite getting caught, pulled Faith upright and kissed her passionately. "That was amazing!"
"Agreed," Faith said, oblivious that Buffy had almost caught them, or even that she'd been there at all.
"We have to get decent, Buffy is still looking for us," Willow said, bending her over and wanting to see her gaping handiwork. "Now let see that gaped asshole quickly."
"You love gaping my shithole, don't you?" Faith said, bending over and spreading her ass cheeks apart.
"What can I say?" Willow shrugged, amazed by how huge a hole she had made. "I like seeing my bitch's asshole wide open."
"Well, you tore it apart," Faith agreed, already missing having a dick in her asshole. She wiggled her ass, "Fuck, you really did a number on my asshole."
"The first of many," Willow promised, as they both got themselves decent.
"Yeah, yeah," Faith said, now that the excitement was over, once again determined never to allow this to happen again... she couldn't afford to become an ongoing slave to a nerd, she was her own woman. She fucked them, then left them wanting more.
"You'll be begging for it again tomorrow," Willow said, "you should have heard yourself," as her phone began ringing.
She undid the cloaking spell and answered the phone, "Hey Buffy, what's up?"
"Where are you two?"
"Walking down the hallway on our way to the library," Willow improvised, slapping Faith's ass.
"I was just there," Buffy said, wondering how she could have possibly missed them.
"We just got back," Willow said. "Faith forgot her dagger at the motel."
"Figures," Buffy sighed.
"Yeah, what can you do?" Willow shrugged, as Faith could actually feel the huge gaping hole Willow left in her ass.
"Give her an ass kicking?" Buffy suggested. "Or what's that phrase you came up with earlier? An ass pounding?"
Willow laughed, "I think she'd like that."
The end of part 2
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"We're eloping so we can avoid it becoming a big deal," Vicky argued, as her two daughters insisted on throwing her a bachelorette party.
"Look, you're leaving us behind two days before Christmas, you're marrying this guy without our being there to wipe our teary eyes and throw birdseed at you, so the very least you can do is allow your two loving daughters to plan one last wild night for our dear ol' Mom," Daphne, the twenty-year-old insisted, this event being her idea.
"Yeah, you're ditching us for this guy on Christmas," Gabby, the eighteen-year-old high school senior pointed out. Although she was two years younger than Daphne, she looked like the older of the two.
"That's quite a guilt trip," Vicky sighed, knowing her two daughters were never going to stop harassing her unless she agreed to this.
Daphne knew some tough love was needed, so she said, "Look Mom, don't think we haven't noticed how you've changed over the past three years. You're just not yourself. You're not as vibrant or flamboyant as you used to be, either."
Gabby added, "Sure, our asshole of a father cheated on you. But while you were still together, you had a lot more swagger. You were hot shit, and you knew it."
"I was younger back then," Vicky said, thinking back to when she was wild, and she didn't give a fuck what other people thought of her.
Daphne added, "Don't think we didn't hear you guys through the walls."
"Oh God," Vicky gasped.
"You screamed that phrase a lot," Gabby added. "Plus some other things that were a lot nastier."
"Nasty things we never hear since you started dating Carter," Gabby added, loving the sight of her Mom's cheeks going beet red.
"Please stop!" Vicky said, mortified, knowing she was very verbal during sex, or at least when it was good.
"Now there's a phrase..." Daphne smiled, "...that you never cried out back then."
Gabby added, not having anything against her mother's new fiancé, her mother deserved a good man, but this one was the vanilla of vanillas. "Don't get us wrong, Mom. We all love Carter. We just want our hot Mom back, if only for a single night."
Gabby pleaded, "Come on, Mom. Cut loose with us for one wild night, and we promise to make it a special one for you."
"I'm scared of what you two vixens might consider a wild night," Vicky said, seeing the devious looks in her children's eyes. "I think you'd best describe your game plan before I agree to anything."
"Oh no, that is for us to plan in utmost secrecy, and for you to have the time of your life finding out once it starts happening," Daphne smiled, having recently attended a really wild bachelorette party for a college friend that had gotten really out of hand and ended in a crazy bukkake all over the bride-to-be. The bride didn't cheat on her intended at all, at least not technically, she just allowed the other women to strip her naked, and then she knelt before the strippers' big cocks and allowed their five loads to splatter her tits and face. It had been so fucking hot and twisted, and she planned to do the exact same thing to her mother... knowing from having heard her mother begging to have her face coated many times (back when, but not recently) through their thin walls... a variation on taking a shower that Daphne now also enjoyed.
"That's what I'm afraid of," Vicky said, knowing her two daughters were both a little wild... just like she'd been when she was their age. Actually, Vicky had remained a wild one (loud hard fucking, facials, anal, etc.) until just three years ago, when she'd walked in on her asshole husband cheating on her with their eighteen-year-old babysitter. Instantly her sex drive had shriveled up like a raisin, since she believed she wasn't sexy enough to keep a husband, and she blamed herself... even though it wasn't remotely her fault. Her ex was a male slut who'd never really believed in monogamy... but unfortunately Vicky didn't learn this during more than fifteen years of his constant infidelity. In fact except for the babysitter, she never did learn about it until her attorney did some snooping around and told her. It turned out she and her daughters were pretty much the only ones around who didn't know. She did get a great divorce settlement, and now lived financially comfortably, spending her free time volunteering for a couple of charities.
It wasn't until a year ago upon her meeting Carter, who was a genuinely nice guy, the polar opposite of her ex, who'd had a dominant personality, that she decided to chance opening herself up to another man.
Ever since high school she had dated arrogant, dominant assholes, and then had married one... all of whom knew what she wanted in the bedroom... to be fucked hard and used as a slut... but now... at forty... she just wanted this gentle man who loved her. Who treated her like a queen. Admittedly in the bedroom he was inadequate because of his small dick, quick trigger and sensitive nature... they didn't fuck, they made love... and she had never orgasmed during sex with him other than from his tongue, which he was very good with.
"You should be afraid," Gabby admitted. "For starters we'll be choosing your attire for the evening, and once you've seen it, we won't be taking your 'hell no' for an answer."
"Oh, God," Vicky said, both of her girls taking after her (the old her), and in addition to having great bodies with big tits, tight asses and long legs, they loved wearing sexy clothing.
"You used to dress a little provocatively," Daphne reminded her mother.
"I did, did I?" Vicky asked as if this was news, even though she recalled full well that before the betrayal she hadn't dressed like a mother of two... James had expected her to be in short skirts or dresses, nylons, usually thigh highs or a garter-belt and stockings, and often sans underwear. He wanted quick access to her fuck holes... his very words. And truth be told, she'd used to love when he'd walk up to her, set his hands on her shoulders and guide her to the floor for a blow job, or would bend her over a table or a counter and without further preamble would slide his dick into her pussy or asshole, and just pound the shit out of her (sometimes literally).
"Yes you did, and you still have a lot body, so you should flaunt it," Gabby said. She looked a lot like her mother... and was happy to see she would age well.
"I was younger then," Vicky said, reminiscing when she'd used her body to her advantage... including getting out of more than one speeding ticket... but her ex-husband's betrayal had crushed her confidence.
"You were only three years younger, and you're still hot," Daphne refuted, hating to see her Mom's lack of self-confidence. She'd used to be vibrant before she'd caught her husband cheating on her.
"Yeah, you're a complete MILF," Gabby said.
"MILF?" Vicky asked, not a term she recognized.
"Mom I'd like to fuck," both daughters explained in unison.
"Yuck," Vicky said.
"Not by us," Daphne said. "But our boyfriends and male friends all call you that, and they mean it."
"And Sarah does too," Gabby added, mentioning her lesbian friend from high school who'd said more than once how much she'd like to turn her mother. Sarah was a real seductress, had seduced many straight women, and Gabby had dined between her legs many times... Gabby liking sausage and fish equally... although if she had to choose it would be next to impossible, since she greatly preferred dining on fish, but she also preferred a real cock pounding her pussy over a strap-on... although she admitted freely (in the right company) to just liking to get fucked, regardless of what was doing the entering.
"Gabby!" Vicky gasped, although truth be told, she had sometimes dwelled upon what it would be like to be with a woman... especially after her trust in men was shattered by James... but Carter was beginning to rebuild that faith... although he wasn't rekindling her sexual fire.
"Just saying, in case you need a guaranteed orgasm or a handy snack," Gabby shrugged, suddenly craving Sarah's sensual snack again herself.
"Gabby!" Vicky said, this time shaking her head in fake consternation. She liked having such an open and frank relationship with her two girls... something she'd worried she might lose when the divorce entered the picture. Luckily both girls had sided with her, and not the cheating bastard.
"So that's a maybe, then," Gabby smiled, planning to let Sarah know her mother hadn't said no.
"Yes, I'd simply love to lick your friend's pussy," Vicky said sarcastically, this conversation a little... okay... a lot more adult than most of theirs.
"Excellent! I'll let her know right away," Gabby said.
"I was being sarcastic," Vicky tried to backpedal, although Sarah was an ultimate beauty, and if she did want to explore some same sex play she couldn't do any better.
"Sure, sure," Gabby said, thinking her mother could be between Sarah's legs pretty soon.
"Stop trying to turn our mother into a lesbian," Daphne said, finally interjecting something serious into Gabby's intense teasing.
"Not a lesbian," Gabby said, knowing that Daphne enjoyed pussy too, "just bi, like you."
"You eat way more pussy than I do," Daphne countered.
"So?" Gabby asked as if that was a bad thing.
"If this conversation is supposed to give me enough faith and trust to allow you two libertines to run my bachelorette party, you're sadly mistaken," Vicky said, not having known her two daughters were bi, but wasn't surprised, since she'd heard some moans coming from Gabby's room when she had a girl sleeping over just the other night... and had Sarah gone down on her daughter, or had her daughter down on Sarah?
"No need for you to allow anything, it's a done deal," Daphne said.
"Already planned, bought and paid for," Gabby added.
"Now I'm really scared," Vicky joked, even though she was now looking forward to a wild-ish night with her kids. It couldn't get too crazy... they were her kids.
"You should be," both girls answered with wicked smiles on their faces.
...
"Your attire for tonight is on your bed," Gabby said, already dressed in a sexy red cocktail dress with a generous slit up the side to showcase her legs, and to allow anyone paying much attention to see she was wearing thigh high stockings.
"Do I even have to guess whether it's something I'd usually wear?" Vicky asked.
Daphne answered, "You'll likely be wearing more than that in the hotel room after you say I do."
"Shit," Vicky said, looking forward to tonight, but she was also rather nervous, since the girls seemed to have a pretty elaborate plan in store for her, and they wouldn't tell her a single thing about it. Not what they'd be doing, where they were going, or who was invited.
"Go upstairs and change," Gabby ordered.
"Since when do the daughters begin telling the mother what to do?" Vicky asked, kind of curious to know what they possibly thought would be appropriate to dress their mother in.
"From this moment on," Daphne said.
"Oh God, I should never have agreed to this," Vicky moaned as she headed up to her bedroom.
"If you recall, you didn't agree; we just presented you with a fait accompli. But no worries, this will be a night to remember," Daphne called after her, looking forward to sucking some big cock and watching a live bukkake onto her mother.
"I can only imagine," Vicky said.
"No, she can't," Daphne smiled at her sister once their Mom was out of earshot.
"Not even remotely," Gabby smiled back, excited to see how their mother, aunt and grandmother would react not only to male strippers... but strippers who first showed everything, and next offered everything.
"Oh my God," Vicky said to herself when she saw the outfit on her bed. Something too revealing perhaps even for Halloween.
It was a bridal cheerleading outfit... all white... one piece... with white thigh high stockings lying beside it. She shook her head in dismay. She hadn't worn nylons of any sort since she'd caught her husband cheating on her. Not once. Not even to a funeral last year. James had loved them on her, she'd never really liked wearing them but had done so for him, back when she'd thought he was worth it.
She sighed, but figuring she'd just go with the flow, she got undressed to her underwear and put on the outfit.
She returned downstairs and saw her fifty-eight-year-old mother, she'd gotten pregnant on prom night (yes, cliché but true), dressed in a gold cocktail dress. "Mom, you're coming to my bachelorette party?"
"Of course," Barbara joked. "My eldest daughter only gets married twice."
"I certainly hope so," Vicky said, her mother having been there for her during her tough time divorcing James, just as Vicky had been there when her Mom's husband, her Dad, had died. The two disastrous events had brought them closer together, and her Mom had been pivotal in helping her to open up, and in allowing her heart to open up too.
"Carter's a very good man," Barbara said. "A keeper."
"I know," Vicky said, as the doorbell rang, just as her younger sister by three years walked in from the kitchen carrying two glasses of wine and handed her one.
Rachel said, "You look overdressed."
"For what? A porn shoot?" Vicky joked, knowing her tits barely were being hidden in the tight outfit.
"You let her wear a bra and not me?" Rachel asked.
Daphne accused, "Mother, you aren't wearing a bra and panties are you?"
"Of course I am," Vicky said.
"Take them off," Gabby ordered.
"What?" Vicky asked.
"You're only allowed to wear what we left on the bed for you," Daphne said.
"Do as you're told, young lady," Barbara said, siding with her granddaughters. "If I can't wear any, then you can't either."
"Fine, whatever," Vicky said, as she turned and went into the bathroom.
When she returned, bra and panties now discarded, thinking this was already a weird night with her daughters dressing her and her mother ordering her to remove her underwear, Vicky's best friend Danielle arrived, and immediately removed her shoes. Vicky looked around and noticed everyone was wearing nylons with no shoes. It was a sexy sight.
"Well, you look ready for a wild night," Danielle smiled, "and your boobs look great," the only one knowing all about Gabby's and Daphne's plan, and loving it. Danielle and Vicky had spent many nights back in the day involved in wild group sex and a few bukkakes... which she'd disclosed to the girls when they told her their twisted plan. She too had noticed Vicky's raw sexual proclivities fade away completely, and she knew Vicky would love this... once she'd accepted it.
"I hope you had no influence on tonight's activities," Vicky said, Danielle a redheaded beauty in a tight black dress that showcased her slim figure, tight body, and her own lack of underwear. She also knew Danielle was famous for organising wild bachelorette parties... she'd been to a few, but not recently.
"Well, I should have, you didn't even let me throw you one the first time," Danielle said.
"I was six months pregnant," Vicky pointed out, having not had a bachelorette party at all the first time.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Danielle said, glancing over to Daphne. "Well, tonight we'll make up for it."
"Now I'm really worried," Vicky said.
"You should be," Danielle smiled, as they all went into the front room and sat down... each with a full glass of wine.
Over the next hour, they shared stories of Vicky's past, many of them very embarrassing. They also drank two bottles of wine between the six of them, and had cracked open a third when Danielle announced, "Gift time."
Vicky was surprised they were staying in, and also at how tame it had been so far... although embarrassing... her mother sharing some of her bad choices as a teen, such as streaking through downtown one afternoon (not naked, she was wearing running shoes) and accidentally encountering a TV news crew and thus making it onto the Nine O'clock News, and Danielle hinting at how big a slut she'd been back in college... although thankfully she hadn't gone into details about some of the gangbangs they'd taken part in, not to mention her favorite memories... a few bukkakes. God, she'd loved getting load after load of cum splattered on her face. Something she now realized would never happen again.
"Yes, we got some pretty special gifts for you," Daphne said.
"Some of them for the present," Gabby said.
"Some for the future," Daphne continued.
"And a flashback to the past, "Danielle foreshadowed.
"You girls are scaring me again," Vicky said, a little tipsily.
"Here," Daphne said, handing her a bag.
"Thanks honey, but you didn't have to," Vicky said.
"Oh, of course we did," Daphne said. "I mean once you get married again, you'll likely need this present all the time."
"I can't imagine what that might be," Vicky said, as she opened the bag and then gasped. "Seriously?"
"Every healthy girl needs one," Daphne said, as Vicky pulled out a long vibrator.
"I can't believe my daughter bought me a vibrator," Vicky said, this one longer and thicker than the old one she'd had... having never replaced it when it broke.
"It's a rabbit," Daphne clarified, as she pointed to the outer piece. "It pleasures you both inside and out simultaneously."
"Oh my," Vicky said, examining the outer piece and wondering if that was for stimulating her clit.
"It'll make you come like gangbusters," her mother Barbara said, speaking for the first time in a long while.
"Mom!" Vicky said.
"What? Daphne got me one for my birthday," Barbara revealed. "It's amazing."
"Daphne!"
"What? Grandma should have amazing orgasms too," Daphne shrugged.
"Open mine next," Barbara said.
"Okay," Vicky said, shaking her head as Daphne grabbed the wine bottle and topped up everyone's glasses. The strippers would be arriving in ten minutes.
She opened another gift bag and pulled out a half dozen pairs of Wolford stockings. She'd always wanted to get a pair back when she wore nylons regularly, as she'd read they were the best of the best... even though they were called tights.
"I only wear this brand now," Barbara said, rubbing her hands up and down her silky sheer legs.
"I've always wanted some of these," Vicky said.
"I know," Barbara said.
"Put on the white ones, Mom," Daphne suggested.
"Why not?" Vicky said, opening the white pair.
"Let me help you," Danielle said, as she knelt beside her friend and reached way up to slip her current thigh highs off of her.
"I think I can do that myself," Vicky said, as Danielle checked out Vicky's trimmed bush.
"I see you aren't wearing panties," Danielle said, "just like in the old days."
"And are you?" Vicky asked, tipsy enough to be flirtatious.
"Of course not," Danielle said. "You remember the saying back in our wild days."
"No underwear... for quick access to our fun-filled lair," Vicky smiled, recalling the corny slogan the two of them had coined back in their college days.
"It's still true," Danielle said.
"Those were some crazy days," Vicky said.
"So you're telling us our mother used to be a slut?" Gabby asked.
"Gabby!" Vicky exclaimed.
"Yep. A big one," Danielle nodded.
"Danielle!"
"What? It's true," Danielle said.
"Well sure, but my daughters don't need to know about my sordid past," Vicky said, just as the doorbell rang.
"The gift Grandma and I ordered for you is here," Gabby announced.
"What and who could that possibly be?" Vicky asked, as she finished her third or maybe fourth glass of wine. She was feeling no pain... and was horny.



"It's your big surprise," Gabby said, stressing the word 'big', as she jumped up to get the door, as Danielle began draping the new stockings onto Vicky.
"Now I'm really scared," Vicky said, sensing a stripper was about to strut into her living room.
"Oh, it's nothing to be scared of," Daphne said.
"Yes, it's just a little visitation from the Ghost of your Christmas Past," Danielle said, glancing again at her friend's pussy. Unlike her very straight college days, she now was bi, enjoying both cock and pussy equally.
"That is a dangerous statement," Vicky warned, as she looked up and saw not one, not two, not three, not four, but five men... yes, strut... into the room.
"Ooooooooh, nice," Barbara said, admiring the five young men... three white men, a black man and a Latino.
"Mom!" Vicky said.
"What?" Barbara asked. "They're hot, and I'm old, not dead."
"Yeah Mom, a woman is never too old to enjoy some hot men shaking their stuff," Gabby said.
Danielle finished putting her friend's new nylons on, as Vicky stroked her hands luxuriously up and down her silken legs, even as she looked around at the five gorgeous young men.
"So you must be the bride-to-be," Rico, the Latino leader of the group, said, walking up to her. And thus presenting a very impressive bulge right in front of her face.
"I am she," Vicky smiled, tipsy enough to enjoy what was about to happen, and yet sober enough to control the tingle inside her pussy.
"Come over to the centre of the room," Rico said, as he pulled her up and led her to a kitchen chair Daphne had placed in the centre of the room.
"Okay," Vicky followed along, admiring his strong arms... her husband-to-be didn't have those. Nope, he was an accountant.
Vicky sat down, and Rico said, "Enjoy."
"Oh, she definitely will," Daphne said.
"We all will," Gabby said, already trying to decide which cock she wanted to suck.
"Now my daughters are speaking for me," Vicky laughed, as a white well-built cowboy moseyed over to her, and Danielle once again topped up her wineglass.
Rachel cautioned, "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."
"That doesn't leave much out," Vicky replied, as the first stripper began his show.
For the next forty-five minutes all five men danced for the five ladies... especially for Vicky... although there was no hint of what was to come next... just five hunky men stripping down to their underwear and nothing else, with nobody having touched anybody.
Then Rico and the other four men surrounded Vicky, and began dancing extra provocatively.
One by one they inched closer and closer to Vicky, who by this time had drunk enough wine to allow this to progress further than she should, for those big bulges looked very enticing and mouth-watering.
"On three, boys," Rico said, as all five men surrounded her.
"What's on three?" Vicky asked.
"One, two, three," Rico counted, and then all five of them discarded their final remaining articles of clothing... all just held in place with Velcro to be yanked off in an instant.
"All men should wear that kind of underwear," Barbara said, drooling unashamedly at the five big cocks, all of which were rapidly growing into full erections.
"Mom!" Vicky gasped, as she stared around at the five glorious dicks... all of them way larger than her husband-to-be's, or even the bastard's she'd sent packing.
"Good call, Grandma," Daphne agreed.
Vicky was helpless to do anything but sit and stare, as the five cocks circled around her.
She remained helpless as each man next stepped in front of her and slapped her face with his hard cock. She didn't even realize she was instinctively opening her mouth as each cock was presented.
The ladies cheered and watched in excitement... in amusement... in lust.
Vicky's cheeks burned with embarrassment as she said stiltedly, "I think that will be quite enough," even though she was enjoying the show, and a growing part of her wanted to suck and devour each one of these cocks... except that her mother, her sister and her two children were watching. (Danielle didn't matter; she'd already seen her at her sluttiest.)
"Suck one of them, Mom," Daphne cheered her on, ignoring her Mom's feeble protest.
"Or two of them," Gabby added.
"Or all five," Barbara encouraged her daughter, while Rico traced Vicky's lips with his cock.
"I can't," Vicky said, not willing to cheat on her good man.
"Yes, you can, you're not married yet," Rachel said.
"Well, I certainly can," Barbara said, getting off her chair, and saying, as she knelt down beside her daughter and reached for the big black ten-inch monster, "I really need some chocolate."
"Mom!" Vicky gasped, both at her mother's action and her sudden view of her mother stroking a huge black cock about a foot and a half away from her eyes.
Vicky had fucked a couple of black men back in college, and she'd found that sometimes the BBC myth was true and sometimes it wasn't. This time it definitely was... easily the largest cock she'd ever seen in person.
"Mom what? I'm hungry," the Grandma brushed off her daughter's objection, as she leaned forward and took her first ever black cock into her mouth... one long-time curiosity now become one more reality.
"Grandma, that looks so nice," Daphne encouraged her.
"Take it all down," Gabby added.
"Girls, really?" Vicky rebuked, astonished they were encouraging their grandmother, although she really wasn't doing anything wrong... she was a widow after all... and a growing part of her was feeling jealous. She wanted that big black dick. She really wanted his big load splattering all over her face. His balls were huge, and were likely carrying a full load of the warm, sticky cum she loved so much.
"Mmmmmmm," Barbara moaned on the big cock as she took more of it into her mouth. She'd always enjoyed sucking dick, and she was damn good at it.
Vicky watched her mother sucking that monster cock eagerly, taking over two-thirds of it into her mouth with ease, which had to mean several inches were going down her throat. She found it strangely hot, even if it wasn't completely wrong, not to mention she was doing it not only in front of her two daughters, but also with two of her grandchildren present... who were joyously encouraging her. She knew she should say something... should stop this... yet she remained in her chair enjoying the wild show, wishing it was her on her knees sucking that big chocolate cock.
"Suck that cock, Grandma," Daphne cheered her on.
"Get that load nice and ready," Gabby said, a reminder to her Grandma that the load had to go someplace specific.
"Yes Barbara, worship that big dick," Danielle encouraged, pondering which of the four remaining guys she wanted to devour, as she admired each of the erotic missiles all primed, loaded and ready to shoot.
"Mom, you'd better slip out of your dress... Now," Gabby warned her.
"What? Don't be ridiculous!"
"No, I mean it Mom, hurry and do it! Here, I'll go first, if that helps; Daphne, please join me."
Vicky stared at them astonished, while her two daughters hurriedly stood up and threw off their dresses, revealing they too had followed their dress code of no underwear, as they stood there wearing only their thigh highs. She hadn't seen their large and firm young breasts in several years, and she noticed their pubes were shaved clean.
They then hurried over to her, dragged her out of her chair to strip her own dress from her before sitting her back down, astonished at her own sudden nudity.
"Your Mom can really suck dick," the black guy told Vicky's large tits, clearly enjoying the view and his blow job.
"Oh, I'm good at that too," Vicky said, without even realizing she was saying it.
"We can all suck mean dicks," Gabby said, unconsciously rubbing her recently bared breasts. "I believe it's an inherited trait."
"Gabby," Vicky said, seeming to be repeating the names of her naughty children and her naughty mother over and over.
"Oh yeah, suck it," the black guy groaned, sounding like he was getting close.
"God, you suck dick like a trooper, Mom," Rachel said, shocked at witnessing her mother's aggressive cock sucking ability.
"Get ready, Mom," Gabby called out a warning.
"For what?" Vicky asked, as she watched her mother bob furiously, nearing the finish of her epic blow job.
"For this," the black guy said, as he pulled out, aimed his cock at Vicky's face and erupted his load all over her face and breasts.
"Oh God!" Vicky gasped, as the hot cum splattered onto her face and immediately began dripping down, warming her entire body.
"So hot," Daphne said, finding the sight of her Mom getting an extended facial even hotter than the last party Danielle had organised.
"Yes, take it all," The black guy groaned, as rope after rope shot out and rained down on its pretty target.
"Do you like your present from Grandma and me?" Gabby asked, as she knelt on the other side of her mother and went for the cowboy's impressive rawhide. She then added, "And that's why you had to strip... we didn't want you to ruin your pretty dress."
"This was your plan?" Vicky asked, as she basked in the sensation of warm cum all over her front.
"It was Daphne's idea," Gabby said, stroking the eight-inch-long and thick bronco dick. "But Grandma and I were the ones who made it a reality," she added, before she took the cock in her mouth.
"I can't believe you girls," Vicky said, as she wiped cum from her eyes, having closed them just in time to avoid cum sting.
"We know you love facials," Daphne said.
"How could you possibly know that?" Vicky queried, as she opened her eyes.
"It sure wasn't me," Danielle said, in a tone giving away it definitely had been her.
"You're terrible," Vicky said, as she shook her head and turned to see her younger daughter bobbing on a cock. "Gabby, what on earth are you doing?"
Gabby took the cock out of her mouth. "What?" she asked. "I'm just extracting this second load for you."
"What? Why?" Vicky said, hearing the words spilling out of her naked daughter's mouth, yet still hard pressed to comprehend them.
"This is your bukkake party, Mommy," Gabby revealed, "and by the time it's over you'll be a completely delicious sodden mess," before taking the big, fat, mouth-stretching cock back into her mouth.
"Girls, this just isn't right," Vicky objected, even though she didn't budge from her chair or even try to cover herself as she gazed around at the three remaining loaded and unattended cocks.
"You're correct, it isn't right," a tattooed stud said, "because although you're naked, your mouth is still empty," as he stepped over to Vicky and slid his cock into her open mouth.
"Suck it, Mom," Daphne encouraged.
"Take it all, sis," Rachel added, getting hungry for some cock herself.
Vicky couldn't believe she had cum all over her face and body, and suddenly a cock in her mouth. It had happened so quickly, so unexpectedly, that she'd had no opportunity to control what had happened. She knew she should push this guy away, but her lust and her natural desire to please seized control of her, as the hard cock in her mouth made her totally unable to speak... but totally able to suck.
So knowing her mother and daughter had planned all this for her, and her Mom had already sucked a cock to completion so it could come on her face, while her younger daughter was well on her way to doing the same, Vicky began bobbing.
"Yeah, Mom, suck that cock!" Daphne cheered, excited to see her mother getting into the act.
Finding sucking from a chair a little awkward and unnatural, she carefully worked her way off the chair and onto her knees, without allowing 'her' big cock to slip out of her mouth.
"Now that's the cock sucking slut I remember so fondly," Danielle said, as she stood up, casually stripped as if she did it in front of people all the time (which she did), to approach Rico and ask him, "Mind if I dine on this big fat cock?"
"Go ahead, babe," he agreed, and Danielle too dropped to her knees to chow down on some man meat.
"Well, we can't have you the only one not being serviced," Daphne said, as she moved to the muscle man with the smallest of the five cocks... at only seven inches.
"No, we can't have that," he agreed.
"Shit, I need a dick too," Rachel said, feeling left out of the action.
"I'm ready for you, I reload quickly," the black guy offered.
"Well, let's get those balls boiling again," Rachel said, following the crowd by removing her dress before dropping before him and taking his cock in her mouth.
"Oh God, I'm getting really close," the guy in Gabby's mouth warned.
Gabby loved sucking dick, loved hearing guys moan, and loved swallowing cum; but this one special time she'd allow her mother to receive her hard-earned treat. She backed away and pointed the dick at her mother's face.
"Here's another load for you, Mommy," Gabby said, thinking that calling her Mommy sounded a little, or perhaps a lot, nastier than just Mom.
The guy in Vicky's mouth pulled out and she found herself looking directly at a hard, throbbing, saliva-wet new big cock. "What the..." she began, as cum rocketed into her open mouth and all over her face.
"Bukkake!" Gabby cheered, as she watched her naked mother getting sprayed with a second big load.
"And here's another," a guy said, as he pulled out of Daphne's mouth and exploded the biggest load yet all over the bride-to-be.
"Holy shit," Gabby gasped. "What a load."
"Mom looks so hot all coated in cum," Daphne said, as Rico pulled out of Danielle's mouth, stroking his cock vigorously.
"Keep your eyes closed, my slut daughter," Barbara said, "another load is incoming."
Vicky's eyelids were coated with cum, so she just followed her mother's advice and allowed a fourth load to coat her already dripping face and run down... loving this bukkake... loving this return to her past slutty ways... now even loving the humiliation of her naked daughters seeing her in such a cum-drenched state. She opened her mouth wide, in the hope of catching as much cum as she could. God, she could down a cum milkshake... something she'd done once at a frat house... chugging down over a dozen loads from a cup.
Gabby took the cowboy dick that had been in her Mom's mouth and bobbed hungrily on it, wanting to extract the fifth load for her, just as Rico exploded his load.
"So hot," Daphne said, as she admired her cum-coated Mom and her cock-sucking sister.
"Oh yes slut, suck my cock," the buckaroo groaned, enjoying the pretty girl's mouth working away on him.
"Yes, get Mom her last load," Daphne agreed.
"Shit, I want some more dick," Barbara declared, as she watched her granddaughter expertly sucking cock.
"Black stud, do you fuck at parties like this one?" Barbara asked bluntly, which would have made Vicky's eyes go wide, except they were glued shut at the moment.
"Oh, yeah bitch, get that dress off and bend over," the black guy replied.
"Way cool; then please slam that big black cock into me," Barbara eagerly begged, as she eagerly stripped down and braced her hands on the chair her daughter had vacated.
Vicky gasped as she swallowed some of the cum that had landed inside her open mouth. By the sounds, her mother was now fucking a black man... the lucky bitch. She felt cum slowly oozing down her face as she waited for one final load to splash down.
"Take that big dick, Grandma," Daphne encouraged her, this party getting wilder than even she could have imagined.
"Oh my," a new feminine voice gasped, as she walked into the wild scene.
The last guy pulled out of Gabby, directed his cock at Vicky, and presented her with her fifth load in a few minutes.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me hard," Barbara moaned, as the big dick slid in and out of her.
"Oh yes," Vicky moaned, as her pussy was on fire from the hot bukkake.
Gabby stood up and kissed the new arrival, Sarah. She then whispered, "Want to eat my Mom?"
"Fuck yeah," Sarah said, gazing hungrily at the cum-drenched MILF.
"Just push her onto her back and dive right in," Gabby advised. "She's too far gone to even think of stopping you."
"You sure?" Sarah asked, as the guy finished spewing his load on Vicky's completely cum-coated face.
"Absolutely. Go for it," Gabby said.
"I am hungry, "Sarah admitted, as she too tossed her clothing aside, then went to the dazed MILF and pushed her to the floor.
"No fucking, I'm not allowed to fuck anyone," Vicky protested, not wanting to cheat on her husband-to-be any more than she already had.
"Oh, this won't be fucking or cheating," Sarah assured her, as she spread her legs and dove into the very wet pussy.
"Oh my God!" Vicky moaned, as she felt a tongue on her pussy and realised Sarah was now here.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, yes, fuck," Barbara moaned, her orgasm rising as the other men watched the interracial fuck scene.
"Mind if I have a snack?" Danielle asked Gabby as she pushed her to the floor beside Vicky and spread her legs.
"You betcha! I've imagined this happening many times," Gabby said, before adding, "although I think a 69 would be a lot tastier experience for me."
"Mmmmm," Danielle hummed agreeably, as she spun herself around to offer her pussy to the eighteen-year-old.
"Oh God, don't stop," Vicky moaned, the tongue on her pussy burning with intensity as her orgasm rose at an expedited pace.
"Fuuuuuuuck, yes," Barbara screamed, alerting everyone probably for miles around, that she was coming.
"Shit," the black guy grunted, as he deposited his load deep inside the older woman's pussy.
"Wow, everything is so hot," Daphne exulted, as she watched the black guy keep pumping his load into her Grandma's pussy, watched her mother get eaten out by Sarah, and envied her sister in a 69 with Danielle.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," Vicky declared, just a moment before the most intense orgasm she could remember struck her like a thunderbolt.
Sarah eagerly lapped up the MILF's cum, knowing even this wife-to-be would be begging to have her between her legs again... they always did.
"Oh fuck, why don't you give Mom your creampie, Grandma?" Daphne suggested wickedly.
"Ohhhhhh, you nasty bitch," Grandma smiled, as the black stud pulled out of her. "That's a great idea!"
Vicky was still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm as her mother straddled her face and even more cum dripped onto her forehead. "Mom, what are you doing?"
"Giving you my creampie," Barbara said, as she lowered her freshly fucked pussy and its sticky contents onto her daughter's face.
"Mom, no," Vicky protested, as more cum dripped onto her face.
"Eat my creampie, my little slut," Barbara said, still quite flexible for her age as she sat on her daughter's face, grabbed the back of her head, and pulled it deep into her wetness.
"Eat Grandma's cunt, Mom," Daphne urged her.
"No way, I've got to see this," Gabby said between lustful licks of her mother's longstanding best friend.
"So do I," Danielle agreed as she extracted her pussy from Gabby's face, and all the girls as well as all the strippers turned to watch the incestuous act.
Vicky was stunned as the strong pussy smell and her mother's cum-leaking pussy dripped down on her face. She couldn't believe her mother was forcefully making her commit incest, yet because of the sweet scent, the cum leaking onto her added to her own buzz, her sexual rush, her curiosity and the audible encouragement from both of her daughters, she gave in and began licking her mother's pussy.
"Oh yes baby girl, that's it, eat Mommy's pussy," Barbara moaned.



"No way," Gabby repeated, as she watched something she'd never imagined seeing.
Three of the strippers were getting dressed as Daphne offered, "Does anyone want to come and fuck me?"
"Sure," the cowboy said, walking over to her, his dick semi-hard.
"And who wants to fuck an eighteen-year-old?" Gabby asked, since watching her mother eating her own mother had her pussy on fire.
Rico shrugged, "Think you can handle this?"
"Yes, or I'll die trying," Gabby said, her gaze still riveted on the sight of her Grandma holding her mother's face deep in her pussy. She was so planning on also using her mother's face later on.
"What a great way to die," Rachel joked, as Danielle went to grab a strap-on that was still in the bag of unopened presents, something she'd bought for Vicky as a gag gift, but now it would be repurposed to perhaps gag her or to fuck her, as the other three strippers headed out, leaving only Rico and the cowboy behind.
Vicky couldn't believe she was licking her mother's pussy and more, that she was completely intoxicated by it. The pussy juice... the male cum... this divine cocktail was heaven sent.
Barbara moaned, "Such a good girl, eating her Mommy's cunt."
Vicky had never imagined eating her mother's cunt, or even hearing her mother use the word 'cunt'.
Daphne and Gabby were both bent over the couch, as their respective studs slid inside their respective cunts.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Daphne moaned.
"Pound me, Rico," Gabby also moaned.
"Need some dick?" Danielle asked Rachel, who was watching her nieces getting fucked.
"Oh my," Rachel said, looking at the impressive cock Danielle was wearing around her waist.
"Sit down on the couch and spread those legs," Danielle ordered.
"I don't know," Rachel said, horny as fuck, but she had never been with a woman.
"I'm not asking, just do it," Danielle ordered, taking her best friend's kid sister's hand and leading her to the couch and then pushing her onto it.
"Auntie is about to get fucked too," Daphne pointed out to Gabby, as she was slowly fucked.
"Danielle, you look pretty hot wearing a strap-on," Gabby sang out.
Barbara had to pee and got off her daughter's face and said, "I need to pee. And since you didn't ask for a golden shower, I won't subject you to one. Aren't I a wonderful mother?"
She rushed off as Vicky slowly staggered to her feet to look around. "Enjoying your bachelorette party, Mommy?" Gabby asked from beneath Rico.
"I can see that you are," Vicky said, seeing both of her daughters getting fucked, and her sister about to be.
"Oh, God," Rachel moaned as Danielle slid her plastic cock in her pussy.
"Did you enjoy eating Grandma's cunt?" Daphne asked, as her cowboy began fucking her harder.
"Don't use the word cunt to your mother," Vicky smiled, thinking there were definitely no more secrets between her immediate family members.
"Sorry, you incestuous Mommy-slut," Daphne moaned, as the cowboy bucked his hips into her saddle. "Did you enjoy eating Grandma's cum-filled pussy?"
"Yes, it was quite yummy, since you ask," Vicky admitted, oddly not feeling any shame at the wicked act she'd just committed.
"Ohhhh, I have an idea!" Gabby said. "Lay back down, Mommy."
"Mommy?" Vicky asked.
"Pet Mommy then," Gabby corrected, as temporarily leaving Rico behind, she went to her Mom and pushed her back down to the floor.
"What are you doing?" Vicky asked unnecessarily, since her daughter was already straddling her face.
"Come fuck my asshole, Rico, while my mother eats my cunt," Gabby ordered, as she lowered her pussy onto her Mom's face.
"Gabby, this is ince...." Vicky began, but her protest was muffled by her daughter's wet pussy.
"You've already crossed that bridge, so you're my Mommy-pet now, Mommy," Gabby said. "So do as you're told and eat your daughter's pussy."
"She's eating her other daughter's next," Daphne said, feeling so turned on by the dominant way Gabby had just taken their mother.
"You'll be eating my pussy too, big sister," Gabby said, "and vise versa," as Rico fetched some lube from the kit he'd brought along... 'always be prepared for anything' was his motto. Women at bachelorette parties were often wilder than most men at bachelor parties.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Rachel moaned, as Danielle fucked her hard.
Vicky mindlessly began licking her younger daughter... knowing it was wrong, and yet it felt so right.
"Mommy's licking my pussy, Mommy's licking my cunt," Gabby babbled to all.
Rico lathered his cock generously with the lube before Daphne requested, "Toss that over here, will you?"
Rico did before moving behind the eighteen-year-old... this party breaking new ground. He'd fucked many women at these parties, occasionally in the ass, but other than a couple of sisters kissing, he'd never witnessed an incestuous act... never mind multiple ones. No way was he leaving this shindig any earlier than he absolutely had to.
Daphne handed the cowboy the lube and ordered, "Lube up that lasso, cowboy," even though she knew a lasso wasn't the right shape for a cock... it did sound hot.
"Sure thing, ma'am," he said, tugging the brim of his Stetson hat in traditional cowboy respect.
"Ohhhhhhh, yes," Gabby moaned, as Rico's cock began to slowly slide into her ass.
Vicky could see the mammoth cock disappear slowly into her daughter's ass as she lapped her pussy. It was so surreal and wild, making her own ass tingle with need.
"Such a tight ass," Rico said.
"Yours is the biggest cock I've ever had in my asshole," Gabby said, a mixture of pleasure and pain coursing through her, the pain numbed by the eager licking of her mother's tongue on her pussy.
"Slide that dick in my ass too," Daphne demanded, wanting to get a good ass pounding.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Rachel moaned, her orgasm rising quickly as she was fucked by a woman for the first time.
"You like being fucked by a woman?" Danielle asked, as she slammed into the pretty sister of her best friend.
"God yes," Rachel said, stunned at how Danielle was fucking her hard and rough, just how she liked it.
"You'll be my sexy slut from now on," Danielle said, as she fucked her hard and deep.
"Oh yes," Rachel agreed, this fucking so much more intense and pleasurable than when her husband fucked her. Watching Danielle's firm tits bounce around was also pretty hot. Her husband certainly didn't have a pair of those.
"Oh, God, yes," Daphne moaned, as her cowboy slid into her ass.
"Now ream my asshole while my Pet Mommy eats my cunt," Gabby ordered, as Rico was buried balls deep in her ass.
"Yes, ass fuck my slut daughter," Vicky added, involving herself in the dirty talk for the first time, as she wanted to see her daughter get her pretty back door pillaged.
"Oh Mommy, do you really want to see your baby daughter getting her asshole drilled?" Gabby asked, as Rico began slowly ass fucking her.
"Yes Gabby, I want to see my two hot daughters acting just as slutty as I did when I was your age," Vicky said, reminiscing about her wild youth.
"Yes, your mother was a huge fucking slut when she was younger," Danielle added, as she herself fucked a mother.
"So were you," Vicky said between licks.
"So it's like mother, like daughter," Gabby moaned, as she was ass fucked.
"It's more like mother, like both slutty daughters," Daphne corrected as her asshole began getting fucked.
"Eat my pussy, Barbara," Sarah demanded, highly turned on by everything she was witnessing as she pushed down on the shoulders of the Grandma returning to the room, whose eyes went wide at all the sexual activity filling the living room.
"What? I...." Barbara responded weakly, as she noticed her two granddaughters getting ass fucked as she allowed herself to be guided to her knees.
Sarah then guided the Grandma's face to her young, ripe pussy.
"Eat her pussy, Grandma," Daphne called out.
Barbara stared at the glistening wet hairless pussy as she felt Sarah's hand on the back of her head guiding her into the lesbian act.
"Yes, Grandma, eat my best friend with benefits' cunt," Gabby moaned, as she watched the lesbian act, then turned around to see her sister getting fucked, and then closed her eyes to enjoy the double pleasure of a cock in her ass and a tongue on her cunt.
"Fuck, yes!" Rachel screamed, as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks
"Yes, come all over my cock," Danielle said, as she kept slamming into the coming woman.
"Your pussy tastes so good, Gabby," Vicky said, as she licked hungrily.
"So I've been told," Gabby moaned, "and you've got a wicked tongue," the double pleasure building an intense orgasm inside her quickly.
"That's it Grandma, eat my eighteen-year-old pussy," Sarah moaned, loving the large age difference between them.
"Grandma's a cunt licker too, Mommy," Gabby moaned, as her orgasm was imminent.
"We're all dirty cunt-licking sluts," Vicky said, having decided there was no way she wasn't going to taste this amazingly inexplicable nectar again. She was most definitely no longer straight.
Danielle pulled out of Rachel as she continued trembling, and crawled over to her best friend. She parted Vicky's legs and said, "Time to give you my present."
Vicky's moaned reply was muffled by her daughter's cunt. "Oh? And what will that be?"
"The proper dicking you desire," Danielle said, and she immediately slid into her best friend.
"Oh fuck," Vicky moaned, her very needy cunt suddenly filled.
"Keep licking, Mommy-slut," Gabby ordered. "I'm so close!"
"Oh fuck, harder cowboy," Daphne moaned, all the hot action surrounding her added to the dick in her ass really driving her wild.
"Fuck, yes," Gabby screamed, as her orgasm finally ripped through her.
"Yes, come all over my face, baby girl," Vicky rejoiced, as she was flooded by her first ever female cum facial, and... even as she too was being fucked.
Rico was close too, as the tight teen asshole had really worked over his cock. "I'm about to come," he warned, always the gentleman.
"Come on Mommy's face again," Gabby ordered, as she got off of her mother and stood up, looking down at her dazed sexually stimulated mother looking blearily up.
"Yes please, come all over my face," Vicky said, closing her eyes.
"Fuck, yeah," Rico groaned, as he shot his second load (her umpteenth, she'd lost track) all over the bachelorette's face.
"Yessss," Vicky moaned, loving the cum splattering all over her face yet again, as she wondered what she looked like by now.
"That's it, get that tongue in my cunt, Grandma," Sarah ordered, as she ground up and down on the pretty older woman's face.
Barbara was licking wildly, shocked at how amazing this pussy tasted, unable to get enough.
"Harder, cowboy, harder," Daphne demanded, her orgasm close.
"Yes, Danielle, fuck me," Vicky cried, looking up at her best friend as cum oozed down her face.
"This reminds me of the old times," Danielle said, as she fucked her best friend.
"You never fucked me back then," Vicky pointed out.
"Then we'd better make up for lost time," Danielle said, as she leaned down and kissed her best friend, tasting a little cum with it, as she slowly fucked her.
"Mmmmmmmmm, yes, fuck," Daphne screamed, as her orgasm struck her.
"Suck on my clit, Grandma, eat my teen twat good," Sarah cried out, loving dirty talk in the heat of the moment... her orgasm also rising.
Barbara loved hearing the teen's moans because of she was doing to her, her dirty talk music to her ears, and her tantalizing taste dancing on her taste buds, as she did exactly what she was told to do... her submissive nature rising to the fore.
Vicky and Danielle continued kissing intimately as they listened to Daphne's orgasm ripping through her.
"I'm close," Cowboy warned, never lasting too long in a tight asshole.
"Come inside my ass, stud," Daphne said, having a wicked idea.
"Sure thing," he said, continuing to pump his cock in and out of the tight ass until he couldn't hold back any longer. "Fuck!" he grunted, as he spewed his load in the tight asshole.
"Yes," Daphne moaned, always loving how cum felt shooting into any of her holes.
"Oh yes, I'm coming for you, Granny," Sarah moaned, as she held the older woman's face deep in her pussy as she painted the pretty older woman's face.
Barbara hungrily lapped up the excess cum pouring out of the teen cunt like it was homemade wine.
When Cowboy was done, Daphne clenched her ass tightly closed, and waddled over to her mother, gently pushed Danielle's head to the side, and then relaxed her sphincter as she lowered her gaping, leaking asshole onto her mother's face.
"Eat my asshole, Mommy, " Daphne ordered, as she knelt down on all fours.
"Mmmmmmm, such a nicely gaped asshole," Vicky said, as she leaned up and sucked some white cum out of the asshole, as now sitting up, her best friend resumed fucking her.
"Eat your mother's pussy while I fuck her," Danielle ordered.
"Oh, good idea," Daphne agreed, as she lowered herself down, bent her head sideways, and flicked the swollen clit as Danielle's strap-on cock slid in and out of her moaning mother.
"Thanks, guys," Gabby said, as the two remaining men got dressed.
"Anytime, it was a blast," Rico answered with a broad smile.
"Punny," Gabby laughed, as she watched her Mom and sister in a perverse 69 aided and abetted by Danielle, and her Grandma eating her best friend Sarah's pussy... her own pussy still on fire.
"Bring Grandma over here when you're done with her," Gabby requested.
"You want your Grandma to eat your pussy, don't you?" Sarah smiled, as she let go of the older woman's head.
"Why not?" Gabby asked.
"Why not, indeed," Sarah nodded, looking down at the glossy-faced Grandma. "Hungry for some more family snatch?"
"Certainly," Barbara replied eagerly, as she rolled over, crawled the few feet to her eighteen-year-old granddaughter and asked, "May I eat your cunt, granddaughter?" loving the idea she was committing even more incest.
"You definitely may, Grandma," Gabby welcomed, parting her legs wide and watching her mother's mother between them.
Vicky chowed down as much Cowboy cum as she could from her daughter's ass as she swirled her tongue inside the gaping hole to suck the cum out, as her orgasm rose in response to the hard fucking and the clit licking.
"Let's have some real fun now," Sarah said as if they'd been playing cards or something mundane all evening, as she went up to Gabby's room to grab the strap-on she'd left there for some of their fun sleepovers.
"This hasn't been real fun?" Gabby asked, as her Grandma licked her.
"You taste so good, granddaughter," Barbara enthused between licks, experiencing a newfound love and lust for pussy.
"Now that I know you want to, you may dine on it anytime you like," Gabby offered.
"Oh fuck, do me harder," Vicky moaned, desperate to come.
Sarah returned wearing her strap-on and went behind Danielle, who was fucking Vicky hard. "How about a sex sandwich?"
"What's that?" Danielle asked.
"Get on all fours, Ms. White," Sarah said, addressing Gabby's Mom the courteous way she always did.
Daphne got off her Mom and sat down beside her sister. "This has gotten crazy."
"Tell me about it," Gabby said, her hand gently pressing the back of her Grandma's head.
Danielle pulled out of her, and Vicky got on all fours, desperate to have that cock back inside her pussy.
"Now slide back into her," Sarah instructed, taking control like she always did in lesbian encounters.
"Okay," and Danielle did.
"Now stay deep inside her, while I go deep into you," Sarah instructed, positioning herself behind Danielle.
"Oh, yummy," Danielle said, as she realized she was indeed the filling in a sex sandwich.
"Danielle, please fuck me," Vicky begged, so desperate to come.
"Grandma, please don't ignore me," Daphne said, as she lay back and spread her legs wide open, wanting to see her grandmother between them.
"I'd never do that," Barbara said, kissing Gabby's pussy lips farewell for now, before advancing upon her other granddaughter.
"You can eat mine too, whenever you wish, "Daphne offered, as the sex sandwich train began its slow procession.
"In that case, I may be dining here a lot," Barbara smiled, as she licked her third pussy in just a few minutes, all of which were descended from her.
"Oh fuck," Danielle moaned, as she and Sarah began moving in smooth unison.
"Oh, God, don't stop," Vicky moaned, never having wanted to come more in her life.
So for a few minutes there were two separate threesomes:
-Barbara went back and forth licking, probing and sucking away on her two granddaughters' pussies, while they kissed each other and watched their Mom get fucked in a position they both knew they would have to try one day soon.
-Vicky on all fours got fucked, while Danielle also got fucked while she was also fucking Vicky, and Sarah served as the caboose by fucking Danielle's caboose.
Gabby, her pussy burning again, but getting frustrated from all the starts and stops of sharing her Grandma's tongue, grabbed her older sister, pulled her to the floor next to her loudly moaning mother and placed her legs between her sister's in a scissors position. "I've always wanted to try this," Gabby said, as she was now pussy to pussy with her sister.
"What is this? Is it even a thing?" Daphne asked.
"It is, and it's called scissoring," Gabby explained, "or also tribbing," as she held onto her sister's nylon-clad leg for support and began grinding on her.
"Oooooooh," Daphne moaned, as her pussy was rubbed. She followed suit, and the two sisters ground together, holding onto each other's legs.
"Yes, fuck!" Vicky screamed, collapsing forward, her head landing right beside Gabby, as her orgasm finally ripped through her, causing her entire body to quake with euphoria.
Danielle moved from being on her knees to being on all fours, and begged, "Fuck me, Sarah, fuck me good."
"As you wish," Sarah said, and began to really pound the older woman, being very good at wielding a cock... having fucked a couple dozen grown women already, over half of them MILFs... she loved the seduction. She'd just seduced a new one couple days ago, fucking her English teacher Mrs. Walker in her classroom, bending her over her desk and fucking both of her lower holes.
"Oh yessss," Danielle moaned as her pussy was pounded good.
"Oh fuck, this is so good," Gabby moaned as she ground on her sister, and also felt her sister sucking on her toes... something she'd never experienced before. It felt really nice, so she did the same to her sister.
Barbara, hungry again, crawled over to her cum-coated daughter who would really need a long, hot bath following all this, flipped her onto her back, and lapped up her leaking pussy, having not yet found the chance to taste her nieces' cunt cum, but once again they were otherwise engaged.
"Oh Mommy, what a wonderful evening this is, and you're the absolute best!" Vicky moaned from her state of complete sexual satisfaction.
"And you've got such a yummy box," Barbara returned, as she licked and licked.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard, Sarah," Danielle demanded, her orgasm building, as she began to bounce back to meet the deep, hard thrusts of the teenager.
"Come on my cock, my MILF slut," Sarah ordered, knowing when to push a submissive, and knowing when to call her names.
"Oh yes, fuck your slut, fuck her good," Danielle moaned, furiously bouncing back to take the cock inside her as deep as humanly possible.
"Faster, Daphne," Gabby ordered, wanting to come again.
"You too," Daphne said, as the scissoring sisters began to really grind on each other.



"I expect this cunt to be available to eat whenever I want it," Barbara said, as she lavishly lapped up the last of her daughter's pussy cum.
"Not a problem; but I expect the same courtesy to be given to me," Vicky agreed, as she lay on the carpet completely spent.
"Agreed," Barbara said.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Danielle screamed, as her orgasm collided into her, and she collapsed forward just like Vicky had a couple minutes ago.
Danielle moved the couple of feet over to the bent over Grandma, and slid her cock into her pussy.
"No, do my ass, fuck my ass," Barbara begged, wanting to be sodomized by the hot teen.
"Where's the lube?" Sarah asked.
"On the couch," Daphne moaned as she was working up a sweat grinding on her sister, having tossed it there after the cowboy stripper had lubed himself up for her own ass.
Sarah walked over, grabbed the lube, generously coated her cock, and went behind the nice old lady's ass.
"Just slam it in my shit hole,' Barbara said, sounding as nasty as she could.
Vicky joked, "Mom, language."
"Sorry, I should have told you to fuck my shit hole with your big cock while I eat my lesbian slut daughter's incestuous cunt," Barbara amended, as Sarah slid into her backdoor.
"Oh fuck!" Daphne screamed, another orgasm flooding her, triggered by the grinding and her grandmother's nasty words.
"Oooooooooooh," Gabby came just seconds later, feeing the cunt cum gush out of her sister's pussy, into and onto hers, getting her off too.
Rachel, who had been silent and almost motionless for a very long time said, while filming the entire wild act on her phone, "This is the wildest night ever."
"How long have you been filming us?" Gabby asked, looking up to see.
"Since right after I got fucked," Rachel replied.
"That's a nice plus, but I'm sure our security cameras have the entire encounter on tape," Vicky said, not at all fazed at being recorded, since everyone here had committed rather willingly a plethora of taboo, kinky, and even illegal acts, and thus weren't about to share anything about it outside of the immediate group.
"Get your cunt over here Rachel, you're the only family member I haven't tasted yet," Barbara ordered as she was slowly ass fucked.
"Well, we can't have that sad state remaining true," Rachel said, as Vicky slithered out from under her mother and Rachel replaced her.
"Mmmmmm, you're pretty wet," Barbara observed, as she dove into her younger daughter's cunt.
Gabby, Daphne and Vicky sat on the couch together, all of them completely naked, Vicky in the middle, and they touched each other's breasts as they watched Barbara getting ass fucked while eating Rachel... Danielle sitting in a chair, watching as well.
"So, did you like your presents?" Gabby asked.
"They were okay," Vicky smiled.
"Just okay?" Daphne smiled, as she bent down to suck on her Mom's tit.
"Really? Just okay?" Gabby asked too, as she sucked on her Mom's other tit.
"Pound my shit hole," Barbara demanded, as she devoured her daughter Rachel's cunt.
"Well, maybe a little more than okay," Vicky moaned, as she got both her tits sucked while watching her mother get her ass wrecked.
The two daughters began going between their mother's legs together, taking turns to lick the cunt they'd once been born from.
Rachel came on her mother's face.
Barbara came from getting her ass reamed.
Then for the grand finale, Daphne and Gabby seized their chance to wear the strap-ons as they double penetrated their mother.
"Oh yes that's good, girls," Vicky moaned, as both cocks worked in unison in her two holes.
"You'll be our Mommy-pet going forward?" Gabby asked, as her cock slid in and out of her Mom's asshole.
"Yes girls, from now on, I'll be your submissive Mommy cunt-licking, cock-taking pet," Vicky agreed, not wanting this wild night of debauchery ever to end.
"I'm your slut too," Grandma added, as her other daughter licked her pussy and ate her asshole.
"And you're all my sluts," Sarah declared, "every single one of you," as Danielle licked her pussy.
"Just promise me one thing," Vicky said, yet another orgasm building inside her.
"Probably. What is it?" Gabby asked.
"That this won't be a one-night thing," Vicky moaned.
"Ohhhhh," Gabby said, as she picked up the pace in her mother's ass, "our pet slut-Mommy, this is only the beginning. But you have to promise us that if there's ever any eloping to be done, like perhaps to a swingers resort, it will be with us, not with Carter."
"Oh dear, Carter!" Vicky gasped. "I'd totally forgotten about him! He's such a sweet man, even though he's totally unsexy. I'll have to come up with a way to break our separation to him gently."
THE END
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Summary: Jasmine finally gets the BBC she has long fantasized about.
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Note 2: This is part four of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.
Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan known as Babygirl, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.
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I was driving home, replaying the events of this evening and all of my transgressions, when my phone rang... I'd left the phone in my car when I'd arrived at the remote cabin.
It was my husband, prompting guilt to swarm through me.
I clicked on my steering wheel to answer it, and greeted him cheerily (on the outside), with renewed guilt washing through me (on the inside), "Hi, honey."
"Thank God you're okay," he said, sounding very concerned.
"Why? What's wrong?" I asked, suddenly feeling concerned as well.
"You haven't been answering your phone," he said. "I've called you like ten times!"
"Oh my, I'm sorry," I said, trying to come up with a lie... something I'm terrible at. Yes, I've been concealing my erotica writer persona from everyone around me for a decade, but that isn't a lie, it's an omission. Easy peasy. This time I had to invent a lie out of thin air. Although suddenly I realized that I didn't. I just told him the complete truth. "I was visiting a new friend, and I left my phone behind in the car."
"Well, thank God you're okay," he said, sounding relieved.
"Yes I am, and I'm sorry for worrying you," I apologized, knowing I was actually sorry for so much more. No, I hadn't fucked another guy, but emotionally I had, and I was now wracked with guilt.
"No worries," he said, it never occurring to him that he might need to worry about my doing anything kinky, such as fucking another woman, and then getting ass fucked by her, while roleplaying I was being sodomised by her dominant black husband who was in fact... not fantasy... with us via speakerphone. "When will you be home?"
"About fifteen minutes," I said.
"We should both arrive around the same time then," he announced, surprising me, since he was supposed to be on a week-long work trip a couple provinces away.
My eyes went wide as I asked, pressing on the gas, "You're coming home?"
"Just for the night," he replied. "Or what's left of it."
"Great," I said with partial sincerity as I sped home, needing to get out of this sexy dress, which would be difficult to explain.
"I hope you're not too tired; I have a load that needs depositing," he said, always the flowery romantic.
I asked, like I always did when he said something indicating there'd be some fucking soon, "Mouth, pussy or ass?"
"We'll see," he laughed. "I haven't touched myself since I left, so I've saved up a massive load for you."
"Face it is, then," I offered, running a red light.
"That's always a decorative location," he said.
"It also keeps my skin looking perfect," I said, having long ago shared that theory with him.
"I'm always here to help," he laughed. "When I'm here, anyway."
"I have missed you," I said, which was true... ignoring tonight's lengthy transgression. Could I justify counting it as only a single transgression?
"I missed you more," he said, like he always did.
I responded the same way I always did as well, "I miss you the most-est."
"We'll see if that's true once I get home," he said.
"Oh, I'll show you," I teased, momentarily forgetting what I'd done tonight.
"I can't wait," he said. "See you soon."
"Love you," I said.
"Love you too," he said before hanging up.
I arrived home.
I hurried out of my dress... but kept the lingerie on, as all of you who've been paying attention know he loves me in nylon.
Not even two minutes later, I heard the front door open. I took a deep breath and called out, "I'm up here, baby."
He walked through the door and I immediately asked, "Why are you still wearing clothes?"
"Good question," he said, as he quickly got out of them. "You look hot, baby."
"Just for you," I smiled sexily.
Once he was naked and I was down to my garter belt and stockings, feeling horny and aggressive, perhaps a lingering effect from my surreal evening plus my guilt, I pushed him against a wall and kissed him.
We kissed passionately for a couple minutes, as I tried to kiss the guilt out of me. I then dropped to my knees, and took his hard cock into my mouth.
"Oh yes, I missed that mouth," he groaned.

I sucked on his cock for a couple minutes before he led me to the bed and fucked me for a good ten minutes.
I tried to focus on him, but recent memories of Babygirl fucking me and Daddy verbally dominating me kept intruding into my mind.
As he slammed into me, I didn't even realize I was saying it until the words were out of my mouth, "Yes, fuck your submissive slut with that big black cock, Da...." Fortunately, I caught myself before completing the word 'Daddy'.
He stopped deep inside me and asked, looking and sounding confused, "My big black cock?"

I grinned cheekily, covering myself pretty smoothly, "Can't a girl have a fantasy?"
"For big black cock?" he asked, still deep inside me.
"You have a thing for younger girls in nylons," I teased, his laptop full of porn not a secret between us, and not a problem. "Why can't I have some fantasies too?"
"First, you can have any younger girl in nylons that you want," he smiled, knowing about my sometimes lesbian past, and on occasion we had discussed having a threesome with a hot woman... although usually only when we were drunk, and only during throes of passion.
"You'd love to see me munching on some pussy, wouldn't you?" I asked, knowing how much that idea turned him on... actually it turned us both on... at least in fantasy.
"I plead the fifth," he joked.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I brushed his evasion off, as he still remained deep inside of me.
"And you want a big black cock?" he asked.
"Well, I wouldn't reject one if it was offered," I smiled playfully.
"Really," he said.
"Well, I've always been curious about it," I said.
"Any other dark, twisted fantasies I should know about?" he asked, as he pulled out and flipped me onto my side.
I was happy my slip of a moan hadn't created complete chaos, but instead was opening the door to some sly admissions. "Truthfully, there are too many of them to list."
"Really?" he asked, as he slid back into me.

"Hundreds. I'm home alone a lot you know," I pointed out, as his work often had him gone for days, or even weeks at a time.
"So one of them is to be a submissive slut for a big black cock?" he asked me again, as he resumed fucking me hard.
"Is that really bad?" I asked.
"Actually, it's kind of hot," he said, offering an opinion I wasn't expecting to hear.
I took his words, and decided to explore them, as I asked in the sexiest voice I could muster, "So you're saying you'd like to see your hot wife with a big black cock deep in her pussy?"
"I didn't say that, exactly," he laughed, as he began slamming into me.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned. "But I can tell it turns you on, doesn't it? Your sexy bride, with ten inches of black dick slamming into her? How do you feel when you imagine that?"
"It is kind of hot," he agreed, before adding, "ten inches, hey?"
"Well in my mind as you know, the black cock size myth is a reality," I smiled, before adding, "although do I love your big cock, baby."
"My big white cock," he smiled.
"Yes baby, I love your big white cock," I moaned.
"Since you've brought up race, I've always wondered what it would be like to be with a black woman," he said, emphasising the word, and still fucking me hard.
"Really?" I said, my voice all sing-song surprised and playful... the possibilities of our future... maybe even our immediate future... suddenly looking very intriguing... knowing if he gave it a chance, he'd love Babygirl... for if he considered me submissive, he'd be in absolute awe of Babygirl's completely submissive nature.
"Yeah," he admitted. "There's just something about a black woman."
"And about a black man, too," I added.
"So, you'd really like some black cock," he said, processing this idea, as he pushed me onto my back and began really fucking me hard that way. (He'd already been fucking me really hard on my side during this conversation; not that I'm complaining.)
Deciding to advance this theme, figuring then I could pretend it was just roleplay if necessary, I admitted, "I'd do anything to have a big black cock pounding my pink pussy."
"Even while I watched?" he asked.
"Especially then! If you were into it, I'd love that, baby," I moaned, my orgasm rising, even after the plethora of climaxes that had coursed through me earlier, while I was with Babygirl.
"Slamming his big black cock deep in your cunt and ass?" he embellished.
"Oh yes, baby," I moaned, "there too!" imaging Daddy's dick in my ass. "I'd love a big black dick reaming my shithole." 'Shithole' being a word I'd never used with him before.
"Shithole?" he questioned, as he kept pounding me hard and deep.
"It's a nasty word, and thus it's a perfect one for me to use, since I'm a nasty slut for Big Black Cock," I moaned, bucking my ass back to take his cock deeper in my pussy.
"In this scenario, do I get a black slut?" he asked.
"Of course," I moaned before adding, "so long as afterwards, I get to eat your cum out of the slut's chocolate cunt."
"Fuck!" he groaned, that over the top visual clearly turning him on incredibly.

"Maybe we could do a foursome with a black couple," I added, sending out feelers for the possibility of an actual foursome with Daddy and Babygirl.
"Sounds amazing," he moaned, as he pulled out, ordered me to the floor, and readied himself to unload on me, following a rough face fuck... a one-two punch that I loved.
As his cock slammed deep into my mouth, I wondered whether I could take Daddy's cock this deep, and I wondered whether David was as serious as I was, or if this was just fantasy talk in the heat of the moment.


I deep throated his cock as he speculated, "Oh yeah my slutty bride, I bet you really could deep throat a ten-inch black cock."
I moaned on his cock in eager response to the visual, as I bobbed hungrily.
Once he was about to burst, he pulled out and pointed to the bed.
I quickly rose and sat on the edge of the bed, just in time for him to unload a massive load all over my face. He absolutely had been saving it up for me!

"Mmmmmm," I purred, as I rubbed his warm moisturising cream all over my face.
"So, you're up for some black cock, hey?" he asked, looking down at me.
"So, you're up for some black pussy, hey?" I countered, looking up at him.
"I clearly need to be home more often," he said.
"Especially if we're going to invite a swinging black couple over for a marathon foursome."
"Marathon foursome?" he asked, as I finished rubbing the cum into my facial pores.
"If we're going to have a foursome at all, it has to be epic," I insisted.
"You seem to have thought about this for a while," he said, as he sat down beside me.
"For years, off and on. You know I've always wanted to be double penetrated," I smiled.
"I've done that to you," he said, having fucked me in one hole while I had a toy in the other. He'd even done it both ways.
"Two real cocks would be way hotter," I said.
Especially if one was a black cock?" he asked as an open question.
"That certainly wouldn't hurt," I smiled.
"It might," he laughed, kissing me. "Especially if your theory about black cocks is correct."
"Touché," I laughed. "I need a shower."
"I'll join you."
Later on in bed as my husband snored away, my head was filled with a wild mixture of emotions.
Guilt and excitement... as I replayed my marathon encounter with Babygirl, and longed to do it again. There's nothing like your first time doing something: my first lesbian dominant experience and my first real life BBC (albeit with a fake black cock) submissive roleplaying experience. Today's encounter had changed me... there was no denying it, and there was no going back. 'Once you go black...' you know the saying. It's at least partly true. I wouldn't ever stop having sex with David, but neither would I ever again be able to resist having sex with black people for too long.
Confusion and hope... because of my David's reaction. I hadn't meant to let anything slip, but his interested reaction was quite the pleasant surprise. He'd always been pretty possessive of me, although when fucking we'd roleplayed quite a few scenarios... although it was just roleplaying, and this was the first time it had been racially driven.
In our roleplaying for instance, I'd been a cheerleader rewarding the star quarterback for winning the championship:

I'd been a nurse who nursed him back to health with a very unprofessional hands-on approach:

We often played MILF cowgirl, as that was how he had lost his virginity... to a woman in her forties in her barn, where he had worked during the summer before college (neither of us losing our virginity until after high school... a true story, and I'm not just saying that because this website only allows us to describe sex between legal-age adults).

Just like every man, he had a fantasy of fucking a maid:

We had a fun fantasy where I was a stripper... something I've always wanted to do... just once; I'm sure I'd hate doing it as an ongoing profession:

He also had a major crush on a local news reporter, so our most common roleplay during the last few months was my pretending to be said reporter. I had fun making up fake news stories... always sexual ones...

I wondered if our next roleplay would feature 'his' black cock....
With all that said, I was still stuck in a sexual no-man's-land, with no idea of what to do next.
Should I tell my husband what I did this evening? Or what I wanted to do next with Daddy and Babygirl? Or that if he gave me the green light for a foursome, I already had the perfect black couple lined up just waiting for that green light?
Or should I keep it a secret? It's one thing to talk about a sexual adventure in the heat of the moment; it's completely different to actually go out and do it.
I got out of bed to go pee, and I saw my phone flashing... it always went into silent mode after ten o'clock so I wouldn't be disturbed by any alerts.
I checked my phone and saw a text from my friend Rose. I didn't respond, figuring she could easily wait until tomorrow; she wouldn't expect me to reply before then anyway.
Curious, and knowing there just had to be an email from Daddy, I checked my silkstockingslover email. Wearing my 'prestigious smut writer' hat, I average between ten and thirty emails a day (occasionally more if a new incest story has been released... especially if it's a Mom and Son story).
I should have just returned to bed and ignored any new emails I might have, yet of course I was curious. I had to see if Daddy and Babygirl had sent me anything.
I had eighteen new emails. Nine feedback comments about stories, two requests for sequels, three responses to ongoing conversations, a commission inquiry, and three... yes, THREE... from Daddy.
I ignored all the others, they'd have to wait until I set aside the time to read and respond to them (I usually tried to do that three or four times a week, and tried to respond to all of them, since I truly appreciated the effort readers made to contact me... [Side note: if you like an author's work, leave them a comment or send them an email... all authors will love your feedback, as we crave the attention... why else would we bother to write, and to put ourselves out there to possibly attract slings and arrows, in addition to your potential praise, in the first place?] and I clicked on Daddy's first message.
Slut Jasmine,
I hope you enjoyed tonight as much as we did and we all three know you did. Here are some pictures of what I did to Babygirl when she got home, while we imagined she was you.






Seeing his huge cock made my mouth water... and I couldn't help but wonder whether I could possibly take that huge cock in my ass. (This time I just mean physically possible... never mind for now how David might feel about it.)
I clicked on the second message, and saw that it was a video. They sent me videos a few times a week (mostly lesbian, some BBC, the odd shemale and so forth, so this was nothing new... I had many similar kinks with them when it came to porn). The message with the video was: Best amateur video ever!
I should have gone to bed, but curious (I always find amateur videos so much hotter than most professional ones, because of their raw realness.) I pressed on the video.
And gasped!
It had been filmed tonight.
It starred me!
And Babygirl!
Oh, my fucking God!
It was definitely me... and Babygirl. Naked! Easily recognized faces and all! Having sex! We were... well, I'm sure you can remember what we did. Definitely not something I'd want the world to see and get back to me (or her) about.
Panicking, I clicked on the third message. Don't worry. We would never out you, and would never show this video to anyone but you, but also watch over and over for our own personal pleasure. But Babygirl thought you would like to see it. Have a good night... *we* both did.
Several rushes of relief at his reassurance coursed through me. I knew he was telling the truth. We three had built up lots of mutual trust during our online conversations, and in spite of any sexy name-calling we might indulge in, we greatly respected each other. That trust and trustworthiness was even demonstrated today, with Daddy respecting my boundaries, and coming up with an imaginative workaround that definitely worked for me.
I watched the first few minutes of the video... but I found that watching myself in action was weird... and awkward... and soon I felt completely exhausted... so I shut it off, plugged my phone in to recharge it, and went to bed... I did have to teach tomorrow morning, after all.
.....
The next morning, David, already dressed and showered, kissed me and said, "See you in a couple of days."
"Okay," I nodded after I'd kissed him back.
"Love you."
"Love you too."
He left, and I got dressed and drove to the gym for my usual 6:30am workout. I was an early riser, and I loved working out in the early mornings when it was relatively deserted there. (I had tried doing workouts after school, but by that time of day I was always hungry, it was always so crowded there, then life would get in the way, so I would seldom end up even making it to the gym. Early mornings were far better.)
I worked out for about twenty minutes, replaying my exciting activities yesterday. Meeting Babygirl, driving out to their cabin and fucking her, then being fucked by her while Daddy ordered us around, and finally my wild and hopefully liberating conversation with David, while he fucked me.
Everything about yesterday had been crazy.
Life-changingly crazy.
Fantasy-becoming-reality crazy.
But for good or ill, today was the aftermath... and I had no idea what to do next.
I looked up and saw Jane and Allie working out together... two pretty women I entertained the odd fantasy about. As I jogged on the treadmill, my mind went places all by itself, and I was suddenly participating in a kinky lesbian threesome with them.

I shook my head as I imagined us in a rather gymnastic Daisy Chain.
Snapping out of it, I finished my workout, quickly showered, and headed to my favourite café for my morning caffeine to get me through the day.
Standing in line, I saw a goth chick walking by, and my mind once again wandered.

God, even after my surfeit of it yesterday, I was craving pussy again. I fantasised getting behind her in line... sort of.

I grabbed my coffee, knowing today would be a long day... my hormones were going like a teenage boy's, as last night had sparked a fire inside me that was now a burning inferno down there.
Every cute girl I saw, and every handsome guy, had my libido tingling, and my head spinning with naughty fantasies.
Latte in hand, I walked back to my car and saw a priest strolling through the park across the street.

God, he was hot.
I watched him walking, and imagined myself praying for his cock. Not on behalf of his cock mind you... well, you know what I mean.

Shit, I was definitely going to hell. Or at least someplace fiery.
I got into my car and drove to school. At a red light, I glanced at a black man walking by in a suit (there is just something about a man in a suit), and again my devious mind wandered.

I imagined he had a huge black cock. (He probably really did.)
I imagined sucking it like it was my last meal.
I imagined taking his massive load all over my face.

I often had fantasies during the day... but nothing like this morning's collection.
Every single woman... every single man... was a potential pussy to lick, a cock to suck, or a dick to fuck.
Meeting Babygirl in real life had opened the door to a side of me I'd managed to control reasonably well through setting my fantasies down on (virtual) paper... but now that some of those fantasies had become reality, with maybe more to come soon, I was a mess.
I arrived at school and was greeted by Pamela, our black principal (yes, I'd idly considered offering to be her submissive pet on many occasions), and my mind wandered to servicing her on the boardroom table.

The morning didn't get much better.
My first class was quiet; I just gave the class a test on Death of a Salesman (A play that becomes more and more significant the older you get), when I looked over at Jamie, the rich preppy bitch who had bullied my daughter when she was younger, and I imagined her spreading her legs and ordering me to eat her pussy, and in return, she'd allow me to give her an A for the class. Win-win, right?

As second period began, my attention was captured by our exchange student from The Congo (which consists of two neighbouring equatorial countries: The Democratic Republic of the Congo, and simply The Republic of the Congo). On average these countries boast the world's largest cocks... 7.1 inches... look it up; and in case you're curious, North Korea has the smallest average penis size at 3.8"; and if you're really curious, the average cock size globally is 5.5").
I imagined this student coming up to me and offering to prove by example that the Congolese did indeed have the biggest and most satisfying cocks.

Then showing me he knew very well how to use this massive cock by giving me backshots, kneeling on the classroom floor.

I made it through the period with a very wet pussy, knowing that at lunchtime I'd be rubbing myself off in the staff bathroom, hoping it would help me to start thinking straight... and even if nothing else, it would quell some of the burning fires of lust inside me.
I wasn't sure how I'd be able to look LaCresha in the eyes today, recalling the scandalously unprofessional things I'd done with her mother yesterday. I wondered whether the subject had arisen at their home last night about her Mom coming down and confronting her racist white teacher (me, according to LaCresha), and if so, what Babygirl had told her.
The last period before lunch was my advanced English class, which was full of adorable nerds... kids who reminded me of myself when I was in high school. Usually for my inner entertainment I imagined myself being their pet... but today I imagined turning them into my pets... using them all for my pleasure... exploring my newfound dominant side.



I had never been so happy to hear the lunch bell ring. I waited for the kids to leave the classroom, and I was about to rush out the door as well, to my assignation with myself in a restroom stall... couldn't wait... when I heard the door closing (which was normal, as it didn't stay open on its own), and then I felt a hand reaching around me from behind, going directly to my pussy.

I froze in shock.
I didn't have to turn around to know whose hand that was.
It had to be Daddy's!
Daddy was in my classroom, and he was immediately taking liberties!
Oh my God!
My pussy immediately caught on fire!
We mustn't do anything yet! I thought to myself, suddenly completely overwhelmed, as fantasy was becoming reality in the most surreal way ever. But I can't do this here... now. I can't cheat on David. If I can resist... David was so receptive to the idea of all four of us getting together, at least in theory, so if I can resist just a little longer, maybe we can make it happen as two couples... I think... no secrecy... I can't...Oh God... and David with Babydoll... ooooooh... and then Daddy and I... can... we can wait... wait... I'm at work, too... can't allow this here... Oh God, why is he here now? "Oooooooh," I moaned, his fingers getting my mind and body all disheveled, and totally unable to make any logical decisions.
My body was betraying me already, with my conscious mind... what there was of it... in full support of my complete capitulation to this compelling black man. I let out a moan again, while his fingers slowly rubbed my pussy directly, since I wasn't wearing any panties (my version of Casual Friday, or ofttimes Casual Any Other Day).
I turned around and asked, seeing Daddy face to face for the first time ever, "Daddy, please... must I?"
He didn't say a word.
He simply placed his big, strong hands on my shoulders, as I added, my mind a foggy cloud, "Right here and now?"
Yet even as I spoke, both my mind and my body betraying me, I allowed his firm hands to guide me down to the floor, unable to do anything but obey this masterful man... this black man, who knew exactly what kind of slut I was behind my façade of an educator.
I had written this scene many times in various stories... yet it was an entirely different level to feel it happening. The good news was that my writing had described it pretty accurately.

I felt completely helpless.
My mind went blank.
I was completely unable to think for myself.
I felt the overpowering need just to let go, and to be lowered to the floor like a leaf falling from a tree.
Balanced on one knee, I looked up at him, in a completely submissive daze.

Somewhere I knew this was wrong.
Somewhere I knew I was married.
Somewhere I knew I was in my classroom at a public school, where hundreds of kids were thronging through the hallway just on the other side of my door, and where there were ethical standards for the staff that were enforced with serious consequences.
At least I had the presence of mind to ask, desperately worried, "Did you lock the door? Securely?" And that was the full extent to which I could exercise any independent thought.
He nodded in the affirmative and I sighed in great relief, now happily oblivious, at least temporarily, to any other concerns. I willingly moved onto both knees... the required position of a submissive. A position that illustrated the hierarchy of our encounter.
Somewhere I still knew doing this was wrong, but those thoughts were far from conscious by now; I was completely subject to his will... just like I'd told him last night I'd be ... just like I'd always imagined I'd be if a living BBC was ever offered to me... those recurring, compelling fantasies often manifesting in this very room.
Once I was eye level with his crotch, he pointed to his BBC... not saying a single word ever since he'd materialised (at least so it seemed) in my classroom.

As I stared, speechless and momentarily paralyzed with indecision and awe because he'd yet to give me any commands, he quickly climbed out of his shorts... he wasn't wearing any underwear, of course... and I was suddenly staring at the BBC I had dreamed about for years... fantasized about for years... and the specific one I had desired for the past several months!

It was so fucking big!
Beautiful!
A masterpiece of a cock!
I knew then... even though in my subconscious I'd already known the moment I spoke with him on the phone... that I would do whatever I could do pleasure this...
BIG...
BLACK...
COCK!
He snapped his fingers... still not saying a solitary word... which only made this surreal encounter feel more taboo, yet compelling.
I'd like to say I protested, or at the very least hesitated... but alas I did neither. Instead, I immediately reached for his cock and began to stroke it... but only for a few seconds, before I desperately needed to have it in my mouth.
I had to feel that hard, chocolate rod.
To taste it in my mouth.
Stretching my lips.
I leaned forward and took it into my mouth. Unlike any other man I'd ever invited to put their dick in there, he didn't moan. He didn't even grunt. He made no sound at all, except for his quiet, regular breathing.
I began slowly bobbing, entranced by his dick, and wanting to serve as the perfect little white cock sucker for this perfect large black man... the BBC I had dreamt about for years, and had become obsessed with, ever since he'd sent me a few pictures a while ago... before we'd ever imagined actually meeting each other face to face... or in this case, face to cock.
Big... black... hypnotic... tantalizing... delicious... cock.

After a couple minutes, gradually advancing my abilities until I was taking over two-thirds of his majestic black cock in my mouth, I felt him move his hands to my head, as he assumed more precise control of me.
I expected him finally to speak.
To call me a slut or a whore, or something.
To order me to deep throat his massive member.
But all he did... was begin slowly to fuck my face.
To maintain my balance as he took control of the blow job, I wrapped my hands around his naked ass.

Unlike the lengthy positions and activities Babygirl and I had explored during our more than three-hour marathon last night, today time was of the essence. My lunch hour was 53 minutes long (I know, who the fuck is given a 53-minute lunch hour?) and even less time before the first bell rang and students would begin straggling through my door. Or today if I wasn't proactive, they'd begin trying my door, and questioning why it was locked in the middle of the day. Daddy seemed to be aware and to understand this.
So after a couple dozen slow strokes, he didn't face fuck me roughly like I'd imagined he would, but instead he pulled out, lifted me up like I was a feather (God, I loved a man with that kind of strength, especially one who knew what he wanted while he took control of me), and he lifted up one of my legs so he could slide his cock inside my soaking wet pussy, in one impressively smooth motion.

"Oh, God," I moaned, as his cock filled me.
He pumped my otherwise unsupported body up and down on his cock, which was an action I'd never experienced, and one that instantly stimulated me unlike any other position I'd ever experienced (and I'd experienced a lot of them).
"Oh, God," I moaned again, as my orgasm was rising quickly... this cock being so much better than the fingers I'd been planning on using down the hall to quell the fire inside me.
He only fucked me in this position for a dozen strokes or so before he held me in place, his cock deep inside me, and carried me to my chalkboard, as effortlessly as if I weighed as much as that same feather. Each step stimulated intense pleasure inside me, as his cock jerked around like he was a pirate plundering his treasure, which I guess I was. "Oh my God," I repeated, those apparently the only words I was capable of saying at this juncture. (Because of what was happening inside my juncture.)
Once we were next to the chalkboard he resumed fucking me, and I wrapped my legs around him for even better penetration.

This position once again lasted for only a minute if that, just long enough to continue building the orgasm dying to explode inside me, but not enough to get me off.



He lowered me off of his big cock and down to the floor, spun me around still wordlessly, almost completely soundlessly, and he bent me over and slid his cock back into my inferno.
"Oh yes, please fuck me, Daddy," I moaned helplessly, as he slammed his cock deep inside me over and over.
After a few more strokes I added, "I love your big black cock, Daddy! It feels so good in my little pink pussy!"

Still no verbal response, although at long last, a couple grunts of pleasure escaped his lips.
Two or three dozen strokes more, as once again my orgasm was getting close, he frustratingly pulled out yet again(!), teasing my pussy and my need to come relentlessly. He spun me around again to face him, picked me up again, carried me to my desk and set me down on it.
He spread my legs, bent down, and licked my pussy.
"Oh yes, Daddy, eat my pussy like Babygirl did for us last night," I moaned.
In addition to having a great big cock, he had a nice wide tongue, and he knew how to eat a pussy.
He licked.
He probed.

He sucked my clit between his lips.
Again, I was so fucking close to coming... actually trembling slightly... as I moaned, "Yes, Daddy, you eat my white cunt so well!"
He stood up and delayed my orgasm again... playing my impending climax as if it was his yoyo of lust.
He pointed to his dick, still declining to speak, which made him appear so mysterious and hot, and I told him, just before I devoured that chocolate dick again, "Fuck, do I love your cock, Daddy."

I bobbed like a well-trained porn star, sucking his cock with reckless hunger, taking as much of it as I could without gagging, and as quickly as I could, since I retained enough awareness to know time was of the essence.

After another minute of yummy cock sucking, he pulled out, and pointed to the end of my desk.
I got off of my desk and willingly bent over it right where he'd pointed, praying he was going to fuck me again... to orgasm this time... I'd never needed to come so badly in my life! I told him as much with my begging as he moved behind me, "Please make your dumb white slut come, Master Daddy."
He slid back into my cunt and this time, after so many fits and starts, he really pounded me.
"Oooooooh, yes, Daddy," I moaned, trying to control my volume, something I was well practiced at, since I never wanted my daughter to hear me while I was coming, or being sodomized when she was home. "Fuck, do I love your big, black cock!"

A couple dozen deep hard strokes more, and I was finally coming, biting on my lips as I did, controlling the screaming I desperately wanted to release, "Yes, Daddy," I moaned as I came, trembling uncontrollably.
He kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, and when he pulled out I spun around, lowered myself to my knees as he hopped onto my desk, and I gushed, "This is the most amazing cock I've ever felt or seen!"

"I'm going to suck this big cock until you come all over your cheap slut's face," I promised.

I deep throated his long cock and gagged on it, but I nevertheless held myself in place for as long as I could... saliva dripping off of my lips as I finally backed off of his glorious dick.

I bobbed.

I took it all in my mouth... getting a major rush from doing so.

Eventually he pushed my head back, and erupted a massive load all over my face.
As soon as he was finished shooting, I took his cock back into my mouth, wanting to milk out every last drop of his creamy cum.


I sat back up and looked up at him worshipfully, as his cum dripped down my entire face and off of my chin.

He stood up, grabbed his shorts, put them on, and silently headed towards the door.
Realizing I had cum all over my face, and he was about to open the door to a crowded hallway, I hurried to my desk, reached into my purse and used a large handful of wipes to get the cum off of my face.
He casually strolled out. He hadn't said a single word the entire time he'd been here.
As soon as he was gone, my trancelike state wafted away quickly, as I had immediacies to attend to.
I hurried to my purse for some wipes to get all the cum off my face, looked into my compact mirror to make sure, and collapsed into my chair, feeling wetness gushing out of me. I grabbed another wipe, and held it against my pussy trying to calm it down, just as a student entered the classroom.
She sat down in her seat as I desperately tried to look casual and to cool myself down.
Fuck... that entire experience had been amazing! What a man!
But fuck... what had I just done?
Fuck... my awareness of consequences came flooding in!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
I had just given into... unconditionally surrendered to... pure lust.
I had totally succumbed to my carnal desires.
I had finally made one of my greatest fantasies come true.
And... I had indisputably cheated on my husband. And unlike yesterday, this time I had no defense at all, except perhaps temporary insanity, which was a card I refused to play. Babygirl had been nowhere around this time, and Daddy most certainly had been, while he fucked me bareback and I offered absolutely no objection... none! At least David didn't have a black cock, but that was a woefully thin excuse. Would David agree if I told him Daddy had a black and larger cock than his, so no harm, no foul? Pitiful.
Reaching... yes, I know I was reaching, and desperately.
My only hope now... was to get him to fuck Babygirl before he found out about today. I was pretty sure both parties would be more than willing, so perhaps it was just a matter of logistics; I'd have to see what I could arrange, and quickly.
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Summary: Mom and daughter are dominated by cheerleaders.
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I'd always known my secret life as an erotic writer would one day either come back to kick me in the ass, or to make all my fantasies come true.
Or maybe both simultaneously.
In a shocking turn of events, my shy nerdish daughter Carolyn had been invited to join the high school cheerleader squad three weeks ago. And I hadn't a clue why, but she'd accepted! Enthusiastically! I hadn't the faintest idea what to make of that.
I wasn't only bewildered about her enthusiasm about joining the snootiest and most elitist group of girls in the school, but I was totally shocked by her complete about face. In the past, even the recent past, my daughter had ranted on endlessly about these cheerleaders with their almighty attitudes, and about their either bullying or snubbing all the girls and boys they considered their inferiors... which was just about everyone.
Yet she was now so thrilled to join them, I didn't have the heart to mention all her prior diatribes.
It was her senior year of high school after all, and she obviously loved her sudden blossoming from being the obscure teacher's kid into a popular cheerleader. And to their credit I guessed, the squad had rallied around her like her new best friends, which apparently they'd now become, and they'd coached her in setting aside her longstanding and boring style of long dresses, ponytails and glasses, and she was now strutting around in sexier attire. (And doing that strutting with some justification; I had to admit she looked great!).
Was I a little worried about all these changes in my heretofore shy, bookish daughter? Yes, of course I was.
But previously I'd been more than a little worried about her almost total lack of a social life. She'd always been a top student, reliably honor roll just about since grades mattered, but she'd never gone out on dates, or even run around with some gaggle of girls; she'd always been pretty much of a loner.
So I decided just to wait and see what happened.
On Monday, December 21, the first day of Christmas Break up here in Canada, Carolyn texted me that she and a few other cheerleaders had been out caroling and were getting cold... could they please stop by to warm up?
Of course I agreed, adding I'd have some hot chocolate and treats waiting for them. I'd been baking Christmas goodies the entire day.
So I had homemade candy kiss cookies, frosted mistletoe-design cookies, a platter of gingerbread cookies of assorted sizes, shapes and personifications; and I'd even baked and decorated a Christmas cake! All those baked goods, as well as mugs of hot cocoa, and... ah yes, a few peppermint candy canes scattered around my coffee table, ready and waiting for when my daughter and her new cheerleader pals clumped in to blow on their cold hands.
Carolyn's three companions were dressed in identical sexy elf outfits with matching red hats, dresses and boots, and then to really up the ante on their red-hot outfits were sheer green nylons... so of course oblivious to them, my pussy instantly began tingling at the sight of these sexy cheerleaders, and the naughty thoughts sugar plum-ming through my head of having a fantasy come true one day... of becoming a pet to a cheerleader, or even better, to a group of them. I've written numerous stories about such events happening in various fashions... and sometimes I've even written about it happening to a personification of myself... in fact I was currently working on a new fiction where head cheerleader Paige herself seduced and dominated me in my classroom at school... and now, speak of the devil, here the beauty was in the flesh, standing in my living room in red and white Santa boots, along with the two girls Carolyn had told me were her two besties Naomi and Ava... and also of course with my daughter who was, oddly, wearing ankle-threateningly tall green heels and a long fur coat. Which was quite the surprise, since she didn't own either of those items.

"Hi, Mrs. Walker," Paige greeted me brightly. Then added rather melodramatically in a broad Cockney accent, "And thanks ever so for offering us four freezing match girls shelter from this sub-zero London stormy night. You're a jolly saint!" Which was ridiculous, but fun on so many counts, and it even played on My Fair Lady, which was the musical just finished up at our school. First of all, it never gets down to sub-zero in London unless you're talking Celsius (even though we lived in Canada, I assumed she didn't mean London, Ontario; there likely isn't a single Cockney to be found in that city); it wasn't anywhere near sub-zero outside right here either, it was in the mid-fifties (Fahrenheit); the sky was overcast, but the breezes were mild, which is nothing like stormy; and it wasn't nighttime, it was only late afternoon. And calling me a saint? Pshaw (I've always wanted to use that word)! Anybody who reads my stuff should know better than that; or erotica aside, even any student I've ever had to call on the carpet.
"It's my pleasure, you poor, dear waif," I replied with deepest sympathy, equally hamming it up.
"Your daughter has already become a great addition to our squad," Paige added, now speaking normally.
"She really loves being one of you girls," I gushed, glancing peripherally at Carolyn, who was still looking down sheepishly... which was odd.
"We can tell she loves it, she's a real team player," Naomi chipped in, although her tone implied she knew something I didn't.
"Yes, she really goes the extra mile," Ava added

"Well, it's great you invited her to join the team," I said. After a brief pause, as all three girls got out of their boots (plus mine out of her high heels) and now were in nylon-clad feet... and thus my twisted fetish and ultimate kryptonite was now surrounding me, "I bet you girls are cold and thirsty, even if it isn't Bulwer-Lytton's infamous 'dark and stormy night'; grab yourselves some hot cocoa and cookies."
"Oh, how cute," Paige said, bending down to grab a couple of gingerbread cookies.
"What can I say; I love Christmas, and I love baking," I said.
"So I see," Paige smiled, as she bit the head off a gingerbread man. "Mmmmmm, delicious."

"Thank you," I said, wondering what she would taste like. I hadn't tasted a woman since over a year ago at a teachers' conference.
"So... your daughter has really come out of her shell in the past few weeks," Paige said, "haven't you, Carolyn?"
"Yes, I guess you could call it that," Carolyn mumbled, still avoiding eye contact with anyone, and looking completely embarrassed.
"We've spent the entire day bringing Christmas cheer to all sorts of people, with a lot of Christmas Carolyn," Paige said.
"That's right, we've done lots of Carolyn today," Naomi added.
It almost sounded like they'd each said 'Carolyn' instead of 'Caroling', but I assumed I'd just misheard, and so replied, "That's really sweet of you girls."
"Yes, we've brought Christmas cheer to lots of people today," Paige smiled, as she came over to stand right in front of me.
"And we left them all completely satisfied," Naomi added, as I glanced down at her nylon-clad feet.
"Well, Carolyn did, especially," Ava added, all smiles. "What a trooper!"
"And our final Christmas Cheer delivery of the day will be the most epic yet," Paige said.
"Oh dear, are you girls going back out again?" I asked, thinking it was getting a bit late for any more door to door, and a little disappointed they were leaving, as I was secretly getting off on having three hot cheerleaders displaying their nylon-clad feet inside my home... although I couldn't understand my daughter's sheepish behavior.
"No, no, no," Paige smiled brightly. "You're our last stop."
"Oh, that's good," I said, even though I had a growing sense there was something strange developing here.
"Actually Mrs. Walker, it's very good, because we've arranged a special Christmas surprise for you," Paige said, as she picked up a mug of hot cocoa.
"Really?" I asked, unable to resist looking down at her nylon-clad feet.
"Surprises," Naomi interjected. "Plural."
"Yes, they're gifts you've wanted for a long time," Paige continued, still without actually giving anything informative away, as she leisurely sipped on her cocoa... with a cool, calm demeanor.
A worrisome thought leapt into my brain, which was that this conversation... this entire encounter actually... was very much like a plot from one of my own stories about submissive pets and such, and I stammered, glancing over to my daughter, who was still hidden away in that mysteriously all-concealing ankle-length fur coat, and still refusing to... or afraid to?... make eye contact with anyone, "Y-y-you girls didn't have to get me anything."
"Oh, we didn't get you anything, we just brought you some fresh homemade treats," Paige explained, still without actually explaining anything.
Again, this sounded like something directly out of some of my witty (well, I tended to hope they were witty) fictitious conversations. In my stories, someone mentioning 'fresh homemade' anything would be a sly (or not-so-sly anymore) reference to fresh pussy. But there was no way she was implying they were about to supply me with some of that... was there? Just the idea made my pussy tingle, but my mind worry.
"Your daughter kept herself very busy today granting Christmas wishes," Paige mentioned again, pulling out her phone. I thought that was a strange way of describing her singing Christmas Carols to people. Had she been taking requests?
"Yes, it turns out she's a hungry girl," Ava giggled, making no sense at all, as I glanced at her nylon-clad legs... each of these girls unknowingly (at least I hoped unknowingly) making my pussy wet.
"And she's really happy to bring joy to the world," Naomi added.
"You see, Jasmine," Paige said, using my first name instead of my last. "Your wise and caring daughter has told us exactly what you need for Christmas."
By now the penny had dropped and I could tell where all this was going, because given all the innuendo they'd been dropping, it was unmistakable! I just couldn't understand how... or why... they'd decided to seduce me. I glanced at my daughter again, and she finally met my eyes; hers being chock full of guilt, fear and apology. "Girls, I already have everything I need," I insisted inadequately, hoping against hope to remain in control, or perhaps in denial, since everything being said and done around me was so very much like a scene from one of my lesbian seduction stories, they could only have gotten those details from reading at least some of my writing.
"Oh, I don't think you have everything you need," she said, "or at least you won't for another several minutes," looking me in the eyes with all the confidence of a strong mistress... just like one of my own teenage characters, such as Bree, in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series. After a lengthy pause for her implications to sink in, she added, pausing after each syllable, "Silk...stock...ings...lov...er."
My eyes went very round at this unmistakable confirmation of my suspicions.
I tried to remain calm and deny the accusation, even as I wondered how she could possibly know I was secretly an erotica writer; so just clutching at straws by now, I queried querulously, "W-w-who on earth would call themselves something like that?"
"Oh, we all know it's you, Jasmine," Paige said, as she pointed to my feet and then to hers; "you wear sexy hosiery every day, and you can't help drooling over every girl who's wearing them."
The cheerleaders at our school... all of them... had begun wearing nylons to class a little while ago, and as I now reflected upon their sudden distracting change, I noted it had coincided pretty closely with the time my daughter joined the squad... only a few days afterwards.
"I do not," I denied, even as I uncontrolledly glanced down... yet again... to take in her nylon-clad toes.
"Yeah, right," she smirked, at this juncture my inability to avoid sneaking peeks blatantly obvious to everyone, as Paige snapped her fingers, and my daughter shrugged off her fur to reveal a shockingly revealing outfit. It was an extremely short and skimpy white dress that showed several inches of thigh above her green stockings, then an expanse of midriff that even revealed a bit of under-boob, and an abundance of cleavage displayed at the top. Slightly puzzling was a green strap across her upper chest emblazoned with a printed slogan reading NO PANTIES NO BRA.

"Carolyn, what on earth are you wearing?" I wailed, although the idea of my parentally saying anything to her that could include the accusative phrase 'young lady' would obviously be insane of me. She was the one who'd discovered all my sexy secrets in the first place, so I really wouldn't have a leg to stand on if I attempted to say anything at all condemnatory to her; it would also be horribly hypocritical of me, given my well-established views (on forums such as Literotica, not bandied about at school) about busybodies restricting the sexual activities of other people without compelling justification. Yet I also couldn't pretend I was okay with this. If my eighteen-year-old wallflower of a daughter had decided to begin exploring her sexuality, I was highly in favour and wanted to give her all the support I could. But on the other hand, I needed to protect her from these strong-willed cheerleaders who must be exploiting her for their own personal pleasure... or I assumed they were.
"I...um..." my daughter struggled to answer, clearly humiliated at being outed to her very own mother.
"And what's that slogan on your chest about?" I asked, trying to process the details of this shocking development. It was one thing for me to submit to three hot cheerleaders, I'd been making my own choices for decades. But it was very much another thing for said cheerleaders to abuse my daughter in some dominant fashion... tricking or coercing her into doing things against her will. Especially if I was somehow responsible for it.
Before my daughter had a chance to speak, Paige ordered her, not unkindly, "Show her the meaning of the slogan, my pet."
Carolyn, still avoiding any eye contact with me, removed her sad excuse for a dress, silently dropped to her knees, and crawled towards me just like a classic submissive.
"Do you like your semi-wrapped gift?" Paige gloated, before adding, "although I know your favourite incestuous fantasy is doing your sisters."
"Paige..." I began, but then didn't know what to say.
"Your lovely daughter has been spreading so much joy today," she said, bringing her phone to my face, making me gasp with all sorts of emotions: shame, arousal, guilt, lust, even desire for my own flesh and blood: my daughter!
The picture was of Principal Carter... the principal of our school and hence my boss... lying on her desk, her legs spread and my only child crouching between them, clearly licking away and making her come.

My mouth dropped open at seeing my daughter doing something I myself had fantasized about doing more than once.
Mrs. Carter wasn't overly pretty, but she was a strong-willed, dominant woman I'd imagined serving in a variety of ways... such as licking her from beneath her desk, bending over and taking a strap-on from her, or eating her asshole while she was on a call with someone.
Paige, reading my twisted mind, said, "Don't worry, slut Carter will be more than willing to permit you too to enjoy your lunch in her office, just as soon as I introduce you to each other properly... or rather... improperly."
"Slut Carter?" I asked, even though I'd heard her, but I was still staring at the picture as one would a car crash... knowing I should look away, but unable to.
"She's been a pet to the cheerleaders for a decade," Paige said. "My sister used her regularly a couple years ago... since as I've learned from your writing: the more formidable a female's day to day personality is, the more likely she is to be a submissive slut beneath her take charge exterior."
"Wow," I said, unable to imagine my principal, who was married to a province congressman no less, having been a submissive to the school cheerleaders for all these years... I wasn't only stunned, but jealous. For all those years if I'd only known, I could have been submitting to those same cheerleaders. (My erotica writing career having started just over ten years ago seeming rather ironic.)
"Yeah, and that was the tamest picture we took today," Paige said, as she swiped her phone to a second picture.
"Oh my God, there are more?!" I gasped, this next one substantially wilder, and with an audience... all of whom could clearly see my daughter performing as a submissive pet for the entire cheerleading squad. Although upon closer examination, it appeared everyone present was a cheerleader.
"She loved this workout, didn't you, slut Carolyn?" Paige asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn answered, sitting on her heels and propped up on her hands like a dog or a cat might do beside her Mistress... which added to the surreal reality of what was happening.

My sweet, innocent daughter (or so I'd always considered her) was on all fours sucking on a footlong strap-on cock attached to Naomi, while getting fucked from behind by Ava wearing a smaller one. Paige was watching amused, and two other cheerleaders, a naked, soaking wet and really cute Janet in the shower, and a barely in the photo Candace apparently wearing a towel, watching the D/S sex act. To my surprise, Naomi was licking away at my daughter's pussy, which dominants rarely do.
Even though I was stunned, hoping Carolyn had at least been enjoying herself, I also felt a rush of disappointment not to see more of Candace, as she was my second (after Paige) most favourite self-pleasuring fantasy this year.
"Your daughter loves getting fucked by strap-ons, don't you, slut?" Paige asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn repeated, saying as little as possible during this humiliating and ongoing reveal.
"It's okay honey; in case you're worried, I still love you just as much as I always have," I said, knowing she needed some reassurance that I wasn't angry at her for the predicament she was in.



"Yeah, your much-loved daughter loves dick in all her holes," Ava added.
"As you can see, she's a DP slut just like her mother," Naomi added.
"Don't worry my teacher pet-to-be, Candace will likely be showing up here after she gets off work at the department store," Paige said, reading my fucked-up lustful mind. "I know you have a submissive lustful crush on her too."
"I... um... do...." I struggled to say, intending to add the word 'not', but I was only making myself look even guiltier, so I didn't even bother finishing, as she flipped to the next picture.
"I bet you'd love to be in this position with the twins and their sweaty nylon-clad feet," Paige said, as I stared at my daughter lying on her back, in the school library, with the almost naked Watson twins' nylon-clad feet on my daughter's face, while she was either licking or sucking on their toes.

I couldn't deny it... I was jealous... and envious. Of my own daughter!
"I knew it," Paige said, clearly able to see past my teacher exterior to the lustful submissive I craved to be.
"Of course we also had to spread our Christmas Carolyn around outside the school," Paige said, as I continued staring at the nylon-clad feet on my daughter's face, until the picture changed to another one, yet more shocking. "So we went and spread some cheer at the old folks home; they were thrilled at the chance to have some very special Carolyn."
I stared at the photo, counting six elderly women, all but one of them essentially naked, with my daughter eating one of them from behind.

"Your daughter gave an entire floor of senior residents the best Christmas gift ever," Paige said.
"Yeah, the gift that keeps on cumming: orgasms," Naomi chipped in.
"Oh my," I exhaled weakly, as I tried to process the complete humiliation Paige had pushed my daughter into.
"She loved her charity work today," Ava added. "And plus, given a little imagination in describing it, it all counts for her volunteer hours."
"The old dears asked to have her back on Christmas Eve," Paige said, as I continued examining the picture, belatedly noticing Paige naked and her legs spread in the background of the photo, while her two besties felt her up and she played with herself, all of which made my mouth water.
"Maybe that next time with her mother tagging along to help her spread the Christmas cheer," Naomi added.
Ava chipped in again with, "They say Christmas is all about family, you know!"
I couldn't explain it, since I'd always had fantasies about serving younger women instead of older ones, but the idea of servicing elderly women who likely didn't get much... if any... action, seemed suddenly intriguing. It was twisted and kinky, and not something I'd ever written about... yet I wondered how many women in their sixties or older would love to have their pussies licked by a cute teen like my daughter, or even by an older, still cute I hope, woman like myself.
"She'd obviously love to join her daughter," Ava added.
"No... I... Paige, this..." I struggled to get out a sentence, but my eyes were magnetically stuck to Paige's naked body in the photo.
Paige seemed aware of my fascination when she said, "Don't worry, you'll get to see my pussy 'up close and personal' very soon, my eager teacher pet."
"What? No," I said, the idea so exciting to me, yet I had to control myself and conceal my feelings as best I could, just as she switched photos again. How many 'Carolyn' tasks did they make my poor (or fortunate?) daughter perform today?
"Oh sorry, that's just a picture of Candace volunteering as a candy striper at the hospital, in her Christmas Elf attire for her Santa's Workshop job at the store, and her sister who's a nurse," Paige explained, then asked, "Aren't they cute? They're of Korean ancestry, you know."

"Those are rather revealing outfits for a hospital," I said, admiring both girls' long legs encased in nylons.
"Not as revealing as they got a bit later," Paige said, as she flipped to yet another picture of my daughter in a sexually compromised position... this one quite different.
Carolyn was wearing a strap-on and fucking a black girl on a bed. I couldn't tell the girl's age, as the two sexy Asian sisters had stripped down and were both sucking on the girl's tits, and just about all I could see of the fuckee was her legs.

Candace's ass looked absolutely delicious. The scene on and around the hospital bed was so hot that at first I didn't even notice Paige and her cheerleading friends off to the side, once again having their own fun.
"Your daughter is a natural submissive, but she's also quite a giver. Sharon is an eighteen-year-old girl who was worried she might die a virgin since she has cancer, and is scheduled for major surgery in a few days, so we... or I should say Carolyn... gave her the Christmas gift of pleasure," Paige explained.
"That was nice of you," I said, entranced by the picture showing my daughter using a strap-on, Candace's amazing ass, the black girl's spread legs, and the two other cheerleaders worshipping Paige.
"I know, I'm very generous," Paige agreed. "I'm the fairy godmother of sex."
"And you turn girls into sluts," Ava added.
"We prefer calling ourselves bimbo submissives," Naomi corrected her.
"I just bring out the true nature lurking underneath my girls' previously boring exteriors," Paige said. "Isn't that right, Carolyn? Do you enjoy being called a bimbo submissive?"
"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn replied, as I'd briefly forgotten she was sitting doggy-fashion on the floor below me.
"Paige, this is too much," I said, knowing I had to control my lust, to rein in my desire to go along with whatever Paige and her posse had in store for me, to try and ignore the wetness leaking into my panties; and especially I needed to start protecting my daughter.
"Oh, there are even more photos," Paige said. "Carolyn was in a very festive, giving mood today."
"Please Paige, no more," I pleaded, unable to stop staring at these pictures of my naked daughter having sex with all these girls and women, and yet feeling I needed to stop this ad hoc porn show before it got out of hand... although in fact it was already way past that.
But Paige just ignored my outburst. "And of course we had to start going around sharing our Christmas Carolyn with select residents of this neighborhood too," she said, flipping to another picture.
"Oh my," I said, as I recognized these two women with their legs spread, their big tits, and my daughter dining between the legs of one of them.
"Yes, these two beauties insisted Carolyn return tonight, bringing you along as well, for some late-night Christmas cheer," Paige said, as I stared at two beautiful blondes in their early twenties who lived only a few doors down from me.

The Olsen sisters had inherited their house when their parents were killed in a tragic car accident. They were both prominent coaches for Cheer Evolution, the largest cheerleading and dance organisation for girls in Canada, and both of them had been my students a few years ago. They had been my major masturbation fantasies for a few years, as I imagined being their personal plaything... and here was my daughter yet again living out my own unrealized fantasies.
It was strange to feel more jealousy towards my daughter than anything else. Although a few minutes ago I'd assumed my daughter had been coerced, perhaps blackmailed somehow into having sex with all these females, but it was now becoming clear she was just like me... a sexual submissive... but unlike me, she wasn't hiding behind a façade of propriety.
"Carolyn got them both off," Paige reported cheerfully. "She went back and forth between those two homemade pies for a good thirty minutes."
"I can't believe this," I said, looking at Jane's finger between her spread legs and imagining myself between those legs, licking away right beside my daughter.
"Like I said," Paige continued, "I wasn't kidding. These two beauts are expecting you two to go over there for another 'visit' later on tonight, once we all finish having our fun right here."
"I can't imagine they actually invited me to come over to have sex," I said, yet again unable to tear my eyes away from a photo of my daughter having sex.
"When we told them you were the famous silkstockingslover, they totally flipped," Paige continued.
"Yes, they were pissed they hadn't known about you back when they were in high school," Naomi said.
"They said they would have used you in every way imaginable," Ava added.
"Although it's not too late to make that missed opportunity into a reality going forward," Paige smiled, as she flipped to yet another picture of my daughter Carolyn spreading her Christmas cheer far and wide. Or now it appeared, throughout our immediate neighborhood, which gave me intriguing possibilities to consider.
"Isn't that Mrs. Springer?" I asked, when I saw who my daughter was tribbing with.

"It is," Paige nodded. "She's actually Ava's aunt, so yours won't be the only family enjoying some Christmas incest this year."
"Oh," I said; Mrs. Springer was a well-respected member of the school board. And I didn't even bother responding to her broad hint about Carolyn and my soon having sex with each other... it kind of seemed a done deal by this point, if she didn't object. I knew I certainly wouldn't turn her down if asked.
"Don't worry, she won't say anything," Paige assured, as if reading my mind. "She appreciates us bringing her some fresh pussy to play with from time to time, in addition to her steady diet of Ava's."

"Oh?" I asked, curious to know how often they brought her that fresh pussy.
"Yes, you'd be amazed at how many of your students are submissive pussy pleasers for the cheerleaders, and for some of our older friends, too."
"I can't imagine," I said, wondering which girls she was talking about.
"Eleanor Whitney, Bethany Cooper, Courtney Hines and Valerie Bronson..." Paige listed and paused for effect before continuing, "...are all regular pussy munchers both for us, and they're also girls we lend out to a select group of ladies."
"I can't imagine," I repeated, each girl someone I knew quite well, and would never suspect of being on such a list. Eleanor was captain of the debate team I coached, and the ultimate nerd; Bethany was a church minister's daughter; Courtney a rich prep bitch I would really love to see put in her place; and Valerie a sweet, shy girl who almost never spoke to anyone. The only way I could ever get a word out of her in class was by asking her a direct question, because she absolutely never raised her hand, not even if she was dying to go to the bathroom.
"Oh, they all love eating cunt," Paige said, "and they'd all crawl under your desk to eat your pussy, or perhaps to spread their own legs if you'd rather that way around, offering their pussies for you to eat."
"Paige, this is all too much," I said, simply overwhelmed by each new reveal she came up with.
"Oh, there's just one more," Paige said as she flipped to yet another photo... this one that was an undeniable lustful fantasy of mine for years. One of the reasons I'd begun writing... to explore many of the taboo, twisted fantasies I'd been holding inside and unshared with anyone for years.
Plus, she was my next door neighbour, Evelyn. My very black (which was my fascination) sixty-year-old neighbour.
Carolyn was lying on her back on Evelyn's kitchen counter, with the three cheerleaders looking on. And the widowed Mrs. Williams sitting on her face. For the long-held fantasy of mine being fulfilled by my daughter was that Mrs. Williams, with her particularly dark skin, was sitting on her face. My damned slut of a daughter had even gotten to eat chocolate before I did!

All three cheerleaders seemed to be enjoying watching my daughter give her special brand of Christmas Carolyn.
Ava noted, as I noticed in the picture she seemed to be watching intently, "There's just something so hot about black women."
"Tell me about it," I agreed, staring at the neighbour I'd secretly fantasized about playing with ever since I'd moved into my house twenty years ago.
"Mrs. Williams said you're welcome to drop by for some chocolate cream pie anytime you'd like some fresh dessert."
"Oh, my," I said, that offer being the most exciting one yet, even more exciting than the Olsen twins I was already creaming about going to visit later tonight.
"So, my favourite teacher slut, are you ready for the grand finale Christmas Carolyn of the night?" Paige asked.
The last twenty minutes or so had been a whirlwind of emotions, and I'd been drawn in completely by both the situation and the pictures. But while the idea of submitting to these cheerleaders, along with submitting to my daughter, was exciting, and actually pussy-leaking stimulating, I knew I had to derail this foolhardy course right now. Plus, those pictures if they ever got out, could kill my daughter's reputation, could prevent her from getting scholarships, and would both humiliate me and end my teaching career.
"Paige, you have to delete all these photos right now," I ordered, knowing it was now or never if I were to rescue my beloved daughter from even more humiliation, in addition to my being desperately concerned about her reputation.
"Oh, these family photos are just for the cheerleading squad's enjoyment... and for yours, of course," she said. "And once you've completed doing with your daughter what you've longed to do for some time now, and then with all five of us... eventually including Candace, you greedy secret slut of a reputable teacher (not unlike others such as Principal Carter, so I'm not judging)... have enjoyed playing together for a while, maybe you'll decide to write an illustrated story just like you did with that hot black couple recently, this one being about how your daughter and you became our submissive playthings, and thus found everlasting happiness. So just relax; this isn't a bad thing happening, it's your delightful Christmas present!"
"Paige," I repeated, even as my pussy gushed a bit more at what she had in mind for me tonight. Yes, I definitely had fantasized about submitting to Paige herself for the last little while, as well as about submitting to a wide range of cheerleaders and other popular girls over the years... but that was my closely guarded secret... not, I now realized... but in any case, I certainly didn't want my sexual perversions to impact on my daughter. Was I to blame for my daughter's humiliation? It seemed more and more probable that I was... but God, I hoped not.
"Jasmine," she asked in a mocking tone, "why are you not down on your knees with your daughter? We all know you want to be."
"Paige, please," I pleaded, glancing furtively down to my kneeling daughter, who was almost stark naked, and once again staring at the floor; only now from a closer vantage.
"You're begging," she smirked, "without even being ordered to yet," as she placed her hands ominously on my shoulders, "I like that."
"Just submit to your Mistress Paige already," Ava jeered. "We all know you're going to."
"Yes Jasmine, we all know you're a submissive, cunt-licking, wannabe pet," Naomi added.
"Knees, Jasmine," Paige ordered, adding, "and unlike a couple of your readers who dislike your frequent use of that word in your stories, I agree with you it's the perfect word. It's the word you've craved being said to you for years. So once again... Merry Christmas, and... knees!"
"Paige," I said her name yet again with growing hopelessness, feeling so weak... wanting indeed to obey her... yet feeling I should be protecting my daughter... not to mention I shouldn't be risking my career by allowing my natural submissive nature and my inner lust to dictate my actions. Yet I couldn't even begin to formulate a sentence, neither of denial or acquiescence. My overwhelmed brain just couldn't process this stunning turn of events.
"Knees... right now, Pet Jasmine," Paige said firmly, her hands on my shoulders still pushing me downwards.
It wasn't a firm push, and physically I could easily have resisted it. Or I could have stepped away. Or I could have done many things if I'd wanted to, but I really didn't want to. So I did what I really wanted.
I allowed myself to sink to my knees.
I allowed myself to surrender my self-control to a pretty cheerleader. (A really pretty one, if that makes it any better.)
I allowed myself to relinquish all control within my own home.
"I'm so sorry, Mom," Carolyn said, as I suddenly found myself looking at her face to face down here, while she looked tearfully back at me. "This is all my fault. Will you hate me forever?"
"No, it's not your fault, sweetheart" I replied tenderly. "It's mine. And I certainly could never hate you, I love you with all my heart... always will."

"Oh, I agree you'll never hate your naughty daughter, very much au contraire; how could you, both of you the soon-to-be incestuous sluts that you are?" Paige interjected. "But it actually is Carolyn's fault. Or more like to her credit, since this is what you really want, Pet Jasmine. To become a nylon-foot-worshipping, pussy-pleasing, strap-on-taking pet to a pride of cheerleaders."
Each spot-on accusation made my pussy tingle, as I wondered what she meant by this being Carolyn's doing, and as I remained speechlessly and helplessly in awe.
"You see, Jasmine, Carolyn accidentally outed your secret while Mary and I were double penetrating her and she sucked on Ava's strap-on," Paige revealed. "I believe you refer to that fantasy of yours as 'airtight'."
"Oh my God!" I said, trying to process all this: the news that my sweet daughter had been dominated so thoroughly, just the way I'd fantasized and written about for years. Had her stumbling across my writing (which she must have done) in some way awakened my daughter's inherited submissive side? In addition to her having inherited that side from nobody but myself in the first place? So basically this was all my fault, but who can control their own genes?
"She screamed that very thing when I took her anal virginity," Paige said, looking down at us kneeling at her feet together. "Isn't that right, slut Carolyn?"
"Yes, Mistress," my daughter answered sheepishly, "I totally lost it," clearly still mortified to be outed like this in front of her mother, and yet unable to disobey her Mistress regardless of my presence... she'd become a real-life version of many of my characters. Ironically even before I had... but apparently not very long before, since my own turn (note the double meaning) had already begun.



"Have you ever been fucked airtight, Jasmine?" Paige asked.
"We already know you like taking it in the ass from your husband," Ava added.
I couldn't respond in any way... shame and humiliation burning through me... even as my body was filled with lustful desire for these hot four girls... yes, including my daughter!
"Yes, you like taking it in the ass, don't you? Answer me, slut," Paige ordered in a strong dominant tone, reminiscent of my most popular teenage seductress: Bree.
"Yes," I responded sheepishly, now sounding just like my daughter, equally humiliated.
"Yes, what, slut?" Paige asked, her tone clearly one of annoyance. "And look at me when you answer me, even if you have to crane your neck."
In awe she was using my own written words against me, obviously detecting my true inner weakness from my many fictitious stories written from the point of view of a hopelessly submissive female. I replied to her, but stiffly and defensively, just like so many of my characters did at first, "Yes, I like having my ass penetrated."
"You mean you kinda sorta like having your bare bottom diddled by someone's gentlemanly penis, or you get off like gangbusters from getting ass fucked by a nice big cock?" she taunted.
"Okay, I like having a big fat dick slamming into my tight asshole, Mistress," I replied, loving how the word asshole was so much nastier than ass, "and yes, it makes me come like a fucking volcano," giving in totally to my submissive nature and my heretofore secret lust, even deliberately throwing myself deeper under the bus of submission to her by addressing her with the most powerful honorific conceivable.
"Mistress!" Ava gasped. "Our prissy teacher just called you Mistress!"
"Yes... yes, she certainly did," Paige nodded approvingly. "Good girl. And that's precisely how you'll address me whenever we're not in public from this day forward. Agreed, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, I do agree. For as you well know by now, I do have a lot of dark fantasies," I admitted, simultaneously hinting to my daughter it wasn't her fault she'd succumbed to Paige's sexy charm and to her own natural submissiveness. 'Like mother, like daughter' was more than just a trite saying.
"Good girl," she said, and added as she sat down on one of my couches, (my living room has three of them), "Now you two natural born sluts may begin bonding in your new lives together by licking my feet."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, bending down to begin licking her stocking foot.
My daughter parroted, "Yes, Mistress," leaning down next to me and licking Paige's other nylon-clad foot.
"No way," Naomi gasped, shocked to see their dignified teacher submitting so abjectly.
"Can one of them worship my feet?" Ava requested.
"Why not?" Paige allowed, as I licked her sweet, sweaty nylons. "Slut Carolyn, crawl over there and service Mistress Ava."

"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn said, kissing her foot goodbye for now, before crawling to Ava.
"This is so fucking cool!" Ava chortled.
"So may I please use Mrs. Walker?" Naomi asked.
"Yes, but later," Paige replied, as she walked over and joined Ava on the couch. "First I need her to ensure my feet are worshipped sufficiently. And I'm not being totally selfish; it's important for all of our sakes, especially hers, that we begin training our new slave properly."
"I'll happily lick every last bit of your feet, Mistress," I said, crawling to her without being ordered to, like the good obedient submissive I was... I am... as all my prior resistance was now washed away, since I was so intoxicated by her sheer nylons, the strong scent of her foot, her sweet salty taste, and the exhilaration of my complete submission to my most recent fantasy girl.
"Shit, you told us she'd cave in short order and all this would happen, but I never thought it really would, not in a million years," Naomi admitted.
"That's it, suck on my toes, Mrs. Slut Walker's bimbo daughter," Ava ordered, going unnecessarily out of her way to put me down. Music to my ears!
"Yes, Mistress Ava," Carolyn obeyed, and I wished I could watch my daughter submitting, even though this obviously wasn't her first time. Now that I was actually experiencing submission for myself, instead of only imagining and longing for it while writing my stories, I now knew... even as her protective mother... she wasn't being coerced by heartless cheerleaders... far from it... and her surrender to them was in her own best interests, just like my own surrender was in mine. And further, just as our Mistress Paige had predicted, soon I'd find myself between my gorgeous and newly slutty daughter's legs, licking her sweet pussy.
"Get comfortable you two, you'll be doing this for a few minutes," Paige instructed.
Both my daughter and I repositioned ourselves in the exact same position... one we both naturally enjoyed mirroring with each other when we watched television together sometimes.

So for a couple of minutes, I licked my new Mistress Paige's feet as my daughter did the same to Ava's. The tops, the toes, and then her soles, while she helpfully raised each of her feet for me to smell, to lick, and to worship.
"This is so fucking wild," Naomi said, as she watched her teacher worshipping her friend's nylon-clad foot.
"Oh, it's going to get a lot wilder," Paige said, in a tone promising this eventful night was just getting started.
"When do I get my turn with our pets?" Naomi asked a little impatiently.
"When I say you do," Paige said tersely, making it clear who the leader of this group was, in case it wasn't inherently obvious.
"Sorry," Naomi replied sheepishly.
"How do my nylon feet taste, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, as I'd already licked all the salty sweat from the soles of her feet.
"Like a taste of heaven, Mistress," I answered sincerely, wishing I could go back a few minutes and begin the whole nylon foot worshipping again with her uncleansed feet.
"Good answer," she smiled down at me.
"It's the truth, Mistress," I said, feeling so natural and alive at this opportunity to go all in with my submission. I'd come home!
"Now before we continue, I have one more pop quiz question for you, Mrs. Walker," Paige said as I sucked her toe into my mouth, then glanced over and saw my daughter doing the same to Ava's.
"Yes, Mistress?" I asked, looking up.
"Why are you still dressed, while the daughter you say you love so much is almost naked?" Paige asked.
"Good question," Ava said.
"Stand up," Paige ordered me.
Reluctantly I removed my hands from her silky sheer foot and calf, got a bit stiffly to my feet, and shed my sweater and skirt.
"Bra and panties?" Paige asked, looking disappointed and sounding disgusted.
"Sorry," I apologized, even though it seemed a strange thing to apologize for. When I'd selected my clothing this morning, I hadn't been expecting to doff it in front of a Mistress.
"You should be sorry," she said, standing up. "I've always imagined your going commando underneath your respectable but boring teacher's clothing. You've even written that you do."
"I often do," I explained. "But with my husband not coming home until tomorrow, it seemed pointless to give my puss such easy access."
"My pet sluts must always maintain their easy access for my convenience," Paige said, shaking her head at me as she moved behind me, unclasped my bra and tossed it aside. "Nice tits though, Mrs. Walker."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, flattered to receive this compliment from a girl with her own great pair of tits, hers a couple decades younger than mine.
"But those panties," she said, shaking her head like I was a toddler and my grown mother was disappointed with me. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.
"I know," I agreed, kneeling before her. "They're my comfort underwear."
"Burn them," Paige said, "you're never wearing such restrictive garments ever again," as she placed her foot against my stomach and pushed me over backwards. It was forceful, but not quite a kick.
"Of course," I agreed, trying to hold my torso off the floor as she looked balefully down at me, her foot still shoved against my belly.
"Of course, what?" she asked, using my own Mistressing playbook against me.
"Of course, Mistress Paige," I corrected myself, just like I'd required many of my submissive characters to say in situations very like this one.
"Lick my asshole, Carolyn," Naomi ordered.
I wanted to check out that nasty scene, but instead I remained focused on being a good submissive to my Mistress.
"So you'll be a good slut for me and no longer wear panties?" Paige asked.
"I love your tasty asshole, Mistress Naomi," Carolyn said, sounding so nasty.... So like her mother.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, finding this position quite awkward and painful... I was no longer as flexible as I once was, and I'd never in my life been a gymnast.

"Get out of your panties, my dumb slut," Paige said, as she... at long last...removed her foot from me.
I sat back up and quickly wrestled my way out of my panties without standing up, which demonstrated a little more flexibility than I'd thought I was capable of.
"Pet Carolyn, come join me on the couch," Paige ordered, as I glanced over and saw my daughter on the floor with Naomi straddling her face, and my daughter apparently eating that athletically tight black teen ass.

"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn said, moving away from the amazing black ass, and crawling over to Paige, who sat down on the couch.
"Come and sit here," Paige patted the spot beside her.
"Thank you, Mistress, I will," Carolyn said, glancing down at me sitting on the hardwood floor.
I gave her a slight smile before she turned away and went to sit beside Paige.
"So, do you still want your own Pet Mommy?" Paige asked.
"Um... oh... I..." Carolyn stammered, her face going beet red.
"Carolyn, it's time to exercise your dominant side with your mother," Paige said, then adding, "just like you've been doing with Mrs. Jones."
My eyes went wide, since Mrs. Jones was a fellow teacher, my best friend at work, and was seven months pregnant.
I looked up from my subservient position on the floor as I saw my daughter's lips curve into a self-satisfied smile. "Yes, she loved getting fucked by that big strap-on the most recent time."

"Yeah, she got quite animated," Paige nodded.
"Just like many of Mom's protagonists."
"You actually fuck my friend Jane?" I asked, "Your calculus teacher? Ongoingly?" even though it was obvious she did.
"Yeah, I've fucked her almost every day this week," Carolyn said, looking at me. She then added unnecessarily, now seeming to enjoy shocking me, in contrast to all her earlier sheepish embarrassment, "She really loves it in the ass."
"Carolyn," I said, not even sure why I was saying her name.
"You should be proud of your daughter, Mrs. Walker," Paige advised me. "She's a natural switch."
I was speechless.
I'd thought I was all shocked out, following all those visual revelations after revelation in those earlier pictures, added to my daughter's submission and her earlier apparent shame about it, and hearing about her revealing to all the cheerleaders I was an erotica writer. And that I had long fantasized about submitting to cheerleaders... and that I fantasized about committing incest... with her, among others.
"Does your mother really love taking it in the ass?" Paige asked Carolyn, while gazing straight at me.
"According to her stories, she does," Carolyn said, glancing down at me with a fond and very un-sheepish smile for the first time since she'd arrived home.
"Well, I want you to find out whether that's fact or just fiction," Paige instructed, apparently training my daughter in the art of being a Mistress.
"Mom, do you..." Carolyn began, looking down at me from on high.
"No, address your mother as your pet, just like for instance Mistress Carolyn Adams, your namesake (which is interesting), does in her stories," Paige advised. "It's obvious that deep down she's envisioned being your pet Mommy for a long time, so you'll be doing her no favours if you allow her to maintain her secrecy about it. And in case it isn't patently obvious to you by now, she longs to submit... to you especially!"
I remained on my knees, bewildered by this conversation, astonished at my daughter's dramatic change in persona... remember this was the same girl who'd had very few friends since childhood because of her being too timid to reach out for any... and I was excited she was about to call me the name I'd employed in many stories, particularly in the aptly named 'Pet Mommy' series.
Carolyn looked me in the eye and after a pause, as she was likely gearing herself up to cross the next line, this one on an entirely different level from all the other lines she'd already crossed since becoming a cheerleader, she asked point blank and fearlessly, "Does my Pet Mommy enjoy taking a cock up her ass?"
I couldn't believe she'd just asked me that!
Firstly, I couldn't believe she'd just called me 'Pet Mommy', and even more significantly, 'my' Pet Mommy.
Secondly, I couldn't believe how hearing her direct that phrase at me made me tremble.
And finally I couldn't believe I was about to answer her honestly, and that I was going to address her as I did.
"Yes, Mistress Carolyn, your Pet Mommy loves a dick in her asshole," I said, before adding because I was curious, "and does my darling daughter in turn fantasize about doing me the great honour of fucking her mother's slut ass?"
"Holy shit!" Ava gasped.
"This is a whole new level of kink," Naomi said excitedly, "we need to get my Mom turned next."
"Not necessary; I've been using your Mom's face for weeks," Paige revealed.
"You what?" Naomi asked, clearly shocked.
"Yeah, she thought she was straight," Paige said, clearly enjoying her reveal and the stunned look on Naomi's face.
"You seduced my Mom?" Naomi asked, still processing, although I couldn't tell if she was happy about it or angry.
"Worship my feet, my Mommy-pet," Carolyn surprised me by ordering.
"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," I said, "gladly," crawling to her feet and taking her sheer-stockinged foot in my hands. "I've fantasized sooo many times about doing this."
"I just bet you have," Paige said, ignoring Naomi.
"You used my Mom," Naomi rephrased her question as an accusation, now very clearly annoyed.
"Yes, a few times," Paige admitted casually. "She's become quite the pussy pleaser, hasn't she Ava?"
"Ava used my Mom too?"
"Just once," Ava clarified dismissively as if it didn't matter, while I began sucking each of my daughter's toes, while also listening in on the developing drama.
"What the fuck!" Naomi barked angrily.
"Knees, Naomi," Paige barked back sternly.
"You're doing very well; next suck each and every toe, my Mommy slut," Carolyn ordered softly, calling me a slut for the first time in her life. While I loved hearing her call me one.
"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," I replied as I moved to another toe. "You know I'll do this for you anytime you want?"
"Yes, I do know, and you'll do much more besides. Which will be often," Carolyn promised me.
"Paige I...." Naomi began.
"Now, you dumb fucking slut," Paige ordered tersely.
Naomi was frustrated, yet she obeyed, as I replied to my Mistress daughter, "I certainly hope so, darling."
"Eat Ava's asshole, you dumb unappreciative bitch," Paige ordered. "You said you wanted to have your mother for your own slut, so I was going to surprise you by ordering her into your bed on Christmas morning, and this is the disrespect I get for my efforts?"
"Yay!" Ava cheered.
"I'm sorry Mistress, I overreacted," Naomi said humbly.
"I don't care about your stupid apologies, I care about your making it up to me," Paige said. "For now, you're bottom bitch, even below our oldie newbie pet over here, having the time of her life servicing her daughter. Until I say differently, you'll do whatever Mrs. Slut Walker or anyone else here tells you to."
"Yes, Mistress," Naomi replied sheepishly, while on her hands and knees, Ava gleefully backed up to her.
"Let's see how flexible your mother is," Paige said to Carolyn, then she looked down at me and ordered, "lay on your belly, teech."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, the worshipful word feeling so pleasant escaping my lips.
"Now bend your knees and hold onto your feet," she ordered.
"I'll try," I giggled a little awkwardly, not sure I could actually do that.
With a little struggle... okay, with a medium amount of struggle, I achieved the awkward position required of me. "Now resume worshipping your daughter's feet," Paige ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I opened my mouth and resumed sucking on her silky sheer toes... although now doing the ones on her other foot.
"I can't believe this is happening," Carolyn said.
"I told you it would be easy," Paige said, which made my red cheeks blush even more. "Her writing is a literal guide on how to push her own buttons."

"I guess that has to be right," Carolyn agreed; "because ever since I discovered she was silkstockingslover, and thus the author of my favourite series Cheerleader's Mom, I've wanted her to do this."
My eyes went a little wide at hearing her mention that series... which I'd written back when she was only fourteen, and I'd never even thought of her while writing it. It was a crazy series, the first one I illustrated myself I believe, that was originally supposed to only consist of a single part, based on a suggestion from a fellow writer, but that had grown a life of its own. Who would have thought that four years later it would influence my daughter into embarking on a path that would result in many of my own fantasies... submission to cheerleaders and other teens, foot worship, sex with my neighbors and at school, sex with black women (I definitely planned on taking Mrs. Williams next door up on her offer, and black beauty teen Naomi was right here in my living room under orders to do whatever I wished), not to mention soon no doubt committing incest with my own gorgeous daughter... all these fantasies coming true in a single night!
"That's it, eat my asshole, bottom bitch, "Ava ordered, clearly enjoying having this power over Naomi... I assumed the two of them were constantly competing to be Paige's number two.

"Ava desperately wants to be a Mistress," Paige said, "although I think you have far more potential for it, Carolyn."
"I do?" Carolyn asked, clearly surprised to hear this... as was I.
"Yes, underneath your meek, nerdy exterior is a strong, dominant woman," Paige appraised, which was intriguing. I didn't write about many switch characters, since I'd found in my fantasies, and in my research, plus in most of my typed conversations with readers over the years, that most women (and most men for that matter, if they could get past that debilitating man code of always concealing any soft feelings) tend to be either a Mistress or a submissive in their sexual relations. Of course in real life sex is most often just about two people relating as equals while giving each other pleasure without any hierarchy... but in Literotica stories, that's seldom the case.



"I'm flattered," Carolyn said, clearly taken aback by the compliment.
"And now you can practice and develop your skills, honing them with your own personal live-in plaything."
I loved hearing that. Yes please, my darling daughter Mistress, bring it on!
"I can't believe all this is happening," Carolyn expressed, as my tongue slid up my daughter's ankle while I struggled to remain functional in this awkward position, with no hands available and very little balance.
"I'll show you it is happening," Paige replied. Then addressing me, "Do you want to eat your daughter's cunt, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, oddly this time addressing me as Mrs. Walker instead of as Jasmine, slut, or pet.
I didn't even hesitate, I was so far beyond any speck of propriety, dignity or useless moral codes, wanting nothing more than to submit unconditionally to my daughter and to the cheerleaders. "Yes Mistress, I'd love to eat my daughter's cunt; I'd thought I'd never get the chance!"
"Holy shit," Ava moaned, as her ass was eaten by Naomi while she listened in on my nasty incestuous admission.
"Well, get down there and make your loving mother's fondest wish come true, Carolyn," Paige said, able either to be a strict or a compassionate Mistress, depending on the need.
"Really?" Carolyn asked, still a little tentatively.
"Yep, just get down there and sit on your mother's face."
"Yes please, Babygirl, come sit on my face," I begged, and not only because I was eager to break this awkward, strenuous position. I rolled onto my back, offering my face to my beautiful eighteen-year-old daughter.
"Do you really want to eat your daughter's cunt?" Carolyn asked, standing up.
"God, yes," I replied lustfully as she straddled my face... her pretty pink pussy directly above me, but not touching down.
"Do it! Sit on your mother's face!" Ava urged her excitedly, her hand reaching back to hold Naomi's face deep between her ass cheeks.
Paige stood up as well, while Carolyn sat on my chest to look down at my quivering face. "Then beg for it, my Pet Mommy, beg to eat my ripe young cunt."
Hearing those words tumbling from my daughter's sweet mouth was cunt-gushingly, body-quakingly, and mind-boggingly hot. I replied, completely controlled by my submissive nature, "Yes, my Mistress Daughter," emphasizing to us both the incestuous act we were about to irrevocably commit, just as losing one's virginity is a one-way street, "PLEASE sit on Mommy's face and allow me to eat your pretty pink cunt, until you come all over my face and baptise me as your forever slut!"
"So hot," Ava moaned, almost ready to come.
"In her stories, she's often used the image of someone dominant coming on someone submissive's face as a carnal baptism, but this time it's really happening," Paige said as she watched.
"But hold on, my Pet Mommy," Carolyn said. "If I'm your Mistress, then I call the shots, and this will happen the way I want it to happen."
"Okay, whatever you say," I agreed, a little concerned by what she might be implying.
"So ever since I learned you're silkstockingslover, I've wanted to eat your pussy... no, your cunt. So just lie on your back, Mommy slut, while I straddle you and we both eat each other's intra-familycunts."
"So nasty, Mistress," I smiled, before adding, "you own me now, and I'll always want to do whatever you wish of me."
"Good answer, Mommy-pet," Carolyn said, as she straddled me.
As her pussy was lowered above me, with her delicate girlish scent enveloping me, and her knees on both sides of my head... I was in heaven. And as I began licking my daughter, she also began licking me!
"Fucking hottest thing ever," Ava said, as we both extended our tongues, and together committed the ultimate sin according to some... incest... and it sent a chill up my spine, and fireworks into my taste buds, and lightning into my sopping wet pussy, as I lapped in awe at my daughter's pussy while she lapped mine.
"Shit, even I wasn't sure this would happen," Paige said as she sat on the couch watching my daughter and me delightedly licking each other.

"Mmmmmmm, that's it Mommy, lick my pussy," Carolyn moaned. "And God, do you taste good!"
"Such a delicious pussy," I said in a lustful daze, yet also feeling surreally tranquil as I leisurely lapped my daughter's pussy while she lapped mine, as together we abandoned every moral stricture society placed on us, released all my fears, plus any Carolyn might have of our being seen as dirty, sinful sluts, and now speaking only for myself, as I accepted my predestined and longed-for place as a submissive to my daughter, to these and the rest of the cheerleaders, to the Olsen sisters, to my black neighbour Evelyn Williams plus... well... to anyone else my daughter or the cheerleaders decided I should service. My sexual behaviour around others, or rather my lack of it, had long been governed by my paranoia about my true slutty nature being outed to a judgemental world, but now I realised that one of the many blessings of becoming a pet was that none of my many Mistresses would allow that to happen; they would never lend my services out to anyone they didn't know for certain belonged to an exceedingly closed community of so-called sinners.
"She does have a sweet little pussy," Paige agreed, which made me wonder if Paige might be a Mistress who also sampled the sweet delicacies of her pets... most of my fictional Mistresses didn't, and perhaps that was one of the flaws in my writing. A potential flaw I could now begin to address because of my upcoming personal experience.
"So is yours, Mistress," Carolyn asserted, "and yours too, my tasty Mommy-Slut;" her moans increased... along with her orgasm, which I sensed was already rising... for likely her wild day of 'Christmas Carolyn', in addition to turning her mother into her pet, had her pussy burning with a fire as hot as the one in mine.
"Well," Paige said (I assumed with a smile), "mine goes without saying."
"Get that tongue in my asshole, you dumb slut," Ava demanded of Naomi.
"Actually Ava, go and fetch me a strap-on from Santa's red bag," Paige ordered, as she stripped off her dress.
"Of course Mistress," Ava agreed, and now everyone present had acknowledged Paige as her Mistress at least once.
"Ohhhhhhh," Carolyn moaned, as she moved a leg around uncomfortably.
"Come on Mommy's face baby, Mommy needs your cunt cum so bad," I begged between licks.

But after just a few more seconds, Carolyn stood up, frustratedly wiggling her leg. "Damn! Leg cramp."
"Lie down and spread your legs for your hungry Mother," Paige advised, as I noticed Ava was affixing a foot-long strap-on to herself.
"Yes Mistress," Carolyn said, "good idea," as she continued trying to shake out the cramp.
"And for the rest of tonight you're not my pet, but my equal," Paige said.
"Really?" both Carolyn and Ava gasped in unison, Naomi's mouth still otherwise occupied.
"Yes, tonight is a special night," Paige intoned as she walked over, strap-on now in place, and kissed my daughter... passionately. It made me wonder whether Paige had feelings for my daughter... which seemed unlikely... but then everything tonight had flown in from left field (to put it mildly).
Paige broke the kiss and said, "Now lie down, and once again offer your Mommy that delicious pussy of yours."
"I can do that," Carolyn said, looking a little bewildered by the kiss, which had been intimate, raw, and obviously unexpected.
She lowered herself before me and spread her legs.
"May I, Mistress?" I smiled, loving to call her that, as I slithered my way towards her wet, glistening pussy.
"You may, pet," she smiled, that hyper-short question and answer pairing often used between the two of us, but almost always emerging from the opposite mouths and employing different endearments.
"Get on all fours," Paige ordered me, as she stalked forward behind me, and the other two girls settled down on my 'clock' couch to watch.
"Yes Mistress," I agreed eagerly, greatly looking forward to feeling that strap-on cock inside me... I hadn't had a cock inside me in three weeks... not since my husband was last home.
"Such a great ass," Paige said as I resumed licking my daughter, and felt Paige's hands caressing my ass.
"Oh yes, Mommy," Carolyn moaned, my tongue back on her pussy reigniting the fire inside her.
"So... fucking... good," I moaned, as I felt the cock pressing between my pussy lips.
"Slide it in, Mistress," Ava urged.
"Do you want my cock, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, as she rubbed the cock head up and down between my very wet pussy lips.
"Yes Paige, please just slam that big dick in my pussy," I begged, her teasingly delaying tactics driving me wild.
"I've been imagining this moment for quite some time," she said as she slid her cock into me.
"Not as long as I haaaaaave," I moaned, as the cock filled me up and I continued licking my daughter.
"Fucking wild," Ava approved, her gaze riveted upon this kinky threesome... my first since college, when I'd only been spit-roasted by two average-sized cocks.
"Oh yes Mom, don't stop," my daughter moaned, her orgasm definitely imminent.
"Come on Mommy's face," I begged, sucking on her clit, dying to get her off and to taste her heavenly nectar.
"Oh fuck, yessssss," Carolyn moaned loudly, grabbing a handful of my hair to force me deeper into her pussy, which I certainly would never complain about, as Paige slowly fucked me, her hands on my hips. "You nasty little Mommy-slut, get ready for my cum."
I hungrily licked and licked, until she gave out a scream that possibly alerted Evelyn of the orgy happening right next door, "Fuck Mommy, I'm commmmmmmming!!"

My face was coated with a gush of cum.
"Lick it all up, Mrs. Walker, lick up your daughter's cum," Paige encouraged, her cock slowly pumping in and out of me, enjoying the handiwork of her Christmas miracle: bringing together a real-life mother and daughter into a sexual relationship, and thus making fantasies of all three of us come true.
"Wild," Ava said, apparently her favourite word.
"I wouldn't believe it if I wasn't seeing it with my own eyes," Naomi said.
"I haven't yet forgiven you, slut," Paige said tersely, "and you need to keep your yap shut until I do," making it clear she wasn't anyone to cross... although I'd assumed that long before tonight.
"Sorry Mistress, I'm shutting up now," Naomi apologized, cringing.
I focused on licking my daughter's homemade wine as it gushed out of her and into my open, hungry mouth.
"But yes, this is wild," Paige agreed, as she began fucking me a little faster.
"So wild," Carolyn agreed weakly, as she let go of my hair and collapsed completely onto her back.
"So fucking wild," I agreed too, as I enjoyed lapping up every drop of my daughter's cum, while my own orgasm was rising from the fucking I was receiving.
Suddenly there was a playful tattoo of a knock at the door.
"Carolyn, go let our next guest in," Paige said, not slowing down her strokes into me.
"Whoooooo is it?" I moaned, as Carolyn weakly got up and staggered over to answer the door... without bothering to put on any clothes!
"Oh don't worry, it's just another one of your many surprises," Paige answered, both exciting and terrifying me, as she really banged me good.
"Oh fuck, I'm so close," I moaned, suddenly not caring who was at the door... only that my orgasm was about to explode inside me.
"Come on my cock, you nasty teacher slut," Paige ordered, slapping my ass while her body slammed into mine hard.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, alerting whoever was entering my house I was coming.
"I see you started without me," a voice said from behind me... a voice I recognized, as I collapsed forward and quaked and cum gushed out of me.
"You knew we would," Paige said, standing up after getting me off.
I turned around and saw Candace, in the same outfit I'd seen her wearing in the tamest of all the photos from earlier today.

"Hi, Mrs. Walker, Merry Christmas," Candace greeted.
"Hi, Candace," I greeted with a slight smile. "You too."
"Why are you still in a jacket and dress?" Paige asked.
"Good question," Candace smiled, as she began a sexy little strip tease.
"Take it off," Ava called out as she fucked Naomi.
"Do you want to see me naked, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked flirtatiously, as with her jacket already gone, she wiggled her hips and cupped her tits over her dress.
"God yes, Candace," I said, feeling like a horny male teenager (or the way I imagined a horny teenage boy might feel and act).
"You sure, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked. "If I take this dress off for you, I'll expect you to suck my tits and eat my wet pussy."
"I'll happily do anything you tell me to," I answered lustfully, wanting to see her naked, wanting to suck on her tits, and wanting to eat her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, sauntering towards me as she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it somewhere willy-nilly. And that was the end of the strip show: all she'd been wearing beneath the dress had been those delicious-looking white stockings, which living up to my pen name, I really hoped she'd abstain from removing.
"What a perfect figure," I said, admiring her young, ripe body.
"Thanks," she said as she reached me, pulled me to my feet and kissed me... with a hand on my butt, and the other tugging my hair.
I kissed her back before she broke our embrace and said, "I wasn't sure you'd fall."
"Oh, I fell hard," I smiled, not even a tiny bit ashamed about my tumble from grace. Actually, I was thrilled!

"Suck on my tits, Mrs. Walker," she ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," I agreed, as I bent down, giving anyone watching a great view of my ass, as I sucked on her firm tits.
"That's it Mrs. Walker, suck my hard nipples," Candace moaned, as I swirled my tongue around a nipple.
"Mmmmmmmm," I repeated, wanting to let her know I was enjoying sucking on her tits and obeying her.
"So you got your wish," Candace said, as I worshipped her tits.
I wasn't sure what she meant until my daughter replied excitedly, "Yes, I certainly did."
"Cool," Candace moaned.
"Yeah, I never imagined it could actually happen," Carolyn said, now standing right behind me and placing her hands on my shoulders. I took the hint, and lowered myself to my natural place on my knees. "Good Mommy-pet," my daughter added, as I obeyed her unspoken order.
"What's it feel like to be the Mistress?" Candace asked, as I admired from very close up her tiny tattoo and her strangely trimmed blonde pussy hair.
"Amazing," Carolyn said. "Paige is really helping me to learn how."
"We knew you had that dominant streak in you," Candace said, as I felt my daughter's hand on the back of my head.
"Get licking, Mommy-slut," my daughter ordered, as my face was pressed against Candace's pussy.
"Yes, Mistress," I said in a muffled voice, before I began licking another teen twat.
"That's so hot," Candace said.
"Just like the way you dominate your older sister," Carolyn said.
"Incest is best," Candace quipped.
"Keep it in your family," Carolyn added.
"But don't forget to share it with your cheerleading squad," Paige added.
"Well of course," Carolyn giggled like a cheerleader, somehow fitting in so smoothly with the popular crowd.
"Your mother is quite the eager beaver eater," Candace moaned, as I repositioned myself to sitting, my knees getting sore.
"I know," Carolyn agreed. "Seeing Mommy between my legs was the hottest thing ever."
"I'm sorry I missed seeing that," Candace said.
"I'm sure you'll get to watch next time," Carolyn said, as I aggressively attacked Candace's pussy. "As you can see, we never have to ask her twice."

"Isn't her pussy delicious, Mommy?" Carolyn asked, as her hand gently stroked the back of my head.
"It's amazingly delicious," I answered in a lustful daze... drunk on teen pussy juice.
"I'm going to fuck your mother next," Candace said.
"As long as you fuck me too," Carolyn said.
"You do love getting that tight pussy pounded,' Candace said.
"She's the ultimate switch," Paige added.
"On that note, let's switch positions," Candace said. "Get on all fours, Mrs. Walker."
"You may call her your teacher pet if you like, or Mommy-slut or cheerleader's slave," my daughter offered generously. Since she was certainly entitled to do, since I was more her slave than anyone else's, even Paige's. Of course my thinking of it that way was more sentimental than practical, since Carolyn too was normally submissive to just about anyone else in these circles.
"I like addressing her as Mrs. Walker," Candace said as I got onto all fours. After a moment, "You get down too, Carolyn."
"You're going to fuck both Mommy and me?" Carolyn asked, as she promptly got on all fours right beside me.
"We are, yes," Candace said, as Ava walked over, wearing one strap-on and handing another to Candace.
"Having fun, Mom?" Carolyn asked.
"I've never had a better time in my life," I answered. "Although I'm still struggling to process all those wild reveals."
"Yeah, I too thought that long list was a bit much at first," Carolyn said.
"Hey, you enjoyed doing it all," Paige pointed out.
"Hey, I'm not complaining," Carolyn said, looking at Paige, who was still wearing a strap-on. "Today was quite the smorgasbord of sex, and it kept becoming more and more fun as it went along."
"Those were some pretty wild photos," I pointed out.
"And wilder videos," Ava added.
"There's video?" I asked, and then realized that since I had motion-sensitive security cameras installed in my house, there was video of tonight's debauchery as well.
"Yeah, we film absolutely everything," Carolyn nodded. "That way everyone remains loyal, since we've all been in some very compromising photos and videos, which could be released if we were the cause of our secret lesbian society ever getting out there."
"I see," I said, as I felt hands on my hips.
"Yes, once you're in the group, you're a life-long member," Paige explained.
"Life-long member?" I asked.
"Yes, like your secret lesbian society from your 1950s series and your Church Girl series; both of which you should continue by the way, since there really is a secret lesbian society, although not as elaborate as the ones you dreamed up," Paige said, as I felt the cock between my pussy lips.
"Really?" I asked, both of those series including elaborate secret lesbian societies with the long-term goal of women eventually achieving full equality with men, or even surpassing those uppity control freaks.
"Yeah, both my mother and my grandmother were... and still are... part of this community's lesbian society," Paige revealed. Unlike your fictional 1950s series though, we never invite any men... all of our affiliated societies across North America are one hundred percent lesbian. And, opposite from you and your daughter, my Mom is my Mistress, while my Grandmother is hers. They both turned me on my eighteenth birthday, which was the best day of my life so far!" Paige couldn't help but recall the marathon fuck session where she ate her Mom's and Grandmother's pussy all night... and discovered the existence of her family's hierarchy, where she became bottom bitch.




"No way," I said, Paige's Mom being an absolute beauty, and our well-respected town mayor. I couldn't imagine this distinguished woman having sex with her daughter and her mother. But then apart from people who know me online as a writer, very few people would ever imagine my daughter and me doing each other.
"Yes, they meet, often with some of us girls serving as their pets, every Tuesday evening," Paige revealed. "Your daughter attended for the first time last week, and spent the entire time licking twenty women to orgasm."
"No way," I repeated with a moan, as Candace's cock slid into me.
"And they're expecting you to attend a special Christmas party orientation tomorrow," Paige revealed, "where you'll be dining similarly."
"No way," I repeated like a bimbo, as I was slowly fucked.
"Way," Paige smiled. "You'll be amazed at the number of members you already know."
"I can't fathom," I said, as my daughter moaned right next to me.
"You'll love it," Carolyn moaned. "And since I'm initiated now, I'll get to watch you do it."
"This is all real?" I asked, this news somehow more shocking than everything that had transpired tonight... I was literally living inside one of my own stories. Or in several of them, actually.
"Oh, and we're not even finished presenting all of your surprises yet," Paige said.
"I can't imagine what else there could be," I moaned, my head spinning with the flood of new revelations... even before I'd processed the previous ones.
"Enough secret sex society talk," Candace said. "Let's let dear Mrs. Walker enjoy getting fucked."
"Fair enough," Paige laughed softly.
"Yes Candace, fuck my Mom," Carolyn moaned, as she looked me right in the eyes.
"And Ava, please fuck my daughter," I countered, looking right back into Carolyn's eyes.

"I love you, Mom," Carolyn said, as we both got fucked.
"I love you too, my sweet daughter," I smiled back, in awe of how we could share such an intimate moment during such a wild encounter.
"I want to do everything with you," Carolyn said.
"I want that too," I replied, feeling all warm and fuzzy inside at knowing I could now explore my kinks with my kinky daughter.
"Like them both next getting their assholes drilled," Paige suggested.
"Yes, just like that," Carolyn agreed, as Paige strolled over and handed Candace a bottle of lube.
"You girls really do think of everything," I said, as Candace pulled out of me and lubed her cock. Truth be told, I likely could have handled the dick in my asshole without lube, just like I'd done many times with my husband, although that usually followed my swallowing some muscle relaxer and nerve ending desensitizer... called wine.
"Can't be tearing apart the asshole of our newest pet..." Paige said, before adding wickedly, "...at least not yet."
Candace grinned at me saying, "But we also need to lube your ass. And how better than with my nice wet tongue poking into your rosebud?"
"I'd love you to do that," I said, only rarely having my ass eaten, and always loving it.
Candace got down on one knee, and her torso ramrod straight, bent way over backwards, supporting herself with both hands, saying, "Hop aboard! just climb up here and plant your ass onto my face."
I stared at her in bewilderment. "I can't do that!"
She replied, "You're hanging with the cheerleaders now, Mrs. Walker. Climbing on top of each other is one of the things we do! Ava and Carolyn can help you up, and once you're in place, I'm plenty strong and steady enough to hold you up."
So very awkwardly, assisted by the two girls, even though I lost my balance twice at first, I was eventually sitting on Candace's face, in a position I'd usually never even consider a possibility.
"Ready for a little sodomy, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked.
I don't know how she could hold me up and eat my asshole at the same time, but the elevated position and the tongue probing into my rosebud was amazing... even as I briefly watched Ava slide into my daughter in a unique standing position.
"Oh yes, eat my asshole," I moaned, loving this freedom to talk nasty to these hot girls.
"That's right, Mrs. Walker prefers the word asshole to ass," Paige laughed gently.
"She also likes the word arse," Candace said, as her tongue probed my arsehole.
"I'm not that literary, I just like a dick in my ass," Carolyn said with a moan, as I assumed Ava generously made that preference into a reality.
"I like a dick in my ass, a pussy in my face, a nylon-covered foot in my mouth, a strap-on between my lips, man cum or girl cum all over my face, a fist in my cunt, all three holes filled, and anything else you naughty girls can think up to do to me," I listed wickedly.

"How about tribbing?" Paige asked.
"I've never done that before," I admitted, then added playfully, "but my daughter has... wanna see a pic?" as Candace tipped her head away from my ass, removing her tongue and spitting into my slightly gaped pucker.
"We'll have to rectify that later," Paige said. "Ha-ha; get it?"
"Just slam that fat cock in my ass, my shit hole, my arse, my asshole, my backdoor, or my caboose!" I listed, dying to have Candace's dick in my butt.
"Even nastier than I could have imagined," Ava said as she fucked my daughter's ass.
"Yet sexier too," Candace said, as the girls helped me back down, put me back onto all fours, and Candace slid her lubed cock slickly into my ass.
"I just want to be the nastiest lesbian slave possible to all of you," I moaned, my lust for pussy and submission consuming my core being... any future consequences be damned.
"Our writer slut is insatiable," Ava opined.
"And so fucking hot," Paige concurred, before turning her attention to Naomi. "Do you think you've learned your lesson about respect, Naomi?" Paige asked.
"Yes Mistress, I'm truly sorry for my rude outbursts to you," Naomi spoke for the first time in like forever... I'd forgotten she was even here, as I turned to my daughter to watch her expression as she took a dick in her ass.
"Go grab a strap-on," Paige ordered. "It's time to up the ante here."
"You look so sexy," I moaned to my daughter.
"You mean with Ava's dick up my shit hole, Mommy?" Carolyn asked wickedly, just like her mother, loving to talk so nasty... so out of character for anyone who thought they knew her as a timid little dormouse.
"Yes baby, with a dick in that tight asshole of yours," I agreed.
"You look rahther sexy too, taking a dick in that arse of yours," Carolyn replied in a passably good English accent.
"Well, it's a lot better than tea and crumpets."
"Although not completely better than fish and chips," Paige smiled, as she looked down at us.
"Depends on the fish," I smiled, trying to be sexy and not so subtle, yet never approving of the description of a pussy smelling or tasting like fish. I hate eating every variety of fish, as well as the smell... but I love both pussy and the smell.
"Orgy time," Paige declared.
"About time," Ava said, as she pulled out of my daughter's ass. "I need my pussy eaten bad."
"And I need to be fucked," Candace said.
"And I need to fuck," Naomi added.
"Then let's all reposition ourselves," Paige suggested.
"Mom, I want you to eat my pussy while Naomi ass fucks me," my daughter requested.
"I'm your tickled pink sex slave," I replied. "I'll love doing anything you tell me to."
"Then lie on your back," she ordered, as Candace climbed out of her strap-on harness, as did Ava.
"Yes, Mistress Daughter," I obeyed, excited to have my daughter's pussy back in my mouth.
"Get on all fours, Candace," Paige ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Candace said, as that hierarchy question was confirmed... Paige was still top bitch... although I wasn't sure how the hierarchy worked after that, or where exactly my daughter fit into it. Except that for the rest of tonight she was honorary top bitch right along with Paige. And now that Naomi was back in Paige's good graces, I was securely bottom bitch, which was exactly where I wanted to be. I hadn't even given her any orders when I'd had the opportunity, but I was content with that.
I lay on my back. Carolyn straddled me, and as I leaned up to lick her pussy, Naomi slid into her ass, of which I got an amazing up close and personal view. I encouraged, "Yes, fuck my daughter's asshole," before I began licking her.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Candace moaned. I couldn't see it happening, but I assumed Paige was fucking her... although I couldn't guess for sure which hole she was using.

"Suck my tits," Ava ordered someone... Candace, I guessed.
"Oh yes," my daughter moaned, as I licked her pussy and Naomi fucked her ass.
And for a few minutes there was mostly just the sounds of sex. My daughter's moans, Naomi's body slamming into Carolyn, Candace's moans, Ava's dirty talk, and Paige's body smashing into Candace.
"Oh, God, I'm coming again," my daughter screamed, and squirted a gush of her cunt cum all over my face.
"Shit, me too," Candace moaned a few seconds later as I lapped up my daughter's creamy cum, wishing I could have seen her face as she came.
After a minute my daughter got off me and said, "I need to fuck someone."
"Pick me," Naomi offered, as she began taking off the strap-on she'd just fucked my daughter's ass with.
"I need to be dicked too," Ava said, as I looked over and saw her legs spread, with Candace between them as Paige was just pulling out.
"Wait," I said, and scurried over there, and as soon as Paige pulled out, I buried my face in her leaking pussy.
"Oh yes, eat my cum, Mrs. Walker," Candace moaned, as I buried my face in her pussy from behind, which was kind of awkward, and not as efficient as most positions.
"My mother is really insatiable," Carolyn said, her tone telling me she was impressed.
"Like daughter, like mother; and like mother, like daughter," Paige joked.
"Get on your back," Carolyn ordered someone, as I continued licking Candace's cum.
"Okay," Naomi replied.
"Okay, what?" my daughter pursued, using her Mistress tone.
"Okay, Mistress," Naomi corrected, as Candace moved away, and I got to watch my daughter slide her cock inside the black beauty.
"Time for me to dine on some MILF pussy," Paige said, as she spun me around, pushed me onto my back, lifted up my hips and dove into my pussy.
"Wow! Oh yes, Mistress, please do lick my pussy," I moaned, this fulfilling a fantasy I'd had this entire school year.
"Your Mistress daughter is right: you do have a tasty box," Paige said.
"Hurry up and fuck me," Ava demanded.
"Sorry, I'm not good at putting these strap-on cocks on," Candace said.
"Fine, I'll help you," Ava sighed, although I still couldn't see either of them.
"Oh yes, fuck me, Mistress," Naomi moaned, as I glanced over and saw my daughter slowly fucking her... which I could get a good view of.
Paige was not like one of my stereotypical mistresses, since she definitely knew how to eat pussy. Her tongue worked mine over masterfully, licking and sucking my every crevice.
"Oh yes, Paige, you're eating your teacher's wet cunt, and it feels so good!" I moaned.
"I've been imagining doing this for weeks," Paige revealed.
"I've been imagining your doing it since the first day of the fall semester," I whimpered, as her tongue flicked my clit.
"Suck my tits first," Candace ordered.
"I do love your teacup-sized tits," Ava said, as three twosomes took place in my home.

My daughter fucked Naomi hard; Paige devoured my pussy; and Candace, although I couldn't see it, but I could hear it, fucked Ava too... as the pink-tressed girl got very animated when getting, to use her word, dicked.
"Oh yes, fuck me harder, Mistress," Naomi moaned.
"Dick me, dick me good," Ava begged, as I could hear their bodies colliding together, as I imagined Ava bouncing back on Candace's dick.
"Please don't stop doing that, Mistress," I moaned, my orgasm rising as Paige slid two fingers inside my pussy.
"Ever had a g-spot orgasm?" Paige asked, as my legs suddenly went straight, my body shook, and my orgasm instantly hit as she tapped my never-before-found g-spot.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, probably for Evelyn to hear again next door, as a sudden super-intense orgasm unlike any other raged through me, making me squirt like crazy... something else I'd never done before tonight.
"So hot, Mommy," Carolyn smiled, her face glowing with approval as she watched me have the most intense orgasm of my life.
"So good," I replied weakly, as my entire body was usurped of all its energy.
"Your mother tastes just as good as you do," Paige said, as I kept soaking her face, and she kept licking.
"I taste that good too? Then once again it's like mother, like daughter," Carolyn crowed, pulling out of Naomi.
"Noooooo," Naomi whined.
"Next I want to spend some quality time with my mother," Carolyn said.
"Then let's the rest of us do a sandwich," Paige suggested.
"Sandwich?" I asked weakly, as Paige gently lowered my ass to the floor.
"It's the sexual equivalent of a cheerleader pyramid," Carolyn explained, as she got out of her harness.
"That sounds interesting," I said, as I watched Ava take the harness from Carolyn and fasten it onto herself.
"It takes some meticulous cooperation, but once it gets going, it's like a smooth-running train," my sweet, sexy, sweaty daughter said as she approached me... as I lay on the carpet, still shaking from my orgasm from heaven.
"That I want to see," I said, as my daughter bent down and kissed me.
"Naomi, lay down on your back," Paige instructed, back in charge after eating my pussy... although she was definitely also in charge while she was eating my pussy.
"Yes, Mistress," she replied, and I only assumed she got into position, since I was too busy making out with my daughter... the kissing had begun gentle and sweet, but it gradually increased in lustful intensity the longer it continued.
"Oooooh," Naomi moaned, as someone must have begun fucking her.
"I want to do everything with you," Carolyn said, as she briefly broke our kissing.
"Well, as you well know by now my sneaky little story fan, I have a vast imagination; so we'll be able to keep each other busy for a long time exploring all that 'everything' together," I agreed to her plan, leaning forward and taking a nipple in my mouth.
"Yes Mommy, suck my teen titties," she moaned.
"Oh, fuck yes," Ava moaned, which caused me to glance over to see what they were doing.
"Wow," I said, as I saw all four girls in a train-like formation. Naomi flat on her back, Ava inside her, Candace inside her, and Paige inside her.
"Yeah, that's an amazing position," Carolyn said, adding, "especially if you're one of the two girls in the middle."
"I can imagine," I said, as the three girls with strap-ons worked in impressive unison to fuck each other.

"Get back to showing me how much you love my titties, Mommy," my daughter instructed, as I turned away from the hot act and returned to sucking on my daughter's hard nipples.
"You two are so cute together," Paige said.
"It's all thanks to you," Carolyn said, as I worshipped my daughter's tits.
"It takes me back to how my mother first fucked me, and soon afterwards allowed me to fuck first her and then Nana," Paige said.
"I'd love to see that next time, and maybe even help," Carolyn offered rather daringly as I progressed to her other tit. Maybe there was some chemistry developing between her and her primary Mistress.
"Oh yes, fuck," Candace moaned, as the sex sandwich train got into a sweet, smooth rhythm.
And for a good ten minutes, I just worshipped my daughter's body: her tits, down to her belly, past her pussy, kissing her thighs, down to her feet, and back up.
Meanwhile, Naomi came.
Ava came.
Candace came.
And everyone was lying on the floor recovering from their orgasms, my naked daughter and me side by side still kissing a little, our nylon-clad feet entangled... when I received yet another surprise; this one not so pleasant.
"Jasmine, what the fuck is going on here?"

My eyes went wide as I looked up and saw my elder sister Fran glaring down at us. She must have quietly let herself into my house with the key I'd given her some time ago. But here and now? Disastrous!
"F-F-Fran, what are you doing here?" I stammered, a little thankful I wasn't in a more compromising position... even though this was pretty compromising... six naked females all touching each other, including me paired off with my daughter... although it could have been even worse: like my still eating my daughter or still getting fucked by her, for example.
"I asked what you think you're doing?" Fran demanded, looking disgusted and shocked by all the nudity and by the odor of sex permeating the room.
"Um, I...." I began and stopped, I had no answer for her; none at all.
"Merry Christmas, Mom," Carolyn wished me brightly. Huh? Something else incomprehensible had just flown in from left field.
"What?" I asked out loud.
"Well, I know you've always wanted to have sex with your sisters, since your Three Sisters story made that pretty clear... and well, Aunt Cassandra won't be back in town until tomorrow, but Aunt Fran here has been my pet for a couple weeks now, so tonight she's your first of two more incestuous Christmas presents," Carolyn revealed. "And she's not angry with us, she was just yanking your chain, like she always does."
"What?" I repeated, having heard her words, but unable to believe what I was hearing.
Carolyn snapped her fingers imperiously, and Fran began stripping off her dress while saying, "Yes, Mistress Carolyn." It was then I noticed her dress was a lot shorter than anything she would have worn for the Christmas choir rehearsal she was supposed to be attending tonight.
"No way," I said.
"Like I said, she's been my pet for a couple of weeks," Carolyn repeated.
"No way," I repeated, completely stunned. But I noticed that by now Fran had stripped down to nothing but her sheer blue stockings and some jewelry.
"Dance for us, slut," Carolyn ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," my sister responded. And the way she threw herself into dancing naked for us made it clear she wasn't doing it under protest, she was thoroughly enjoying herself!




Carolyn stood, assisted me to my feet, snapped her fingers again, and Fran immediately dropped to her knees and crawled playfully towards us, very like a puppy... as my eyes remained extra large.

"Good news Mom, you're no longer bottom bitch; that honour goes to your sister slut Fran," Carolyn said.
"I can't believe this," I said in awe.
"Believe it, Mom. What would you like her to do for you first? She'll be thrilled to do whatever you say, so long as it involves sex! Merry Christmas again!"
"Yes, Mistress Jasmine, what do you want to do to your big sister?" Fran asked, looking up at me eagerly, still very like my adoring little puppy.
"Well, Fran is pretty athletic, and there is this Kama Sutra position I'd like to try. May I borrow a strap-on?" I asked, thinking I could explore this so-called switch mentality.
"Of course," Paige said, getting one from the gingerbread table, where someone had tossed it.
"Someone put it on me?" I requested.
"I'll be delighted to do that if it facilitates your fucking Aunt Fran," Carolyn said, accepting the strap-on from Paige.
"Thanks, honey," I said, as my daughter fastened the harness onto me.
"Anytime," Carolyn said as she snugged it securely into place.
"Oh, it's really tight!" I mentioned.
"Your sister certainly isn't," Carolyn said, as I approached Fran.
"So you're my daughter's slut?" I asked, as I pushed her onto her back and spread her legs.
"Yes, I couldn't resist her," she answered, looking a little ashamed, but only a little.
"So for two entire weeks while my husband has been travelling for work leaving my pussy high and dry, you could have been my cunt-licking, cock-taking, sister slut?" I interrogated, as I tapped my cock against her clit.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned and trembled. "Yes Mistress Jasmine, that's true."
"Well then you two sister sluts who're so horny for each other, why not stop your chit-chatting and begin making up for that lost time," Paige said, wrapping her hands around my daughter from behind as they both watched us.
"What a lovely idea!," I agreed, as I slid my dick into my sister... what a weird sentence to type out.
"Oh yes, baby sister, please fuck your submissive slut sister," she moaned.
I'd always imagined I'd be the submissive one in any fantasy incestuous sister relationship, but her offering to serve me was pretty exciting.
"You want to be my sister sex slave?" I asked, slowly fucking her.
"God, yes," she moaned.
For a couple minutes I fucked her slowly before my daughter objected, "Don't just make love to her Mommy-Slut, fuck her like you mean it!"

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, revealing to my sister our family hierarchy. But then after ten years of keeping my kinks a secret from everyone I loved, I was thrilled that she knew!
I began slamming my big pink cock into her, and she really got into it, as she bridged her body high off the carpet to meet my strokes... her bodybuilding and daily gym workouts making her very flexible for someone turning forty-eight in just over a week... she'd been a New Year's Day baby, and a photo of her -- drool, bald head, diapers and all, had made it onto the front page of the newspaper for being the very first baby born in this community in 1972. She looked a lot sexier right now with my dick inside her, but I didn't think this photo should appear in the papers.

"So hot," Paige said.
"Yes, crazy hot," my daughter said, as she turned around and kissed Paige passionately.
As Fran was getting close, I pushed her down to the floor and really drilled her.
"Oh yes baby sister, fuck me good," she moaned, as I fucked her hard while staring into her eyes.
"Get her off, Mommy," Carolyn cheered me on.
"Yes, fuck your sister," Paige encouraged, clearly loving the incest of it.

"Ohhh, yes, fuck," she screamed as her orgasm hit her.
I kept slowly fucking her through her orgasm, until my daughter said, "And now for the grand finale."
"How could there possibly be anything more?" I asked disbelievingly.
"Oh, we just need to make sure we end tonight with a bang," she smiled, "before our after party with the Olsen girls," as she pulled me up and kissed me.
As I kissed my daughter, me like a worshipful slave and her like my possessive lover, I heard some commotion going on, but I just enjoyed our tongues dancing, the strap-on she was again wearing between my legs, although without penetration.
When Carolyn broke the kiss, she said, "Now go straddle your sister."
I looked and saw my sister Fran was now wearing a strap-on and was lying face up on the floor.
"Fun," I said, my pussy very wet from doing the fucking.
"Now lie down with Slut Aunt Fran's cock in your ass," Carolyn added.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I straddled my sister.
"Reverse cow-slut," Paige added, as everyone watched.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again as I spun around and slowly lowered my particularly sexy 'arse' onto my sister's dick. "Oooooooh," I moaned, as my daughter next positioned herself between my legs.
"Are you and my sister going to double penetrate your relative by blood?" I asked with a wicked smile. "Double, double toil and trouble, daughter churn and sister trouble? Or in other words, churn my creamy pussy and trouble my arse for another orgasm?"
"Sounds about right. Merry DP Christmas," Caroline smiled equally wickedly, and she tapped my clit while all the other girls surrounded me.
Paige grabbed my feet and pulled them over my head to an extent I didn't know I could manage, as my daughter slid her cock into my pussy, and everyone reached out to touch me wherever they could reach.

"Merry fucking Christmas!" I declared.
"And to all a good fuck," Carolyn added, as she began pounding me.
THE END... KIND OF....
.....
.....
.....
EPILOGUE 1: MIDNIGHT SNACKING JUST A FEW DOORS DOWN
Although I was completely spent after yet another orgasm from that amazing double penetration, once my sister and the cheerleaders had left, Carolyn gave me a robe and slippers, took my hand, and led me (not that I was unwilling!) to the Olsen sisters' home for a midnight snack. We took turns going back and forth between those two amazing young women, and then we each got one more orgasm as the sisters fucked us in a good half-dozen positions before doing us each doggy until we came... after which we exhaustedly called it a night, promising to come back and visit them often for more... which we now do regularly. They're quite the imaginative and athletic Mistresses!

EPILOGUE 2: FAMILY FOURSOME
I got the next surprise of my life, when Carolyn booked us and her Aunt Fran a weekend stay at a ski lodge Lake Louise for the three of us for my 46th birthday... which turned into the four of us, when I walked in and saw my eldest sister just inside the door to our room wearing stockings, a collar with leash around her neck, and who was on all fours awaiting us.
"Happy birthday, Mom," Carolyn said, as she handed me the leash.
"Holy shit," I said, as I looked down at my tattoo-covered sister.
"Happy birthday, Mistress Jasmine," Cassandra smiled up at me, as I felt a lace collar placed around my neck while Fran got one too. But not one for Carolyn of course, who was Mistress to us all.
It was a wild weekend that included an orgy right then and there, another one after dinner, another one after a strange salon visit where we walked away wearing painted-on sexy glitter masks, and then last thing that night I was filled air tight in our lodge with snow-covered mountain slopes just outside our window anytime we cared to look.

A fourth orgy occurred Saturday night, and Sunday morning we all shared one last homemade breakfast before washing the glitter off our faces and returning back home.
EPILOGUE 3: INCEST IS BEST
Each of these next four vignettes could be told as wild sexy stories in themselves, for over the next few weeks, each of our four closest cheerleaders had sex with a close relative, although for one of them it wasn't the first time.
NAOMI made her mother into her pet... which was very easily done since unbeknownst to her... her mother had been ordered by Paige, who had been her Mistress for weeks, to seduce her.

AVA seduced her aunt who she lived with (not Mrs. Springer, who was her other aunt she didn't live with she was already banging regularly... see above), and with Paige's help, their tryst ended with Ava's aunt being sodomized for the first time while her pink-haired niece ate her pussy.

CANDACE and her elder but submissive sister Geraldine (the nurse) combined forces to turn their mother. But they received the shock of their lives when their Mama-San (who like many aging Asians still didn't look a day over twenty) in her indomitable old school Korean way, once she caught on to what they were up to, insisted they had to respect their elders; so if they wished to have sex with her that was an excellent plan, but she would be their Mistress! So Geraldine was as contented as a clam to submit to them both, and the ultra-diplomatic Candace, who was a blonde switch very like Carolyn, was also quite pleased with the revised arrangement. On a separate occasion I discovered when Candace invited Carolyn and me over to enjoy some green tea and whatever, that Candace had far less Asian-style tattooing than either her sister or her Mama-San.

PAIGE had been committing incest ever since she turned eighteen, but that didn't stop her from inviting Carolyn in for a hierarchical family foursome ... Paige's grandmother, Paige's mother, Paige and my daughter... who was welcomed into the family with open legs.

EPILOGUE 4: PROM NIGHT
The following spring was another special occasion for me and my greatly expanded circle of friends, confidantes, sex partners and Mistresses. Paige and Carolyn had become more than just Mistress and submissive, but out and about girlfriends; not exclusive ones of course, but nevertheless inseparable.
So of course they attended the Prom as a couple, and being a teacher, I volunteered to serve as a chaperone. I was meticulously prim and proper of course while there, although my two primary Mistresses very sweetly invited me to join them in their official photographic memento.

I was a suitably good girl at prom as I outwardly supervised but inwardly reminisced about each girl in attendance I'd eaten so far, which by now was over thirty seniors, with a butt plug inserted up my ass and a vibrating egg in my pussy which was turned on and off throughout the evening by either my Mistress Carolyn or Mistress Paige... they'd never tell me which... but I suspected they were taking turns.
I did get a snack during the dance when the cheerleading coach (one of five colleagues plus Principal Carter whom I now regularly serviced) beckoned me to the cheerleader's locker room, where I dined on her perfect pink pussy afloat in a sea of chocolate. (I always enjoyed the sight of her bright gold and bold tattoos, which I thought appeared quite proudly African on her, even though I'm not certain they were really African, just distinctive.)

My façade of being a prim and proper teacher at the dance was completely shattered at the cheerleaders-and-friends after party (a lesbian cum orgy), which was held in a hotel room containing a massive bed and a glass-walled shower enclosure that provided absolutely no privacy, where ten of us (nine girls and me) let it all hang out.
Carolyn ordered me into an outfit consisting of a garish rabbit mask complete with ears, and a red velvet bra that did nothing to conceal my breasts, but just supported them. Completing the outfit was a matching red velvet skirt so short that my pussy and ass were also on full display, and the best part was a collar and leash with which she controlled me for much of the evening, never allowing me to rise to my feet at all. It was rather strange, since she'd dressed me like a rabbit, but consistently treated me like her pet dog. Not that I stood out all that much, since when we arrived, we found everyone else was also dressed completely revealingly. There were two girls showering together completely naked, and also for instance, Carolyn was still wearing her blue corset and stockings from the Prom, but nothing else except for her jewelry. And of course with my leash in her hand, which I was thrilled about!

Carolyn led me to just outside the shower enclosure was, where some of the action was happening, and where she playfully had me 'Sit up like my good doggy' to dine on her delicacy.

It was nothing but sexy fun and games throughout the evening, culminating in all ten of us in a grand orgy on and around the bed.

FINAL EPILOGUE... I PROMISE... LOL:
I wish I could tell you everything that's changed in my and my family's lives since the 'Gingerbread Orgy', as we now call it... such as Carolyn's and my regular neighborhood trysts with Evelyn and with the Olsen sisters; the exciting nights my two sisters often spend with Mistress Carolyn and me whenever my husband is travelling; my regular lunchtimes with Principal Carter (sometimes with me snacking on her, and other times with us both snacking on cheerleaders); overnight cheerleader bus trips to various places, where I now go along as their chaperone (in name only); the regular Tuesday evening meetings of the secret lesbian society, where they've graciously agreed to my request to be their lifetime Bottom Bitch, a position which I love. So, like I said, I wish I could tell you about all of that, but there just aren't that many hours in a day! So, we'll all just have to be content with my saying for now...
...THE END... well, except for a few deleted pics.
DELETED PICS
Here are a few pics that didn't work, due to the plot.
The first one... it was too early for me to be doing the fucking, since I was still bottom bitch (until later, when I was still bottom bitch, but was now more or less being controlled just by Carolyn). I did like the foot to my back, but we saved that idea for later with a foot to my abdomen... plus Naomi had become bottom bitch for a while, and thus she couldn't be in control of Carolyn.

A cool pic, although Paige's face somehow makes her look way older here... but again it just didn't fit anywhere, as the plot evolved the way it did.

This one was originally used shortly after Candace showed up, but in the end I choose other ones, although I still liked the excitement on both of our faces.

Lastly, in an early version this picture was included as the story was ending here... but then the idea to add my sister emerged, and well... then it didn't make any sense. Although now you get to see Candace's tiny little tattoos, which are mentioned somewhere.

NOW IT'S THE END... FOR REAL.
MERRY CHRISTMAS FROM JASMINE 2020
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Spanksgiving
The divorce had been inevitable.
Jake had always been away at work; he'd seemed to love his prestigious job as an investment counselor to large corporations more than he did her. And fuck, during the last time she'd given him a blow job, he'd answered his phone and talked business with some big ticket client while... seemingly absentmindedly... depositing his load in her mouth... and then he'd even held her head in place until she was forced to swallow! She'd never enjoyed giving head in the first place, and she hated swallowing. But in the bedroom she was a natural submissive, so when they were having sex, she did lots of things she didn't care for simply to pleasure her man.
They'd been awarded split custody of their two daughters, following which her relationship with them had actually gotten worse instead of better. While they were married he'd spoiled them rotten, and since the divorce three years ago, he'd reached an entirely new level of indulgence.
It had pissed Angela off big time while they were married, and even more so now, since the girls made no secret of their preference to spend time with their Dad rather than their Mom, because he bought them everything their little hearts desired, while she attempted to parent them and teach them lessons about the real world.
Sick of men once the divorce was finalized, she decided to explore her recently (a few years) growing interest in women, particularly assertive ones. She couldn't explain why, or actually she could, the rat bastard, but she was now finding women attractive. She found women wearing nylons particularly attractive.
Now that she was single, she still fantasized about rough, dominant sex where she was the submissive, and her partner was the dominant who fucked her silly and who used her as a fuck toy. But these days she wanted that partner to be a woman.
In the erotic stories she read, it was dead easy to find a strong-willed dominant woman to take control of you, but in real life it certainly wasn't.
She couldn't come out even as bi-curious to her friends or family... she wasn't self-confident enough for that... and even though she was now reading online erotica and watching lesbian porn, she'd never even kissed a woman.
So after six months of using no implements better than her vibrator, her shower head, her washing machine, and of course her fevered imagination to deal with her sexual needs... she went online.
She found a lesbian chat room for women from the local area (a two-hour perimeter), and filled out the questionnaire.
Name: Angie, which was short for Angela, but different enough to camouflage her true identity.
Job: Secretary.
Lesbian experience: Do erotica and porn count? Sadly, I'm not even at the 'I Kissed A Girl and I Liked it,' stage yet... but I want to be. Absolutely true, unfortunately.
Bi or lesbian: Don't know because I've never tried, but likely lesbian. I'm recently divorced from a man and want to explore my growing curiosity about being with women, which has frankly become an obsession. I'm sick of men, maybe permanently, and I'm definitely curious to explore a same-sex relationship.
Mistress, switch or submissive: I had to google the term switch, and after reading urban dictionary's definition, I concluded I wasn't a switch, and I definitely wasn't a Mistress, so I answered truthfully, feeling rather liberated at this opportunity to be completely honest, if only in this semi-anonymous survey: completely submissive.
Fetishes: Nylons. I love wearing them, I only buy sheer ones, because I could afford them, but I didn't say that, and I love admiring women wearing them. All my fantasies are about being seduced by women in nylons. The videos I watch the most are nylon based lesbian ones like on brattybabesownyou, where a woman uses her nylon-clad feet to pleasure and be pleasured by another nylon-wearing woman, or footfantasy, where women are blackmailed into licking, sucking and massaging other women's nylon-clad legs.
Anal: I have always loved taking a cock in my ass... in willingly giving myself to another person completely. And now that I've sworn off men, I'm certain that predilection would readily transfer to women and toys. Which is my theory anyway, so far untested.
BDSM: Not humiliation or pain... but I have a definite interest in a clear dom/sub relationship.
Dream Relationship: A romantic one outside the bedroom, and a sexually charged Mistress/submissive relationship in bed (or wherever I'm told to be).
She clicked Send and waited... having included a picture of herself on her knees in a garter-belt and stockings, and lace lingerie that showcased her natural submissiveness and her big tits... but didn't show her face at all.
.....
Over the next week, Angela chatted and even did some online roleplaying with a dozen different women... but only one of them really stood out for her... one who was beautiful, who had a real picture of herself in her profile face and all, who was dominant in exactly the ways Angela fantasized, and who seemed particularly compassionate.
Thus Rhonda was the only one Angela sent a picture to revealing her face, and she was the only one she met in person. Angela had always been too terrified to go on blind dates, and this was kind of a blind dinner date, but nicely planned, since as soon as she'd mentioned Rhonda's name, the hostess had led her to a corner booth and plucked a 'Reserved' placard from the table as she invited her to be seated. It was a thoughtful touch that made Angela feel special; but even so, she was more nervous than she could remember being about any other date she'd been on.
Yet the moment she spied Rhonda approaching her table, Angela knew she'd made the right decision. She wasn't sure whether she believed in love at first sight, but she definitely believed in lust at first sight, since she was already in ultimate lust.
"Hey, beautiful," Rhonda greeted, thinking that for once, the picture hadn't done the woman she was meeting justice. In most of her previous meetings the picture had been taken when the woman was much younger, or it wasn't even of the same woman. But Angela was beautiful and real, and she was radiant in a way that enhanced that natural beauty.
Angela bolted to her feet quite nervously, her cheeks going red at the compliment, and was stunned when this tall, curvy, sexy woman kissed her on the lips... right in front of a restaurant full of strangers!
Angela couldn't hold herself back from melting into the tender yet passionate kiss... as she discovered a few things. One, a woman's lips are a lot softer than a man's. Two, kissing a woman can be much more passionate than kissing a man. Three, she was instantly in lust with the aggressive Rhonda, who pulled her into an embrace as if she was already her girlfriend... and perhaps even her acknowledged pet. Fourth, she was within a few seconds 100% certain she was no longer straight, and 99.99% certain she was a complete lesbian, since chills went up her spine, her body trembled slightly, her head went a little light, and her pussy dampened into her pantyhose (she was now wishing she'd also worn panties, but feeling a little naughty and kinky she'd decided to forego the panties.
"You look really hot," Rhonda admired, still standing closely face to face with Angela, and in her five-inch heels, she hovered a full foot above her.
"Thank you," Angela said, flattered to be complimented by such a complete knockout. "You look amazing."
"I know," Rhonda smiled without any false humility as she sat down and gestured for Angela to do the same.
Angela did, and for the next hour they got to know each other. They didn't talk about sex or mention anything about their online profiles, and Rhonda didn't noticeably lead the conversation... they just chatted about life... their jobs, family, travel, favourite movies and so forth.
They discovered they had a lot in common.
Both worked in the field of medicine. Angela was a doctor (yes, she'd claimed to be a secretary in her profile because she didn't wish to give herself airs), and Rhonda was a nurse: an RN, so it seemed strange they'd never encountered each other professionally. But Greater Boston was very large and crowded, after all.
They had both been raised in large families, although while Angela subsequently had two daughters, Rhonda, having known she was a lesbian ever since puberty, had never seriously considered having any children at all.
They both loved to travel, although while Rhonda had travelled all over the world, having taken an entire year off three years ago and visited over fifty countries, staying only a week or less in each of them... Angela had only been to Canada (Niagara Falls and Toronto) and Mexico (Cancun a few times) ... although she had fantasized about travelling the world: Norway, Scotland, Japan, Brazil and Indonesia just a few places she dreamed of visiting.
They both loved movies. Both loved John Hughes movies, both agreed Sixteen Candles was the best, and Some Kind of Wonderful the most underrated. They both loved musicals... and both agreed Mamma Mia 2 was way better than the first one, largely because there was way less of Meryl Streep pretending she could sing. They also both secretly liked Grease 2, and loved the sexually charged Chicago.
They were waiting for their dessert offerings when Rhonda said, as unbeknownst to Angela she slipped out of her heels underneath the table, "So you say you like watching those Bratty Babes Own You videos?"
"What? Yes... I..." Angela began, startled by the abrupt sexual question after an hour of conservative but engaging conversation... but she hadn't even finished formulating a complete reply before she felt a foot part her legs, and then move directly to the crotch of her pantyhose... with Rhonda's eyes locked in on hers the entire time.
"Although unlike those videos, there won't ever be any blackmail or manipulation between us," Rhonda smiled, as she moved her foot up and down her instantly wet pussy. "Whenever you submit to me, it will be only because you want to."
"Ooooooh," Angela moaned, the pleasure instant and exciting, although she glanced worriedly around to see if anyone was watching.
"You and I are the only ones here who matter right now," Ronda said, beginning to establish the ground rules for the intense relationship she sensed could blossom here. Angela could even be The One... not just a passionate sexual relationship, which she'd been envisioning all along, but an actual committed relationship (although not an exclusive one but open, with full transparency and honesty between them). She couldn't explain why, but she definitely sensed Angela was The One.
"Okay, if you say so," Angela moaned again, just as their waitress returned with a slice of cheesecake with two forks for the women to share.
"Thank you, beautiful," Rhonda said, smiling at the pretty college-aged waitress... a functionary she'd often seduce on nights like this if the date wasn't going the way she wanted it to. But tonight her focus was on Angela.
"You're welcome, ma'am," the pretty waitress replied, feeling her cheeks go red at the compliment from the beautiful woman. The waitress was bi, and she had a thing for older women. "May I get you two anything else?"
"Not at the moment," Rhonda said, giving a smoldering look to the waitress that Angela noticed made the girl melt, as she continued slowly moving her foot up and down her dinner date's nylon-clad crotch.
"If you need anything, anything at all, please let me know," the waitress tried to slyly, but also clearly, hint she'd be more than willing to have some fun later on with these two hot cougars.
"Good to know," Rhonda said, deliberately hinting back she might take her up on that offer sometime.
The waitress left, her panties noticeably damp, as Rhonda said, "She'd come home with us in an instant if we invited her."
"Really?" Angela said, having noticed there'd been some flirting during that conversation, but the foot slowly rubbing her pussy had kept her pretty distracted.
"For sure," Rhonda said. "I have very strong... 'gaydar', for lack of a better term."
"Crazy," Angela moaned again, as Rhonda now began moving her foot in a slow, circular rotation.
"Which we might do together sometime. But tonight it's just about us."
"Okay," Angela whimpered softly, flattered this beautiful woman would choose her over a younger, prettier woman.
"Are you a little jealous of her?"
"Maybe a little," Angela admitted, "she's very young and pretty," as Rhonda picked up one of the forks.
"Don't worry," Rhonda said. "Tonight is about our exploring all of your fantasies."
"Oooooooh," Angela moaned, as Rhonda's toes exerted strong, delicious pressure on her pussy.
"You like my doing that?" Rhonda asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"It feels amazing," Angela said, as an orgasm was already rising through her. She'd always thought the women in porn came rather quickly, and had wondered if they were faking it more often than not, although they seemed pretty authentic... but now she understood how it could happen in reality... this foot was already driving her nuts.
"I want you to come all over my foot, my pretty pet," Rhonda said, using a term of endearment, yet establishing the hierarchy at the same time... Rhonda had truly mastered the art of seduction during her more than twenty-five years of sexual relationships.
"Oh yes I will, Rhonda," Angela moaned, "and that won't take very long at all," her orgasm rising as the pretty bombshell artfully took a bite of cheesecake as if that were all that was happening.
"Mmmmmm," Rhonda moaned herself, as she began circling her toes in faster motions. "This is delicious."
"Oh God, please don't stop," Angela mumbled as softly as she could manage, as she braced both hands on the table, feeling like a real life version of Meg Ryan in a crowded restaurant having an orgasm... but unlike in When Harry Met Sally, she wasn't faking it.
"Come now my pet, come all over my foot," Rhonda ordered, loving the vulnerable look of a woman about to come... it was so sexy, so authentic, and so liberating.
Angela couldn't hold back anymore, so she closed her eyes and bit her lip to keep from letting out a mighty scream that would alert the entire restaurant to what was happening underneath the table. "Oh fuck," she moaned weakly as the orgasm hit her.
"Good girl," Angela praised equally quietly, as she continued the circular motion throughout her pretty pet's orgasm.
"Thank you," Angela said, resisting the urge to call her Mistress... even though she really wanted to.
"Of course," Rhonda said, as she moved her foot away and resumed eating her cheesecake.
After a minute, Angela still recovering from her orgasm, Rhonda asked, as she was about to finish all the cheesecake by herself, as she had planned to do all along, "Would you like some dessert?"
"I did burn off a lot of calories just now," Angela smiled playfully, feeling so comfortable with this woman. In the past she'd sucked her man in a taxi, jerked him off in a plane, and sucked him under a table... but each time she'd been terrified of getting caught, so she didn't remotely enjoy it. However she'd immensely enjoyed the foot rubbing just now; it was unlike anything she'd ever experienced before.
"Unfortunately I've greedily eaten all of our cheesecake," Rhonda admitted as she polished off the final tiny piece.
Angela looked around, happy they had a corner booth, one she now realized Rhonda had likely specifically requested, as she asked playfully, already imagining herself crawling beneath this table and licking this amazing woman's pussy, "Is there some other sort of tasty dessert nearby?"
"Actually, there's some homemade pie readily available," Rhonda offered, loving how quick of a learner Angela was... enjoying this sexually charged and playful banter, compared to her normally quick domination of younger women... many of whom were insensitive to inuendo.
"Mmmmmmm, I've never sampled that variety of homemade pie," Angela said, anxious to duck right under the table, yet preferring to wait so she could be told to do so.
"Well, just slide under the table here, and try it hot from the oven," Rhonda obliged, as she glanced around and saw the waitress looking over at them.
"Yes, Mistress," Angela said, not even realizing she'd called her that until the word was out in the open. Feeling her cheeks redden at her response, she didn't even look to see if anyone was watching as she quickly slipped under the table, surprised once she was down there at how dark it was... the tablecloth reaching almost to the floor.
"Good girl," Rhonda said as she parted her legs, wearing a garter-belt and stockings underneath her dress... and as always, no underwear. She looked over to the waitress, who'd been watching with big eyes, and she smiled at her conspiratorially.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Angela said, as she placed her hands on Rhonda's nylon-clad legs. She slowly glided her hands up them as she positioned herself between Rhonda's legs until she felt the clasps attached to her stocking tops.
Rhonda said, "You'll soon become accustomed to finding those; I almost always wear a garter-belt with my stockings."
"So sexy," Angela said, as she rubbed her hands up and down the sheer nylon legs, while also moving her head closer to a pussy she couldn't really see... which was a bit of a disappointment.
Rhonda, having had many women eat her pussy from under a table, at least a couple dozen of them at this table alone, although her usual waitress wasn't here today; she knew how dark it was under there, so she fished her phone out of her purse, turned on its flashlight and handed it under the tablecloth. "Would you like some light, so you can see how moist your dessert is?"
"Oh thank you, it looks so juicy and delicious," Angela crooned, now able to stare at this completely shaved, perfectly pink, slightly glazed, pussy... a pussy looking so much more inviting than a cock ever had.
"I'm told it's to die for," Rhonda said, having been told that hundreds of times in her life. She'd had many women text her afterwards, begging to be allowed to come over and eat her again.
"I imagine it will be," Angela agreed, already completely intoxicated by her task, even though she hadn't begun it yet. She took a deep breath, inhaling the feminine scent, before leaning forward and beginning to lick. That final 0.01% chance she might be bi became a nice round zero the moment she tasted Rhonda's pussy. It was subtly sweet, and didn't taste or smell anything like fish... which is exactly how her husband had used to describe her pussy, which had always gotten her painfully self-conscious.
"Mmmmmmm, good girl, lick my pussy, baby," Rhonda moaned, always enjoying the feel of a tongue on her pussy, but this one was somehow more stimulating, as she already felt something for Angela she hadn't felt for anyone in years... an emotional connection to go along with the strong sexual connection.
"You taste so good," Angela said mindlessly, as she explored this entire pussy region... inside and out... in many ways she was like a child playing with a brand new toy.



"I know," Rhonda repeated, as the waitress walked towards her, clearly knowing what was occurring under the table.
"May I get you anything else, ma'am?" the waitress asked, wondering what it would be like to be under the table doing what the other patron was obviously doing... there was something so intriguing about this pretty older woman.
"Well, as you've no doubt noticed, I'm being taken extremely good care of at the moment," Rhonda said, holding back a moan.
"I see," the waitress said.
"However," Rhonda said, as one hand went under the table to gently grasp Angela's head and guide it a little deeper, "I'm curious whether you provide home deliveries."
"I haven't ever before," the waitress said, certain she was reading the woman's message properly, "but I'd be more than willing to do it for you, ma'am."
"Then write your cell number on my receipt, and I may get in contact," Rhonda said, as her orgasm was inexorably rising... this virgin pussy licker doing a pretty impressive job for a first timer.
"I'll definitely do that," the waitress promised.
"And what's your name, my dear?" Rhonda asked, as Angela licked and listened in... in awe that Rhonda seemed to be seducing and setting up another date even while she was on one. On the one hand it was very impressive, but on the other hand perhaps she'd been mistaken about how well Rhonda thought the date had been going. She herself had truly felt this was an amazing date that hopefully would lead to others... but perhaps she'd misread the signs, and this would just be a one-time encounter. Either way she supposed, she'd certainly enjoyed her dinnertime orgasm, and she knew she was about to enjoy Rhonda's as well.
"My name is Katherine," the waitress replied.
"Well, Katherine, my friend here needs to finish her dessert, and the sweet cream in the middle is very close to boiling over," Rhonda said bluntly.
"Oh, okay," Katherine said, her face going red and her mouth watering.
"But I'm sure we can have you over someday so you can enjoy some dessert too," Rhonda said. "It's a shame you never get to have a bite to eat yourself while you're working."
Angela couldn't believe how direct Rhonda was being, but she was also intrigued by the word 'we'. Was she herself possibly included in this 'we'? Could she and Rhonda possibly be considered a 'we'? In any case, she focused on steaming out the creamy middle Rhonda had so naughtily mentioned.
"I'd love to," Katherine said.
"What time do you get off?" Rhonda asked. "If you know what I mean."
"Nine o'clock," Katherine replied, excited that maybe she'd get the chance to serve this amazing woman this very night.
"Well, I'll check in with my girlfriend once her mouth is no longer full, and see if she'd be in the mood for a late-night snack," Rhonda said, letting out a little moan, since Angela caught her breath excitedly at hearing this, and thus suddenly sucked on her clit.
She just called me her girlfriend! She isn't planning on replacing me with this hot young woman... but rather might invite her over for a threesome with the two of us... which I'd definitely be up for.
"I'd love to get off and come over," Katherine said, even stressing the word, praying she'd be offered the opportunity.
"Please bring us the bill with your number on it, Katherine," Rhonda said, as she pulled Angela's face directly into her pussy.
"Yes indeed, ma'am," Katherine agreed, her pussy on fire.
"Don't stop Angela, your mouth feels so good on my pussy," Rhonda moaned, knowing full well Katherine was listening, and feeling her orgasm rising quickly.
Angela had no intention of stopping until she tasted Rhonda's cum... for unlike all the unpleasant facials she'd taken and all the nasty-tasting loads of cum she'd swallowed in the past so reluctantly, she was dying to feel a female cum facial, and to taste Rhonda's pussy juice.
"And later on if you want, you can eat that college girl, or fuck her with one of my strap-ons," Rhonda said before adding, "or get double penetrated by two women."
Angela's pussy leaked into her pantyhose upon her hearing all these wicked, wild possibilities... this first romantic and then sexy evening potentially getting completely out of hand... and in a very good way.
"I bet you'd love to eat that girl's pussy," Rhonda moaned, imagining watching it happen... she always enjoyed hosting live lesbian acts... having watched many of them over the years, including more than a few mother-daughter, sister-sister and even grandmother-granddaughter 69's.
"Mmmmmmmm," Angela moaned, trying to make it loud enough to inform Rhonda she was more than intrigued by her offer, yet also hungrily concentrating on the immediacy of continuing to lick and suck on her pussy.
"I'm close, Angela, I'm getting so close," Rhonda moaned, as she looked over to the waitress, who was entering something into a computer.
Angela kept licking and doing what she'd liked done to her back when her husband used to go down on her; she sucked the clit between her lips and shook her head side to side.
"Oooooooh yes," Rhonda moaned, closed her eyes, and came from the impressive, aggressive pussy attack from this first-time pussy pleaser. "Good girl!"
Angela felt a gush of wetness explode into her mouth, and onto her lips and chin, as she began hungrily lapping up the excessive pussy cum... and unlike male cum... it wasn't gooey and salty... but was rather a smooth wetness, and pleasantly sweet.
Rhonda held firmly onto Angela's head throughout her orgasm, and then she released it and said, "You may come back up now, you darling girl."
"Okay, thanks," Angela said, giving one last long lick up the slit to savour the last drops of sweet pussy cum. She climbed back up to her seat, which was oddly more awkward than going down. She sat up and could feel wetness on her face as she looked at Rhonda.
"You sure you've never done that before?" Rhonda asked.
"Never," Angela said, feeling a warm glow from Rhonda's kind words.
"Well, you're a natural at it," Rhonda said. "I can't believe you wasted all those years on your husband's dick."
"Tell me about it," Angela smiled, feeling so wonderfully appreciated.
"Were you listening in on my conversation with our waitress Katherine?"
"Mostly," Angela admitted, but added, "although for some strange reason, I was a little distracted."
"By what?" Rhonda asked, batting her eyes innocently.
"By the life-changing experience of eating your amazing pussy," Angela answered gratefully and bluntly, not at all ashamed of what she'd just done, but delighted.
"Oh right, that little task of yours," Rhonda said playfully, as Katherine was returning with the bill.
"I'm game," Angela hurried to say, just before Katherine arrived.
"Good to know," Rhonda said.
"Here's your bill, ma'am," Katherine said, placing it on the table with some mints, and her number clearly written on it.
"Would you like to receive your tip here and now, or at my place after you get off work?" Rhonda asked.
"After work, most definitely," Katherine replied, her cheeks reddening.
"We both hoped you'd say that, isn't that right, Angela?"
"Absolutely," she agreed instantly.
"Then I'll text you my address," she continued, "and we'll expect you to come right over once you're done with work."
"Wow! Of course I will," Katherine nodded enthusiastically; it was already 8:15.
Angela watched how smooth and confident Rhonda was... in awe of how she had this college girl completely wrapped around her finger.
"Good, we'll see you soon then," Rhonda said.
"Yes, ma'am," Katherine replied, and walked away with a noticeable spring in her step.
"Wow!" Angela said.
"I continually draw straight, bi and lesbian girls like moths to a flame," Rhonda said, having always struck it lucky with all kinds of girls. Young and old... and all races.
"So I see," Angela said, impressed, but feeling her insecurity rising inside her.
Rhonda noticed Angela's uncertain tone and asked, "May I be completely honest with you, Angela?"
"Please, always," Angela said, although she wasn't certain she wanted to hear this particular bit of complete honesty.
"I really like you," Rhonda said.
"I really like you too," Angela said, relief coursing through her; she'd been worried she was about to face the dreaded 'it's not you, it's me' mantra, or something similar.
"There's something really special about you," Rhonda continued, actually not very good at expressing her feelings when they were strong, yet feeling like she needed to get this out.
"There's something really special about you too," Angela replied, realizing she was literally repeating word for word what Rhonda was saying, just adding the word 'too'.
"I haven't felt such a tangible emotional connection with anyone in years," Rhonda said. "I mean, I... well... I... that is, I see you as more than just..."
Angela was astonished to see such vulnerability after the wildness of the evening and her ultra-smooth seduction of the waitress. She said, "Please don't worry, because I feel just the same."
"You do?" Rhonda asked, having felt vulnerable for the first time in years, and not at all fond of the feeling.
"Yes, I can't explain why at all sensibly, but being with you seems right and natural," Angela said before adding, "and I felt that before the foot rubbing and my under-the-table dining."
"Yes, that was fun," Rhonda said, before asking, "so do you want to go back to my place and get to know each other better... and maybe fuck a hot waitress together?"
"Only if I'm allowed to eat your pussy again," Angela allowed.
"I think that might be arranged... if you'll be my good girl," Rhonda agreed, as they got up and strolled out of the restaurant hand in hand.
.....
That night while Rhonda blessedly called all the shots, Angela ate Rhonda again; then Katherine arrived, so Angela ate her from beneath while Rhonda fucked her from behind; then Katherine and Angela ate Rhonda together taking turns; before they ended the night by double penetrating the young waitress front and back with strap-ons.
For the next six weeks Angela submitted unconditionally to Rhonda, while Rhonda proved Angela's initial impression had been correct: she was a compassionate Mistress; sometimes stern, which Angela loved, but never cruel.
They went to Le Chateau Club a few times. The first time Rhonda insisted they both strip down to their stockings and go onstage together to share a 69 for everyone's enjoyment. Angela had been terrified and had adamantly refused at first, but Rhonda stood her ground, and Angela could never resist her Mistress's will for long. To her astonishment, she really got off on all those women's boisterous approval, so thereafter whenever they went, she thoroughly enjoyed their staging some kind of naked show for everyone.
And at Rhonda's house they enjoyed a dozen threesomes, a couple of foursomes (Katherine brought along her best friend), and an eight-girl orgy. For Angela it was heaven... the only drawback being her keeping this relationship a secret from her daughters.
Rhonda had made it clear though, that during the Thanksgiving weekend Angela must introduce her to her two daughters, and specifically as her lover. Rhonda loved Angela and wanted to share her life with her, but Angela needed to be honest with herself and her family.
Angela was more than a little nervous to reveal to her daughters she was a lesbian... but there was no way she'd allow herself to lose the love of her life.
"Look, invite your girls over a day early, and then they can help as we all cook Thanksgiving dinner together," Rhonda suggested, having loved to prepare fancy meals with her Mom when she was young... having missed those daylong Thanksgiving Day cooking marathons since her Mom had passed six years ago.
"But my daughters don't cook," Angela objected, their father enabling them in every possible way.
"So? We'll change that," Rhonda refuted.
"Good luck with that," Angela said, knowing her spoiled daughters all too well, and their compete lack of a work ethic.
"Oh, you know by now I don't take shit from people, especially not from a couple of teenagers," Rhonda said. "And they won't even have to strip down and eat my pussy in front of a crowd of horny women."
"I hope you're right," Angela said, hoping Rhonda could pull off what she'd never been able to ... disciplining her daughters.
"Oh, I definitely am," Rhonda said, "just follow my lead," wanting to help Angela build the relationship she'd always wanted to have with her daughters... it was obvious that was the one black hole still remaining in her life.
.....
At first the girls, Megan at twenty and Wendy at eighteen, whined they didn't want to come an endlessly boring day early, but once Angela said they'd get to meet her new love interest... they became intrigued to meet their Mom's new boyfriend.
Megan said, as Wendy licked her pussy, something they'd been doing together regularly since a wild high school party to kick off Wendy's senior year, "So Mom finally found herself a man."
"Maybe we can start manipulating him just like we do Dad," Wendy said, as she parted her sister's pussy lips and probed her hole with her tongue.
"Mmmmmm, God, you eat pussy good," Megan said, happy she'd decided to live at home instead of in the dorm this year... having a live-in pussy pleaser was incredibly convenient... and she also liked having some fresh pussy to eat whenever she was hungry (which was often, but not as insatiably often as her completely lesbian sister). The fact of their Dad often being gone for weeks at a time flying here and there on private jets meant they could often play freely without any risk of getting caught, and they'd had sex in literally every room in the house... Megan's favourite location to be eaten was while sitting on the washing machine while it was running.
"You know I can ever get enough of your pussy," Wendy said.
"I do, but about your suggestion... yes, we can likely manipulate him," Megan said. "Most men are pushovers."
"Especially if we show him a little tit, bend over for some butt, or just flirt a little," Wendy said, having always been able to get whatever she wanted by using her looks and body to her advantage.
"Are you saying we should tease Mom's new boyfriend?" Megan asked, as she pressed her hand on the back of her sister's head and guided her deeper into her burning pussy.
"Well, I'm not saying we should fuck the old guy," Wendy said, getting more aggressive with her sister's pussy, the hand on the head being a nonverbal sign her sister was close. She'd had sex with just one boy this past summer, a week after her eighteenth birthday, but it had been terrible and just confirmed her opinion she was gay. Of course when her sister had caught her eating out a fellow cheerleader at her back-to-school party in her bedroom, her sister had taken full advantage... not that she was complaining about that now. She loved her sister's pussy... literally craved it.
"No, of course not," Megan said, although with her being promiscuously bi, in her case the idea wasn't completely out there. Her mother drove her nuts, and although she loved her (but would never tell her that), she also often hated her. "But we can have a lot of fun teasing him."
"Mmmmmmm," Wendy moaned, as she slowly rubbed herself while she licked her sister, wondering what she had in mind... she was the wilder one of the two and almost always the instigator, although Wendy didn't ever resist going along with her extremes. She'd eaten her elder sister in a variety of crazy locations since her first lick during that party, including: the back seat of an uber, a few public bathrooms, a Victoria Secret change room, under the kitchen table while Dad walked in oblivious and actually asked where she was, and in the basement the last time they'd visited Mom. They agreed with each other that the risk of getting caught enhanced the taboo thrill of the act.
"Now get me off, my sister slut," Megan ordered, constantly loving to remind them both they were committing incest... which was the ultimate turn-on. Although she'd never fuck their Dad, only because he was past his prime, the idea of adding their eternally straight mother to their lesbian family play was a frequent fantasy of hers... especially turning her mother into her pet... just like her sister was already.
"Come all over my face, big sister," Wendy begged between licks, and before she flicked her sister's swollen clit... loving the constant reminder that the pussy she was licking was her sister's.
"You love being your big sister's pussy pleasing pet, don't you?" Megan, who loved alliteration, asked.
"It's what I was born to do," Wendy replied, never feeling more at home, more natural, than when she was between her sister's legs.
"Yes, you certainly were," Megan agreed, as she closed her eyes and let her baby sister get her off.
A couple minutes later Wendy was lapping up her sister's pussy cum, and Megan was lightly trembling from her intense orgasm... her orgasms always the most intense when they were brought about by her sister's tongue... and she came frequently, having a few pets at college to go down on her, including a lady prof, and also a couple of studs in reserve to fuck her whenever she wanted dick... which was becoming less and less frequent now that her sister was on hand to get her off pretty much anytime she was in the mood.
.....
The next day as the girls were getting ready to head over to their Mom's, both wearing tight dresses and nylons (having learned early on how men got particularly weak and easy to manipulate whenever they showcased their big tits, tight asses and long legs). They were assuredly going to have some fun today!
Angela texted both daughters: Please pick up milk, eggs and whipping cream on your way over.
They both saw the text but ignored it, not about to spend their own hard-earned money, or rather the excessive money their father always gave them, on groceries for their mother; so they just headed over. The girls arrived and walked in empty-handed.
Angela sighed, "Where are the groceries you girls were picking up?"
"Oh, we forgot," Megan said, even though it was obvious they just hadn't bothered.
"Seriously," Angela sighed, knowing she'd now have to make a special trip to pick up those items.
Rhonda strolled into the living-room, dressed in a black dress (and matching stockings with a seam down the back and a garter-belt, none of which were visible at the time), that showcased her excessive assets. "So these are your daughters?" Rhonda asked, walking over to the very pretty young ladies.
Both Wendy and Megan's eyes went wide... their straight mother was dating a woman!?
Rhonda pulled Wendy into a tit-crushing hug first, and then one for Megan before saying, "I'm Rhonda; it's a pleasure to meet you two young beauties."
"I-I-I'm Wendy," Wendy said, stunned her mother was dating a woman, and she was easily one of the most beautiful women she'd ever met in real life.
"I'm Megan," Megan said, equally attracted but controlling herself, as she quickly revised her plan to flirt with the boyfriend, to perhaps flirting with the girlfriend.
Angela added proudly, "Girls, Rhonda is my girlfriend."
"So you're a lesbian now?" Megan asked, as Wendy drooled over the older woman.
"After being stuck with your Dad for all those years, who wouldn't be?" Angela joked.
"Your mother is an amazing woman, and she deserves another amazing woman, so we're a perfect match," Rhonda said.
"Yes, she does," Megan nodded, giving the older woman a complete once over... stunned not only that her mother was now a lesbian, but that she'd scored with a woman as incredibly hot as this one was.



"I need to go out and pick up the groceries the girls didn't," Angela told her lover, trying to appear upbeat about it, even though she was annoyed they couldn't even do such a simple thing for her.
"Girls, you didn't bring the few items your mother requested?" Rhonda asked.
"We forgot," Megan said, feeling a little intimidated by the older woman.
"Well then, you two should be the ones to go back out and get those items, while your mother and I remain here and continue prepping the food for tomorrow," Rhonda adjudicated.
"I don't think so," Megan said. "Mom can go get them. She always does, and she doesn't mind."
"You're both adults; you can both certainly contribute to the splendid meal we'll be sharing," Rhonda said, not at all fazed by the two daughters' spoiled behavior.
"I just want to sit down and relax," Megan insisted. "And so does Wendy; we deserve to."
"As does your mother," Rhonda said before adding, "but everyone needs to contribute to this family weekend."
"Mom always does everything," Megan persevered, "that's her job," as Wendy remained speechless, unable to stop staring at Rhonda's big tits and long legs.
"Really? Then how do you two layabouts learn how to do anything useful?" Rhonda challenged, more amused than anything. This altercation was no different from many of her seductions over time, where immature and entitled girls were eventually turned into obedient, even submissive pets... something she could readily achieve with these two girls if Angela gave her permission.
"We don't care to learn so-called useful things, do we, Wendy?" Megan demanded, looking to her sister for support, a little annoyed at her silence.
"Yeah, for instance we don't cook," Wendy said, all their meals since moving in with their Dad being delivery or drive-thru.
"You won't always have your Daddy to buy you everything," Rhonda said. "You need to be able to look after yourselves."
"Mom, are you going to let this stranger speak to us like that?" Megan demanded.
Rhonda turned to Angela and observed, "You've already introduced me as your girlfriend, yet now she's calling me a stranger. Your daughters need to learn some respect."
"Mom!" both Megan and Wendy whined, not accustomed to being talked about this way. They were the ones deserving of respect; always had been, always would be.
Rhonda turned her attention back to the bratty girls and said, her tone firm like when she was training a new pet, "Your mother works hard to make these special events amazing, and you two just lollygag around doing nothing to contribute. It's ridiculous, and you should expect better from yourselves."
"She's right," Angela said, finally standing up to her daughters for the first time in years. "You two have become too entitled and lazy since you've been living with your father."
"Fine, whatever, we'll go pick up the stuff," Megan said, stewing. No one talked to her like that, but it seemed that Rhonda bitch had given her some balls.
"Good," Rhonda said. "And pick up some dessert for tonight."
"Okay," Wendy said, feeling compelled to obey this beautiful strong-willed woman... the exact kind of woman she imagined while pleasuring herself.
"Then at least give us some money," Megan ordered, sticking out her hand.
"No, you two are wealthy enough to afford a few groceries," Rhonda refused.
"Whatever," Megan sighed dramatically, wanting to make it clear she wasn't remotely happy about any of this.
"And going forward, I expect a lot less sass from you, young lady," Rhonda added, making it clear who was really in charge.
This demand made Megan's cheeks go red with fury, but she bit her tongue as she stalked out, only saying, "Let's go, Wendy."
Wendy followed and once they were outside, Megan snapped, "You were no fucking help at all in there."
"Sorry sis, she was really scary," Wendy said.
"All you could do was just stand there and drool at her. You just want to suck on those big tits and eat her pussy," Megan accused correctly.
"I certainly wouldn't say no to them," Wendy said, as they walked to the car... a Porsche... another of Daddy's expensive buy-love-from-his-daughters gifts.
"You're such a complete lesbian," Megan sighed.
"You've never complained about it before while you reaped the benefits," Wendy pointed out.
"Shut up, "Megan said as they got into the car. "I need time to think. I need a plan to put this bitch in her place."
"Good luck with that. I don't think she's going to be threatened by the likes of us; that lady's been around the block a few times," Wendy said.
"I said shut up," Megan repeated, as she sped out, ignoring the thirty miles an hour zone.
.....
"Thank you for stepping in so assertively," Angela said. "I've never been able to do what you just did with them."
"You're very welcome," Rhonda said, coming over and kissing her.
"I can't believe they listened to you," Angela said.
"It's all about discipline," Rhonda said. "Mine, not theirs. I set very high standards for myself, which gives me strength, and they sense that in me, if only subliminally."
"Ooooooh, I know all about your discipline," Angela smiled, loving Rhonda's form of it.
"Did watching that scene play out get you horny?" Rhonda asked.
"You know me too well. Yes, I found watching you taking control like that really arousing," Angela admitted.
"You know Wendy is a total lesbian, right?" Rhonda asked, as she reached her hand under her girlfriend's dress to her wet, and these days un-pantied pussy.
"What?" Angela moaned.
"She was literally staring at me the entire time," Rhonda said. "I expected her to begin drooling at any moment."
"You make me drool all the time; my sexy Mistress is totally drool worthy," Angela appraised, as two worthy fingers slid inside her.
"That I am," Rhonda agreed, as she lowered herself before Angela, lifted her skirt, and began licking her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh," Angela moaned. "Not here and now, what if they walk back in?"
"Then they'll find me eating and finger fucking their mother, and might learn something else useful," Rhonda answered matter-of-factly, as she pumped two fingers in and out of her pet's pussy.
"Oh, God," Angela moaned, her orgasm rising instantly.
"I think Megan is at least bi, too," Rhonda added.
"You think so?" Angela asked, as she braced a hand on Rhonda's shoulder for balance.
"Yeah, she tried to hide it, but she too was taking some pretty lengthy ganders at my body," Rhonda said, in between sucking on Angela's clit.
"Who could resist ogling your hot bod?" Angela moaned, her orgasm close.
"Straight girls can," Rhonda answered, "it's like when you encounter a handsome man these days: you can tell he's good-looking, but it no longer makes you wet," although that wasn't completely true; she'd turned dozens of straight girls into cunt-addicted pets who got very wet for her.
"Don't stop doing that," Angela begged, as Rhonda furiously pumped her fingers in and out of her.
"Come for me, my sexy slut,' Rhonda ordered, as she tugged on Angela's clit and was rewarded with a gush of cum.
"Oooooooooh, yes," Angela moaned loudly, as her orgasm flowed through her and out.
"Mmmmmmmm, so yummy," Rhonda said, loving to eat her girlfriend's pussy as much as she did having hers licked.
.....
"I'm going to make that bossy bitch eat my pussy," Megan announced, as they arrived at the grocery store.
"Yeah, right," Wendy said, even though herself doing the other way around to the bossy bitch was all she'd been thinking of since first setting eyes on her.
"I've had many older women beg to eat me," Megan pointed out.
"But it's obvious Rhonda is the kind of woman who wears the strap-on and isn't afraid to subdue someone with it," Wendy pointed out, imagining Rhonda bending her over and slamming a dick into her. She hated men's cocks, but she did love getting fucked by a strap-on... something Megan didn't do nearly enough of to her.
"Yeah? Well I'll just reshuffle her hierarchy," Megan said confidently. "There can only be one Mistress when I'm around."
Wendy didn't say anything. While Megan's assertion might be true, she suspected her sister, even as dominant as she was, would be quite surprised when she learned who that 'only one Mistress' turned out to be. She could sense Rhonda wasn't someone to fuck with, which was evidenced by the fact that they'd successfully been sent out to buy the groceries, and with their own money!
.....
"I still can't believe you got them to run that errand," Angela said as they went into the kitchen.
"The key is to be firm and not to back down," Rhonda said. "Your daughters have gotten accustomed to always getting their way; their father is obviously even a bigger pushover than you are, so they'll continue expecting to get whatever they want, until they're forced to learn otherwise."
"It was amazing to watch you in action."
"It's important for you to remain strong too, since their next salvo in this battle will be to work you over and try to turn you against me," Rhonda said.
"Fat chance of that. I'll always do whatever you tell me to," Angela smiled.
"Oh I know you will, Ms. Headliner at Le Chateau," Rhonda said, kissing her again.
"Will I ever live that down?"
"I doubt it; but would you want to?"
"Now that you mention it, I wouldn't."
"That's my good girl."
.....
As the girls drove back, Megan said, "This time I need you to be far more helpful as we stand up to that bitch."
"Okay," Wendy said, unsure whether she actually could stand up to Rhonda, when push came to shove.
"I'm serious," Megan said. "Stop daydreaming about eating her pussy, and stand strong with me."
"You know how weak I am when it comes to pussy," Wendy pointed out.
"Just support me," Megan said. "Or I'll cut you off of my pussy."
"Fine," Wendy said, although the threat was rather idle, since her sister had used it dozens of times when she wanted something, but she'd still always ended up spreading her legs just as soon as she wanted another orgasm.
.....
The girls returned and slouched in, Megan dropping the grocery bag on the kitchen counter and saying, "We'll be watching television downstairs."
"No, you'll be helping us with tomorrow's dinner preparations," Rhonda disagreed, having anticipated this next confrontation.
"You two look like you've got it handled," Megan tried to brush her off.
"Oh, we do," Rhonda agreed. "But you two are adults, if only inept ones, and you need to learn how to do these things."
"I think we're fine with not knowing," Megan said.
"Yeah, fixing food is gross," Wendy added, but only after getting kicked in the back of the leg by her sister.
"Blah, blah, blah," Rhonda mocked, waving her hands. "Put on some aprons and come and get your hands dirty, probably for the first time ever."
"Mom, this woman is going way too far," Megan complained. "She's completely disrespecting our point of view."
"Just do as you're told," Angela sided with Rhonda, "It's about time you two learned how much work goes into the Thanksgiving dinners you enjoy eating so much."
"Let's just do it," Wendy said, grabbing an apron. "All this arguing is giving me a headache."
"Whatever," Megan grumped, annoyed at her sister's weakness. "Use us for child labour, then."
"You're old enough to vote, so you're old enough to do some work," Angela insisted, feeling so confident knowing she had Rhonda's full support... something she'd never had with her ex.
And for the next two hours, other than a few sighs by Megan, plus a little complaining also by Megan, the four worked as a team to get everything ready for the next day.
Wendy was in a lustful daze the entire time, unable to focus, from being so distracted by Rhonda's big tits, her amazing ass, her long legs, and her shoeless toes enhanced in nylons... a fetish of hers she'd never told anyone about... not even her sister, since she'd think it was weird... she'd even secretly used her Dad's credit card to purchase every lesbian-pussy-rubbing-in-pantyhose scene on the brattybabesownyou website, as well as many of the foot licking scenes from a site called footfantasy.
That night after dinner, they watched a movie together, the newest Hallmark Christmas movie, which had been a family tradition when the girls were younger.
.....
Rhonda, feeling generous and pointing out the girls were adults and could have a drink or two, poured each of them a glass of expensive wine... and the four of them ended up finishing off two bottles... which got Angela and Rhonda only moderately tipsy, but Wendy and Megan drunk.
Rhonda, deciding to fuck Angela good with a strap-on and hoping they'd be loud enough for the girls to hear... remained confident Wendy was a complete lesbian (the girl had been perving on her legs and feet all night... apparently the foot fetish a mother-bequeathed-to-daughter thing), and Megan was at least bi, asked the girls to check on the turkey in the oven every couple of hours and baste it each time, as the girls said they were going to stay up to watch another movie.
Megan agreed, wanting the old ladies out of the way so she could get her sister between her legs... and she couldn't explain it, but Rhonda's dominant behavior towards her had pissed her off at first, but over time it was turning her on... which added to the wine made her horny as fuck, and she planned to sit on her sister's face and enjoy multiple orgasms.
.....
Twenty minutes later Megan was sitting on her sister's face, while upstairs Rhonda was fucking Angela.
Megan moaned, "Rhonda is pretty fucking hot, isn't she?"
"Yes," Wendy answered, as she tried to lick while her sister slowly ground her hips back and forth.
"You want to eat her pussy, don't you?" Megan accused, she too wanting to taste that blonde beauty.
.....
"Oh fuck," Angela moaned as Rhonda slowly fucked her, having already received an orgasm from her tongue.
"I think both of your daughters want to fuck me," Rhonda said.
"I imagine so," Angela said. "Who wouldn't?"
"Wendy especially; she'd drop to her knees and eat me if I just snapped my fingers," Rhonda predicted.
"That would be so hot to watch," Angela said, the idea both kinky and pussy-leaking wild.
"Want me to make your daughters into our pets?"
"Ours?"
"Yes, you know I always want to share everything with you. I'll have them both serving us before tomorrow night is done," Rhonda predicted confidently. Wendy would be dead easy; Megan might take a bit of work.
"Serving us?" Angela asked, intrigued and wondering if her Mistress actually meant incest.
"Yes, you can have your daughters not only doing as they're told, massaging your feet and the like but, if you're a real kinky slut, having them eat your pussy," Rhonda suggested.
"Oh my God!" Angela moaned, so deliciously shocked by the wicked idea, yet unsure if she would be capable of crossing such a line... even though she thought a mother-daughter sex act she'd watched and had partaken in with Rhonda a couple weeks ago had been wickedly wild.
"I'll take that as a yes," Rhonda said, as she pulled out of her pet's pussy and unexpectedly slid into her ass.
"Oh, you mother fucker!!" Angela screamed as her ass was suddenly filled with silicone dick... forgetting her two daughters were downstairs.
....
"Did you hear that?" Megan asked, looking down at her sister.
"Hear what?" Wendy asked, having been focussed on licking her sister's pussy.
Megan got up. "That scream. I think Rhonda is banging Mom."
"No way," Wendy said, sitting up, her sister's pussy juice all over her face.
"Way," Megan said, as she headed upstairs.
"Don't," Wendy said.
"Oh, I definitely will," Megan said.
"Oh yes, you love my dick in your ass, don't you?" Rhonda asked, habitually treating her as an equal outside the bedroom, but as the submissive slut she was so happy to be behind closed doors.
"Oh yes, I love getting my asshole drilled," Angela moaned, her orgasm rising from the rough fucking and the nasty talk... just like it always did. She loved how Rhonda could treat her like a lady in public, and a whore in private.
"You're such a nasty anal slut," Rhonda accused teasingly, as she slammed into her forcefully, "especially with your bitch daughters right downstairs."
Megan was standing just outside the bedroom door eavesdropping, listening in on every word.
"I can't resist your big dick pounding my ass," Angela moaned, happy she lived in a bi-level house, and her bedroom was distant from the living room.
"Holy shit," Megan mouthed to Wendy, who had just arrived upstairs too.
"Yes, you're my submissive Mommy ass slut," Rhonda declared, as she drilled her hot pet... loving to hear her moans.
"Yes, yes, fuck my asshole, Mistress," Angela moaned, her orgasm rising.
Wendy's eyes went wide at hearing her boring mother sounding so slutty.
"Come from getting your shit hole reamed," Rhonda ordered, loving to hear Angela's increasing moans, loving to hear their bodies slapping into each other, and especially loving hearing Angela come.
"Oh yes. Drill my asshole," Angela moaned loudly, unable to control herself from within her rising rapture.
Megan pointed to the floor and nodded her head to emphasis she was giving Wendy an order.
Wendy stared back in disbelief and whispered desperately, "But they'll hear us!"
"Now," Megan mouthed, as she listened to her mother getting ass fucked to orgasm.
Wendy sighed, knowing she never won these confrontations, and slowly came close to her sister, dropped to her knees, and slowly began licking.
"Now, slut, come right fucking now," Rhonda ordered, as she slammed her cock as deep as humanly possible into her nearly orgasmic pet.
"Yessssssss," Angela screamed, once again unable to control her volume as an intense orgasm swirled through her.
"Good girl," Rhonda said and admired her pet's gaped asshole, as Angela collapsed forward, her entire body quaking.
Megan pushed her sister away gently, and they tiptoed back downstairs, where in a rare moment of intense hunger and lust, she pushed her sister to the floor, straddled her face, parted her sister's legs, and dove into her pussy as well.
Wendy and Megan, both of them hot and bothered from the beautiful and dominant Rhonda, as well as from listening in as she dominated and ass fucked their mother, hungrily lapped each other's pussies.
Rhonda said, grabbing a robe, but keeping her strap-on in place, sensing she'd heard something near the end of her fucking Angela, "I'll be right back."
"Don't be long," Angela said weakly, as her lingering orgasm was still sending fireworks through her body. "I need to drink some fluids back into my body."
"Oh, I have just the fluids the doctor, that being yourself, ordered," Rhonda quipped, Angela always going down on her after receiving a good fucking.
Rhonda quietly slipped downstairs, hearing soft moans as she neared the bottom. Although she'd been involved in a few incestuous acts (not with her own relatives, they just weren't that close), and had even tantalised Angela about getting her two girls to service her sexually, she was surprised as she peeked around a corner and saw the two hot girls engaged in a 69. Rhonda smiled... this conquest was going to be even easier than she'd anticipated. She walked quietly towards the two girls before saying abruptly, as the girls' moans increased, "Just what is going on here?"
Megan sprang to her feet in sudden panic off of her sister, and Wendy sat up in bewilderment to see her Mom's beautiful girlfriend in a silky robe, a strap-on cock poking out of it.



"N-n-nothing," Wendy stammered, horrified to be caught committing incest.
"Nothing different from what you were just doing," Megan said, trying to remain strong, even as wetness leaked out of her.
"And how would you describe what I was doing?" Rhonda asked, comfortable at knowing the two girls could see her dick.
"You were ass fucking our mother," Megan answered bluntly.
"Yes, I was. But that was an intimate act between two lovers in a committed relationship," Rhonda said, then pretending to be repulsed added, "not committing... incest."
"You were committing sodomy," Megan countered.
"Please don't tell our Mom what we were doing," Wendy pleaded.
"I don't know," Rhonda said, acting dramatically. "Eating out your sister is illegal. If it weren't just your word against mine, you could both go to jail for that."
"Please, we'll do anything," Wendy pleaded, nearly in tears.
"Well, I don't know," Rhonda hesitated, appearing to ponder her options. When in truth she'd already planned out a clear road map of where this was going.
"What do you want from us?" Megan asked, able to tell that in truth Rhonda was anything but put off by what they'd been doing. She was just enjoying putting on a show.
"Several things," Rhonda said, after a lengthy delay simply for effect.
"Like what?" Megan asked.
"First, you two must help your mother tomorrow," Rhonda said. "eagerly and without any whining."
"We can do that," Wendy agreed eagerly.
"And you shall treat her with the respect a hard-working woman like your mother deserves," Rhonda continued. "There must have been many times you've seen how exhausted she comes home following a twenty-hour shift at the hospital making constant life or death decisions."
"Of course," Wendy agreed, not noticing her sister wasn't agreeing at all; she was just getting annoyed.
"And," Rhonda said, opening her robe completely. "Megan will suck my dick."
"Not going to happen," Megan sneered, surprised to see how big the dick was... impressed her mother could take all eight inches of it in her ass.
"I'll do it for you," Wendy said, willing to do absolutely anything to keep this a secret, and also dying to submit to this beautiful woman, as she stared at her big tits and hard nipples.
"No, your sister will, "Rhonda said firmly.
"Excuse me?" Megan asked.
"You heard me," Rhonda said, asserting her well practised Mistress persona. "Get down on your knees and suck my dick."
Megan could feel herself getting drawn in by Rhonda's beauty and her dominant persona, but knew she mustn't give in, she couldn't afford to let this near stranger assume any power over her. "I'm not going to suck a dick that was just inside my mother's ass."
"You shall do exactly as I tell you," Rhonda said, striding the few feet to Megan, slamming her hands on her shoulders, and roughly shoving her down to the carpet.
"What the fuck are you doi..." Megan began to squeal, shocked at this sudden and forceful treatment, but was interrupted when Rhonda shoved the cock in her open mouth.
"Shut up and suck my cock, you spoiled brat," Rhonda ordered.
Megan was shocked... humiliated... but also turned on.
"Yeah, suck it, Megan," Wendy cheered the hot action, so turned on by Rhonda's beauty, her dominant persona, and seeing Megan put in her place.
Megan was pissed by her sister's words and attempted to eject the unwanted dildo from her mouth.
"No Megan, you need to suck, not struggle," Rhonda ordered. "Or else I tell your mother about your incest."
"Do it, Megan," Wendy urged, going to her sister and pressing her hand into the back of her head.
Rhonda, loving to see this aggressive side of the younger sister, which probably came as a surprise to the girl herself, as she began slowly face fucking the pretty college girl.
Megan was stunned as she felt her submissive sister's hand controlling her head and the cock beginning to fuck her mouth, so instinctively, even though she knew she shouldn't, she obediently began to bob.
"Good girl," Rhonda encouraged.
"Yes, good girl," Wendy added, while staring at Rhonda's large, completely exposed tits.
"So, you're a total lesbian; right Wendy?" Rhonda asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Wendy admitted, her lustful stares making it pretty obvious.
"And your sister uses you however and whenever she wishes," Rhonda guessed.
"Well that's true, but I like doing it," Wendy explained, not wanting it to seem like her sister forced her.
Megan bobbed on the cock, her cheeks burning red in humiliation, but her pussy leaking slightly, as she listened to the conversation.
"And your sister is bi?"
"Yeah," Wendy answered.
"Okay," Rhonda said, pulling her cock out of Megan's mouth. "Be good obedient girls, and I'll keep your sordid secrets."
"Thank you," Wendy said, greatly relieved.
"What? You don't want to fuck me too?" Megan asked in a sarcastic tone, but behind that tone was hope. She needed that dick bad.
"Perhaps. Do you want me to?" Rhonda asked, looking down at the defiant college girl.
"God, no," Megan said, not wanting to let her win any more than she already had.
"Okay," Rhonda shrugged. "Go check the turkey and baste it, and if you two are going to lez out, at least do it somewhere private. You're fortunate it wasn't your mother who happened to come downstairs just now."
"Thank you, Rhonda," Wendy said, as she admired the older woman's tits one last time before Rhonda covered her body up again.
"You're welcome, Wendy," Rhonda said. "Now scoot."
Rhonda returned up the stairs, and as soon as she was out of earshot Megan asked, "What the fuck was that all about? You were falling all over yourself to kiss her ass!"
"What?" Wendy said, as they headed to the kitchen. "What choice did we have?"
"It was two against one! If you'd sided with me instead of her, we could have turned her," Megan said, trying to conceal the inner lust still coursing through her from being humiliated and used like that.
"I really don't think so," Wendy disagreed. She then added, "Plus after that brief resistance, you seemed to enjoy sucking that dick."
"Fuck you," Megan said.
"How? With this?" Wendy teased, proffering the baster in her hand. "It has a tiny little pointy end, but then it'll really grow on me."
Megan grabbed it from her, growling, "Your wish is my command, slut!" She bent her sister over and slid the baster into her pussy.
"Don't do that here," Wendy moaned, as her sister furiously fucked her pussy.
"Shut up, slut," Megan said, regaining control. "You're still my little slut."
"Fuck," Wendy moaned, the deep fucking, mixed with her horniness over what had transpired near the bottom of the stairs had her a muddled mess in seconds.
"Who owns you, sister slut?" Megan demanded, finally recovering her dominant persona.
"You dooooooo," Wendy moaned, loving getting treated roughly and getting fucked hard.
"Then don't fucking forget it again," Megan snarled, pulling the baster out of her sister just as she was close to coming.
"Nooo!! Put it back in," Wendy whined.
"Nope," Megan said, as she used her sister's wetness to baste the turkey. "You're cut off from orgasms until you show me more loyalty and better decision making."
"I will, I promise," Wendy pleaded, so close to coming... even though she wasn't sure she'd be able to do anything at all to resist Rhonda if she made her an offer.
"We'll see; but don't you dare touch that sloppy cunt, is that clear?"
"Yes," Wendy said, frustrated but resigned.
"Yes what, you dumb slut?" Megan snapped, by now having fully regained her dominant persona.
"Yes, Mistress," Wendy corrected.
Good, and don't you fucking forget it," Megan said. "I'm going to bed. See you around noon tomorrow."
....
"That's it, eat my pussy," Rhonda begged theatrically, knowing her pet would continue regardless, but unsure of whether she should tell Angela what had just happened or not.
Angela munched on Rhonda's pussy as her bedtime snack every night, and they both loved it.
Then, throughout the rest of the night:
Megan, not wishing her sister to know the impact Rhonda had on her, quietly fucked herself to an orgasm, taking just a couple of minutes with a wine bottle to get there, as she briefly replayed her submissiveness to Rhonda.
Wendy resisted touching herself even though her pussy was on fire, which led to quite a restless night's sleep.
Angela slept like a baby, just like she always did ever since Rhonda had moved in three weeks ago.
Rhonda tossed and turned a bit as she pondered tomorrow. Should she tell Angela? Should she seduce Wendy and surprise Angela with a fait accompli? That would take no work at all. Should she make Megan into her pet as well, which might take a bit of work?
.....
The next morning, as Angela licked Rhonda to her regular morning orgasm, Rhonda said, "So I have some pretty big news for you."
"What's that?" Angela asked between licks.
"I caught your daughters in a 69 last night," Rhonda revealed. "Right in the living room."
"No way," Angela gasped.
"Yeah, I was going to tell you last night, but I wasn't sure how to," Rhonda said, "but I figure you should know."
"I can't believe it," Angela said, looking up at her lover.
"I should also note that after catching them having at it, I made Megan suck my dick, which had last been in your ass, to teach her a lesson after she gave me some attitude."
"No way," Angela repeated, struggling to process these shocking revelations.
"Yeah, and I told them they need to do exactly as I tell them today for me to keep their secret," Rhonda said. "I hope you're not angry with me."
"With you? Never! And I don't know why, but I find knowing all that kind of hot," Angela said, finding incest a real turn on whenever she read about it, as well as the time she'd watched it live... although she'd never imagined her own kids doing it.
"I'm going to really push them today before later on telling them you already know," Rhonda explained.
"You're so wicked," Angela smiled, as she resumed licking the best breakfast ever, and pondered the implications of her two daughters committing incest with each other.
"And you love that about me," Rhonda retorted, as she gently rested her hand on the back of Angela's head as a way of telling her to be more aggressive... Angela already very well trained in the art of cunnilingus.
As Angela licked, a couple thoughts popped into her head. Could she commit incest with her daughters? The tingling in her pussy said she could. How long had they been going at it? But worst, had they committed incest with their father?
After getting Rhonda off, Angela asked, "So what exactly is our plan?"
"Today we scare them into doing whatever we want them to do," Rhonda said.
"Okay," Angela said, having expected something a little more nefarious and sexual.
"And then if you're willing, we turn them into our pets," Rhonda added, loving to facilitate families playing together... and in this case, it could be used to set the hierarchy in this family in its proper orientation at long last, and to give Angela the respect she deserved.
"I don't know whether I'm willing or not," Angela admitted.
"Okay, no pressure; it's entirely up to you and you needn't even decide today if you'd rather put that off. But would you mind if I played with them a bit?" Rhonda asked.
"I'd probably be comfortable with that. What do you have in mind?"
"Oh, a little tit squeezing, some fingering and obligatory pussy licking," Rhonda suggested.
"Really? Yeah, go for it," Angela agreed in a heartbeat; those prospects really turning her on.
"Then it's time for me to go wake them up," Rhonda announced.
"They'll kill you," Angela said, neither of the girls morning people.
"They might try, but what they'll actually do is start making us breakfast in a few minutes," Rhonda declared.
"I can't imagine your succeeding at that," Angela said. "But then again, I've never seen you fail to succeed at anything!"
"Just make sure my coffee is ready for me," Rhonda said, always first needing her morning orgasm, and then her morning mug of java.
"I can do that," Angela said, getting out of bed and into a robe... still wearing her nylons from last night... something they both did as a matter of course.
Rhonda kissed Angela before putting on her own robe and heading to Wendy's room first... glancing at the clock to see it was just before nine... three hours before their usual noontime wake-up.
Rhonda bounced into Wendy's room and greeted jovially, "Good morning, sunshine."
"What time is it?" Wendy asked groggily, feeling like she'd gotten no sleep at all last night.
"Nine," Rhonda said. "I let you sleep in."
"I don't get up until noon on holidays," Wendy disagreed, still groggy. "You're too early."
"But today you have a lot to do," Rhonda countered.
"Okay," Wendy said, still very intimidated by Rhonda, but also aroused by her.
"Hurry up," Rhonda ordered. "You have our breakfast to make."
Okay," Wendy repeated, rubbing her eyes and getting up.
Rhonda walked out, thinking that had gone easier than she'd expected, but she still expected more difficulty from the more dominant and defiant elder sister. She walked into Megan's room with a similar chipper greeting. "Rise and shine, Megan."
"Get out," Megan grumped, not budging an inch.
"Get up," Rhonda insisted, marching over to the bed and yanking off the blanket.
"What the fuck?" Megan objected, grabbing for the blanket, but it was now on the floor.
"I see you enjoyed yourself some more last night," Rhonda smirked, as she saw an empty wine bottle on the bed.
"What?" Megan asked, as she rubbed her eyes.
"You drank all of that?" Rhonda asked, pointing to the bottle.
"What?" Megan repeated. "I just finished the bottle."
"The open bottle I know about was already finished," Rhonda pointed out.
"Whatever, just get the fuck out," Megan said.
"Nope," Rhonda said, adding, "You're helping us get everything ready for our feast today, beginning with you and your sister making breakfast for your mother and me."
"Not happening," Megan said, still grumpily.
"Get up or you'll regret it," Rhonda warned, and then walked out... knowing when to make an exit.
"Fuck!" Megan snapped loudly... yet she reluctantly got up.
She grabbed a robe and trudged into the kitchen. "You can start by cooking three eggs for your mother," Rhonda ordered. "She likes them over easy with a dash of tabasco."
"Excuse me? Megan asked.
"I think I was pretty clear," Rhonda said, as Megan noticed Wendy already mixing some pancake batter.
"Mom," Megan whined, looking to her mother who was simply sitting and watching with a mug of coffee in her hand.
Angela sighed, and yet leaning on her girlfriend's strength and feeling empowered by the knowledge she'd been given about her girls' dalliances, only replied, "Just do as you're told, young lady."
Megan was surprised at her mother's no-nonsense tone, yet she sighed in the most dramatic way possible, "Fine."
The next twenty minutes featured a lot of sighing by Megan, but by the end of that time everyone's breakfast was almost ready.
Rhonda though, had some fun throughout the making of breakfast.
Rhonda inconspicuously (to Angela, but only for the girls' sake) squeezed Wendy's ass as she finished mixing the batter... which made Wendy's eyes go wide and her pussy tingle... God, did she find this older woman hot!
Rhonda inconspicuously (to the girls) used a wooden spoon to reach between Angela's legs and tap her pussy... which required Angela to suppress a moan.
Lastly, Rhonda sauntered playfully close to Megan, who'd just finished frying everyone's eggs, and when Angela went off to the washroom, she hopped up on the counter next to the stove, opened her robe and spread her legs, and ordered Megan, "Come have some breakfast."
"What?" Megan asked, hearing the words and staring at a completely shaved snatch... unlike hers or her sister's... both of whom trimmed, but couldn't be bothered to shave.
"I'm telling you to eat my pussy," Rhonda said bluntly.
"But you're my Mom's girlfriend," Megan pointed out, as Wendy watched things play out and wished she'd been told to do that.
"And you're my college plaything," Rhonda countered, as she reached for Megan, pulled her close, and in an impressively quick and forceful move, pushed Megan's head into her pussy. "Now lick."
Megan couldn't believe what was happening, but she also couldn't deny how turned on she was, both by being treated so roughly, but also by the subtle scent now engulfing her. Mindlessly, she began to lick.
"Good girl," Rhonda moaned, winking at a stunned Wendy.
Megan disliked the condescending tone the older woman used, but she did like the sweet tasting pussy, as she was humiliated in front of her sister.
Rhonda held Megan's head in place until she heard the distant flush of the toilet. She let go of Megan's head and observed, "Not bad, but you need some training."
"I'm telling my Mom," Megan said.
"Do tell. And what exactly will you tell her?" Rhonda asked. "That you took advantage of your younger sister last night, and it was far from the first time?"
"What? No," Megan said. "That you forced me to eat your pussy."
"Okay; and don't forget to mention that you enjoyed doing it," Rhonda said.
"I did not," Megan denied, as her cheeks went red with anger and shame... since she had enjoyed it.
"Then why did you lick me?" Rhonda asked, "and then lick and lick some more?"
"Because you made me," Megan pointed out.
"I shoved your head against my pussy and I told you to lick me," Rhonda agreed, hopping off the counter, "but you're the one who chose to obey."
"That's.... Megan began.
"Is breakfast ready?" Angela asked brightly, returning to the kitchen.
"I believe it is," Rhonda said. "The girls have been working very hard for you."
"That's very sweet of you girls," Angela said, noticing some tension from Megan directed at Rhonda, and also noticing some telltale shiny moisture on Megan's face.
"Bring the food to the table, ladies," Rhonda ordered as she went to sit down... Angela following her lead.
Megan was stewing, yet she silently complied, glaring at her sister, useless in this battle, as the two delivered pancakes, eggs and toast to their elders. (Warm maple syrup, salt and pepper and tabasco, etc. were already in place.)
"Thank you girls, this is so sweet of you," Angela said, enjoying her fringe benefits of Rhonda catching her two girls committing incest.
"You're welcome, Mom," Wendy said agreeably, as Megan remained fumingly speechless... trying to figure out a way to turn the tables on this smug interloper.
"Come sit down and eat with us," Rhonda ordered courteously.
"I'm not hungry," Megan grumbled.
"Really? You seemed quite hungry a moment ago," Rhonda replied wickedly, as Wendy sat down without a quibble and her eyes went wide at what she was hearing.
"I lost my appetite," Megan said coldly, as she poured herself some coffee.
"Then come sit down, and we can visit," Rhonda invited pleasantly.
"No thank you," Megan said,
"That wasn't a request," Rhonda said, her demeanor switching from friendly to firm in a heartbeat. "We eat breakfast and dinner together as a family."
"We're not a family," Megan denied tersely. "You're just my mother's... whatever."
"Enough unpleasantness Megan, sit down this instant," Angela ordered.
"Mom, I...." Megan began.
"Now!" Angela said firmly, finally feeling empowered to give these girls the discipline they sorely needed.



"Fine," Megan said, sitting down.
"So how is school?" Angela asked, immediately back to pleasant.
"Good," Wendy answered, kind of liking to see her sister put in her place... oddly, it turned her on... yet she was still terrified of her Mom learning about their nasty little secret.
"Tell us more, we're all ears," Rhonda invited.
And for a few minutes Wendy willingly informed her Mom and Rhonda about her classes, her friends, the recent basketball tryouts, where she would learn after the Thanksgiving weekend whether she'd made the team, and her college plans, which were rather vague so far, although thanks to her father, she certainly wouldn't be accruing any student debt, just like Megan wasn't.
Angela was thrilled. She'd just learned more about Wendy's life in these few minutes than she had during the past few months.
"And what about you, Megan?" Rhonda asked.
Megan, who'd grudgingly chosen to eat, shrugged, "It's just school."
"What are you majoring in?"
"Kinesiology."
"Wow. That's impressive," Rhonda nodded.
"I know," Megan said, always annoyed when people didn't think she was intelligent... which she actually was.
"I'm very proud of you, honey," Angela said.
"Thanks," Megan said, oddly appreciative of hearing those words... her Dad never said anything nice, or even otherwise, about her schooling... he just gave her money.
During the rest of breakfast they chatted about lots of things: how Angela and Rhonda had met (they told mostly the truth... it was online... but not that they'd established a Mistress-submissive relationship even before meeting in person, their jobs, Christmas plans and where they'd each love to travel when this fucking COVID was vaccinated back to nonexistence (Wendy to Italy, Megan the Caribbean, Angela and Rhonda a three-week European tour together... including Italy).
The girls did the dishes while Rhonda and Angela went to shower.
Angela had to leave to go deliver a baby at the hospital, and Rhonda reassured her, "Don't worry, your daughters can pick up the slack."
"We can?" Megan asked.
"You can," Rhonda said firmly.
"Great; I'll be back as soon as I can," Angela promised.
Rhonda accompanied her outside to the porch and kissed her before saying, "Take your time. I'm about to begin really pushing these two 'behind your back and you mustn't tell your Mom'."
"Sounds like fun! But please don't fuck them before I get back," Angela requested.
"Maybe just some fingering?" Rhonda asked.
"I guess a little fingering is okay," Angela said with a giggle.
"But tonight we're fucking them," Rhonda said.
"Okay, you've talked me into it. But this is so crazy," Angela said, the idea now really turning her on.
As soon as Angela was gone, Rhonda announced, "Now girls, I want this house cleaned from top to bottom today."
"We're not your servants," Megan argued.
"Actually Megan," Rhonda said, walking up to her, "that's exactly what you are. My servant. And since you can't seem to get that simple idea through your head, you'll now clean the house fucking naked." Rhonda ripped open Megan's robe, and began pulling it off of her.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Megan said, trying to fight off the older woman, but losing quickly.
"I'm taking your robe away from you," Rhonda said. "You shan't be needing it."
"Fine," Megan said, now completely naked. "If you want to check out my hot bod, go right ahead."
"I agree it's hot and sexy, but don't flatter yourself," Rhonda said. "I've seen many, many, many hot naked women."
"Probably old ones," Megan said, placing her hands on her hips to showcase her athletic body. She could now use this opportunity, thanks to Rhonda's pushiness and her own body, to turn this lesbian into her pet.
"Oh, I've had women of all ages," Rhonda said, openly admiring the college girl's very impressive body.
Wendy slipped out of her robe too and asked, craving some affirmation for herself, "Do I have a good body, Rhonda?"
"Yes, you have an amazing body," Rhonda said, as she checked out the high school student. Although Rhonda was in love with Angela, she had a thing for younger girls so long as they were legal... and Wendy was both young and legal.
"Thank you," Wendy said.
"Wendy, she's a dyke, she thinks all women have nice bodies." Megan said.
Rhonda was wearing a dress and black nylons as she asked, "Do I look like a dyke would look?"
"Well no, not really; I was just trying to make a point," Megan said, realizing her choice of words was careless.
"You're definitely not a dyke," Wendy offered.
"Thank you," Rhonda said. "I mean I only have sex with women, and I'm a hundred percent lesbian, but I'm way more feminine than a dyke or butch. They mostly seem to aspire to a very different look."
"Yes, you are feminine," Wendy agreed.
"Plus, if anyone here needs to consider their femininity, it's you two," Rhonda said. "Especially you, Megan."
"Excuse me?" Megan said, instantly insulted.
"I couldn't help but notice last night and today that you two don't have shaved pussies," Rhonda pointed out, pointedly glancing down at Megan's hairy bush.
"I tried it once, but I just found it annoying," Megan said. "It's just some male contrived expectation of beauty."
"Agreed," Rhonda nodded, although she didn't really see Megan as a feminist... just lazy. "But it's also sexy, and the considerate thing to do for your cunt-munching sister, "Hairy pussies are hideous, especially up close."
"Not hideous," Megan said.
"I do find it a little inconvenient," Wendy said, hating the times she got pubic hairs in her teeth or they tickled her nostrils.
"You've never complained," Megan said.
Rhonda said. "I'll admit that if you're only fucking guys it probably doesn't matter, they usually don't eat pussy anyway, but no woman truly wants to eat a hair pie."
"True," Wendy repeated.
"Whatever," Megan said.
"I trim," Wendy said.
"Let me see," Rhonda ordered.
"Really?" Wendy asked.
"Yes, and you too," Rhonda said, as she pointed to the kitchen counter.
"I don't think so," Megan said like a broken record, even while Wendy eagerly hopped onto the surface and spread her legs.
Rhonda inspected Wendy's proffered pussy and said, "See? Why would you wish to hide such a pretty pink pussy behind hair?"
"I'm too scared to do it myself," Wendy admitted.
"No worries, I can help you with that," Rhonda offered, as she admired the ripe young pussy.
"Really?" Wendy and Megan gasped in unison.
"Sure," Rhonda shrugged. "That's what any good future step-Mommy would do."
"Step-Mommy?" Wendy asked.
"I love your mother," Rhonda said, "and it's not official yet, but I'm certain that someday we'll be a married couple. Now don't you move, I'll be right back. And Megan, if you want your hairy pussy shaved too, you're welcome to hop up beside your sister."
Rhonda went upstairs to fetch what she needed, and Megan said, "This is crazy, right?"
Wendy, whose legs remained spread, nodded, "Yeah, but it's kind of cool, too."
"How so?"
"She's cool, and it's actually nice to have someone know what we do together and not be completely grossed out."
"I guess," Megan said, not having thought of that.
"I'm serious; it's actually quite liberating," Wendy said.
"But she's so condescending," Megan pointed out.
"Says the most condescending person I know," Wendy countered.
"Exactly," Megan shrugged, as Rhonda returned.
"Hop up there too, Megan," Rhonda ordered.
"Fine," Megan said.
Rhonda didn't say anything to Megan as she moved between Wendy's legs, still spread, and said, "Now don't move."
"Okay," Wendy said, rather excited to see this amazingly pretty woman between her naked legs.
Rhonda noticed her wetness and smelled it too, but she didn't say anything, as she shaved the eighteen-year-old's pussy.
Megan watched... quietly getting a little turned on as well. Part of her wanted to push the woman's head into her sister's pussy, and part of her wanted to drop to her knees and eat that older woman's pussy.
Once she was finished with Wendy, Rhonda said, "Look how pretty that pussy looks now."
"Does it?" Wendy asked, gazing down at her completely hairless pussy... noticing a little wetness leaking out of it.
"It looks absolutely delicious," Rhonda said bluntly as she admired the teen's pussy.
"Then why don't you just dive in and eat it," Megan said. "It's obvious you want to."
"I do enjoy a nice, ripe, teen twat," Rhonda agreed equably, as she stepped over to Megan and pulled her legs apart. "But only after the girl has submitted to me completely."
"Yeah, right," Megan said, confused from having such mixed feelings about this woman.
"Don't move," Rhonda said, as she began shaving Megan's pussy. After a moment she added, "You're quite wet."
"I always am," Megan said.
"Is it because you want to submit to me?" Rhonda asked.
"Yeah, right," Megan scoffed, although it didn't come out as strongly as she would have liked it to.
"I can see right through you, you know," Rhonda said as Wendy looked on, while also frequently darting glances down to admire her own pussy.
"Yeah? And what do you see?"
"An insecure girl questioning her sexuality, and also questioning whether she's dominant or submissive."
"I'm definitely dominant," Megan claimed.
"Yes, I think you believe that," Rhonda said. "But your obvious confusion ever since meeting me, and your desire to submit to me, is making you question it."
"I don't want to submit to you," Megan stated clearly.
"But I do," Wendy blurted out, no longer able to deny it.
"I know you do, my pet," Rhonda smiled tenderly at her.
"She's my slut," Megan said.
"She's a natural submissive who's in the habit of submitting to you," Rhonda corrected. "But you don't own her, and you don't deserve to. For one thing, a submissive needs to be loved, not just used."
"I know what my sister needs," Megan said, "my pussy."
"I'm sure she loves your pussy, I have to admit it's quite a delicious looking one; but a satisfying dominant-submissive relationship is far more than just the sex," Rhonda explained, offering this young wannabe mistress some very good advice, should she end up taking that path in earnest.
"Whatever," Megan said.
"Just trying to help," Rhonda said, as she finished.
"I'm going to shower," Megan said.
"Both of you should take a lengthy bath; it will help soothe your skin after being shaved," Rhonda suggested.
"Thank you, Rhonda," Wendy said, her legs still wide open.
"You're welcome, my pet," Rhonda smiled.
"She's my pet," Megan claimed again.
"I'm no one's property," Wendy disagreed.
"We'll see about that," Megan said, walking off in a huff.
"Go have a bath my pet," Rhonda said, as she bent down and administered a single long, slow lick between the teen's pussy lips.
"Ooooooooh," Wendy moaned.
"Mmmmmmm, very tasty," Rhonda said, helping Wendy down off the counter.
.....
When Angela returned around three o'clock, the house was clean and her daughters were in the kitchen (now fully dressed) making dinner. "You're a miracle worker," she told Rhonda.
"I know," Rhonda said, before taking her girlfriend aside and telling her all that had happened while she was gone, and that while Wendy was undeniably submissive and happy to be, Megan was too, although she was still experiencing some troubling denial.
As soon as Angela walked back into the kitchen, Megan said, "Thank God you're back; you can finish up for us."
"No, I don't think so," Angela rebutted, as Rhonda waited in the living room, wishing to give Angela a chance to take charge on her own.
"I do think so," Megan said, "I'm sick of being your girlfriend's slave all day."
Angels asserted in a strong firm tone, "The two of you have spent years thinking I was your slave and blatantly disrespecting me, but that stops right now. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mom," Wendy said.
"Fuck, Wendy," Megan sighed, "grow a pair of balls," sick of her weakness.
"And enough with that language," Angela said.
"Or what?" Megan said.
"Do you really want to know?" Angela asked.
"Yeah, I really do," Megan said, knowing that without Rhonda in the room, she could easily win this confrontation.
"Then you've got it. Living room, now," Angela snapped.
"Sure," Megan said, happy to get out of the kitchen.
"Wendy, please check the turkey again, and then join us in the living room," Angela ordered more politely than she would have addressed Megan right now.
"Yes, Mom," Wendy said, shocked to see her lame mother's remarkable transformation, but unlike Megan, she was very approving of it.
In the living room, Rhonda was on her iPad reading a lesbian story called 'Trophy Wives', an interesting fiction about rich women going to a spa of sorts for... well... fun.
"Sit," Angela ordered.
Megan obeyed, as she glanced around and noticed Rhonda was wearing thigh highs with the tops showing.
Angela asked, once her daughter was seated, "So how long have you been using your sister to get yourself off?"
Megan's eyes went wide.
"What? For the first time in years you've got nothing to say?" Angela taunted, enjoying the sudden power she could wield over her daughter.
Wendy walked in, and Angela asked her, "How long has your sister been making you eat her pussy?"
"P-p-pardon?" Wendy stammered, going completely white.
"You heard me," Angela said sternly.
"I never make her do anything," Megan finally justified. "She loves doing it."
"Is that true, Wendy?" Angela asked. "Do you love eating your sister's pussy?"
"Um, I..." Wendy stammered.
"Sit down," Angela ordered.
Wendy sheepishly obeyed, sitting beside her sister.
"Now you will answer all my questions and do exactly as I tell you, unless you want me to tell your overly religious father about his two innocent daughters being incestuous lesbians," Angela threatened.
"And I could tell him you're an anal loving submissive variety of lesbian," Megan countered.
"Why would I care?" Angela shrugged. "I'm not married to him anymore. Plus, he's the one who pushed me away from men and towards women anyway."
"We'll do anything, Mom," Wendy said.
"Whatever," Megan repeated, her most common response when she didn't like whatever was happening.
"Why have you girls treated your mother with such disrespect for so long?" Rhonda interjected.
"Because we could," Megan answered frankly.
Rhonda asked, as she stood up, "Don't you two think your mother deserves an apology?"
"I'm sorry," Mom," Wendy said, feeling so guilty about everything.
"And you?" Rhonda asked, looming over Megan.
"I'm sorry too," Megan said, although her tone wasn't as believable as her sister's.
That's not nearly good enough," Rhonda said. "I think what the two of you incestuous cunt-licking sluts need is some good old fashioned discipline."
Megan asked sarcastically, "What are you going to do, take me over your knee?"
Angela, not liking her elder daughter's tone, or her defiant attitude towards Rhonda, said, "That's enough. Either you begin obeying our every command, including the ones given you by my life partner, or I'll be forced to tell your father. I'm sure he'll love hearing all about how you lick your kid sister's cunt. I doubt he'll continue to spoil you with money and clothes after learning his precious daughters are a couple of cunt-licking sluts with each other."
"Mom!" Wendy gasped, shocked to hear her speaking so forcefully, yet it also made her pussy twitch.
"You wouldn't!" Megan gasped as well, also astonished by her mother's unflinching attitude.
"Maybe I wouldn't have to if you two bratty sluts learned a little discipline," Angela said.
"We're adults," Megan said. "You can't discipline us."
"Oh, can't I?" Angela asked, taking that as a challenge. She turned to Wendy and said, "Wendy, how about you be a dear and go into Rhonda's and my bedroom closet and retrieve a largish box? It's pink."
"Yes, Mom," Wendy agreed.
"Good girl," Angela said, adding, "but don't open it."
"Yes, Mom," Wendy repeated.
"What is it?" Megan sneered. "A box of sex toys?"
"Actually, it is," Angela nodded.
"But it also contains some implements for disciplining certain young ladies in need of it," Rhonda added.
"I'm sure it does," Megan said, curious, but hiding it as best she could.
"Today you shall learn to respect your mother," Rhonda said, as Wendy returned with a large pink box.
"All right," Angela said. "Both of you... on your knees before me."
"Are you serious?" Megan scoffed, as Wendy eagerly obeyed. She found the idea of perhaps sexually servicing her Mom... or Rhonda... or even both... quite exciting.
"A hundred percent serious," Angela said, as Wendy knelt before her. "Knees, now, or your Daddy Dearest learns about your abusing your sister's face with your cunt."
"Megan, just obey Mom for a change," Wendy coaxed.
"Whatever," Megan said, as she obeyed by kneeling beside her sister, and before her mother and her mother's lover.
Rhonda reached into the box and extracted a couple of blindfolds.
"So from now on, you young ladies will respect me and all of my rules," Angela said.
"Yes, Mom," Wendy agreed.
Angela glared down at Megan, who eventually agreed, "Yes, Mom."
Rhonda tied the blindfolds onto the two girls and said, "Now get completely undressed, sluts."
"This is ridiculous," Megan said, as Wendy got up immediately and began shedding her clothing.
"No sass from you, young lady," Angela said, as she reached down and slapped her daughter's ass... hard.
"What the fuck?" Megan yelped.
"Now get undressed," Angela repeated.
"Whatever," Megan said, as she reluctantly stood up and obeyed.
"That's better," Angela said.
"Your daughter has a great body," Rhonda said, admiring the naked Wendy.
"They take after me," Angela smiled.
"Indeed they do," Rhonda agreed, as she watched Megan get undressed.
"I can't believe you're making us do this," Megan said.
"Oh, you'll love it," Rhonda promised.
"I doubt that," Megan grumbled.
Rhonda took Wendy's hand and led her to the couch. "Now bend over and rest your hands on the seat cushion."
"Okay," Wendy agreed.
Angela took Megan in hand and did the same thing, as Rhonda went and retrieved a couple of paddles and two strap-ons.
In silence, the two MILFs fastened their strap-ons on as the two daughters waited... Wendy nervous and excited; Megan annoyed and excited.
"So you've been disrespecting your mother for eighteen and twenty years, respectively," Rhonda said.
"Not since the day we were born," Megan pointed out.
"True enough," Rhonda chuckled.
"But she was a finnicky baby," Angela pointed out, tightening the harness around her waist.
"Foreshadowing, then," Rhonda chuckled again.
"So Megan will get twenty then, and Wendy eighteen," Angela decreed their sentence.
"Seems appropriate," Rhonda agreed, as they each positioned themselves behind a nice, vulnerable, bare ass. Rhonda behind Wendy, and Angela behind Megan. It might have been less challenging for their mother if Angela had chosen Wendy, but Rhonda thought she was up for it by now.
"Twenty whaaaaaaaaat?" Megan asked, but then screamed as she felt her ass spanked with something hard.
"Oooooooh," Wendy moaned, as she too was spanked.
"One spank on the bottom for each year you were a pain in my ass," Angela explained her reasoning.
"Ha-ha, but now we're a pain in their ass," Rhonda laughed, as they each delivered spank number two.
"Mom, that hurts," Megan whined.
"So did all of your disrespect and disobedience," Angela pointed out, experiencing a major adrenaline rush as perhaps for the first time, she assumed the power in this relationship.



"I'm sorry, Mom," Wendy apologized, as she and her sister endured spank number three.
"Me too," Megan added, as spanks number four, five and six whacked down in rapid succession.
"Aaaaaaaah, Mommy!" Wendy wailed.
"No more, please!" Megan begged, her ass burning.
Rhonda caressed Wendy's ass gently, while Angela did the same to her subject's.
"So you two will be good and obedient girls from now on?" Angela demanded.
"Yes, Mom," they said in unison.
"Good," Angela said, as she silently counted off five fingers to Rhonda, and then after the gentle ass caressing, they swatted off five quick hand spanks.

"Mom, no more," Megan whined, tears streaming from her eyes to dampen her blindfold.
Wendy, actually enjoying her ass spanking, which for some reason had made her pussy wet, said, "More please Mommy, we've been bad, bad girls."
"Wendy!" Megan gasped, as three more spanks pummeled her burning ass.
"Thank you for our well-deserved punishment, Mistress Mommy and Mistress Rhonda," Wendy declared as if reading from a cue card, as both her ass and pussy burned in tandem.
"Only six more," Angela announced, as she once again caressed her elder daughter's red ass.
"Please Mommy, no more; I'll be a good girl, a very good and obedient girl," Megan pleaded.
"What do you think?" Angela asked Rhonda.
"Do you believe her?" Rhonda asked.
"I promise Mommy, I promise," Megan babbled.
"Well, we could proceed to stage two if you like," Rhonda said, as she angled her cock towards Wendy's pussy.
"Yes, we certainly could," Angela agreed, also positioning herself behind her daughter.
"What is stage two?" Megan asked, a little terrified.
"Something nice to ease the pain," Rhonda said, as she slid her cock inside a very wet pussy.
"Oh fuck, yes," Wendy moaned, as Angela followed suit by sliding her dick into her no longer disobedient elder daughter, at least if the girl kept her promise.
"Oh, Mom," Megan gasped, as she felt the cock slide into her pussy.
"I hereby declare that I own this pussy," Angela declared rather cornily, as she began fucking her daughter hard.
"Oh. God," Megan moaned, intense pleasure coursing through her, even as the pain in her ass began to fade. She couldn't believe her mother was fucking her... and so hard!
"Fuck me hard too, Mistress Rhonda," Wendy begged, wanting to get fucked roughly.
"Tell me slut, who owns your pussy?" Angela interrogated after a couple dozen strokes, as she pulled out.
"Just shove it back in," Megan begged.
"Only when you tell me who the bottom bitch is around here," Angela held out, spanking her daughter's bright red ass with her dick.
"Wendy is," Megan said.
"Wrong answer," Angela denied, as she went to her other daughter and Rhonda pulled out to go to Megan.
"Megan," Rhonda said, moving behind the bent-over twenty-year-old, "it's time you realized your true role in this family."
"And what's that?" Megan asked, a little annoyed... yet horny as fuck.
"Your role as bottom bitch," Rhonda said, as she slid inside her pussy.
"Nooooooo," Megan moaned, as she was filled with cock again.
"Oh yes, it's obvious," Rhonda said, as very close by, Angela slid her cock into her younger daughter.
"Oh yes, Mommy, fuck me," Wendy moaned, so turned on by this experience.
"What is?" Megan asked, the fucking (literally) pleasure consuming her and making it difficult to think straight.
"You're a natural born submissive slut masquerading as a dominant," Rhonda said, as she gripped the college girl's hips and really fucked her hard.
"Oh fuck," Megan moaned, in awe of the intense pleasure coursing through her.
"Oh Mommy, yes, Mommy," Wendy moaned, as an orgasm rose inside her.
"You love Mommy's dick, don't you, honey?" Angela asked, feeling such power in this rare role of a dominant, comfortable with the fact that she too was a natural born submissive masquerading as a dominant; but in her case masquerading only for a short while, and knowing the truth about herself.
"Yes Mommy, you can fuck me anytime you please," Wendy moaned, as her loving mother began really reaming her pussy.
"And do you like being Mommy's slut too, Megan?" Angela asked.
"Not at all; this is so very wrong," Megan denied yet again, even as she began to bounce back on Rhonda's cock.
"May I please come, Mommy?" Wendy asked, her orgasm so fucking close.
"Yes, baby girl, you may come all over Mommy's dick," Angela said.
"Thank you, Mistress Mommy," Wendy screamed, as the moment permission was given, her orgasm erupted inside her.
"You slut," Megan moaned, although she wanted to come too.
Rhonda, knowing full well how close Megan was, pulled out and ordered, removing her blindfold, "Now go and eat your sister's cum."
"But you didn't even get me off," Megan pointed out.
"Bottom bitch comes last, so you'll have to wait," Rhonda explained, as she roughly pushed her to the floor.
Angela pulled out, grabbed her older daughter's face and shoved it into her younger one's leaking pussy.
"What the fuck," Megan complained, before her words were muffled by her face arriving at the portal of her sister's pussy. Mindlessly she began licking, as the two older women removed their strap-ons.
"Eat my cum, slut," Wendy said, taking her lead from the other two women as she reached back and held her sister's face in her pussy.
"Now you may eat your sister's asshole too, bottom bitch," Rhonda ordered.
"What? No!" Megan said, as she struggled to pull her head back.
"It wasn't a request," Rhonda said. "And you'll address me too as Mommy from now on. Pull your ass cheeks apart for our bottom bitch, Wendy."
"Yes, Mistress Rhonda," Wendy said, spreading her ass cheeks apart. She then added, "Now eat my asshole, Megan."
"Not going to happen," Megan said, before Rhonda irresistibly shoved her face into her sister's butt crack.
"Now eat, bottom bitch," Rhonda ordered.
Megan was humiliated, and yet turned on as she began licking her sister's rosebud.
"Good bottom bitch," Rhonda encouraged her teasingly.
Angela said after a minute, "It's time for my girls to enjoy their Thanksgiving appetizers."
"I couldn't agree more," Rhonda nodded, as she let go of Megan's head.
"Sluts, on your knees, and Wendy present yourself between Mommy's legs," Angela ordered.
"Yes, Mommy," Wendy agreed, loving the idea of tasting Rhonda and her mother.
"And come eat your new Mommy, Megan," Rhonda ordered, as she settled in on the couch next to Angela and spread her nylon-clad legs.
Megan complained, "This is getting way out of hand," even as she watched her sister crawl between their mother's legs.
"Just do as you're fucking told," Angela ordered as Wendy began licking her.
"Mom, I..." Megan began, even as she crawled towards Rhonda.
"Do it now, bottom bitch," Angela barked, and then added more gently, "be a good girl for me, and maybe Mommy will fuck that twat of yours."
"You taste so good, Mommy," Wendy said as she eagerly licked her mother.
"Come eat me Megan, come and eat your new Mommy," Rhonda instructed.
"This is so crazy," Megan said, although now in acceptance, as she moved between Rhonda's legs and began licking.
"Good girl," Rhonda moaned.
"Thank you Mommy," Megan replied mindlessly, as she finally settled into being the submissive Rhonda had seen in her.
"Yes, thank you Mommy," Wendy moaned between licks.
And for five minutes the two daughters licked their two Mommies... then they swapped places and Megan licked her actual mother, while Wendy finally got the chance to taste Rhonda.
A few minutes later, both girls got their Mommies off.
Angela looked down at her wet-faced daughter and asked, "So will you be a good daughter now?"
"Yes, Mommy," Megan agreed.
"And will you be a good girl?" Rhonda asked Wendy.
"I'll be the bestest good girl ever," Wendy replied girlishly, gazing up worshipfully at the beautiful woman.
"Good, now go finish getting dinner ready," Angela said. "And don't bother getting dressed; I believe we'll initiate a new dress code in this house."
"Yes, Mommy," Megan nodded, getting up. She paused and asked, "Will I get to come later?"
"If you're a good girl," Angela smiled indulgently, as the two girls headed to the kitchen without complaint.
As Rhonda wrapped her arms around Angela she appraised, "Well, that went well."
"After dinner we fuck their assholes," Angela said wickedly, surfing on quite the power rush.
"I think I may have created a monster," Rhonda laughed before kissing her.
...
...
...
The naked Thanksgiving meal was great.
The pumpkin pie, followed by the pussy pie, was also great.
As was the marathon foursome orgy that climaxed the night. And yes, even Megan was allowed to come a few times.
...
...
...
The next day, the girls told their Dad they were moving in with their mother permanently...
THE END.
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Family Shock: Home for the Holidays
You're absolutely certain you want to do this?" Max asked for the hundredth time, knowing that once she met his family, everything she felt for him would change. Their relationship so far had been amazing... four months of heaven. Selina was so shy and sweet, the polar opposite of any of the girls he'd dated in high school or his first two years of college... she wasn't even remotely aware of the exclusive but widespread circle of friends and lovers he'd been introduced to late in high school and still often encountered at college. But his inability to understand math had led to his football coach insisting he get a tutor and fortuitously, that tutor had turned out to be Selina.
"Yes, for the hundredth time," Selina insisted, having only seen this insecure side of her football quarterback boyfriend right before his first math test after she'd tutored him for two weeks, and now more recently, when she'd agreed to come home with him for Christmas... not that he'd asked... no... his mother had called her out of the blue one day to extend the invitation. A mother she'd never even met, but who over the phone had been very warm and engaging. Which was in sharp contrast to her own parents, who'd always been so judgemental. So what was his problem?
"First, it's only the ninety-seventh time," Max joked, trying to relieve some of the stress he was feeling before the big reveal. "But I'm serious; just say the word, and I can turn this car around right now."
"After our six-hour drive today there's no way I'm remaining in this car, nice as it is, any longer than this final five minutes until we arrive at your house," she said, always hating long drives, and this one had been particularly intense due to a couple of lengthy stretches where the road was pretty much buried to the point of non-detectability, due to a sudden snowstorm... that hadn't been forecast at all... fucking useless weathermen.
"Fine," Max sighed heavily, feeling this could become the last five minutes of their relationship. Selina was the first girl he'd ever dated who wasn't a member of the Order of Syndom, as girls from families belonging to this secret society had for years been trying to hook their claws into him and his likely future NFL career, but they'd always been so superficial, with all of his alleged soulmates being pretty much mindless sex slaves eager to do anything for him anywhere at all. Back when he was eighteen, his getting blown whenever he wanted to shoot a load, or getting the chance to fuck mother and daughter teams, or to fuck girls in the ass while their fathers had cheered him on, had been amazing. But now... it just felt so... just so been there, done that, and the t-shirt wasn't anything you could wear in public. And Selina was completely different. She didn't even know the Order existed, and she wasn't some bimbo slut looking to get rich by marrying him... no, she was a sweet, beautiful woman who loved him for himself. Not that she was unwilling in the bedroom... far from it. She was always eager to do whatever he suggested, as if he were the one who'd invented sex just so he could share its fresh and previously unfamiliar wonders with her. But that was far from the sum total of their love affair together. In addition to being sexy, she was also intelligent and witty, brilliant even, and she was constantly going out of her way to do small, thoughtful things for him, just to demonstrate how much she cared.
"Are you that embarrassed by me?" Selina teased, as she slipped into her boots, having taken them off hours ago, both because they were too hot, and also to tease him with her nylon-clad toes... a weird fetish of his she really didn't understand. She'd always worn pantyhose ever since she was twelve or so, since she was a church minister's daughter and her fire and brimstone Dad expected it of her, but she'd never considered them sexy... she'd never seen herself as sexy either... at least not until Max kissed her after he'd gotten a 84 on that first math test he'd been so worried about. He hadn't come right out and called her sexy, but a certain bulge in his trousers immediately following the kiss was convincing evidence that he thought she was. She'd been shocked at the time that he felt that way about her that way, and she was still was somewhat in shock now several months later, as she was undeniably a nerd, majoring in math on the road to eventually becoming a math teacher or a professor, while Max was the epitome of athletic, popular and cool. Of course given who her parents were, she'd been brought up to believe that sex should only occur within matrimony, and then only for procreation. But at least inside her own head, she'd always rebelled against that notion, and she'd secretly discovered and delighted in online porn shortly after arriving at college.
"Nope," he said, having answered this question quite a few times already while he desperately tried to convince her not to come and meet his parents. "I've already told you countless times how sexy and wonderful I think you are; and what embarrasses me is my family and their strange traditions."
"I'm sure they're amazing people," Selina said, "on the phone, your mother completely won me over," still surprised by the way Max was acting. His obsessive worries about her meeting his family were so out of character for him.
They pulled into the driveway of a large house, which was more of a mansion, just outside the city. And Selina, who came from a poor family and was only able to attend the elite college because of her academic scholarships said, "Wow, I knew you were comfortable financially, but... just wow!"
"My Dad is an investment banker, and he's done really well," Max said, actually aware that everyone he'd ever met in the secret society was financially well off.
"Good for you," Selina said, as she got out of the car and stretched.
Max sighed, praying his family would respect his wishes to keep the family secret a secret. He'd even gone so far as to stress that if Selina discovered their incestuous activities with each other, he'd never come home again. They'd reassured him they'd respect his wishes... but the Order of Syndom was very powerful, and getting out of it was nearly impossible. He got out of the car, took Selina's hands and said, "Well, here goes nothing."
"You know, that statement has never made any sense," she pointed out.
"You're right; it really doesn't," Max agreed after thinking about it for a moment.
"What about our bags?" Selina asked. "All you did was set them next to the car."
"We have an automated drone that will fly out and get them," Max said.
"You have a drone?" Selina asked, this not something he'd mentioned before.
"We have a few," Max said, a little embarrassed.
"You're just full of surprises," Selina said, as they walked towards the house.
"Oh, there may be more of them," he muttered to himself.
"Pardon?" Selina asked.
"Nothing," Max said as they entered the house, and he prayed his parents and sister would respect his wishes.
The first hour or so was great!
For Max, he was thrilled to discover his mother and sister were completely and appropriately dressed... his father was still at work... for often either his Mom or sister or both were sauntering around the house completely naked except for hosiery, and possibly taking his Dad's dick in one of their three holes, or one of them was munching on the other's pussy... and they were both always hot as fuck, which frequently led to his own dick going into their holes and his load being deposited either into or onto one of them. But none of that could happen during this Christmas homecoming.
For the life of her, Selina still couldn't figure out why Max had been so concerned about her meeting his parents, except it seemed obvious he was embarrassed by his wealth... as he knew she came from humble beginnings.
Selina offered to help Jane (Mrs. Appleby insisted she call her by her given name, as being called 'Mrs. Appleby' made her feel old) to make dinner, and to get to know Max's Mom better.
Meanwhile upstairs, Max got out of the shower to discover his naked sister on her knees waiting to pounce on him.
"Jesus Christ, Joanne," Max gasped, as his sister took his flaccid dick into her mouth.
Joanne, an expert cock sucker, just like all female members of the Order of Syndom were, had her brother's seven-inch cock hardening in her mouth within seconds.
Max sighed. One of the ironclad rules was that no man could reject the advances of a female member of the Order, just like no grown woman, married or not, related by blood or not, was allowed to resist an order to suck a dick, to eat a pussy or get to fucked... ever. (Except certain allowances were... or sometimes weren't... made for menstruation.) "I told everybody no shenanigans this weekend."
Joanne ignored her brother's ridiculous use of an old person's word like shenanigans, as well as his pathetic protest, since she hadn't tasted his dick since Thanksgiving, and she was hungry.
"I'm serious," Max continued, even though his cock was already completely hard inside his sister's amazing mouth. His mother had a trained ass she could tighten when she knew you were close, and thus could milk a load into her bowels. His grandma, a fit woman in her sixties, could ride a cock better than most cowboys could ride a bull. And his sister Joanne was the family cock sucking cum deposit wonder... in all of his experience with Syndom cocksuckers (which was quite extensive), not one of them had ever come close to being able to get him off as quickly as she could... or as intensely.
His cock now hard as a steel girder, Joanne bobbed with the smooth motions of a natural born sucking woman, which she was literally born to do; for her Daddy had told her this hundreds of times while his dick was in her mouth. Sure, she liked a dick in her pussy, she certainly didn't mind a dick in her ass, and she enjoyed lapping a sweet pussy, but nothing came close to the sexual exhilaration and fulfillment of having a dick in her mouth and a load gliding down her throat to warm her belly, or a warm load splattering onto her face... something her big brother had used to do two or three times a day all summer before going off to college.
"Fuck, Joanne," Max groaned, knowing he was about to burst in his sister's mouth.
Joanne always knew when her big brother was about to come, so she bobbed faster and tightened her magical lips around his cock, and was rewarded seconds later with the load she craved.
"Fuck," Max grunted, frustrated by enjoying this blow job so much, and this evidence that his family was not going to respect his wishes, as he deposited his load into his sister's mouth.
Joanne continued sucking her brother's dick, always loving to get every drop of cum from every dick she sucked... especially her brother's.
"I told you I don't want Selina to know about the Order," Max reiterated, as he watched his pretty sister nursing his cock.
Joanne took her brother's dick out of her mouth and said, "There's no way Daddy will allow that secret to be kept from any serious girlfriend of yours."
"Fuck," Max sighed. "I should have known better."
"Yes, you should have," she said, lapping up the last little bit of cum dripping from his cock.
"Then I need to get her out of here," Max said.
"Do you love her?" Joanne asked, getting off her knees.
"Yeah," Max nodded "I do."
"Then you need to let her know the truth," she said sincerely. "The Order won't look kindly on you... nor on our entire family... if you try to sidestep its rules."
"But she'll never go for it," Max argued.
"Oh, you won't know about that until she understands the perks," Joanne said.
"The perks for her?" Max asked.
"Oh, trust me," she smiled, as she stroked his still hard cock, "there are lots of big perks."
"You're insatiable," Max sighed.
"And you love that about me. Now fuck my ass," she demanded, bending over the bathtub.
"Jesus Christ," he sighed, yet he compliantly slid his dick into his baby sister's tight little pucker.
. . .
"So how long have you known my son?" Jane asked.
"A few months," Selina said.
"What has he told you about us?"
"Almost nothing," Selina said.
"I'm not surprised," the mother said. "He's too embarrassed about who we are."
"I can't see why," Selina said, thinking he seemed to have it all, and his family so far appeared very friendly... an awful lot friendlier than hers.
"Our family is very, very... very close," Jane explained.
"I wish mine was," Selina said, her family life so dysfunctional it could fill an episode on Jerry Springer.
"Every family has issues," Jane said, coming around the counter and giving the sweet girl a hug.
Selina began to cry on the caring woman's shoulder as she received the first Motherly attention she'd gotten ever since... well... ever.
"It's okay, honey," Jane said, knowing Selina would fit in perfectly with the Order, as she was obviously a lost soul looking for a loving family, and the Order looked after their own like none other. But first she needed to build up this broken girl.
"I'm sorry Jane, I'm making such a fool out of myself," Selina said, as even more tears streamed down her face.
"Oh honey, I don't know about your family," said the warm, loving mother (currently with a butt plug lodged in her ass). "But in this family we believe in doing whatever it takes to make our loved ones feel special."
"That approach sounds amazing," Selina said between sobs.
"It's obvious how much Max loves you, which tells me you deserve to be loved," Jane said, drawing the young girl into her bosom ever so closely.
"Thank you," Selina said, feeling so safe and protected nestled in the arms of her boyfriend's Mom's embrace.
"I'll always be here for you," Jane promised. "No matter how strange things may get."
Selina appreciated the words, even though the end of the sentence was a little odd. "Thank you, Mrs.... I mean Jane."
Jane released the pretty college coed, and then glancing down to notice her nylon-clad feet said, opening up another branch of conversation in the hope of gradually paving the way for what was in store for her, "I see Max has already trained you to wear nylons."
Selina looked down and saw Jane was also wearing them. "Actually, I've always worn them. Just part of being a minister's daughter."
"Ah, I see," Jane nodded. "Well, here they are also required attire."
"Required?" Selina asked, that sounding like a strange word choice.
"Yes, I don't mean to be too blunt, or to scare you off," Jane began... and then stopped... wanting to draw the teen in more.
"Jane, I already think you're so wonderful, I don't think you can scare me off!"
"Do you love my son?" Jane asked, knowing this was an important question to be answered, if the teen was to make it through this long, trial-by-fire weekend.
"With all my heart," Selina nodded, having never cared for anyone the way she did Max.
"That is very good to know," Jane said, before adding, "and it will be very helpful for you to know during the upcoming hours," continuing to dole out fragments of foreshadowing without giving away too much.
. . .
"Oh yes, pound my asshole, big brother," Joanne moaned loudly, having missed her brother's dick while he was away. Yes, she liked Daddy's dick, Mommy's strap-on, the cocks of three elders who lived nearby in the community, as well as two classmates (who used her three holes pretty much every day at school), but none of these dicks made her feel as good as her big brother's.
"Shhhhhhhh," Max said, leaning down urgently to cover his sister's mouth. "She might hear you!"
"Oh, your darling girlfriend is likely already eating our Mommy's cunt by now," Joanne said wickedly, although she was pretty certain her mother wouldn't be that aggressive, but she did know it would take place before the weekend was over.
"Jesus Christ, Joanne," Max said, even while a hot vision of his girlfriend and his mother in a 69 popped into his head. "Fuck," he cursed, now more to himself than to Joanne. He'd been home for only a couple of hours, and he'd already been blown by his sister, was ass fucking her, and was now imagining his girlfriend having sex with his Mom... which was why he almost never came home... he always devolved immediately into a perverted male slut.
"Yes big brother, fuck your baby sister's ass," she moaned, although now more quietly. "I missed your dick so much."
"I missed you too," Max had to admit in all honesty, unable to stay mad at a sister who was so well trained to please him... and who did it so damn well. But Selina was so very different... how was he possibly going to tell her the truth?!
"Come in my ass, big brother," she begged. "I want to feel you rippling around inside me all evening."
"Shit, you're killing me" Max groaned, as he felt her tighten her ass around his cock... she was an amazingly competent slut.
"But what a way to die," she moaned back.
. . .
"So back to our discussing nylons," Jane said.
"Yes, your son loves my wearing them," Selina said.
"It's definitely an Appleby family thing," Jane explained. That being true... although of course it was much more than that, since it was an Order of Syndom requirement.
"Mr. Appleby likes nylons too?" Selina asked.
"'Like' isn't nearly a strong enough word," Jane chuckled.
"Yes, that sounds about right," Selina agreed, having found it strange how much nylons turned Max on. But she also wasn't above using his quirk to tease him with, and to enhance their active sex life.
"I know this may sound a little unorthodox, but my husband expects any woman in his home to be wearing them," Jane revealed.
"Not much different from my father, then," Selina shrugged, not finding this requirement as odd as she might have. She liked the fascination Max had for her legs.
"Well then, you'll fit right in," Jane smiled, as the oven timer beeped.
. . .
"Yes, fill my ass," Joanne moaned, as she felt the warm blasts of cum fill her asshole, which without fail always triggered her own orgasm.
"God, your ass is still so tight, even with all the traffic it gets," Max grunted, as he spewed his load in his sister's ass.
"You'd better get back down to your girlfriend before she gets Mom's pussy in her mouth, or Dad's dick in her pussy," Joanne said, knowing her father would want to tap that young snatch just as soon as he saw her.
"Shit, I hate you sometimes," Max said, pulling out as a gush of his cum leaked out of his sister.
"And yet you love fucking me," Joanne teased, still enjoying the orgasm swirling inside her.
"We're blood, what choice do I have?" Max said, reaching for a towel, even though he was no longer wet from his shower.
"None whatsoever," she smiled, as she spun around, kissed him on the cheek, cum still leaking out of her ass, and sauntered off.
"I'm so fucked," Max sighed, as he wrapped a towel around himself and went to get dressed.
Five minutes later, Max went down into the kitchen to see Joanne (with clothes on, thank goodness) chatting with Selina, and instant guilt washed over him. How could he possibly explain the Order of Syndom to her, or tell her that he regularly fucked his Mom and sister, not to mention his aunts, cousins and grandmother. And then there were all those girls in the Order at college he wasn't allowed to refuse. He felt terrible about needing to hide that from Selina. For example, he had ass fucked Selina's professor just two days ago before meeting her for dinner. He hated doing it, but he had no choice. Once in the Order, the Order owned you.



"Hey, that shower took forever," Selina said, walking over to him and noticing some mistletoe above the doorway.
"He probably blew a load in there," Joanne teased, just as Selina kissed him.
"He does blow a lot of loads in the bathroom," Jane added.
"Oh my God," Max gasped.
"I guess you really should clean up that evidence," Selina joined in the teasing, enjoying the freedom of such wicked banter... so different from those lengthy lectures about sin, which was the typical kitchen discussion in her home (although discussion wasn't the correct word, since she never did any of the talking).
"Not you too," Max said, shaking his head.
"I'm learning a lot of fun things about your family," Selina said.
"Oh God," Max repeated, as he gave his mother a look.
"I think it's cool your family is so close," Selina said, still without a clue about just how close they were.
Jane mouthed to him, 'Don't worry, not that... yet'.
"Yes, we're really, really, really close," Joanne added, resisting the temptation to walk over and give her brother a nice romantic kiss beneath the mistletoe like she normally would.
Max glared at his sister as Selina said, "I wish I got along with my brother the way you two get along."
"No... trust me, you don't," Max said, hating this risky conversation, and the inevitable one far more frank that was coming soon.
"She doesn't what?" Mr. Appleby strolled into the kitchen asking, as he took a good look at the girl who'd unwittingly attempted to entice his only son away from the Order.
"Oh hey, Dad," Max said, his already low spirits crashing just from hearing his father's voice. His loving relationship with Selina was about to go up in smoke.
"Is that any way to greet the father you've been ignoring for weeks?" Mr. Appleby asked pleasantly.
"Sorry Dad," Max said. "I've been busy with school."
"And is this sweet young thing what you call school?" Mr. Appleby smiled suavely, walking over to meet the cute college girl.
Selina smiled, noticing her boyfriend was the spitting image of his father, "It's so very nice to meet you, Mr. Appleby." The patriarch even appeared physically fit like his son; since he worked behind a desk, he must spend lots of time at the gym... or do something else active.
"The pleasure will be all mine," Mr. Appleby continued lathering on his charm as he captured her right hand and kissed it archaically.
'Jesus Christ,' Max mumbled under his breath at this sly foreshadowing from his take charge father.
"Why have you been hiding this beauty from us?" Mr. Appleby asked his son, charm one of his greatest strengths.
"I haven't," Max said. "Just been busy at school."
"Well, let's make sure we get to know you really, really, well," Mr. Appleby said, his blunt innuendo not at all noticed by the naïve Selina, but caught by everybody else in the kitchen.
"I'd really like that," Selina replied, unaware of what she was agreeing to.
"I can't wait," Derek (Mr. Appleby) said.
"Me neither," Selina said.
"Great," he said, as he kissed his wife and headed towards his office. "Max, may I talk to you for a minute?"
"Yeah, Dad," he agreed, hoping and praying he could convince his Dad not to fuck his girlfriend. "I'll be back soon, Selina."
"No hurry," she replied. "I'm enjoying getting to know your Mom and sister better."
"And we're enjoying getting to know her better too," Joanne smiled in a subtle way.
Max sighed and followed his father.
Once in the office, Max spoke up first, already knowing what his Dad would say if he took the lead, "Dad, please understand that I no longer want to be part of this."
"Part of what?" he asked, as he set his briefcase on his mahogany desk.
"You know exactly what I'm talking about," Max said, not normally one to confront his dad. The Order had a pretty clear hierarchy, and the father of a family was always in charge.
"No," he said as he sat down. "I don't. Enlighten me."
"Look, I love Selina," Max said, already knowing from his father's tone his cause was going badly.
"Glad to hear it. And I love your mother."
"But Mom was already a member of the Order when you met her," Max said. "She knew exactly what she was getting herself into."
"True, true," the father nodded as he poured himself a brandy. "Does this girl love you?"
"Yes," Max nodded, experiencing just a glimmer of hope his father might respect his wishes.
"Well," Derek said, as he took a sip of his brandy. "Don't you think you should let her decide something this momentous herself, instead of your deciding on her behalf without her even knowing you're doing it?"
"Decide what?" Max said, the brief glimmer of hope now snuffed into darkness. "Whether she's okay with her boyfriend fucking his sister, his mother, and who knows who else?"
"Exactly," he said.
"You can't be serious?"
"Of course I am," he said, sipping more brandy. "You can't have the slightest idea how she'll react. Judging from first impressions, she seems to be an eminently sensible girl."
"She'll be totally disgusted with my perversions and leave me," Max said.
"Or else she won't."
"But she will."
"Or she won't."
"Dad, please, just let me win this one," Max pleaded.
"You know I'm running for a position at the High Table, right?"
"Yeah."
"And how will it look if I can't even keep my own blood in the coop?"
"Not good," Max said heavily, knowing that he wasn't going to win this, that unfortunately his Dad was dead right. Which meant his chances of keeping Selina were now effectively dead in the water.
"It would be disastrous, humiliating, and it would end our family," Derek said, standing up, having finished his brandy, and walking over to look his son in the eyes. "Do we have an understanding, son?"
"Yes, Dad," Max sighed.
"Good."
"But can we wait until a second visit before we let her know?" Max wheedled, hoping to delay the inevitable for as long as he could.... To give himself some time to think of a way to explain the inexplicable to her.
"No, absolutely not," Derek said. "She either accepts our family and our traditions and joins in on them, or she can't be accepted as one of us. It can't be any other way, and you know this."
"Okay." Max replied, dejected.
"I can tell she's submissive."
"Yeah, she is."
"A good cock sucker?"
"Yeah," Max admitted, having discussed the performance abilities of various women with his Dad many times.
"Swallows?"
"Yeah."
"Facials?"
"She loves them."
"Anal?"
"Eager and willing."
"Then she sounds like a perfect candidate."
"Perhaps you're right, Dad," Max said. "But it's different dating a woman who isn't in the Order."
"I know," he nodded. "But I'm confident it will be easy to bring this submissive girl into the Order."
"I don't think it will be at all easy," Max said. "She'll totally freak out."
"Oh, by the end of the weekend, she'll be eating your mother's pussy like a champ, and getting spit-roasted by us two Appleby men. I guarantee it."
"There's no other way?" Max asked.
"None, son," Derek said, as he waved his hand to signal the conversation was over. "And you've always known that. You just haven't been thinking clearly."
"Yes, Dad, you're right," Max said, walking out. He knew he was fucked... and not in a good way. He knew he had to come up with a way of telling Selina before she found out in some twisted way. But how could he even broach such a subject?
"And send your sister in here; I need to deposit a load after meeting your sweet and promising little thing," Derek said.
"Yes, Dad," Max repeated with a sigh.
Twenty minutes later, Joanne having imbibed an early appetizer from her father, and also received some instructions on how to begin Selina's seduction, walked over to Selina, who was standing just beneath one of a few sprigs of mistletoe hanging around the house and kissed her on the lips.
Selina was surprised to feel a woman's lips touching hers... especially her boyfriend's sister's. Truth be told, she had quite a few lesbian fantasies, but being mostly a good Christian girl, she'd pushed them aside... at least in real life, although the majority of the erotica she read and the porn she watched was lesbian... and the lion's share of that selection was younger girls being seduced by older women... by someone just like Max's warm and caring Mom, for instance.
"Merry Christmas," Joanne smiled, as she pointed upwards to the mistletoe overhead.
"Oh, Merry Christmas to you too," Selina replied, looking up at the mistletoe she hadn't noticed.
Max walked in from visiting the washroom to spy a red-faced Selina, and he wondered what had happened. However as he approached his girlfriend to check in, Joanne sidetracked him by kissing him on the lips and saying, "Merry Christmas, big brother." And of course because of kissing her many times before, he automatically kissed her back without a chance to reconsider.
Selina's eyes went wide as she saw these two siblings kiss... even as she still felt the strange excitement of Joanne's previous kiss still swirling inside her... but this interlude was strange. Neither kiss was much more than a peck, yet each of them was indeed at least a bit more than a peck.
Jane, as she placed some food on the dining room table, explained, "Selina, as I've already explained, ours is a very close family, and one example of that closeness is our feeling that a gentle kiss on the lips is just as appropriate as a hug."
"Oh," Selina said, thinking that made some sense.
"Yeah, it's a little weird, I know," Max said sheepishly.
"No it isn't, I wish my Mom or Dad would kiss me once in a while," Selina said, unable to recall a single instance where she'd been shown any sort of affection by her parents. Not even occasional verbal assurances that they loved her.
"Well," Jane smiled, walking over to the slightly dazed girl, "as long as you're here with us, I'll be your Mommy, and I think my darling new daughter certainly deserves to be kissed." She then leaned in and kissed her in what was again more than just a peck, but not much more... just a subtle hint of things to come.
Selina was again stunned by having two girls, and stranger yet, two girls related to her boyfriend, kissing her. She was also stunned at how good those kisses had felt... not sexually stimulating per se (although they did send the slightest tingle of pleasure through her), but more like comforting and supportive... and yes, very much like an affectionate hug. Equally confusing was Jane using the term 'Mommy'. It was something she'd only heard used by young children, plus twistedly in much of the kinky lesbian erotica she enjoyed reading.
"Mom, I'm not sure Selina is quite ready to experience some of our unorthodox family traditions," Max pointed out, seeing his girlfriend flushed with surprise... yet unable to read what she was thinking.
"No Max, I believe I'm very ready to share in this family's affection," Selina blurted out, feeling a strong connection to this loving family... an ambience she wasn't at all accustomed to.
"Great," Derek said, walking into the room and sitting down at the head of the table. "Daughter, if I may call you that, I think you'll love being a member of our..." he paused to give his son a look that spoke volumes, "... rather unorthodox family."
"I already do love it here," Selina said.
"Great," Derek said again, already looking forward to fucking her. Sweet, nerdy girls like this one almost always made the best submissives.
A couple minutes later they were all sitting at the table... Selina beside Max with Joanne across from them, and Jane sitting closest to Selina at the foot of the table.
Throughout dinner, they chatted about many things, and the family learned a lot about Selina. Derek was thrilled to learn she was a minister's daughter, which confirmed his suspicions of her being a natural submissive, as did her constantly addressing him respectfully as Mr. Appleby.
Selina was thrilled to be sharing a normal family dinner where she felt welcome. This must be what it felt like to have a normal family.
Joanne wanted to reach her foot between Selina's legs and rub her pussy... she loved being the first one to initiate a new pet... but while she was swallowing his cum in his office, her Daddy had made it clear that this time her mother wished to be the one to initiate the pet-to-be's true introduction to life with her new family.
"Joanne, please go slice the dessert."
"Yes, Mommy," Joanne said; she always used the term 'Mommy' during sex or when on the brink of sex.
Derek knew this was the code for the plan to begin unfolding in earnest, so he distracted Selina's attention towards himself, "Selina, what was it like growing up as a minister's daughter?"
Jane unobtrusively slid herself under the large dining room table and crawled the couple of feet to Selina. God, she hadn't tasted a new pussy in weeks, and she hadn't been the one privileged to trigger a seduction in months... Joanne normally did most of the enticing, and Jane usually reaped the fringe benefits.
"My father wasn't ever easy on me," she answered, figuring she might as well be completely honest with her new family. Could this be her new family? She truly hoped so.
"How so?" Derek asked.
"Well, I..." Selina began, but then she felt hands on her legs pushing them apart. Her eyes went wide, and yet she was suddenly paralyzed, unable to resist.
Jane pried the teen's legs apart, pleasantly surprised to see she wasn't wearing pantyhose as she'd assumed, but thigh high stockings... Max had clearly coached her in what to wear underneath her conservative attire.
"Yes?" Derek asked, appearing stoic, as if he didn't know why Selina had suddenly gotten flustered.
Max glanced around, saw his mother was missing, and immediately knew what was occurring. Yet he was helpless to stop it. He shouldn't ever have brought her here. He'd happily shared all his previous girlfriends with his Dad... spit-roasting women more common than golfing, but this was different. He loved Selina. Yet if he wanted to marry her, he needed to learn whether she'd accept her intimate role in the family... and oddly, based on the submissive nature he'd experienced with her both in the bedroom and elsewhere, he hoped she'd find a way of being okay with it.
Jane leaned forward and placed her lips directly onto the teen's panty-covered pussy.
"Heeeeeeee," Selina began to respond when she felt a warm, wet mouth on her pussy, "was very strict. Spare the rod and all that, you know."
"Discipline is often needed," Derek opined, "but administering corporal punishment to a child is inexcusable!" giving a look to his son... a look that said implicitly, 'Allow this seduction to happen'.

"Yes, I agree," Selina said, "I can't claim I'm any better off for enduring that," trying to act casual while Jane, it appeared, was sucking on her pussy through her panties.
"So you're not very close to your parents?" Derek continued conversationally, as Max glanced at his red-faced and stunned girlfriend.
"No, not ever really," Selina admitted, as she felt Jane's fingers twitch her panties to the side.
Jane could see the excessive wetness on the teen's pussy, and she was thrilled she hadn't backed away.
"Would you like to be a close member of our family?" Derek asked, as Jane sucked her lips directly onto the coed's lower lips.
"Yesssssssiirrrrr," Selina replied, biting her lip not to make it a moan, as intense pleasure coursed through her.
"I think it's wonderful you feel that way," Derek nodded. "I believe you'll soon become a great asset to our family."
"Thank you, sir," Selina replied as her pussy was still being licked under the table... just like in those kinky lesbian videos that turned her on so much.
"Yes, it's obvious you've made quite the impact on our Max here," Derek said warmly, as Jane backed away slowly... knowing the tried and true plan was first to test the compliance of a subject... and next since the girl hadn't fended her off to drive her a little wild... and then to sedately return to her seat, leaving her wanting more.
"He's made a similar impact on me," Selina said, torn between relief and disappointment to feel Jane moving away from her pussy, as her orgasm had already been rising, and yet she'd been trying to hold up her end of the conversation, and also to hide from Max what was happening under the table. Maintaining her composure had been very difficult.
Jane sat back in her chair as Derek said, "Well, I certainly hope you'll enjoy spending your time here with us. Today is Wednesday, you're driving back with Max on Sunday I believe, so we should all have several very pleasant days to spend together."
"I'm certain we will," Selina said, glancing over to Jane, who was smiling warmly at her... her lips glistening ever so subtly with what could only be her pussy juice.
"Dessert's ready," Joanne said, returning from the kitchen with a special Christmas family treat.
"Great," Derek said, having been watching Selina closely, and happy to see she hadn't backed away from the table or alerted Max to what was happening (even though he was well aware). Soon this promising girl would be taking his dick in one, two or three of her holes. Joanne placed a dessert down in front of her father, before moving on to Max and Selina.
"You okay, Selina? You look a little flushed," Joanne inquired caringly, knowing of course exactly why she was so flushed as she set down a piece of cake in front of Max, and then her.
"No, no... yes... I mean yes, I'm fine," Selina babbled, still stunned from what had just happened, and how Max somehow hadn't a clue, as her dessert was placed in front of her.
Max placed his hand on her leg and asked, "Are you certain? Joanne is right; you are quite flushed."
"Yes, I'm good," Selina said, not sure what else to say. She certainly couldn't blurt out, 'I'm so fucking horny after your Mom ate my pussy under the table, but she stopped too fucking soon!'
Joanne asked her Mom, envious she'd gotten to eat that new pussy before she did, albeit rather briefly, "Mom, do you want any dessert?"
"No, I already had some," Joanne said, looking directly at Selina.
Selina's eyes went wide as she looked away and down to her dessert.
"Was it good?" Joanne asked bluntly, everyone at the table knowing what was being discussed, although Selina had no idea that was the case.
"It was to die for," Jane answered, loving to watch the college coed squirming in her seat.
"I want some too," Joanne said.
"Maybe later," Jane said, hinting at what still lay ahead.
"I don't' know what you two are talking about," Max said, even though he knew exactly what the blunt innuendo was about, "but can we please stop exchanging this cryptic gibberish and just eat our desserts?"
"Of course, dear," Jane agreed.
They all finished their desserts, and Selina was so horny she asked, "May I please be excused? I need to go to the washroom."
"Of course you may," Derek nodded, appreciating how polite she was... she'd definitely become a great addition to his large harem of submissive sluts.
Selina headed to the washroom, feeling she needed to be alone for a few minutes, and also that she needed to get herself off.
"Well, I really like her," Jane said.
"I can't believe you did that to her," Max said, although it didn't actually surprise him at all.
"Yes, you can," Derek said. "Plus, you allowed it to happen without raising any fuss. For which I thank you."
"Yes, I bet you're nice and hard right now from knowing your mother was eating your girlfriend's pussy," Joanne added.



"I need to go check on her," Max said, standing up.
"No, Joanne will do that," Derek said.
"What?" No," Max said, as Joanne headed off with some silent but clearly understood instructions.
"I wasn't asking for your opinion," Derek said, before adding in a tone that inferred the brief discussion was now over, "Sit back down."
Max sighed as he sat back down.
"Jane, why don't you make your son feel better?"
"I'd love to," Jane smiled, as she crawled back under the table, this time to her son's dick.
"Sex isn't everything, Dad," Max said.
"I never said it was."
"But it is pretty important," Jane said as she fished out her son's dick, which was indeed nice and hard.
"Shut up and suck my dick, slut," Max growled, needing to vent his turbulent emotions on someone.
"There ya go," Derek said.
. . .
"Ohhhhhhh," Selina moaned, as she sat on the toilet rubbing her pussy.
Joanne called through the door, "Are you okay?"
"Yes, I'm fine," Selina said, before sighing to herself. Now she couldn't even jill off in peace without being heard and detected.
"You sure?" Joanne asked. "You seemed pretty flustered back there."
"Yeah, I'm okay," Selina said, standing up and resignedly flushing the toilet she hadn't used.
Joanne waited (patiently like a cat at a mousehole) while Selina washed her hands.
Fuck, I'm so horny, Selina thought to herself as she opened the door. She was startled as Joanne appeared right in her face and shoved her back into the bathroom, pushed her against the wall and kissed her. And this time it was way more than a peck.
Selina didn't kiss back at first, shocked again at being kissed by a girl, and yet the intense passion of this kiss, and her own pussy still burning from Jane's tongue, had her in a muddled mess, and when Joanne's tongue slipped into her mouth, she came to herself and responded lustfully.
For a good minute they kissed before Joanne lowered herself to the floor and said, "I'm here to finish what Mommy started."
"You know?" Selina asked, as Joanne raised her skirt, tugged her panties down, and buried her face in her pussy.
"My sweet Mommy is also a nasty, cunt-loving slut," Joanne explained between licks.
"Oh my God," Selina moaned, shocked by Joanne's words, but overwhelmed by her very aggressive tongue.
"I've been wanting to taste this sweet pussy ever since you walked into the house," Joanne said.
"Really?" Selina asked, so completely overwhelmed by what was happening, and yet too indecisive to stop it.
"Oh yes," Joanne said, as she sucked on her clit.
"Oh fuck," Selina shook as Joanne attacked her clit.
"I want you to come all over my face," Joanne said, knowing this girl wouldn't last long.
"We shouldn't be doing this," Selina finally said, even though she made no physical attempt to stop her.
"Is that what you think? Then do you want me to stop?" Joanne asked, looking up at her in surprise.
"God, no," Selina answered, following the briefest of contemplations... her long-held fantasy to be with a woman coming true, although not even remotely in any fashion she could have imagined.
"I didn't think you would," Joanne said, for although her specialty was getting guys to explode in her mouth or on her face, she was also pretty damn good at making a woman come quickly... especially when her mother had already revved up the sexy slut-to-be.
As Joanne buried her face back in her pussy, Selina moaned, so close to coming, "Oh yes, please don't stop, I'm so close."
Joanne then slid her finger inside Selina's very wet pussy, found her g-spot after a brief search, and did a crash, bang, wallop drum solo on it while sucking the girl's hard clit between her lips.
Which led to Selina letting out a scream she couldn't control as she came intensely, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" before biting her lip, terrified she'd been heard.
Joanne hungrily licked up her second favourite taste in the world, only male cum tasting better, while Selina leaned against the wall trembling intensely.
Selina felt like all the energy in her body had been sucked right out of her, as Joanne continued licking her, more gently now to settle her down.
Joanne, knowing the rest of the plan was now about to occur, stood back up and kissed her again.
Selina kissed her back, this time the kiss was tender, before Joanne said, "You taste amazing!"
"Perhaps, but I just cheated on Max," Selina said, still overwhelmed by the pleasure she'd just experienced, but now also wracked with guilt.
"Trust me," Joanne said, taking her hand, "he'll completely understand."
"How's that?" Selina wailed, that assurance making no sense. "How could he possibly understand?!"
"Don't worry, it will all make sense very soon," Joanne said, as hand in hand, they returned to the table.
"Are you feeling okay now?" Derek asked solicitously, as Selina sat back down beside Max, unaware of what Jane was still doing under the table.
"Yes sir," Selina said, unsure of what else to say.
"Did Joanne take good care of you?" Derek asked bluntly.
"P-p-pardon?" Selina stammered, even though she'd heard the question.
"Don't bother answering; that curse word you bellowed out made it clear to us all that she did an excellent job. So it's time we explained a few things to you, Selina, and now much more clearly," Derek said, as Max remained silent but tense, his Mom having been sucking his dick for a good seven or eight minutes slowly... edging him mercilessly... not allowing him to come.
"Okay," Selina said.
"As Jane has probably mentioned numerous times by now, we're a very close family," Derek said.
"Yes, I know," Selina nodded, as Derek snapped his fingers.
Joanne bounced to her feet, hopped over to her Dad, raised her dress above her waist as Derek slid his chair back to reveal his hard dick was out of his pants. Selina watched in stunned silence as with a merry giggle, Joanne straddled her father reverse cowgirl and lowered herself onto his dick, grinning at Selina the entire time.
"Selina, I can explain," Max said urgently.
"Hush, son! I'm the one doing the explaining here," Derek said, as his daughter began slowly riding him, her hairless cunt within plain sight.
Selina couldn't believe what she was witnessing! She'd read a lot of incest stories, and she found them really hot whenever she was in the mood, since she found the kinkier the story was, the more it made her pussy burn. Yet she'd never seriously considered committing incest itself... especially not with her parents. Yuck! She looked at Max, whose face was bright red, and he looked completely mortified... And the everything became clear. Why he hadn't wanted to bring her home. All his mysterious warnings.
"Our family belongs to a very large secret society," Derek explained. "And if you join our family, you'll also become a member. It's called the Order of Syndom."
"Really?" Selina asked. She'd read of secret societies in a few sex stories and had found the idea so hot, yet so unlikely.
"Yes, it's been continuing from generation to generation for centuries," the Dad continued as his daughter slowly kept riding him.
Joanne had already sucked Max's dick, been ass fucked and eaten Selina's pussy, but this was the first time today her pussy had been plugged... and she loved watching the awed look on Selina's face.
"This is what you were warning me about?" Selina asked. "Frequent incest within your immediate family?"
"Yes," Max groaned, "that's part of it," as his Mom bobbed faster on his dick.
"And is your Mom blowing your dick right now while you're sitting right next to me?" Selina asked, not disgusted, but intrigued, sensing that was the case.
"Yeah," Max answered, just as he grunted and unmistakably deposited a load down his Mom's throat as he simultaneously apologized to his sweetheart, "I'm soooooo sorry!"
"And to become a member of this family, you must understand your place in our hierarchy, and accept the regulations of the Order," Derek explained, knowing Selina had already decided to become a member, even if she didn't realize it yet.
"You may leave me right now if you want to," Max moaned resignedly, as his Mom continued nursing his cock and extracting every drop of his cum.
"Yes, Selina, you certainly may leave us if you feel you must," Derek agreed. "Or you're very welcome to become a permanent member of our family. In spite of my son's pessimistic attitude, I know he'd love you to, as would the rest of us."
"Interesting. And what would that entail?" Selina asked, as she placed her hand into Max's as a hint she wasn't mad at him, and watched with great interest as Joanne really begin riding her father, still looking into Selina's face.
Max let out inner sigh of relief that she hadn't just up and left. And now that she knew the most twisted secret of the Order, unbridled incest, she was still sitting beside him, and had even given his hand a reassuring squeeze.
"I believe you can see very clearly much of what it entails and can infer the rest," Derek said before adding to Joanne, "now slow down, slut."
"Yes, Daddy," Joanne immediately obeyed.
"So I have to be willing to fuck my future father-in-law, and to do it whenever you wish?" Selina asked bluntly.
"Among other things," Derek said.
"Selina you don't have to do..." Max began.
"Hush, you prudish naysayer," Selina said, as she reached her hand under the table to wrap it around his cock, Jane now sitting again at the foot of the table. "And must I eat your wife and daughter's pussies too?"
"Well to put it in a nutshell, you'd begin as bottom pet in both our family and within the Order," Derek nodded, impressed by Selina's responses. "And therefore you'd be required to do whatever any of us wished at all times. Your attendance at college permitting, of course. We all have our lives to live."
"You'll also have to take people's dicks in that cute ass of yours," Joanne added, as she continued slowly riding her Daddy's dick.
"Well," Selina said, as she rolled her thumb around the head of Max's cock, "Your brother has already gaped my asshole pretty well with his fat cock."
"Ooooooh," Max moaned, having a very sensitive cock head.
"Since you're not running screaming out the door, why don't you come over here and replace Joanne right now?" Derek offered.
"Yes, Master," Selina replied, a term she had read about submissives using many times, and had often considered addressing to Max in the heat of the moment, especially when he treated her roughly. "I think that's a splendid idea."
"Good girl," Derek encouraged, as Joanne got off his cock and headed straight for Max.
"You don't mind if I ride my big brother next, do you?" Joanne asked, as they passed each other.
"Ride away with my blessings," Selina said, but stopped and pulled Joanne in for a long, wet kiss.
"Shit, what were you worried about?" Derek asked a shocked Max.
"Now I don't even know anymore," Max said, watching his girlfriend eagerly kissing his sister while they mauled each other's breasts through their clothing.
"You've found a keeper, son," Jane spoke for the first time in quite some time.
"I definitely have," Max said, as Selina broke the kiss.
"And don't you forget it," Selina said, as she hiked up her skirt demonstrating she'd forgotten her panties in the bathroom, walked up to Max's dad and straddled him but without lowering herself. "Do you want me to fuck your Dad, Max?" she asked over her shoulder.
"Only if you want to," Max said, still stunned this evening was unexpectedly going so well.
"No, Max," Selina said, her very wet pussy hovering over Derek's big dick, "I want you to tell me to do it. Tell me to fuck your Dad, Master."
"Do it, son," Jane said, as Joanne straddled her brother.
"Shit," Max said, shaking his head, "Yes, I definitely want you to ride my Dad's dick Selina, and to join our family as our bottom slut."
"Mmmmmmmmmm," Selina said, "that's all I needed to hear," as she dropped herself rather roughly onto Derek's dick, making him groan.
"That's it slut, ride my Dad," Joanne moaned, as she began to ride her brother.
"Oh yes," Selina moaned, as she began vigorously riding her boyfriend's Dad.
"Why don't we take this to the living room, where we can all get a little more comfortable?" Jane suggested, thinking the dining room chairs couldn't be very comfortable for the men, and she too wanted to take part in this family fun time.
"Good idea," Derek said, his back getting a little sore in the wooden chair. "To the living room, my sluts."
"Yes, Daddy," Joanne obeyed.
"Yes, Master," Selina said, the submissive word flowing so smoothly off her tongue.
Both women climbed off their respective cocks and headed into the living room. "Well, that went well," Derek said to his son.
"I can't believe it," Max said, still in complete shock at all he'd witnessed.
"There's a submissive slut hiding inside every woman," Derek said, having seen hundreds of prominent strong-willed women taking it in the ass, being the focal point of a bukkake, taking part in incest orgies, and so much more.
"I'd always thought that was just over-the-top macho guy talk," Max said, standing up.
"Son, now do you understand the power of the Order?"
"I always did," Max said. "I just didn't know that every woman, especially someone highly intelligent like Selina, would join in so unconditionally."
"Well, let's go properly initiate her into our family," Derek said.
"Let's," Max agreed, as the two men of the house walked into the living room to see the three woman were now all wearing only nylons and were engaged in a lesbian daisy chain with Joanne licking Selina, Selina licking her first ever pussy belonging to her hopefully future mother-in-law, and Jane dining on her daughter's delicious delicacy.
Derek and Max watched the sexy lesbian threesome for a couple minutes, also stripping down, then slowly stroking their cocks.
Selina loved the taste of pussy, tasting just like she'd imagined it would, one description in erotica catching it so exactly... a pussy was often called a peach.
"Swap cunts," Jane called out, wanting another taste of that fresh new coed pussy.
Selina spun around, drunk on pussy juice lust, as she looked up and saw Max stroking himself as he watched the lesbian activity. "Is this what you wanted, Max? For me to become your family's submissive slut?"
"Not completely," Max said. "You've already raced past my wildest hopes!"
"But he knew deep down it would happen," Derek said, as Selina buried her face in Max's Mom's pussy.
"I still can't believe this," Max said, as he watched his girlfriend eat his mother's pussy, and his sister eat his girlfriend's.
"I remember the first time I watched your mother eat your grandma; it was so fucking hot," Derek reminisced, "and that time your Mom already knew the rules. So tonight must be so much wilder for you."
"The understatement of a lifetime," Max said. Once he was old enough to learn of his family's centuries-long history of incest, he'd been shocked many times. When he witnessed the President (of a country too sensitive to name here) fucking his own daughter during her eighteenth birthday party in front of a room of over five hundred Order of Syndom guests before the night turned into a massive orgy, or the time the most famous singer in the world (we'll leave that name too to your imagination) walked up to him and begged him to ass fuck her (while she ate out her own Mom), and the time he'd walked in on a major Hollywood actor getting ass fucked by his grandfather, who then offered to blow him (Max didn't accept the offer, as it didn't turn him on at all).
"Well, maybe not of a lifetime," Derek smiled. "So you've already trained your slut's ass for me?"
"Well, I hadn't thought of it as specifically for you," Max said.
"But he does ass fuck me a lot," Selina said between licks. "And we'd love for you to be the beneficiary!"
"Well then, it's time to try her out," Derek said.
"Yes, Daddy," Selina, wanting to make this night as nasty as she could. She would never do incest with her own family, not because of any taboos but because they were up tight assholes, but her roleplaying like this was hot as hell.
"Incest turns you on, doesn't it you nasty little slut?" Derek asked, as she snapped his fingers and pointed to his cock.
"Yes, Daddy, or at least it does whenever I'm in your family," Selina admitted, clambering out of a tangle of legs and crawling towards the long dick pointing right at her. It wasn't as fat as Max's, but it was at least an inch longer.
"Not within your own family?" he asked.
"Not at all," Selina said, before adding, "although the idea of my Mom begging to get spit-roasted by you two big-dicked studs is kind of hot."
"We can make that happen for you," Derek offered, as Selina stroked his cock.
"Sluts, come share my cock," Max ordered, as he watched his girlfriend on her knees about to get busy with his Dad.
"Yes, Master," both his Mom and sister agreed, quickly crawling over to him.
"Really?" Selina asked about her Mom's potential spit-roasting.
"Easily done," Derek said.
"Well, that would be way cool, and it would serve the bitch right," Selina said, as she glanced up to Max just as the two other women reached his cock. Jane going for his balls while Joanne took his dick in her mouth. "Tell me what I must do, Max."
"I want you to suck my Dad's cock and serve as his completely submissive slut," Max ordered, finally accepting this was all happening, and she was more than okay with it.
"You really want your sweet, innocent girlfriend to suck your Dad's big dick?" Selina asked with a cute pout.
"Yes, and then you must take it in both of your other holes,' Max added, before ordering, "now get sucking and accept your place as bottom slut."
"As long as I eventually get something nice inside my slutty bottom," she smiled before taking Derek's dick into her mouth.
"Shit," Derek groaned. "If I didn't know better, I'd assume she was already a well-trained Syndom slut."
"Yeah, she really does seem like that," Max agreed. Sure, she'd always been pretty submissive in their bedroom, and animated too... but nothing like the submissive slut role she was owning so crazily tonight.
"You made a great choice," Jane said, as she sucked her son's balls.
"Yes, big brother," Joanne agreed, "she's a definite keeper."
"I'd better be," Selina said with a wicked playful smile. "I don't suck dick, eat pussy and obey like a mindless bimbo for just anyone."
"Oh, but that's exactly what you'll be doing as soon as you officially join the Order," Derek assured her.
"Yes, Master Daddy," Selina said, before returning to suck his eight-inch fuck stick, even as she wondered what that extra inch would feel like in her ass... something she knew would be filled with this dick before the night ended, because her Master Max had told her to do that.
For a couple minutes both men enjoyed their dicks being worshipped, before Derek asked, "So next do we spit-roast your slut, or DP her?"
"How about first one, then the other?" Selina asked.
"You certain you're not already a well-practiced Order of Syndom slut?" Derek asked.
"All this new stuff is coming pretty naturally. Maybe I was just born into the wrong family," Selina shrugged.
"Maybe," Derek laughed, impressed by how slutty the sweet-looking girl had become. "Max, I can't believe you tried to dissuade her from becoming a member."
"Me neither," Selina objected with a pout. "How dare you not let me eat your Mom's pussy or fuck your Dad, you Puritan?"
"What about me?" Joanne piped up.



"Or to be your hot sister's lesbian slut whenever she wants me," Selina added.
"Better," Joanne said, as she resumed sucking her brother's dick.
"Well, let's spit-roast your sexy slut," Derek said.
"You can fuck her pussy," Max offered.
"That was already the plan," Derek said, as he ordered, "onto all fours."
"Yes, Daddy," Selina agreed eagerly, wanting that long dick back inside her twat.
"So obedient," Derek said.
"I'm a mindless bimbo for your entire family, Daddy," Selina said, degrading herself like this oddly enhancing the pleasure flowing around inside her.
The other girls went to the couch and began slowly rubbing each other's pussies as they watched their newest recruit about to get spit-roasted for the first time.
"I love you, baby," Max said, as he brought his dick to her mouth.
"I love you too," Selina said, as she felt strong hands grasping her hips.
"Ready to really get fucked, Selina?"
"Yes please, Daddy," Selina said. "Slam that big dick into me."
"I hope you won't end up liking my Dad's dick more than mine," Max said.
"Having sampled them both, I can report accurately that both of your dicks are perfect," Selina adjudicated, just as her pussy was filled with one of them.
"Good answer," Max said, as he slid his dick into her mouth.
For a good four or five minutes, Selina was spit-roasted. At first it was pleasurable but awkward, since the two men weren't in unison, but once they got in sync, it was a fucking unlike anything she'd ever felt before. Seven inches in her mouth, eight more inches in her pussy. Heaven! Her moans increased as her orgasm rose inside her.
"Fuck yourself on us, you dirty slut," Derek ordered, always loving to watch a woman bounce back lustfully onto his dick.
Selina instantly obeyed, as she bounced back on Derek's cock, and then rocked forward to devour Max's dick. Although she'd enjoyed being fucked in both ends, now taking control and being the one doing the fucking and sucking was exhilarating!
"Shit, she really is a natural," Jane said.
"Yeah, what coordination," Joanne agreed.
Selina was flattered by the compliments, as obviously she couldn't actually see what she was doing, but God, could she feel it.
"Oh yeah, fuck yourself on my dick," Derek encouraged, as she really began to get into a smooth, rapid rhythm.
"Come on my husband's dick, Selina," Jane sang out, as Selina's moans increased.
"Oh, fuck," Selina said, as Max's dick slipped out of her mouth while she furiously bounced back on her adopted Daddy's dick.
"Yes, come on my Dad's dick," Max encouraged, loving to see her facial expression whenever she came... it was so sexy.
"Oh yes, Daddy! May I please come, Daddy?" Selina moaned her question.
"Yes slut, you may come," Derek gave permission, as his own orgasm was close.
"Thank you so much, Daddy," Selina moaned, as she bounced back hard, taking the eight-inch dick as deeply as possible.
"Oh fuck," Derek grunted, as he spewed a load inside his son's girlfriend's unprotected pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck!" Selina screamed, as her orgasm hit her the moment she felt the warm load explode inside her.
Max stroked himself slowly as he watched his sweetheart come.
Selina collapsed forward as a hurricane of pleasure torrentialled inside her, seeming to touch down all at once throughout her entire body.
"Come and clean her up, Jane," Derek ordered. "we don't want to get her pregnant."
"I'd love to," Jane said, as she hurried over to the coming coed and buried her face in her leaking cunt.
"Oh fuck," Selina moaned, as she felt the tongue hungrily lapping up her cream pie after having not at all considered the risk of pregnancy... although she was on the pill, so she should be safe.
"Come fuck me, big brother," Joanne demanded, as she spread her legs wide.
"If I have to," Max complained playfully.
"You do have to," Joanne said.
"By the way, Selina, as a member of the Order of Syndom, you're not allowed to refuse any member who wants to use you, man or woman," Derek explained. "But they mustn't refuse you either. Even a bottom slut enjoys that right."
"How will I know someone's a member?" Selina asked, as she enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm and Jane's tongue still soothing her pussy.
"They all wear a distinctive ring like the ones we're all wearing," he explained. She'd long admired the platinum ring Max always wore on the ring finger of his right hand (not on his left like a wedding ring) whenever he wasn't playing football, but had never thought to ask if it had any significance.
"When can I get one?" Selina asked, excited to join this secret sex society.
"Soon," Derek said, before adding, "although you'll have to say 'I do' first."
"You mean 'I do' as in marriage?"
"Yes."
"Well then, I guess your son had better fucking pop the question pretty soon," Selina said, as she looked up to see her boyfriend fucking his sister.
"Are-are-are you saying you want to m-m-marry me?" Max stammered, his dick still plunging deep inside Joanne.
"Don't you want to marry me?"
"In a heartbeat," Max said, this turn of events equally as surprising as her full-on acceptance of the Order.
"That wasn't a proper proposal," Jane pointed out, as she continued licking Selina's pussy.
Max pulled out of his sister and followed his hard dick over to his beautiful girlfriend. He pulled her to her feet, noticing a little cum leaking down her leg. He knelt down onto one knee, and said, knowing this scene must constitute the most unorthodox proposal ever, "Selina, you're the love of my life; will you marry me?"

"Yes," Selina said, having longed to hear that question almost every day for a couple of months, although never quite like this, naked together in a roomful of his naked family, each of them covered with various people's cum.
Max stood up and they kissed.
"Congrats, son," Derek said.
"Congrats, daughter-in-law-to-be," Jane said.
"Congrats, sister slut," Joanne said, unable not to turn this sweet moment into a sexual one.
"Thanks, everyone," Selina said, surreally overwhelmed by this sudden proposal and how it had come about.
"Yeah, thanks, everybody," Max said, this not being remotely how he'd planned to ask her. But with that said, he did have a ring. It was upstairs tucked away in his suitcase, just in case something like this happened. "Don't anybody move, I'll be right back."
Max hurried up to the room and retrieved the ring. He quickly returned and dropped again to his knee, "I need to do this right."
He repeated, this time holding a ring box, "Selina, once again, will you marry me?"
"A hundred million times yes," Selina said, as he opened the box to reveal an impressive rock.
"Nice choice, big brother," Joanne said, "on both counts," as Max once again stood up, and this time slid the ring onto her finger.
"Wow, very good choice, son," Jane approved as she admired the ring.
"Yes, it's a very good choice, Max," Selina said, admiring the gorgeous and obviously expensive ring.
"So, now we need to do something to celebrate this occasion," Jane said.
"How about that double penetration I was promised while I eat both of your pussies?" Selina asked.
"I think that can be arranged," Jane smiled.
"Actually dear, go grab a strap-on and get her ass nice and ready for me," Derek said, needing a little time to recover, since he wasn't as young as he used to be.
"May I use it later on?" Selina asked, finding the idea of her getting the chance to fuck one or both of these hot women pretty exciting.
"If you're targeting me, that goes without saying," Joanne smiled.
A couple minutes later Selina was riding Max's cock while Jane fucked her ass and she ate Joanne.
A few minutes after that, Selina experienced air tight for the first time as she fucked Max from above and sucked Derek's dick, while Joanne took charge of the strap-on and really drilled her ass.
A couple minutes after that, Joanne was ass fucking her mother while Derek and Max double penetrated Selina.
Selina came again.
Jane came too.
Max spewed a load in his fiancée's pussy.
Derek eventually deposited a load in Selina's ass.
Lastly, Joanne got off as she rode her mother's face.
After some celebratory wine, Selina received her chance to wear the strap-on, and she went back and forth between Jane and Joanne while the men chatted.
Selina drilled both ladies until they came again, before Max and Joanne double teamed Selina to one final orgasm.
That night in bed, Max asked, "So do you still want to marry me?"
"Are you withdrawing your offer?" Selina asked coyly. "Consider carefully, because this ring is never coming off my finger while you're still drawing breath."
"No, I certainly don't want to back out. I was just hoping you weren't experiencing some post-orgasmic regret."
"Max, I've never been happier in my life... both because I love you so completely, but I also think I've finally discovered the missing element in my life."
"Missing element?"
"Yes, I've always craved to be a slut, but I've felt ashamed of it," Selina said. "But tonight I finally experienced what I was craving, everything I needed, and discovered who I really am."
"Well, wait until the rest of our family arrives tomorrow."
"A bigger orgy?"
"Unlike anything you could possible imagine," Max said, Christmas Eve at the Appleby's always climaxing in a thirty-person-plus orgy, where literally everything went.
"Oh, you can't even begin to imagine what I'm able to imagine now that you and your family have jump started my engine," Selina said, as she crawled under the sheets and added, "Mind if I swallow a nightcap?"
"I think I can allow my fiancée that," Max said, so excited that today had begun at the college with his massive fear she'd be scandalised by his family and they'd soon be breaking up, and that the day was culminating with him calling her his fiancée while she wore his ring.
"Fiancée; I like the sound of that," Selina said just before she deep throated Max's cock, then after a few bobs she came up for air and added, "although I like the words 'bride' and 'wife' even more."
"Well, my family doesn't believe in long engagements."
"Good."
"I mean my mother is likely already planning our wedding day."
"Good," Selina said again, since she'd marry him tomorrow if she could.
"That's very good, because she'll likely insist on it happening before we head back to college on Sunday," Max said.
Selina peeked up from under the covers and asked, "Really?"
"Yeah, since the bulk of my family will already be crashing in our living room," he said.
"Well, the sooner I say 'I do', the sooner I get to join the Order, and you and I can begin fucking people all over the campus!" Selina crowed, still not even knowing very many of the rules of the Order, but understanding it was a male-dominated hierarchy... which of course she'd grown up living under anyway, just without any of the side benefits.
"I love you so much," Max said, as he knelt behind her and flipped her onto all fours.
"I love you too, Max," Selina said, before adding, "now plow my asshole, and shoot a load deep inside of it."
"Yes, my beloved fiancée," Max agreed, sliding into her already well-gaped and well-fucked back door.
"Yes, my beloved fiancé," Selina moaned, "pound my ass."
THE END
Do you want to read more, or does the story end here?
Such as perhaps:
Family Shock: Incestuous Orgy
Selina joins her new extended family in a massively kinky multi-generational family fuck-fest.
Family Shock: Syndom Wedding
Selina gets married in a very unorthodox tradition.
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Summary: BBW daughter uses her body to get what she and Daddy want.
Note 1: This is a Holiday 2020 story.
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Note 4: All characters are at least 18-years-old.
Candy O'Neill truly felt for her overworked, underpaid and underappreciated Dad. (Underappreciated by his boss... certainly not by her!) The death of her mother from cancer this past October still felt devastating to them both, and the medical bills had not only run through all their savings, but had also put them so far into debt they'd likely need to sell their house, since they'd had to remortgage it. It had been a life or death decision at the time and thus unavoidable, but now the mortgage was even cutting severely into their food budget, which was about the only thing besides the mortgage they were spending any money on. They most certainly couldn't continue like this!
On the bright side, Candy, being a supremely strong student - was already guaranteed more than enough money in scholarships to pay her way through college beginning next fall, but she was really worried about her father. Besides her, their house was the most important thing in the world to her Dad... he and her Mom had lived here for their entire married life.
Also on the plus side, Candy had learned that although she was chubby (she preferred calling it big boned), she knew exactly how to use her body to get just about whatever she wanted from just about any man.
She had huge 36DDs that her high school's quarterback loved to suck and fuck after a game, before heading off to party with the popular kids, with his skinny blonde-haired blue-eyed cheerleader waif on his arm.
Candy also had an amazing big booty ass that her hot black professor neighbor loved to pound, and then he'd buy her nice things like sexy lingerie and expensive nylons.
She had thick legs, but she'd discovered after Professor Black (he was black, and his surname was alsoBlack, and he had a huge ten-inch cock... which of course was black too), and after he'd bought her nylons to wear for the first time, she discovered they really enhanced her legs, and thus her entire look.
She also had amazing perfect cock-sucking lips that could extract a load from a guy in just a couple of minutes.
She'd also found she could use her big long tongue to eat out a pussy, and she'd used that talent to get a bully to leave her friends alone (yes, girls can be bullies too), and also to seduce her sweet and malleable English teacher Mrs. Walker. (In that case the teacher was the one who ate her pussy. She was surprisingly good at it too, for a woman who always dressed so conservatively except for her ubiquitous stockings.)
So Candy had learned early in her senior year she could get just about whatever she wanted, if she was willing to do the things the skinny girls wouldn't (all of which she considered lots of fun, so it certainly wasn't a problem).
She also loved that although everyone saw her as a nerd, she'd been getting more sex than any of the so-called popular girls... sucking dick, eating pussy, or getting fucked in either of her holes pretty much every day.
This sexual awakening had brought her a newfound confidence (she'd always been confident academically, but not socially... not until this school year) that now permeated everything she did... a confidence and specialised skill she now decided to put to use in helping her Daddy with their financial issues.
Whenever she went to see her Dad at work, often to help him with the accounts when she could, which was one of his duties and one of her brilliancies, she noticed his Muslim boss checking her out. So on December 23, following a wicked idea forming in her head, she walked up to him and said, "Mr. Ali, my Dad and I would love for you to come over tomorrow and join us for our Christmas Eve dinner. I realise you don't normally celebrate our Christian holiday, but it will be a particularly splendid dinner... my Dad's always a terrific cook, but that night he really goes to town!"
"Oh, I don't know," he said, as he glanced into her very generous cleavage.
"I simply won't take no for an answer," Candy said impishly, as she sucked on a candy cane... not in an overtly sexual way... but not quite in a nonsexual way either.
"Well, I guess I could spare the time," Ali said, unable to keep himself from staring at his employee's daughter's tits. They were so big, very like his wife's but much whiter, and he'd always had a wandering eye for white women... even though he'd never been with one.
"I'm very glad; you won't regret it," Candy smiled flirtatiously... knowing she was reeling him in, and not just for dinner. "Tomorrow at six?"
"Sure," he nodded, thinking this would be far more pleasant than going to his annoying mother-in-law's. He could tell his wife it was a business meeting, and technically he wouldn't be lying.

"See you then, sexy," Candy smiled and turned away... giving him a great look at her amazing back end.
....
"You invited my boss over for supper?" Brad asked, surprised, when she told him over supper that evening.
"Yes, we're going to get you that Christmas bonus he broken-promised you," Candy said, really pissed Mr. Ali had cancelled all his Christmas bonuses and blamed it on COVID... even though they'd had a banner year with their online sales... largely because of her father's brilliant online marketing.
"I can't fathom that ever happening," he said across the table.
"Don't worry about it, Daddy," Candy assured him, "I'll take care of everything."
"Okay," he said, knowing not to argue with Candy once she'd made up her mind about something... that was one of the traits she'd gotten from her mother. He had learned early in their relationship not to fuck with a redheaded Irish woman unless it was actual fucking... and his daughter was the spitting image of his deceased wife, both inside and out. Redheaded, freckled, big busted, curvy, and irrepressibly sassy.
"You just prepare us one of your epic feasts," Candy added.
"That I can do," Brad agreed.
"Tomorrow, we perform Operation Christmas Bonus," Candy said, sidling around the dinner table and pecking her Dad on the forehead.
.....
The next evening, Christmas Eve, Mr. Ali arrived promptly at six, and they shared a large and delicious meal... Ali impressed by Brad's cooking ability, and doubly impressed by Candy's big tits, which she wasn't doing a very effective job of keeping hidden.
Candy asked bluntly during dinner, "So Daddy says you cancelled the Christmas bonuses. May I know why?"
"I had no choice," Ali said; he should have known this wouldn't just be a simple dinner.
Candy reached her stocking-clad foot under the table and between the boss's legs as she argued sweetly, "Everyone has choices they can make."
Ali's eyes went wide as he felt the girl's foot in his crotch. "COVID hurt us badly."
"I don't think so," Candy said.
"Well, it did," Ali said a bit huffily, although he was distracted by the foot that was rubbing his crotch ever so slowly.
"You can't lie to me about that, dear Mr. Ali, don't forget I help my Dad with your books. So yes, your in-store sales took a beating," Candy said, tapping his cock with her big toe as she spoke. "But the online sales skyrocketed, and that was all because of my father."
"Yes, your father was a huge help," he admitted, his cock now completely hard.
"And yet you reward him by cancelling his bonus?"
"I cut everyone's bonuses," Ali said, trying not to moan.
"Including your own?"
"Well, it's my company," the boss dissembled, getting a little annoyed at the accusations from this girl... but still enjoying the foot rubbing.
"It'd getting pretty hot in here," Candy said, knowing the thermostat had gotten stuck on high again... although her observation had a more sexual implication for Ali.
"The thermostat," Brad sighed. "It jams on high sometimes."
Candy took her foot back and stood up. "I'll grab the tools and be right back. Dad, why don't you get Mr. Ali a drink, and you two men can go sit in the living room?"
Candy went upstairs, removed her lowcut dress, but kept on the all-white teddy that barely contained her 36-DD's and stockings, and a thong that did pretty much nothing to cover her ass, then snagged her toolkit before returning downstairs.
She breezed past the two men to approach the thermostat on the wall as Brad gasped, "Candy, what on earth are you wearing?"
"Just some lingerie," Candy said, as she went to the thermostat. "It was too hot to keep that dress on."
"But we have company," Brad objected, noticing once again how beautiful his daughter was, and how similar her body was to his wife's... something he'd been painfully (in the crotch) aware of ever since the thermostat had started getting stuck on high, and hence his daughter had taken to walking around rather scantily dressed. He was frequently ashamed of himself for getting hard-ons from seeing his daughter's amazing ass in tight shorts, or her huge tits barely held in by a sports bra.
"Oh, I'm sure he doesn't mind," Candy tossed back over her shoulder, knowing her big booty almost in its entirety was being presented to both men as she added, "it's actually ninety degrees in here!"
Candy played around with the thermostat, making sure her body jiggled as she worked on it. She turned around, also knowing her big tits were barely contained in her lingerie, as she said, "Done; although it will take some time to cool this place down."
Then deciding to go on a full offensive, she walked over and plopped down immediately to Mr. Ali's right on the couch, while her father lounged in his favourite recliner to their left.
Candy placed her left hand directly on Mr. Ali's crotch, just out of sight of her father, and said, as she gave it a solid squeeze, "So let's talk some more about my Daddy's bonus."
"What about it?" Ali asked, sweating profusely, partly because of how hot it was, and partly because of the heat growing inside him from this girl's touch.
"I wish you to reconsider your decision," Candy said. "My Daddy really needs the money, and he's earned it."
"If I did that, I'd have to give the bonus to my entire staff," Ali said unoriginally, as Candy slyly unzipped his pants.
"Oooooh, I think we can make it our little secret," Candy said, as he fished out Ali's six-inch hard cock.
"I don't know," he said, as Candy began slowly to stroke him, with her father right in the room, although he wasn't able to see what was happening because of the angles of how they were all sitting.
"Mr. Ali," Candy said, leaning in closer, stroking his cock, her voice so sultry, "my Daddy works really, really hard for you, doesn't he?"
"Um, yes, yes he does," Ali groaned, unable to completely hold back a moan as the teen used her finger to rub around his cock head.
"So don't you think he deserves that bonus he was anticipating?" Candy asked, knowing how to milk a cock with her hands, her mouth, her pussy, and even her ass.
"I-I-I don't know," the Muslim man stammered, glancing over to the father, who was looking at them curiously.
"I think he does," Candy asserted, as she slid off the couch, dropped to her knees right in front of him and now in full view of her father, her hand never leaving his fat cock for an instant.
"Candy!" Brad gasped, as he watched his daughter on her knees in front of his boss... and now he could see his boss's dick sticking straight up into the air, much of it covered by her hand.
"It's okay, Dad," Candy reassured him. "I'm doing this for you, but I also like doing it."
"But Candy," Brad said, mortified to see his daughter cheapening herself to get him the money they needed. Yet for some reason he did nothing to stop her. Instead, his cock too began to rise as he got a great view of his daughter's ass covered only by that thong, which left literally nothing to the imagination, and her nylon-clad soles, which also turned him on.
"Everything is just fine. Isn't it, dear Mr. Ali?" Candy asked sweetly as she continued stroking his cock.
Brad was speechless as he watched his daughter in action, wearing sexy lingerie that really showcased her big, beautiful body... his cock completely hard in his pants.
"Yes, yes, everything is fine," Ali groaned, his balls boiling, and dying to feel it inside this girl's mouth.
"You see, Daddy? He likes it. Don't you, Mr. Ali?" Candy asked, as she slid her wet tongue up his shaft... the ultimate tease.
"Oh God, yes," Ali moaned.
"So Daddy will get his bonus?" Candy asked.
"Yes, yes, he'll get his bonus." Ali agreed.
Brad couldn't believe he'd just gotten his bonus because of his daughter giving his boss a hand job. He also couldn't believe how his cock was throbbing in his pants, as he needed to slyly adjust it.
"You promise, Mr. Ali?" Candy asked, having pressed record on her phone when she'd come downstairs dressed only in this cute lingerie.
"Yes, yes, I promise."
Candy slowly stroked Ali's fat cock from the base all the way up to the tip, squeezing it so a huge amount of precum oozed out, and she then leaned forward and licked it away. She smacked her lips together all the while, maintaining direct eye contact with Ali.
With her juicy lips only inches away from Mr. Ali's fat, dripping cock, she next pushed the envelope even further by asking, "I think my Daddy also deserves at least double his current salary, don't you, Mr. Ali?"
"Double?" Ali groaned.
Candy glided her tongue right underneath the head of his cock and crooned, "Yessssssss, double." She then took his fat cock all the way into her mouth, wondering how it would feel in her pussy; it was way shorter than some of the dicks she got fucked with, but very few of them were thicker.
Brad watched his daughter suck his boss's cock, trying to get him a massive raise... in addition to the one in his pants. Fuck, his daughter was just as beautiful as his wife had been.
"Oh my... yes, yes, double," Ali groaned, as the teen sucked his cock for just a moment. "I can arrange that."
Candy backed off, knowing he was now in such an excited state she could get him to come anytime she wanted, "Did you hear that, Daddy? Sweet Mr. Ali just agreed to double your salary."
"I did," Brad nodded. "Thank you so much, Mr. Ali."
"Oooh my God, you're welcome," Ali grunted, as Candy continued stroking his cock. "Your daughter is certainly an amazing cock sucker."
"I know," Brad said awkwardly, which he then thought implied that he too had experienced his daughter's mouth. He stammered, "I mean, it certainly does look like it."
"Oh yes, I can suck cock all night," Candy said, offering her father a sizzling look that implied she wouldn't mind sucking an additional cock once she was done with this fat one.
"So good," Ali moaned, as Candy deep throated him... something he'd never experienced before.
After a minute or two of deep throat cock sucking, and knowing Mr. Ali was getting close, she pulled back and asked, "Would you like to cum, Mr. Ali?"
"Oh God, yes please," he groaned, feeling like he could erupt at any moment.
"And where do you want to cum?" Candy asked, swirling her tongue around his cock head.
"On your... on your... on your pretty face... if that's not too much to ask?" he struggled to get out, since his wife never let him do that.
"Oh, you very bad boy! I'm not sure whether I should, let me ask my Daddy," Candy said all seductively... using the term Daddy, which somehow sounded so much sexier in the heat of the moment, "Daddy, may dear Mr. Ali cum on my pretty face?"
"I don't know, sweetie," Brad said, dying to see his daughter suck that cock some more, even though he had no idea why. His principal job since his wife had passed was to protect his daughter, and yet tonight he was literally pimping her out... even if this was all of her own accord. He couldn't explain it, but he was so turned on, and he didn't want this voyeuristic twisted act to end anytime soon.
"What if kind Mr. Ali is willing to give you a $10,000 Christmas bonus? Then may he cum on my face?" Candy asked wickedly, really upping the ante.
"Well... if you put it like that, it seems much more reasonable," Brad said, that amount enough to free him from all his financial issues... and with a staggering great raise going forward as well.
"Well, Mr. Ali?" Candy asked, as she deep throated his cock and held it there for a good fifteen seconds... having mastered deep throating on Professor Black's dick, which was four inches longer than this one.
"Yes, yes, yes, I'll give you a 10k Christmas bonus," Ali said frantically, feeling he was about to burst.
"Oh God," Ali groaned, just as his phone rang... this particular groan both from his imminent orgasm, and from this horrible timing of his wife... for that was her ringtone.
"Want me to get that for you?" Candy asked, allowing his throbbing cock to slip out of her mouth.
"No, no," he said frantically, as Candy reached into his pocket to retrieve the buzzing phone. "It's my wife."
"You sure I can't help?" Candy smiled wickedly as she pulled out the phone.
"I'll give your Dad a 15k bonus if you don't say a word," Mr. Ali said frantically, as Candy teasingly brought the phone to her ear.
"Make it 20, and we have a deal," Candy bargained ruthlessly.
"Yes, yes, anything... just please don't answer the phone," Ali pleaded, knowing a divorce would cost millions, not the mere thousands Candy was leveraging him out of.
"Here you go," Candy said, handing him the phone, and giving a big, radiant smile to her stunned Dad.
"Everyone please be quiet," Ali requested as he clicked on the phone. "Hi, deaaaaaaaar!"
Candy, feeling wicked and full of adrenaline at what she'd just wrangled for her father, had leaned forward and taken the fat cock back into her mouth.
"Are you okay?" his wife asked.
"Yes, I'm just enjoying some time with Brad O'Neill and his daughter," Ali said, trying not to moan as the teenager's magical mouth already had his balls bubbling again.
"That's nice," she said.
"Yes, they're very nice people," Ali said as Candy 'nicely' bobbed on his cock.
"Can you pick up some milk on your way home?"
"Yessssss," Mr. Ali agreed, desperately trying not to come, and avoid alerting his wife to what was happening at his end of the line.
"You sure you're okay?" she asked.
"Yes, just enjoying dessert," he said, even though it was Candy about to enjoy the dessert... getting such a thrill from sucking his cock while he nervously spoke with his wife.
"When will you be home?"
"Soon," Ali groaned, while also warning the pretty teen he was about to erupt. "Very,
very soon."
"Great," she said as Ali stood up, and Candy opened her mouth wide for the impending load. "See you soon. Love you."
"Love you too," Ali said absently, then thumbed off the phone, furiously stroked his cock, and aimed it at the pretty teen's face before erupting his load all over Candy's pretty face.
Ali tossed his phone on the chair as he grunted, "Holy fuck."
Candy moaned, as the warm cum splashed on her face, "Yes, come all over my pretty freckled face, Mr. Ali."
"Oh fuck," he grunted, as four more ropes of cum spewed out of his cock like tremendous cannonball blasts of cum.
"Oh yes, so good," Candy moaned, loving the feeling of a big load all over her face. The warmth, the act itself, and even the sticky cum, all turning her on.
"So good," Ali moaned weakly, completely spent.
"I expect my Christmas bonus to be transferred into my account before you leave," Brad said, finally assuming some control in this surreal situation, as he'd just watched helplessly as his daughter had literally prostituted herself for him. Or perhaps for that much money, she'd high-priced-call-girled herself. Worse yet, he was rock hard from admiring his daughter's big ass, which was just like her mother's, and her amazing cock sucking ability... also just like her mother's.



"Yes, it will be," Ali agreed, as Candy leaned forward and took his cock back in her mouth.
"And I also expect to be made your equal partner," Brad added, taking full advantage of the situation.
"We can talk about that after the Christmas season," Ali said, knowing he was being blackmailed, but feeling it was worth it. Maybe he could fuck this big bootied teen to seal that deal, and even regularly afterwards. She certainly didn't seem unwilling!
Candy allowed the dick to slip out of her mouth as she offered without needing to be asked, "And maybe you can fuck me with that nice fat cock sometimes, once that deal is done."
Five minutes later Ali was transferring the money into Brad's account, and agreeing to a meeting on the 29th about making Brad a partner, insisting only that Candy be present.
Two minutes after that, he was gone.
Brad said, trying to hide his raging hard-on, "I can't believe you did that."
"I'll do anything to protect you, Daddy," Candy said, coming and sitting on his lap, and thus solidly on his erection.
"Well, I shouldn't have let you do that," Brad said with a groan, as there was no way he could hide his erection anymore.
"Well you didn't stop me, and I'm glad. But I'll also do anything to make you happy, Daddy," she said, wiggling her ass on his crotch... and on his hard cock.
"You make me very happy, honey," Brad said, his hard cock with a mind of its own, flinching against his daughter's ass.
"I have a firm feeling that you got hard from watching me stroke and suck Mr. Ali's dick," Candy smiled.
"You look a lot like your mother," Brad admitted as an explanation, when he couldn't believably deny the accusation.
"Did you get turned on by watching me suck his dick?" Candy asked.
"A little," Brad answered.
"It feels like more than just a little, Daddy," Candy said, wiggling her ass cheeks the hard cock was now nestled between.
"Honey, please," Brad said.
"Please what, Daddy?" Candy said, getting off her Dad to turn around and stare at his massive bulge.
"Nothing, honey," he said, as he crossed his legs to conceal the evidence of his twisted lust.
Candy grabbed her father's hands and, deciding she was going to do the most wicked thing she could ever do, pulled him to his feet and exclaimed, "You must be so hot in those sweltering clothes!"
"It is hot in here," he agreed, as his daughter pulled his sweater over his head.
"So hot in here," she agreed, tossing the sweater somewhere or other.
"Yes, I'd better go and change," he said.
"No you mustn't, Daddy!" she denied, as she yanked open his pants, making the button fly away as she tore it off and unzipped him quickly, "I think you're overheated, and your package definitely needs some fresh air."
"H-h-honey this is wrong," he stammered, although he didn't stop his big beautiful daughter, as his lust and his moral obligation clashed inside him... he hadn't had sex since before his wife had died, and thus his dick was making a strong case for its being allowed to lead the charge in this situation.
"What's wrong, Daddy?" she asked as she yanked his pants down. "I'm just helping you to cool down."
"But you're my daughter," he pointed out, as he looked down at her on her knees before him, and she looked at his big hard cock tightly encased in his underwear.
"Which means, my dearest Daddy... that with Mommy gone, it's now my job to make sure you're well taken care of," Candy said, as she squeezed her Dad's big dick through the underwear, which sent rushes of sexual adrenaline right through them both.
"Oh, God," Brad groaned, as he felt his daughter squeeze his throbbing dick, which had been neglected for way too long... while he remained completely paralyzed by his indecision and lust.
"My, what a big dick you have, Daddy!" she said, sounding a bit like Little Red Riding Hood; she wasn't little at all, but she hoped to do some riding.
"Candy," he groaned, still not believing this was happening.
"What, Daddy?" she asked all innocently, since everything she was doing felt completely natural to her, as she pulled down the underwear and released his organ from its vile captivity in a fabric prison.
"This is wrong," he repeated.
"Really? Does it feel wrong?" she asked, as she wrapped her hand around his big eight-inch cock. It wasn't as fat as Mr. Ali's, but it was a good two inches longer.
"Noooooo," he groaned, the pleasure of her hand grasping him there consuming him, before he remembered whose hand it was and corrected, "I mean yes."
"Which is it, Daddy?" Candy asked before she leaned forward and took her father's dick into her mouth. "Does this feel wrong?"
"Oh my God," he groaned, as his daughter began sucking his cock.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Candy moaned around it as she began bobbing on her Dad's dick. She couldn't' believe she was actually doing this! Sure, she'd read a lot of incest stories and pleasured herself to them... and even sometimes fantasized about her father fucking her... but until she'd orchestrated tonight to transpire, sucking Mr. Ali to completion with her Dad right there in the room, she'd never seriously planned to seduce him. But now that she'd apparently succeeded, she'd give him the time of his life!
And from Brad's standpoint, the wild encounter he'd witnessed earlier, seeing his daughter in lingerie, and now sucking his cock and obviously wanting to, meant this was going to be a short-lived blow job. He knew he should stop her before things progressed too far... although obviously that ship had sailed... so instead, he set his moral objections aside and allowed himself to enjoy his first blow job in ages, and instead just warned his daughter of the imminent consequences.
"I'm going to come, Babygirl," Brad warned. "You'd better remove your mouth!"
"Mmmmmm," Candy simply responded, leaving her mouth right where it was, bobbing faster, wanting to swallow her Daddy's load.
"Oh God Candy, if you won't get out of the way, then get ready for my load," he moaned, holding back for as long as he could before erupting his cum inside his only child's mouth.
Candy easily swallowed her Daddy's surprisingly big load... loving the feeling of his cock pulsing... loving the feeling of his cum exploding into her mouth... loving the feeling of his cum gliding down her throat and warming her tummy.
"I can't believe this," Brad weakly said, as his daughter swallowed his massive load.
Candy continued sucking every drop of cum from her Dad's dick, before she allowed the cock to slip out of her mouth, and she looked up at her Daddy with twinkling eyes and said, "That was so yummy, Daddy."
"I can't believe we did this," Brad said.
"You didn't do anything," Candy smiled, and then added, "except to come in your daughter's willing mouth."
"Candy," Brad gasped, now having shot his load, his upper head regaining control.
"My Daddy's cum is even better than candy," the daughter smiled wickedly, licking a stray drop of cum from his cock head.
"We can't take this any further," Brad said, finally backing away.
"Really, Daddy?" Candy whined. "Are you really going to leave me all horny and unsatisfied?"
"Candy," he sighed in suddenly renewed indecision, as she laid back, spread her legs, and yanked off her panties to reveal her completely shaved pussy.
"I wore these nylons especially for you!"
"You did?" he asked, "Why?" unable not to stare at her daughter's big, perfect body. He'd never liked skinny women... he'd always preferred what others called BBW's (or Big, Beautiful Women). Brad wanted lavish tits he could cup; he wanted sturdy hips he could hold onto without fear of damaging them; he wanted an ass he could pound and really sink his meat into. He also had a major nylon fetish... although until this moment, he'd had no idea his daughter knew about it.
"Oh, Daddy," she said, as she lifted her right leg towards his eyes. "I know you have a major nylon fetish."
"You do?" he asked, in a nylon-fueled daze, unable not to admire his daughter's nylon-clad sole and the rest of her foot as it beckoned him to her.
"Mom always used to wear them, and ever since I started, I've noticed you checking me out more, and frequently staring at my legs and feet," Candy said, "which always makes me feel so pretty and sexy," as she shuffled her body towards him and placed her foot on his belly... noticing his spent cock was still hard.
"You do look a lot like your mother," he admitted out loud for the first time, as he felt her silky sheer nylon rubbing his belly.
"And tonight I want to please you like Mommy used to do," Candy said, as she moved her foot down to his cock, and she moved her other foot up to his face.
"But you're my daughter," he said, yet he allowed his daughter to begin giving him a nylon-clad foot job, very much like her mother used to do.
"I'm the woman of the house, and you're the man of the house," she pointed out.
"You really want to do this?" he asked, "with me?" the foot job really turning him on.
"Oh Daddy," she moaned, excited to please him. "I want to be your DDS, your Dirty Daughter Slut."
"Oh God," he groaned, his wife too having been an NSS, a Nasty Submissive Slut, in the bedroom... something no one would believe. Except perhaps her daughter?
"Don't you want to fuck me, Daddy?" she asked, now stroking his cock with both of her feet. "Don't you want me to be your little slut? Because that's exactly what I want to be!"
"If I agree to go ahead with this, Babygirl, you're going to encounter a side of your Daddy you've never seen before," he warned... for just like his late wife, he was a different man in the bedroom. Many people saw him as meek and shy, and they were usually correct, but in the bedroom he became dominant... confidently knowing from long experience how his big cock turned women into cock-hungry sluts.
"Daddy, please use me however you wish," she moaned, seeing the lust and surprising power in her Dad's eyes, and sensing he was close to breaking completely, before releasing the tiger crouching inside him.
"I'm a different man in the bedroom," he added, as he wrapped his hands possessively around her ankles.
"Then show me, Daddy," Candy said, excited to see this side of him as she spread her legs wide apart.
"I see you shave your pussy," he said, admiring his daughter's completely hairless and slightly glistening pussy.
"I do," Candy smiled, moving her hand to her pussy and spreading it open to show him the pink. "Do you like it, Daddy?"
"You know I never got my dessert tonight," Brad said, as he lowered his face between his daughter's spread legs.
"I have something hot, fresh and sweet right here, Daddy," Candy offered, as her Dad glided his hands up her nylon-clad legs, and brought his head towards her pussy.
"I expect to see you in nylons every day from now on," Brad ordered, as he admired his daughter's pussy and inhaled its scent.
"Yes, Daddy," Candy agreed. "I'll always wear... or not wear... whatever makes you the happiest."
"Good girl," he said, as he leaned forward and... no awkward thoughts this time... eagerly licked his daughter's pussy.
"Oh yes, Daddy," she moaned. "Lick my pussy."
"You taste amazing," he said, having always enjoyed eating pussy.
"Your cum tasted so good too, Daddy," Candy said, dying to feel his dick inside her other two holes as well.
"You'll be getting daily doses," he promised, as he licked her pussy.
"Oh yes, Daddy," Candy moaned, the idea of getting a daily dose of cum without even having to leave the house so exciting... and convenient! "I'll suck your big candy cane anytime you want."
"And I'll celebrate the gift of giving all year long," he said, knowing there was no going back now. It was fucked up. It was wrong. It was illegal. Yet just as his loving daughter had argued so persuasively, it felt so, so, so right!
"Give me your candy cane in my Christmas pudding right now, Daddy," Candy begged, her Daddy's tongue driving her wild.
"This candy cane?" he asked, as he crawled up and positioned his dick just outside her pussy, as he looked down at her big tits, barely contained by that sexy lingerie.
"Yes Daddy, that big fucking candy cane," she moaned, as he tapped her clit with his cock head. "Shove that big dick into your daughter's pussy."
"You sure you're ready to become Daddy's little fuck slut?"
"Yes, I'm more than ready, Daddy," she agreed, loving both his dirty talk and hers. She next pulled her tits out of the lingerie and added, "although nothing about me is little."
"Good," he said, as he slid inside her. "I like my girl with some meat on her bones."
"Oh yes Daddy, and give me that bone," she moaned, as her Dad began to fuck her.
"You like Daddy's dick, my BBD?" he asked.
"BBD?' she asked, as he slid his dick in and out of her.
"Yes, my Big Boned Daughter," he smiled, as he leaned down and kissed her, not as a father would kiss his daughter, but as the Man of the House would kiss the hot Woman of the House.
"Oh yes, Daddy," she moaned, just before his lips met hers.
For a few minutes there was just passionate kissing and fucking, while Brad's tongue and dick were both inside his daughter.
Finally Candy couldn't take it any longer, and she broke the kiss to beg, "Harder please, Daddy, I need you to fuck the living shit out of me."
He smiled as he said, "Whenever your mother said those words, it meant she wanted to get her big booty pounded."
Candy pushed her Daddy away from her a bit, rolled over onto all fours and said, as she offered him her big booty, "Then it's like mother, like daughter."
"You're quite the slut alright," he said, "just like your mother was," as he got behind his daughter and her amazing big wide ass.
"I only excel at two things Daddy," she said, wiggling her ass. "Academics and sex."
"Well, those are two things everyone should be good at," he said, as he positioned his dick at her anal entrance.
"Just shove it in, Daddy," Candy said, wanting to feel all of his eight inches in her shit hole. "My asshole can take it."
"Guys usually fuck this asshole?" Brad asked, a little curious about his daughter's promiscuity.
"A few Daddy, but Professor Black is the one who's really trained my asshole for serious fucking," Candy explained.
"Really?" Brad said, knowing Professor Black. He had a hot daughter in college who might need to repay the favour a little way down the road.
"Yes, he tells me he loves my big back door," Candy said, pushing back and taking her Dad's cock inside her.
"Oh fuck, you really are your Daddy's slut," Brad moaned, as his dick slid inside his daughter's ass.
"Anytime, Daddy," she moaned, as she took all of it in her ass.
"That may be a lot," Brad said, as he placed his hands on her wide hips and began seriously to fuck her.
"I hope soooooo," Candy moaned, as she loved nothing more than a dick in her ass.
"It's been a while since I've fucked anyone," Brad said.
"Then make up for lost time by fucking all three of my holes anytime you want, Daddy," she offered generously.
"So you want to be Daddy's live in fuck slut?" Brad asked, as he roughly slammed his dick into his daughter's ass over and over.
"Yes, Daddy," Candy moaned. "I want to be your three-hole cum deposit box."
"For a Mensa member, you certainly sound like a bimbo," Brad said, his wife having been the same way. A brilliant woman, exceedingly well educated, but a complete bimbo slut whenever a cock was in front of her or inside her.
"That's exactly right, Daddy," Candy agreed. "I become a complete bimbo whenever a naked dick is in or around me."
"Well then, you'll be a full-time bimbo whenever you're at home," he said, as he punctuated his statement with deep hard thrust after thrust into her ass, which made her whimper wildly, "since I won't often be wearing clothes around you anymore."
"Oh yes, Daddy," Candy agreed, so enthralled by her Dad's promises... as she'd hated when she came home after a fuck session and had needed to try to hide her whoredom.
"Your mother always came the hardest with a dick in her asshole," Brad revealed. "Are you like that too?"
"Oh yes I am, Daddy," she moaned, as he really reamed her asshole, and had her orgasm rising quickly.
"I used to love coming in your mom's asshole," he continued. "In part because it would make her go ballistic and come like crazy."
"Then once again, it's like slutty Mommy, like slutty daughter," Candy moaned, as she began to bounce back to meet her father's deep forward thrusts.
"Oh yes, I'm going to bust a nut deep up your asshole, my Babygirl slut," he announced, his balls boiling again.
"Oh yes, come in my asshole Daddy, come in your baby girl's tight shit hole," Candy babbled, her orgasm imminent.
"Oh fuck, do I love you Candy," he grunted, as he deposited his second load in twenty minutes into his daughter.
Feeling his cum erupt in her ass, she followed suit with her own orgasm as she screamed, "I love you too, Daddy!"
Brad spewed another smaller load into his daughter, before she collapsed forward and trembled uncontrollably while her orgasm ripped through her.
Brad admired his daughter's big booty... her gaping asshole... her nylon-clad feet.
Candy came like crazy... the orgasm a twelve out of ten on the Bo Derek Scale. She'd had bigger dicks in her ass, she'd even had rougher ass fucks... but nothing came close to the intensity of this orgasm... her crazed but heartfelt words 'I love you' as her asshole was filled bringing her to a whole new level of intensity.
Ten minutes later they were cuddling on the couch, still naked bar her stockings, watching the beginning of Home Alone, both of their (and her mother's too) favourite Christmas movie, and Candy said, "Well, I guess you received a double Christmas bonus."
Brad laughed, "I still can't believe you talked my skinflint boss out of a bonus and a raise."
"If you recall, it wasn't all talk, Daddy. And you got two bonuses... me being the second one when I became your DDS," she smiled, as her hand moved to his semi-erect dick. "And you got two raises."
"Oh, I think I'll be getting lots of raises," he smiled, as he enjoyed his DDS leisurely playing with his dick.
"I guess I'll need to take your other Christmas present back," she said.
"I think you already did just give me the best Christmas present in the history of Christmas presents," Brad said.
"What I bought you was a tie for work," she said. "But now I have a few ideas for better gifts."
"Oh?"
"Some new stockings, for starters," she said, pointing to a rip in the ones she was wearing.
"I guess I know what I'm buying you for Christmas," he smiled.
"A Sybian?" she asked.
"A what?" he asked.
"Never mind," she smiled, as she bent down and took her Dad's dick back into her mouth. He still hadn't come in her pussy, on her face or on her tits. She wasn't sure she'd be able to extract three more loads out of her Dad's cannon tonight... but it was only 9:30 and tomorrow was Christmas, so they could sleep in. Together.
"You're insatiable," he groaned, as he enjoyed his daughter's lips wrapped around his dick.
"Merry Christmas, Daddy," she said, before returning to nursing on his dick.
"And a Happy New Year," he said, already planning a wild New Year's Eve party in a week's time... for only two people.
THE END
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Tales from Earth 69: Supergirl
Summary: Lena & Alex inherit cocks and fuck pets Kara & Sam.
Note 1: This is dedicated to MTL17 who requested the fantasy.
Note 2: This is a sexual parody of Supergirl... more the television show than any comic.
PROLOGUE:
This story takes place after the multidimensional crisis that combined all the various superhero worlds into the same earth. (Very few humans know of this cataclysmic event, since all the superheroes and their closest associates are keeping it very much under wraps, hoping that what you don't know won't harm you. They may be right.)
During this future time, the spectrum of romantic and sexual relationships between people has become quite different from that of today, since on this progressive earth, the restrictive morés of today have been left far behind. Or in other words, all the 'Thou Shalt Nots' of today have been replaced by only a single prohibition stating, 'Thou Shalt Do No Harm', where all forms of sexual repression are seen as harmful, and all non-injurious consensual sexual practices, including most forms of BDSM play, are not. Thus in this enlightened world, all adults are encouraged to explore their true inner sexuality whatever that might be... and so for instance, same sex relationships abound.
Upon this consolidated Earth, the married couple Sam and Alex shared an intimate relationship, and Kara and Lena shared a particularly sexually charged relationship.
In this universe Sam could finally be her true sexual self, the natural ass submissive she loved being whenever Alex gaped her asshole, which was nightly, which gave her earth-shattering anally fueled orgasms each and every time.
In this universe Kara was also sexually submissive, the polar opposite of the role she felt required to portray as a superhero; loving to be anally destroyed daily... something Lena loved doing for her, receiving a major adrenaline rush every time she topped and gaped the cute, sweet girl dwelling behind her public superhero persona.
In the wake of this multidimensional crisis, almost nobody could remember their world being any different than the one it had changed into so abruptly, but thankfully for our protagonists, Martian Manhunter had taken the trouble to restore Supergirl and her sister's memories.
When Alex received her memories back, she insisted J'ohn do the same for Sam...her now pregnant wife. Luckily, Alex retained the eight-inch cock she'd possessed on her former Earth... a cock Sam couldn't get enough of, in all three of her holes... most especially her asshole.
Although Alex loved Sam's insatiable sexual appetite, she was struggling a bit with her constant obsession over her new wife only wanting to take it in the ass... the only place she would allow her to stick it in since discovering she was pregnant. Alex certainly loved fucking her wife in the asshole... loved gaping it wide... but she was worried their intimacy was fading due to her recurring manlike dominance over her.
That was what was on Alex's mind when she went to meet Kara for lunch one day, although she knew she couldn't possibly discuss this problem with her sister... or reveal she had an eight-inch cock... or tell her how much she got off on fucking Sam's ass, unloading two or three loads each night deep into Sam's backdoor... each time making Sam erupt as well.
.....
Kara wasn't in her office, so Alex went along to Lena's office, assuming she'd be there. The two, just like Sam and Alex, had been inseparable since the crisis. Alex was thrilled her sister too had come out as a lesbian and had finally found love in her life... the pressure of being a superhero having always hampered her from finding true love... and even from getting a good pounding.
What Alex wasn't expecting in a million years was to walk in the office to see her sister on all fours, being roughly sodomized by Lena.
"Oh yes, please fuck my asshole Lena, gape my butthole wide with your huge cock!" Kara moaned, wearing a white blouse, a plaid skirt and ripped pantyhose, as she bounced back to meet the deep thrusts of the sexy Lena, who was dressed only in a black garter belt and stockings. Kara had discovered during the crisis she loved nothing better than getting ass fucked by Lena's surprisingly very real big cock. No man had ever understood that behind her strong exterior and superhero persona, she was a natural submissive who loved to please... and once Lena had introduced her to the glorious pleasures of anal sex, Kara couldn't get enough of Lena's cock reaming her asshole.
"Kara!" Alex gasped, even as her cock throbbed at witnessing her sister being ass fucked just the way she herself preferred fucking an ass... hard and deep. Being a Kryptonian like Kara, Sam's ass always returned to virgin-like tightness within a few minutes after an orgasm-filled ass reaming, and she realized during this surreal moment that her sister's ass likely would do so as well.
Kara's eyes went wide as she looked back to see her sister staring at her in shock. "Lena! Stop! It's my sister!" she cried out.
"No way I'm stopping for you or your sister, slut," Lena refused, slapping Supergirl's ass, while she too looked over to the superhero's cute sister... in her case giving the look of a predator. Alex's nature seemed more top than bottom, but Lena figured given the right opportunity, she could have her too bent over and taking her cock... she echoed Alex's thought about Sam by wondering if it was just Kara's Kryptonian body and ass that always returned so quickly to virgin tightness, or if it happened with humans as well.
Kara, humiliated to be caught performing such a taboo naughty act, wanted Lena to stop; yet her submissive nature, plus the pleasure she was receiving from the cock buried deep inside her asshole, and the anal orgasm that had been accelerating at an expedited rate consumed her, so she didn't resist as Lena continued reaming her, but she simply moaned, "I'm sorry, Alex."
"Would you like a good ass fucking too?" Lena offered arrogantly, looking directly at Alex with a look telling her she'd find it fun to bang both sisters.
"No, I need to go," Alex said, knowing she needed to leave right now, as her cock was inexplicably hard at what she was witnessing, and in contrast to Lena's abrasive attitude, her naked body was amazing. So if anyone should be fucking someone, it should be Alex putting that bitch in her place.
"Your loss," Lena shrugged, as she really began drilling Supergirl's ass and added, Alex still within earshot, "Tell me how much you love being my ass slut, Superslut."
"Oh Lena, I love being your anal-taking bimbo ass slut," Kara moaned, her orgasm growing even faster as she really took the cock into her butthole... for some inexplicable reason, the humiliation of her sister catching her in the act, adding to the euphoria inside her.
"Come from getting your asshole reamed," Lena ordered, knowing Supergirl got off the hardest when ordered to come, and from being talked nasty to.
"Oh yes, ream my asshole, shoot your load up my butthole with that big fat fucking cock," Supergirl moaned, having no shame at all when a cock was buried in her backdoor, especially when her orgasm was imminent.
"I bet your sister is as much an ass slut as you are," Lena said, not having a clue if that was remotely true, since in truth Alex was commonly quite reserved and boring, but she liked the nasty idea of ass banging two sister sluts.
"No, I don't think so," Kara denied as her orgasm erupted through her.
"Shit, you love the idea of my ass drilling your sister," Lena accused.
"No," Kara argued weakly, even though her orgasm launching itself the moment the idea was mentioned made her appear approving of it, and even though her orgasm had already been on the brink when the idea was spoken. After all, she received intense pleasure from being fucked in the ass, pleasure easily a hundred times more intense than the rare times Lena instead drilled her pussy. Lena had warned her she intended to knock up the super slut some day and oddly, Kara kind of liked the idea. She really loved how happy her sister was to have a baby on the way, and how since her pregnancy, Sam always appeared radiant.
"Oh, I bet you'd love to see me ass fuck your sister," Lena said, her own orgasm close, as she envisioned swapping her dick back and forth between the two sisters.
"Oh, God," Kara moaned, her orgasm coursing through her like wildfire, just like every anal orgasm did. Truth was, it was the only way she really came. Before banging Lena, or rather vise versa, she'd never had an orgasm from any sort of sex... but immediately following her first deep anal pounding, the invisible barrier between her and orgasmic pleasure was shattered, and she'd been enjoying at least daily orgasms ever since... all thanks to deep, hard, ass fuckings from Lena's big, fat cock... which being attached to Lena's otherwise perfectly feminine body, was exhilarating.
"Fuck," Lena grunted, as she deposited her second load of the day into Kara's asshole.
"Yesssss, fill me with cum," Kara moaned, loving her anal erogenous zone being filled with hot seed.
"You're such a total anal cum slut," Lena said, loving how, even over the course of years, her brother Lex could never come up with a way to break Supergirl or even to come out on top of whatever their current battle was, and yet Lena could bring her to heel with just a snap of her fingers... which she did now.
Supergirl had been trained that a single snap of Lena's fingers was a signal for her to get on her knees and suck her cock, and two snaps meant to bend over and offer up her asshole for pillaging.
Kara quickly hopped off the desk, dropped before Lena's glistening cock, and not at all fazed by ass to mouth, took the nine-inch cock eagerly in her mouth, easily deep throating the entire cock... still with cum oozing out of her well-gaped ass.
"I wonder if your sister can devour all nine of my inches as well," Lena mused, since she was very, very intrigued by the possibility of turning Kara's boring sister into a nymphomaniac, cock-sucking, anal-taking submissive.
"Shit, how am I ever going to explain this to her?" Kara also mused but with far more angst, as her orgasm faded away and reality came flooding back... her upright sister had just witnessed her being sodomized!
"The truth is always the best explanation," Lena philosophised, which coming from her sounded odd.
"I guess," Kara said, as she felt her anal exit cum portal shrinking back to its usual virginal tightness.
"You two are super close, and there's no way you can hide from her that you're my anal fuck slut."
"You have such a winning way with words," Kara said sarcastically, as she looked around for her bra and blouse.
"You love my nasty talk," Lena said as she pulled her pantyhose up to tuck her cock away for the time being.
"I do love it in the heat of the moment," Kara admitted, although during the times she was rational she couldn't understand why it sent her so fucking wild when she wasn't. She was prim and proper by nature... normally she was supposed to be strong and invulnerable to every conceivable threat except kryptonite... yet Lena's cock had become her kryptonite. Not only did she crave having it, but her superpowers faded almost to nonexistence when it was made available to her.
Lena shrugged, "I'm not saying I need another Danvers slut, I'm just saying fucking her ass could be fun."
"I need to go and meet with her right away," Kara said, unable to find her bra, which was unusual with her Xray vision, but she put her blouse on anyway, although worried her dark, hard nipples might be seen through the white blouse.
"Let me know how it goes," Lena said, in fact quite curious.
"I will," Kara said, feeling completely stressed about what Alex had seen, and how she could ever look her in the eye ever again. She was unaware that just like Lena, Alex had been gifted a surprise cock during the crisis, and that Sam was actually carrying her child by blood... and Kara also hadn't mentioned to her sister that Lena was the recipient of that gift.
"I know you will," she agreed, knowing Kara couldn't lie to her... she hadn't been much good at it before the crisis, but Kara was now a completely open book whenever Lena wielded her big cock.
Kara headed out and texted her sister: We need to talk.
Alex was standing outside the building, getting some fresh air and processing what she'd witnessed. She texted back: I'm just outside.
Kara gave a sigh of relief, and then also exhaled a huge rush of concern, as she wondered whether she'd be able to come up with anything useful to say to her sister. Her gigantic (but not compared to other recent ones) orgasm had completed its 'Pulses of Pleasure' journey through her (a neat slogan for a specialty amusement park), so she was now thinking straight, but she still hadn't a clue about what to say.
Alex had similar concerns. She'd been shocked to see her sister bent over begging to be ass fucked like that... Kara had always apparently been her polar sexual opposite. While Alex was undoubtedly a top, Kara was obviously a bottom. Which could be very surprising, unless one was familiar with the typical psychology of bottoms.
Kara forced herself outside and sheepishly went over to her sister saying, "Hey."
"Hey," Alex said back, just as sheepishly.
"Can we go somewhere for lunch... and to talk?" Kara asked, still feeling ashamed of herself for Alex catching her being not only sexually dominated, but humiliated as well as for being unable to assert any control at all, even during that key moment when she'd been caught in the act. (She could hardly say Lena had been caught at doing anything, since all she saw the surprise witness as was an opportunity for her to spread her topping wings even wider.
Hoping to ease this tense and awkward situation with some humor, she joked, "Yeah, I imagine after all that exercise you're famished."
"Alex!" Kara gasped, but then laughed.
"Just saying," she shrugged. "It looked like an excellent workout, especially for your glutes and abs."
"Oh my God," Kara said, shaking her head at her sister's surprising quips, unsure whether to take them as support or sarcasm.
"I believe I heard you scream those very words," Alex continued her stand up comedy, enjoying the shocked look on her sister's face, and thinking this might be a perfect occasion to have a real conversation with her sister about sex... something they'd never really done.
"What's gotten into you?" Kara demanded, as they crossed the street to the restaurant.
"Not the same as what's gotten into you," Alex continued her unwelcome repartee.
"I'm not saying anything else to you ever again," Kara snitted.
"I'm sorry," Alex said, "you just keep setting yourself up."
"At least you're still talking to me after what you saw," Kara said, surprised and relieved.
"Why wouldn't I talk to you?"
"I don't know."
"You were having sex," Alex said. "I too have sex."
"Not like that," Kara said, as they walked into the restaurant.
"Oh, you'd be surprised," Alex hinted, as a hostess led them to a table.
Once seated, Kara asked, very curious, "What would I be surprised about?"
"I'm a lesbian," Alex pointed out.
"I already know that," Kara said. "And you know I've always been happy about it."
Alex asked obliquely, "Do you come harder from anal than vaginal penetration?"

Kara gasped, "What?"
"Well, it was obvious Lena was pounding your backdoor," Alex said. "I was just curious if you can come better that way."
"Are we really having this conversation?" Kara asked, rather flummoxed, as the waitress arrived and took their orders.
"Why not?" Alex shrugged. "We're both adults. We're both sexual beings. And we both apparently like anal sex."
"You... you like anal sex too?" Kara asked, this news yet another surprise.
"Yes, except I like being the one doing the anal topping," Alex revealed.
"Oh," Kara said, trying to process this surprising information.
"Sam is only able to come from taking it in the ass," Alex revealed. "Is it the same for you?"
"Yeah, mostly," Kara said, not feeling up to making eye contact with her sister.
"Sis," Alex said, "there's nothing for you to be ashamed of. In my experience, anal sex is the ultimate sexual phenomenon."
"I can't believe you're a top," Kara said.
"And yet I am. Does Lena have a real cock?" Alex asked, having noticed the absence of a strap-on's strap during that brief period she'd witnessed her sister being sodomized.
"Yes, she does," Kara said, looking up in surprise. "But how could you have known that?"
"I'm guessing she too received it during the crisis," Alex said.
"Too?" Kara said, even though it was becoming obvious her sister had a penis.
"Yeah, I now have eight inches of living meat," Alex said, proud of her large cock.
"Lena's is nine," Kara said, and then regretted sharing that.
"Figures, the overachiever."
"It doesn't matter."
"Does your ass return to being incredibly tight shortly after your orgasm?" Alex asked, trying to learn whether that trait of Sam's was a Kryptonian thing.

"Yeah," Kara nodded "Every time Lena invades it is like the very first time."
"Interesting," Alex said. She then asked, "Are you always the bottom?"
"Bottom?" Kara didn't know the term; surprising since she knew the term top.
"Are you always the one who takes the cock in her ass?" Alex rephrased bluntly, loving this opportunity to be so brazen with her sister.
"Alex!" Kara gasped again.
"What?" she shrugged. "I've wanted to talk to someone about my sex life and my wife's obsession with anal sex, and now finally I can... with my sister and bestie."
"I'm relieved you still see me that way, sis. So is Sam always the one who takes it in the ass?" Kara asked, figuring she may as well go along with it, and she too was feeling a bit liberated by the chance to be so blunt.
"Yeah, and she only wants it in the ass," Alex said. "Which is cool, since there's nothing hotter than the sight of her gaped asshole."
"That's what Lena says about mine."
"It's true," Alex continued. "It's just so fucking hot, and so is listening to Sam's moans while I'm really reaming her ass."
"I can't believe we're having this obscene conversation," Kara said, shaking her head in disbelief.
"Hey, from what I saw, it looks like you really love it in your ass," Alex said. "I've never heard you swear even once in your life before today."
"I don't know what gets into me," Kara said. "Once Lena takes control and begins.... umm..."
"...fucking your ass," Alex finished for her, knowing Kara was still struggling with letting go of her ironclad proper demeanor... especially in front of an only sister who'd been very close to her since puberty.
"Yes, it's called fucking my ass," Kara agreed, shaking her head, then adding, figuring why not, "Lena prefers to call it an asshole."
"That's certainly hotter," Alex nodded. "And obviously you get turned on from obeying her and being called names."
"I hate that you know that," Kara said.
"I think my knowing makes you so much more real."
"It does?"
"Yeah, you've always needed to be this hero, this prim and proper girl constantly in the public eye, but behind the scenes, you should be able to explore your sexuality and enjoy all the pleasures of the body, just like anyone else."
"I guess so," Kara said as the food arrived.
"I'm serious, Kara," Alex said, wanting to be a good, supportive, sister, "Many people never get to explore their true sexuality, or what people consider deep taboos... and now you finally have the chance."



"I guess," Kara repeated.
"Kara, you like... you actually love... getting dicked up your asshole," Alex said so casually it was surreal. "I love drilling my pregnant wife's asshole until she comes like a bitch in heat. There's nothing wrong with either one of us."
"Oh, God," a woman said from stage left.
Alex looked over to a prudish-looking woman, who was sitting with a guy while glaring back, and said, "Good afternoon, ma'am. Kindly permit me to say that you too could probably use a good ass fucking."
"We are so out of here," the woman said, standing up and stalking away.
Alex added, as the guy remained in place, stunned, "Try it, my friend; trust me, she'll love your dick up her ass."
"No way," he said.
"The more vociferous the prude, the bigger the slut she becomes once she's finally allowed out to play," Alex quoted from somewhere as the guy got up to leave.
"So you're calling me a prude?" Kara asked playfully.
"Not exactly. You're a major prude," Alex laughed, as they finally tucked into their meals.
Once their lunch was consumed, Alex requested, "One more question?"
"Go ahead," Kara said, figuring she was pretty much an open book by now.
"Do you like Lena because she's a girl with a cock, or would you like her just as well if she had a pussy?"
"I don't know," she said. "When we first hooked up, I didn't even know she had a cock, so I think I'd be okay with either."
"I bet you'd be a great pussy muncher," Alex teased.
"Most likely. I'm great at everything I do," Kara smiled.
"I love you, sis," Alex said.
"I love you too," Kara said.
"But now I need to go home and stick it to my pregnant wife."
"And I need to get back to work."
"Is that what you call it?" Alex teased as the bill arrived.
"I actually do have to get some work done," Kara said, before adding, "besides, this is the era of multitasking: I can be a great worker, a world class superhero and a first rate submissive ass slut, all at the same time."
"Yes, you can," Alex agreed, "you go, girl!" as they hugged each other.
.....
That night... both Alex and Kara had fun, albeit in separate locations.
Alex came home to find Sam waiting for her in bed, wearing nothing but a collar with a tag labeling her as the Property of Alex Danvers.
...
Kara arrived home in her Supergirl outfit, and as serendipitous as it may have been, it was by choice that Lena greeted the sweaty superhero (who'd just saved a bus full of people from imminent death) with a kiss, before slipping a collar around her pet's neck reading, Property of Lena Luthor.
...
Alex smiled, "This gift that keeps on giving is even better than our wedding wows."
...
Kara said jokingly, "I'm not sure whether this collar clashes with my outfit."
...
Sam flipped herself onto all fours, which at eight months into it was more challenging than it had ever been, and said, "Now consummate your ownership by socking that big cock in my asshole."
...
Lena shrugged, "Well, the outfit is mostly staying on, plus... this is a mind control collar."
...
"I think we'll start with getting my cock nice and hard, and then depositing my first load down that pretty cock sucking mouth of yours," Alex said, getting undressed.
"These days I'm always hungry for you," Sam said, as she intently watched her beautiful wife getting undressed.
"Well, you are cum guzzling for two," Alex replied playfully, having been horny as hell ever since she'd walked in on her sister being sodomized.
...
"So you're making me into your mindless bimbo? Kara asked, ninety-nine percent certain Lena's claim about the collar was just roleplaying. But she was so completely smitten with Lena, and so obsessed with the pleasure only she seemed able to give her, she really didn't give a hoot whether the collar would perform as advertised or not; with or without her consent on a given occasion, she loved nothing more than becoming a completely submissive, mindless, sex slave for this beautiful dominant woman. She (not dressed as Supergirl of course) had been fucked many times in Lena's office, and also in the backs of taxis, a couple of public bathrooms, and in Lex Luthor's kitchen. She'd also sucked her cock and swallowed her cum under the tables at five-star restaurants on numerous occasions, as well as in the back seat of a couple of ubers... just to name a few. Her cum walk last week in Boston had been both humiliating and exhilarating. She would literally do anything Lena ordered her to do, mind control collar or not.
"Exactly," Lena said, loving the power she exerted over the most powerful woman in the world... no, in the universe. "Why are you still not on your knees?"
"Because you haven't ordered your super bimbo onto her knees."
"Some requirements are implied," Lena said with a sigh.
"Not for a bimbo," Supergirl said, "a good bimbo does exactly what her Mistress tells her to do, no more, no less," stubbornly not dropping to her knees, but obeying the letter of the law.
"Get on your knees and fish out my cock, you dumb fucking slut," Lena roared, loving to call her pretty blonde pet dirty names.
"Yes, Mistress, thank you, Mistress," Supergirl said delightedly, as she obediently dropped to her knees and eagerly extracted Lena's amazing nine-inch cock into the open air. Yet she then did absolutely nothing further but froze in place, awaiting further instructions.
"Suck it, slut," Lena said. "My first load will be your dinner."
"Mmmmmmmm, I am famished, after saving all those people on the bus," Supergirl said, as she opened wide and took the semi-hard cock into her mouth.
"I can't believe you chose saving a bunch of nobodies over servicing this pedigree cock," Lena said.
"I'm able to do both, so I chose to do both," Supergirl said primly before returning to sucking Lena's amazing cock.
...
"God, I love watching you suck my cock," Alex moaned as she watched her wife bobbing back and forth.
Sam allowed the eight-inch fuck stick to slip out of her mouth and said, "And I love having this cock in my mouth, and in my pussy and my ass, twenty-four seven."
"You're insatiable," Alex accused approvingly, as Sam resumed slobbering all over her cock better than any porn star could possibly do. Sam loved cock, and she demonstrated a lust that couldn't be faked.
"For this cock, I am," Sam said.
"I know," Alex said, her balls already boiling from the amazing cock sucking mouth of her wife.
...
"Your first priority should always be me," Lena clarified, in her roleplay mode. Of course she understood that in reality Supergirl had a duty to serve and protect pretty much everyone, although not in their bedrooms.
"Yes, Mistress," Kara agreed from the depths of her own roleplay. "So stupid of me. Your dick is more important than any civilians' lives." (It turned out that her collar's mind control properties were fictitious; not that it would have made any difference.)
"Exactly," Lena said, as she ordered, "Tell me how much you love my cock."
"I love it so much, Mistress," Kara said, as she stroked the glorious cock, "I couldn't live without this massive cock using my holes every day."
"Because who owns you?"
"You do, Mistress," Kara said. "I'm even wearing a tag saying so," Kara said, lifting up the tiny tag attached to the collar.
"Good slut," Lena approved, as she slid her cock back into her mouth, wondering what Lex would think if he knew she'd done something he could never do... break Supergirl. "Now pump your first load of the night out of me."
"Mmmmmmm, yes Mistress," Supergirl said, eagerly taking the entirety of the nine-inch cock into her mouth.
"Best cock sucker ever," Lena praised, as she watched her very own sexy superhero bobbing on her dick.
...
"Best cock sucker ever," Alex moaned, as she watched her pregnant wife hungrily sucking her eight-inch cock.
"Give me your load, baby," Sam begged, desperate to feel the warm, creamy, yummy load fill her mouth and glide down her throat to warm her belly.
"Keep sucking, and you'll be getting a big load, baby," Alex promised, her balls boiling, and her orgasm definitely imminent.
"Mmmmmmm," Sam moaned as she devoured the eight-inch cream-filled treat, very much like a Hostess cupcake, except she wasn't chocolate.
...
"Oh yes, slut, don't stop," Lena moaned, her balls bubbling and about to erupt.
"Mmmmmmm," Kara moaned, looking forward to another load in her mouth... Lena was able to reload six to ten times a day, and every one of those loads ended up in her mouth, or on her face or in her ass... only rarely did Lena fuck her pussy... and even rarer still did she cum in her pussy... since Kara only came from getting her shit-hole pillaged.
...
"Get ready for my load, baby," Alex moaned, always warning her pretty wife, even though she knew she didn't really need to... Sam was always prepared to swallow every drop.
...
"Take it all, Superslut," Lena ordered as she exploded her load into the Girl of Steel's velvet mouth.
...
"Oooooooooh," Alex groaned, as she deposited a big load into Sam's mouth while her entire body trembled, just like it did every time Sam extracted a massive load from her.
...
"Such a great cock sucker," Lena approved, as the entire load was deposited inside of her own personal Superslut... a possession she sometimes still couldn't believe she owned.
...
Sam and Kara, simultaneously, even though they were miles apart, each swallowed a delicious load from their respective partner and continued bobbing throughout the orgasm, retrieving every last drop.
...
Alex pulled out and said, "God, you really are amazing."
Sam smiled as she wiggled her big ass, "I hope you'll have another load for me soon."
"Oh, you know I always do," Alex said, as she pulled her wife's ass cheeks apart and leaned down to do some ass eating.
"Mmmmmm, yes baby, eat my asshole and get it nice and ready for that big fucking dick of yours," Sam moaned, loving getting her ass eaten, and loving to have finally found someone who understood her need for anal stimulation.
"I'm going to fuck this asshole so hard tonight," Alex promised,
"Mmmmm," Sam moaned again, as she felt her tight asshole bathed in salivic wetness.
...
"Fuck, I could just face fuck you all night," Lena said, as she finally pulled out of Kara's super-suction lips.
"And I can be face fucked all night without tiring or chafing," Kara said but added, "although I do have other holes that don't wish to be neglected."
"You do, do you?" Lena said, as she pulled Kara up from the floor, spun her around, and bent her over the bed.
"I do," Kara said, loving the rough way Lena treated her... it was so different from the constant adulation she received in the media and from the people she saved... the villains less so of course, especially the ones with fancy costumes. Truth was, she'd been really struggling with her endless mundane task of concealing her true self before the crisis, and the accidental discovery that Lena had a cock (she'd walked in on her fucking her secretary), and all that had followed (perhaps Kara will share that story one day).
"You want my dick slammed up your butthole, don't you, you nasty fucking slut," Lena said, not asked, as she knelt down to do the one thing she really enjoyed, eating an asshole... it was way more fun than a pussy... although she could never explain why.
"You know I love nothing more than having your nine inches tearing my butthole apart," Kara said wickedly, loving the freedom just to say whatever the fuck she wanted with Lena... loving the chance not to be a role model, but rather a nasty, submissive fuck slut.
"Fuck, you must have the sexiest and sluttiest asshole in the entire world, my slut," Lena said, as she admired the ever so inviting puckered hole that already looked like it had never ever been penetrated... when in truth, it had taken nine inches earlier today, and had been ass fisted many times.
"You love my virgin-looking hole, don't you?" Kara asked, playfully wiggling her ass... knowing Lena was as obsessed by the ass itself as she was by drilling it.
"I do love seeing it this way before once again gaping and destroying it," Lena said wickedly.
"Well then, destroy it again, Mistress," Kara suggested, just as Lena's tongue made contact.
"All in good time, you eager ass slut," Lena said, for now wanting to really probe this tasty ass with her tongue.
"Ooooooooh," Kara moaned, her ass easily her most responsive erogenous zone, both inside and out.
...
"I need that cock in my ass, baby," Sam moaned after a few minutes of being lavished with a tongue bath.
"You're so insatiable," Alex said.
"My hormones have been all over the place since I got pregnant," Sam defended.
"You were a horny ass slut before I knocked you up," Alex teased, sliding two fingers inside her.
"True," Sam moaned. "But I'm even hornier now. It seems like every month I need your cock more and more."
"Well then, month number nine is going to be a fucking twenty-four seven ass fucking marathon until the day you pop our pup," Alex said, always amazed at how tight this hole was to start with before showing how it could swallow whole anything she shoved into it.
"I'm game for that," Sam said before adding, "although I'm not sure whether you could keep up."
"Oh, I'll fuck the living shit out of you until the day the baby comes out," Alex said.
"I wish that could be today," Sam said, feeling bloated all the time, and tired most of the time. She also missed having that big cock pounding her pussy, but she had a perhaps irrational fear of that hurting the baby, and thus she'd only had two holes open for business during the past few months, and was looking forward to shutting down at least one more.
"Soon, Baby, soon," Alex said, figuring that carrying a baby had to be exhausting. She added as she slid a third finger in, "But you do radiate baby glow."
"Thanks to you, dear heart, that radiance comes from multiple orgasms," Sam expounded her own theory, enjoying the three fingers currently spreading her asshole wide.
"That too," Alex agreed as she gaped her lover's backdoor... loving the ability to gape it so wide she could see a couple inches inside of it. She found nothing more tempting than a gaped hole begging to be plugged.
...
"Oh God, Mistress, no one eats my asshole like you do," Kara moaned, loving the lengthy anal tongue bathing she was being the fortunate recipient of... her asshole now being slightly opened by a finger to allow Lena to literally tongue fuck her asshole.
"Your asshole tastes so fucking good," Lena said, always reducing her dominant attitude when she was buried tongue first in Kara's delectable asshole.
"Your tongue feels so good," Kara said, always wanting to encourage her Mistress.
"This ass needs a good fucking, doesn't it?" Lena appraised, as she looked around for something to stick into it today. She'd previously fucked Kara's asshole with a variety of items, including both ends of a pop bottle, a cucumber, and even a cue ball from her home's pool table. Today she wanted to push the superhero's asshole even further, so she reached for a rolling pin... wanting to see how wide she could get this indestructible asshole to gape.
"Yes Mistress, my asshole feels so bereft and empty without you inside of it," Kara agreed, knowing she wouldn't be getting her big dick yet... no, first Lena was going to gape her asshole with something else. The vibrating toothbrush last night had created wild sensations inside her, and she was wondering what inventive toy Lena had in mind for today.
"Let's see if your tight little asshole can take this," Lena said as she positioned the narrow handle of the rolling pin at Kara's wet, slightly open asshole.
"Short of the Eiffel Tower, I'll take pretty much anything you can shove at me, Mistress," Kara said, confident that was true. She'd taken a lot of things in her asshole, and never felt a glimmer of pain... a perk of being a superhero, she assumed. She looked back and saw the rolling pin at the ready, and smiled, "Ohhhhh, that should gape my butt
hole good."
"That's the plan," Lena smiled, as she pushed the small handle inside Kara's super-butt rather easily.
"Ooooh, just shove that rolling pin up my asshole," Kara encouraged, knowing she'd be gaped well now and fucked better later.
...
"Good, fist my ass," Sam moaned as Alex fingered her with four fingers. She'd been anally fist fucked a few times by Alex, and it drove her fucking wild every time. Her ass could swallow any fist whole.
"You just love my fist in your asshole, don't you, Baby?" Alex cooed, as she obliged by slipping her entire fist into the asshole... always stunned to see that once again, Sam's asshole could swallow her entire fist.
"Feels so fucking good," the pregnant woman moaned loudly, the pleasure of taking a fist in her asshole amazing.
Alex was always amazed when her arm went past her wrist as it disappeared into Sam's ass.
...
"Ooooh, yes," Kara moaned, as the wide central part of the rolling pin gaped her asshole wider than an earthling could handle without injury.
"Your ass really can take anything," Lena said, as she watched the foot-long rolling pin disappearing inside Kara's asshole.
"My asshole was made for fucking," Kara bragged, perhaps the hottest words ever to be uttered from a superhero's mouth.
...
"Oh yes, fist fuck my butthole, shove your arm all the way inside," Sam exhorted, loving the feeling of being filled as deep as inhumanly possible inside her magical ass.
...
"Yes, fuck my ass with that rolling pin," Kara moaned, as she felt her ass both stretched and filled all at once.
...
"Time to pound that backdoor," Alex said a minute later as she pulled her forearm and hand out of her wife, admiring the hugely gaped asshole.
"Mmmmmm, yes Mistress," Sam said, having loved the fisting but still feeling anticipatory, since nothing came remotely close to the raw passion and intimacy of being ass fucked by her wife's big dick.
"Such a beautiful gaping hole," Alex said, unable not to admire her handiwork (pun definitely intended) and her arm-work.
"Created just for you to plug," Sam said, wiggling her woefully empty ass hungrily.
...
"Shit, you can take all of it," Lena said, as the rolling pin was all the way inside except for the handle.
"I'm so full, Mistress," Kara moaned, loving to take whatever Lena slammed into her ass... the thicker the better... the deeper the better.
Lena began to fuck her ass with the rolling pin. "God am I going to pound this asshole tonight."
'I can't wait," Kara said, loving it the moment Lena's cock filled her asshole.
Lena pulled the kitchen implement out after a couple minutes and admired the huge gaping hole that was already slowly shrinking, the rolling pin having really gotten the superhero's asshole huge. "God is your asshole gaped!"
"Yes, I feel so wide open," Kara agreed, feeling a little empty without something stuck in it.
"Not for long," Lena said, as she tossed the rolling pin aside and stepped into position behind her hot superhero pet.
"Just slam that big dick of yours up my asshole," Kara begged eagerly, looking back to see Lena poised for action behind her.
...
"Oh yes," Sam moaned, Alex's arms wrapped around her as she slowly fucked her ass.
"I love this position," Alex said, as she cupped Sam's tits while fucking her ass.
"The calm before the storm," Sam moaned, knowing that soon Alex would be drilling her hard and deep.
...
"Oh yes," Kara moaned as Lena's cock filled her.



"Such a great... tight... asshole," Lena said, punctuating each of her words with an additional hard thrust, in awe how the hugely gaped hole was already tightening around her cock.
"Not for long with that cock," Kara moaned just for the sake of it; she was blessed with a unique asshole that could loosen and tighten at will, without subjecting her to any pain at all.
...
"God, I love your cock inside me," Sam said.
"And I love you," Alex said, kissing the back of her wife's neck as she spooned her.
...
"Oh yes," Kara moaned loudly as Lena began really fucking her ass hard.
"Take my dick, slut," Lena said, even though Kara was of course doing just that.
"Use my asshole any damn way you want, so long as it's for your pleasure," Kara urged her.
"Oh, it's for your pleasure too," Lena said, loving how they both got off from rough anal sex.
"Oh, that it is," Kara agreed, as she began to bounce back on Lena's big dick.
...
"Okay baby, I really want you down and dirty now," Sam growled, "ten to a hundred and fifty in ten seconds, if you please," the slow fucking bringing her pleasure, but not nearly as much as a deep, vigorous ass reaming would.
"You don't like my making love to you?" Alex teased as she bit her ear.
"I'm not sure it qualifies as making love at any velocity when your cock's in my ass," Sam pointed out, as Alex pulled out and Sam rolled onto her stomach, her ass up, and wide open for deep drilling.
"Touché," Alex laughed, as she got behind her and again admired the gaping hole.
...
Lena pounded Kara hard from behind, as Kara begged, "Harder, Mistress, really ream my asshole with your big superhero-plowing fuck dick."
"You mean my superhero dominating dick, my fair-haired little pet," Lena corrected, all nine inches deep diving into her ass.
"Yes, yes, Mistress," Kara moaned, her orgasm rising quickly. "I'm just a bimbo slut for my super villain Mistress."
"Mmmmmmm," Lena said, loving to be seen as a super villain... at least sexually; she certainly didn't wish to emulate her brother.
"Own my ass, Mistress," Kara said, giving her body over to Lena completely.
"I already do," she said, tugging on the collar around her pet's neck, as she kept drilling her.
...
"Oh God, you get so deep inside me from this position," Sam moaned, as all of Alex's eight inches plowed her anal erogenous zone.
"You love being my anal slut, don't you?" Alex asked rhetorically, knowing Sam began loving dirty talk the moment her ass began getting pounded. At first using such language had been challenging for Alex, since although she was comfortable being a top, she wasn't a natural dominant... but she'd schooled herself into being more verbal since Sam responded to it so enthusiastically.
"God, yes," Sam cried, her orgasm rising, "I love your cock reaming my asshole."
"I want you to come like my cheap whore from getting ass fucked, you dirty bitch," Alex berated her, recalling how verbal Lena had been with Kara.
"Oh yes, drill my asshole," Sam moaned, her orgasm imminent.
...
"Oh, God yes," Kara moaned as she bounced on Lena's cock in a new position, taking all nine inches deeper, and from a different angle.
Lena enjoyed watching her personal superhero, still wearing her colourful outfit, a couple of holes always open for easy convenience. (Which was why, even though Supergirl always wore a short skirt, nobody, especially the press, was ever permitted even a glimpse of her panties.)
"May I please come, Mistress?" Kara pleaded as she bounced on Lena's dick.
"You may, you dirty ass slut," Lena said, knowing that whenever Kara came her ass tightened, and so her own orgasm quickly followed.
...
"Oh yes, fuck, I'm coming," Sam screamed, her orgasm cascading through her.
"So am I," Alex grunted, as the excessive tightness of Sam's ass, always extra tight at the moment she came, milked her cum from her balls.
...
"Thank you, Mistress," Kara screamed, cupping her super-tits through her outfit while her orgasm hit her.
"Oh fuck," Lena grunted, as her orgasm followed a couple seconds later.
...
"Yes, come in my ass," Sam moaned, loving the warm viscosity filling her butthole painted white... God, she loved nothing more than feeling her asshole filled with warm cum.
...
"Yes, fill my shit hole with your big load, Mistress," Kara moaned, as the pleasure warmed her very core.
Kara could feel herself being branded as Lena's butt slut, as her bottom was filled with cum, and she loved it more than anything else.
...
A couple minutes later Sam and Alex were again spooning, and Alex whispered, seeing her wife already drifting away into slumber, "I love you, Sam."
"I love you, too, Alex," Sam breathed sleepily.
...
"Suck my cock and clean it all up," Lena ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Kara obeyed, turning around and sucking that big cock, extracting any last remnants of cum.
And then, completely out of nowhere (actually the doorway): "Holy shit," Lex Luthor gasped. "My cute sister not only has a big dick, but also has a Kryptonian asshole to fuck with it. How cool is that?"
"Hi, bro," Lena smiled, not at all embarrassed to be captus habens sexus (caught having sex) by her wicked brother.
THE END
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Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.
Note 2: This is part five of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.
Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise reveals many of Jasmine's fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.
Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.
Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.
Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, unveiling intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked (but not surprised, for he'd told her he would) when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunchtime, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Following immediately after Daddy leaves, and I cleaned the cum off my face and inserted a tampon to prevent myself from leaking everywhere during my afternoon classes:
Immediately after Daddy left, I cleaned the cum off my face and inserted a tampon inside me, to stop myself from leaking everywhere during my afternoon classes.
A couple minutes later, LaCresha (Daddy and Babygirl's daughter) sauntered in and smirked at me, causing instant anxiety to surge through me.
Why was she smirking?
What did she know about what had just happened?
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
"So did Daddy give it to you?" she asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, terrified.
"I just talked to him in the hallway," she said. "And he told me he took care of you."
"That he took care of me?" I asked, those words having many possible ways to interpret them. He had indeed taken care of me in no uncertain terms... and yet I prayed that what she thought he meant was that he'd taken care of his daughter's concerns. I tried to appear calm as I said, "We did appear to think eye to eye."
"I'm sure that's what he said," she replied, still not really giving me a clear indication of what she knew, or thought she knew.
I sighed and said, "Nothing has changed between you and me, LaCresha. I still won't allow you to bully the other girls, although that's my only complaint against you."
"Okay," she nodded, still giving me nothing, although now appearing a little less smug. Oher students entered, and the class proceeded as normally as possible.
The day ended, and once I was alone in my classroom again, I pulled out the tampon, discarded it, and checked my phone, which I always put on mute during my teaching day. Usually I checked it at lunchtime, but today I'd been rather preoccupied while getting royally fucked.
I couldn't believe I'd sucked dick and gotten fucked instead of eating lunch.
I couldn't believe I'd cheated on my husband without any hesitation.
There were a couple of texts from my mother, one from one of my sisters, and two from David. I checked his; the first one asked how my day had gone, and the second was an image. I clicked on it, and saw a big black dildo with the question: Should I buy this for you?
That text was from ten minutes ago.
I texted back, feeling naughty, and yet feeling a slight rush at the possibility that I could make this all work: I'd prefer the real thing, but it will do for the time being.
He responded a few seconds later: Do you know anyone?
My eyes went wide.
Was he serious?
Could it be that simple?

I replied: Maybe?
He texted back: You're getting DP'd by a big black cock very soon.
I was giddy with the possibility. Maybe, just maybe, I could have my chocolate cake and eat it too (although that really is a dumb saying, when you think about it).
I texted back: I hope you mean with a real black cock.
He responded back: If you can find one.
I still assumed he was just playing along instead of being serious, but I was already formulating a plan to get the four of us together to see where it led.
I replied: I'm on the hunt.
He texted back: Bought it. I'll call you tonight. (He was still travelling for work.)
I texted back: Sounds great. Love you.
He responded: Love you too.
With endless possibilities and hope appearing before me, I decided to check my author emails on my phone before I left for home.
I had five new messages, including one from Daddy. I ignored the others for now, and clicked on the one from Daddy.
Hi my sexy slut,
I hope you enjoyed your lunch treat. I didn't get to finish you off with a cream pie, since I was concerned my cum would be leaking down your legs while you tried to teach, recalling my big black cock pounding that sweet pink pussy.
I hope you are free tomorrow night, as Babygirl wants to have you over for a special treat.
DADDY
Mixed emotions once again coursed inside me.
The idea of seeing Babygirl again excited me.
The idea of having his cock again was extremely tempting.
The idea of his cream pie was equally tempting, even though I wasn't fixed... David had gotten snipped after our first and only child, and a variety of health complications that had convinced us there shouldn't be a second child (although I wasn't certain I even wanted a second one in any case)... at my age, and given my past health issues, having another pregnancy would be very high risk.
The idea of cheating on my husband again was also not appealing. I wasn't proud of myself or of the weakness inside me, since I hadn't really put up any resistance at all when Daddy's big, strong, black hands had guided me down to my knees... although I was thrilled to realize that the descriptions I'd written many times about that exact same scenario had been very, very accurate.
I shook my head at my twisted thoughts, before I headed home to make dinner for myself and my daughter.
That night I had a pleasant dinner with my daughter, then I did a little grading, and I began writing a new series: this Best of Both Worlds series, that I thought my readers might enjoy: the true story of my finally finding the BBC I'd been craving since my very first story was released. That one had been entitled A Perfect Fall (ironically, a story about a sweet, innocent wife and daughter being drawn into black pussy and black cock by her new seductive black neighbour).
I also replied to over twenty emails, and to Daddy.
Daddy,
I can't believe I let you do that to me.
I can't believe you did that to me.
That said, I don't think I should come over tomorrow, as this situation has already gotten way out of hand.
Jasmine
PS: Nevertheless, I have begun writing a story based on my encounters with you and Babygirl.
I clicked Send, and instantly realized how my PS had really weakened my other statement that going forward with this relationship wasn't a good idea.
The other mistakes I made that evening were to continue writing the story of yesterday's first encounters with Babygirl, and I decided to make the story into a series. For if I stopped playing with this couple now, it would be a rather short series.
I was a good 2000 words into it, when I saw another email from Daddy.
Slut Jasmine,
We are flattered you are turning our encounters into a story, this knowledge has Babygirl sucking my dick and getting it ready for some rough backshots.
How about making it an illustrated story?
And we all three know you want to taste Babygirl's pussy again, to have my cock again, and to experience the DP you've always dreamed about, so my summons for tomorrow night is still in effect.
Daddy
Did I want to taste Babygirl's pussy again? Mmmmmm, my own pussy tingled as I recalled her beautiful pink pussy surrounded by her dark chocolate skin... an exquisite presentation, and a wonderful tasting dessert.
And Daddy's cock... fuck, our brief encounter had been so intense, although way too short, and I could still visualize his cock completely, it was so perfectly etched in my brain, likely forever.
And a DP... fuck! It was definitely on my fuck-it list.
And an illustrated story? Hmmm. I hadn't done many of those in quite some time. Only one in 2020, a Jasmine Fantasies story, and before that, the Catching Mommy alternate point of view illustrated back in 2018. And then there were the three Hedonism Island stories in late 2019 and two in 2020 (with more on the way), but although I'd written the plot for those ones, they were pretty much an artistic tour de force by my British friend Alison Hale. Truth is, illustrated stories take way longer to write, and they often end up focusing too much on the pics instead of the story.
Yet... creating hot images of Daddy, Babygirl and me interacting sexually was a way cool idea.
So I spent an hour playing around with my illustrating software, realizing I hadn't updated it in quite some time. So I ended up searching for more poses, models and locations. The program is good, but it's lacking in male models... especially anything other than white male models.
I responded to Daddy.
Daddy,
Exploring your illustration idea.
I didn't respond to anything else he'd told me, as he already knew the truth anyway, and I was desperately trying to resist the temptation he and Babygirl were consistently offering me even whenever they weren't in touch... a temptation that as I wrote, and as I played with the program, while in both cases picturing us playing together, became more and more enticing, while I got hornier and hornier... damn female hormones!
Then, just after I'd found a perfect model for Babygirl... a younger version of her called Paula, and I based myself (a little overly flattering) on the real-life Eliza Dushku (although she does slightly resemble me), my husband called.
"Naked?" he asked as soon as I answered.
"Well yes, except for my nylons, of course," I responded. My daughter always made a practice of spending the evening in her bedroom, perhaps doing sexual things, perhaps not, since I didn't feel the need to monitor her activities, given how twisted my imagination ran, so I felt free to strip down once I was ensconced in my own bedroom, with or without David present.
"Wanna play?"
"With you? Always."
"Tonight you're a college cheerleader, and your boyfriend owes money to a black bookie," he dictated.
"You and your cheerleaders," I joked, having three different cheerleader outfits in my roleplaying collection.
"You and your big black cock," he countered.
"Touché!" I laughed, feeing a little guilty, but also a lot liberated at having told him this fantasy... although not that I'd already fulfilled it... and only several hours ago.
"So doll face, your spendthrift boyfriend owes me a lot of money," he said, jumping straight into roleplay mode, as I imagined his voice being Daddy in the room with me.
"Is there anything I can do about that?" I asked in a sweet, innocent voice.
"What are you willing to do?"
"Anything," I said. "Just please don't hurt him. He's playing in a big game tomorrow."
"Well, you do have something I like."
"What's that?" I asked, still playing dumb and innocent.
"Your three holes," he said bluntly.
"I beg your pardon?" I asked, feigning shock.
"You heard me," he said. "All you white sluts want my black cock anyway. And you won't even have to feel guilty about getting it, since you'll be doing it for your deadbeat man."
"But I couldn't, I just couldn't!" I protested, as I pretended to watch him unbutton his pants.
"You could..." he said, guiding me down to my knees, "...and you will. Now get on your knees."
"Oh my God!" I gasped, "Your black cock is so big!"
"Most black cock is," he said, which sounded weird coming from my husband, but I imagined his voice being deeper, just like Daddy's.
"Mmmmm," I purred, immediately convinced to letting him do whatever he wanted with me. "Are you going to face fuck me with that big black snake, or what?"
"Think you can handle it all?"
"Only one way to find out," I said, as I imagined I was taking Daddy's big cock into my mouth again.
I imagined his hands on my pigtails as I braced myself on my hands, as he slid his cock in and out of my mouth.

"That's it, my sexy slut," he said. "Take my big black cock."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I imagined taking the entire delicious cock deep inside my mouth, as his balls bounced repeatedly off my chin like it was a bongo drum.

"Such a big cock," I moaned.
"Bigger than your boyfriend's?" he asked.
"Way bigger," I said.
"Want it in that white cunt of yours?" he asked.
"Yes, baby," I said, in real life reaching for my vibrator, deciding to make this roleplay feel as authentic as I possibly could.
"You sure you can take this big black cock?" he asked.
"Yes, or I'll die trying," I replied, sounding pretty corny, as I moved the vibrator to my pussy.
"You're such a slut for black cock, aren't you," he said, as I couldn't help but smirk at the actual truth of that statement.
"Just slide that big black cock deep into my pink pussy, baby," I moaned, the vibrator teasing that same pussy.
"Take it all, my white slut," my husband roleplayed, as I slid the (unfortunately blue) vibrator inside my pussy (I needed to get a black one, asap).
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, imagining Daddy's big cock sliding inside me again.

"Give it to me, Baby," I moaned. "Shove that huge black cock all the way into my pussy."
"Oh yes, that pussy is so wet and tight," he groaned, I imagined he was playing with himself as well... or maybe with the fleshlight he owned, that he didn't know I knew about.
"I love your big cock, baby," I moaned, as I pumped the vibe in and out of me... recalling Daddy's huge black cock being in there this afternoon.
"Ride me, baby," he ordered, a minute later. "Show me how much you want my black cock."
"I'll do anything for this big black cock," I moaned, something that after this afternoon appeared to be so true... God, was I weak.
"Drop that pussy right on top of my cock," he ordered, as I imagined myself doing just that.


I imagined bouncing on that cock, like he was my personal jungle gym.
"Grind and fuck my black cock, slut," he ordered, as I gazed down at him with awe and obsession.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, my pussy on fire.
"Daddy?" David asked, and I silently cursed myself, not realizing I'd let that word escape my lips.
"Not Daddy as in my Dad," I clarified, as the idea of doing him didn't remotely excite me (yes, I'd written a lot of incest stories, and I was indeed intrigued with the idea of exploring some same sex play with my two sisters, and recently with my recently come of age niece as well, but my Dad definitely wasn't in my sexual universe at all... hadn't been since I was five... even though back then I hadn't been sexual at all... but I had had romantic thoughts about some people). "But Daddy as in dominate me, Daddy."
"Okay," he said, still sounding either a little unsure or a little confused.
"Just go with it, Baby," I purred.
"Okay, you little slut," he agreed. "Fuck yourself on Daddy's big black cock."
"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, closing my eyes and imagining doing just that, and knowing it would drive me wild again.

"You look so hot riding Daddy's black cock," he moaned, seemingly as turned on by this interracial role play as I was.
"You love watching my boyfriend's dirty slut riding this big black cock, don't you?" I asked.
"Fucking love it," he moaned.
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, as my orgasm was rising.
"Get on all fours and bounce back on Daddy's dick," he ordered.
"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, imagining being on all fours, taking that delicious dick.
"Will you ever want white dick again?" he asked.
"Never, Daddy," I moaned, changing the familiar saying to, 'Once you go black, you'll never want a tiny little white cock again.'
"Not even your boyfriend's?" he asked.
"I'll fuck him if he wants, but that doesn't mean he'll be able to get me off like you do, Daddy," I moaned.

"You can fuck his tiny white dick, but only when I'm not around," he allowed, as I imagined our doing a couple of other kinky positions.



"Want my big cock in that white ass of yours?" he asked.
"God, yes," I moaned.
"Let me eat that asshole first," he said.
'Oh yes please, eat my asshole," I moaned, the idea nasty hot.

"Ready for Daddy's dick in your back door?" he asked, as I slowly fucked myself with the vibe, trying not to come yet... holding back for as long as I could... this roleplay driving me wild.
"Oh yes, Baby," I moaned. "Slam that big black dick in my shit hole!" wondering if I could take Daddy's real dick inside my backdoor.
"Ride it, slut," he ordered.



"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, imagining lowering myself onto his black shaft, as I furiously pumped my vibe in my wet, wet pussy.


"Get ready for my load all over that pink pussy of yours," he said, as it was obvious he was about to burst.
"Yes Daddy, come all over my cunt," I begged, furiously fucking myself with my vibe, and trying to time my orgasm to his.
"On all fours, slut," he ordered.
I imagined obeying that order, and spreading my legs wide to open my pussy for his big load. "Yes, Daddy."
"Oh yes, fuck, here it comes," he grunted.
"Yes!" I screamed as I erupted just as he did, imagining receiving a cream pie from Daddy's big dick.


At my advanced age of mid-forties, I'm not sure I could still actually get into that position... or a couple of others in this fantasy, but hey, it's a fantasy.
"Was that good for you?" David asked after a minute of recovery.
"It was," I agreed. "You?"
"It was strangely hot as fuck," he admitted.
"Did you imagine watching me getting fucked by a big black cock?" I asked.
"I plead the Fifth."
"We're in Canada, so that isn't even a thing," I pointed out.
"Nevertheless, I refuse to answer that question, as it may incriminate me, and thus I might end up getting less nookie," he insisted.
"Then I'll take that as a yes," I said. "And since I'm feeling generous, you can have my nookie anyway."
"Fine," he sighed.
"You did imagine me with a big black dick in all three of my holes, didn't you?"
"I can't believe I did, but I really did," he admitted.
"Next playtime, I'll be a hot chocolate submissive slut for your white dick," I said.
"Mmmmmmmm," he said.
Deciding to push the envelope even further, I added, "Or perhaps I can find you a real black submissive slut to be your sex slave and eat my pussy."
"Fuck," he groaned, that scenario obviously turning him on.
"I'll take that as 'Jasmine, do that ASAP,'" I teased.
"Yes please," he laughed, although inwardly I decided to take his responses as a sign to try and make it happen... soon... very, very soon... as in this weekend, once he'd returned.
"Sir, you may consider me on the hunt for your black cunt," I said.
"You're so amazing, sexy and slutty," he laughed.
"And you love me for it."

"I do."
"For better or worse?" I asked, thinking of my doing the worst thing I'd ever done, earlier today.
"Of course."
"I love you."
"I love you, too."
We chatted for a few minutes about normal shit, including that he'd be arriving home around five o'clock Saturday afternoon.
After I hung up, I went right to bed... as I was completely exhausted.
.....
Next morning I checked my email, and saw another one from Daddy.
Of course I read it immediately.
Slut Jasmine
Happy you are considering illustrating the story. I'm sure it will be hot as fuck.
The next chapter can be about your first DP... which is happening tonight. The address is below and we expect you there at 7 o'clock.
This is an order from your Daddy (and you know that in this case Daddy means Master).
This isn't negotiable.
PS: In case you are worried, you likely know that the cheerleaders, including our daughter, are heading out tonight on a road trip for the big playoff game.
See you tonight.
Daddy
Instantly my pussy was awake.
Fuck!
He knew exactly how to make me wet.
And weak.
I didn't send a response, knowing I couldn't say yes, but also that I couldn't say no.
I showered. I went to work. It was an uneventful day, which was a relief and yet a little disappointing, which made me shake my head at my own lust and weakness.
When I checked my email once I got home from work, there were a few pics from Daddy that had been sent throughout the afternoon, beginning promptly at noon.
7 HOURS TO GO:
It was a picture of Daddy's big cock, with the line 7 hours to go.

WHAT A BEAUTIFUL COCK!
MOUTH WATERING!
PUSSY STRETCHING!.
ORGAMS INDUCING!
Then:
5 HOURS TO GO
A closeup of Babygirl's delicious pussy.

OH MY GOD, THAT'S THE MOST APPETIZING PUSSY I'VE EVER SEEN!
3 HOURS TO GO
Daddy's dick in Babygirl's ass.

FUCK, I WANTED THAT DICK IN MY ASS!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Again, I didn't respond. I couldn't tell him what I shouldn't, and I couldn't tell him what I should.
I made myself dinner, trying to ignore the growing lust inside me.
Of course I was on my phone a little after five, to see another email had arrived.
TWO HOURS MORE: HUNGRY?

It was a picture of Babygirl, with a ton of cum on the sole of her left stocking.

GOD, I WANTED TO EAT ALL THAT CUM!
I WANTED TO SUCK DADDY'S CUM OFF THOSE TOES!
I WANTED TO WORSHIP THAT NYLON-CLAD FOOT.
Daddy knew without a doubt all my weaknesses... which, unfortunately, were a lot of them.
Black cock... black pussy...nylon feet... cum from a black cock.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
I knew I had to resist, but I was so tempted.
So... very... tempted!
Of course, a simple solution would be to stop checking my email. I ate my dinner alone, my daughter not coming home until after eight, and after a quick shower, I ended up checking my email at 5:45.
90 MORE MINUTES: DO YOU WANT TO BECOME MY NEXT WHITE ANAL SLUT?

It was a picture of Daddy's dick deep inside someone's white asshole.

This time Daddy added:
This is Beth, the most recent white slut I sodomized. She is married to a prominent politician, but, just like you, she can't resist my big cock.
I expect you to be here on time, my slut.
I expect to have an ass to fuck.
And you have a double penetration fantasy to fulfill.
See you soon.
GOD, THAT COCK LOOKED SO AMAZING IN THAT WHITE ASSHOLE!
I couldn't help but imagine HOW AMAZING THAT WOULD FEEL IN MINE... ESPECIALLY IF I WAS EATING BABYGIRL'S PUSSY, OR GETTING DP'D BY HER STRAP-ON COCK!
I still hadn't decided whether I was going there... at least mentally I wasn't sure... but my body already felt willing and able, and without admitting anything to myself, I'd already shaved my pussy and put on some sexy red nylons, but nothing else for now.
I looked into the mirror and admired myself.
I looked pretty hot!
I put on a dress and heels, and at 6:15 I checked my email again. I now looked like I was about to go out on the town.
1 MORE HOUR
This time it was Babygirl masturbating.
He'd added the words:
Babygirl is impatiently waiting for you.

GOD, SHE WAS SO HOT, AND I REALLY FELT THAT I NEEDED TO GO... LIKE I NEEDED TO BE THERE FOR BABYGIRL.
At least that was the excuse I gave myself as I slipped into my heels and headed out the door.
I arrived a few minutes early, there being surprisingly little traffic, and sat in my car until it was time.
Was I really going to do this?
The first time with Daddy could (at least conceivably) be defended as a momentary moment of weakness, since he'd taken charge of my submissive nature in a situation he'd totally orchestrated and controlled in my classroom... I mean he'd been in control from the very moment he arrived.
Submitting to temptation over a period of time was the ultimate test, and I'd just driven all the way across town of my own volition with Daddy nowhere around; and furthermore, I was about to walk up and knock on their door, still of my own volition, so I could fail this test big time (BIG, BIG TIME)!
I checked my email again, and was surprised to see there hadn't been any more from Daddy.
He'd been tempting me all afternoon, but he'd left the final hour completely in my hands.
I looked out at the large house in the nicest area of town, and I saw Babygirl looking out the window.
She was waiting for me.
She was hoping to see me.
If I had any resistance left, it was blown completely away the moment I saw Babygirl.
I leapt out of my car and waved frantically to her.
She waved back, and stepped away from the window.
I hurried up the sidewalk, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through me.
Babygirl opened the door before I could knock and said, a huge smile on her face, "I was worried you weren't going to come."
"Oh, I do hope to come," I responded playfully, matching her eager smile.
"Oh, you definitely will," she said, ushering me in.
"Fuck, you look good enough to eat," she added, as I walked into her huge living room.

"My peach gobbler has been marinating all day," I smiled back, as I noticed her shirt reading 'Cum dumpster' and added, "nice shirt."

"Daddy's bought me a few slutty shirts, and he chose this one for today," she explained, posing for me.
"Good choice," I said, "as is the lack of skirt or panties."
"I don't wear either of those whenever LaCresha is away," she shrugged.
"Nice habit," I smiled, admiring her body and her nylons. "The mocha nylons are hot, too."
"That's a sexy dress you're wearing, but Daddy also gave me an outfit for you that he wants you wearing," she said as she stepped behind me and unzipped my dress.
"He does?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, as I allowed my dress to drop to the floor, leaving me completely naked except for my black heels and red stockings. "No bra or panties," she added. "Nice."
"I figured they'd be short-lived anyway," I laughed.
She leaned in and kissed me.
So tenderly.
So sweetly.

After a couple minutes of sensual kissing, the most intimate kissing I can recall ever taking part in, she broke our kiss, explaining, "I need to get you ready for Daddy."
"Where is he?" I asked, as she took my hand and led me to a table.
"He'll be here soon, so we need to get you ready," she repeated, and added, "Hop up on this table, sexy."
"Okay," I nodded.
She dropped to her knees, and began caressing my leg as she unbuckled my heel.

"That feels so nice," I said, as I enjoyed watching Babygirl... God, she was so beautiful! So hot. So sexy. So slutty.
Once my heels were off, she stood up and massaged my foot. "You have such sexy legs and feet."
"As do you," I moaned softly.

"Come with me," she said a couple minutes later.
"Anywhere," I replied, as I followed her into a bedroom and to a bed.
"Let's get you out of these sexy red nylons, and into the pink ones Daddy wants you wearing."
"Pink," I smiled. "Yummy."
She pushed me playfully onto the bed, slowly slid my sexy sheer nylons off of me, and then she draped a new pair of equally sexy sheer nylons onto me.
"You didn't even touch my sex, but that was still one of the most sensual things I've ever felt," I praised, as she continued sliding her hands up and down my legs.
"Then this should magnify the experience," she said, as she moved her mouth to my toes to kiss, lick and suck them.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I watched her slowly rubbing herself, as she sucked on each of my toes individually. "I love that."
"So do I," she said.
After doing all ten toes, she said, "I could do this all night, but I've got to finish getting you ready for Daddy. He'll be here any minute now."
"Rain check for more toe nibbling on another day," I smiled. "And both ways around, please."
"Anytime," she promised, as she stood up and grabbed a pink shirt... well, 'shirt' likely isn't the right word for it, since it didn't even reach down to my navel.
"He had this made just for you," she said, as she held it up for me to see.
"Oh my," I said, as I read the slutty play on Keep Calm and Carry On, changed to Keep Calm and Be Daddy's Girl.
"Like?"
"It's perfectly appropriate for tonight," I smiled, admiring the clever shirt.
"Is she ready?" Daddy called out. I heard his voice approaching as a door was closed.
"Yes Daddy," Babygirl called back, as she hurriedly pushed me down to my knees.
"Good," he said, as he walked in and began getting undressed.
I looked up and felt a rush of wetness gush out of me, as I was about to witness that big black dick again. God, I had to have it inside my pussy again... my weakness for his chocolate stick consuming me completely... consequences be damned. Imagining I was posing like I'd expect the pets I created in my stories to, I bowed my head and placed my hands behind my back.

"Hi, Pet Jasmine," he greeted, looking down at me, his big cock flaccid and dangling before me like an elephant's trunk.
"Hi, Daddy," I replied, looking up and into his eyes.
"I'm happy you obeyed me and arrived promptly at seven," he said, as I noticed him holding something black in his hand.
"I did try to resist coming at all," I admitted.
"But?" he asked, as he showed me the collar he was holding, which was inscribed: Daddy's Little Girl.
"But I couldn't resist you," I answered.
"I knew you wouldn't be able to," he said, and added, "Like your gift?"
"Yes," I answered, as he bent down and buckled the black collar onto me.
"So sexy," Babygirl murmured as she watched our mini-ceremony, following which I was officially Daddy's Little Girl.
Daddy stood up straight and ordered, "Look up at me."
I obeyed.

"Are you ready to obey me without hesitation, my slut?" he asked, as his cock swung back and forth like a hypnotist's watch, drawing me deeper into his BBC trance.
"Yes I am, Daddy," I replied with no doubt or hesitation, totally captivated by his big black cock.
He walked over to a couch and ordered, "Crawl to me, my married bimbo black cock slut."
Each name he called me sent a rush of lust through me, even including his reminder that I was willingly cheating on David. I prayed that his and my earlier roleplay would open the door to the foursome I'd already set up mentally.
"Yes Daddy," butt high in the air, I obeyed, having written about someone crawling to a Master or Mistress many times, but never having actually done it. Writing those scenes had always been a bit of a turn-on, but actually living this scene was cunt-leaking thrilling!


I took my time, knowing he was enjoying the show, and when I reached him he asked, "How badly do you want my cock between those pretty cock-sucking lips?"
"So very badly, Daddy," I answered sincerely, his now mostly erect cock pointing directly at me. This was already a far different encounter than the wordless one yesterday in my classroom... each one of them stimulating me in different, yet similar ways.
"Tell me what you are," he said.
"I'm a white slut for black cock."
"And if your husband were here?"
"Hopefully he'd be dominating Babygirl."
"He'd better," Babygirl tossed in from behind me.
"He'd be okay with your being a slut for nigger dick?" he asked, the way he said the 'N' word sending instant sparks directly to my pussy.
"I've promised to try and find him a black slut, and if he wants to collect, he'll have to be okay with my tit for tat," I answered, knowing there was simply no way I could never have this black cock again. Pandora's Box had been blown to smithereens, and there was simply no going back... not that I'd ever want to anyway. I just prayed I was right, and David would be as tempted by Babygirl as I was.
"Good answers, slut," he nodded, and he snapped his fingers
I took that as either permission or an order, and either way, I eagerly leaned forward and took his cock into my mouth.
"Rub that pussy slowly while you suck my cock," he ordered. "Get it nice and wet for it to penetrate you."
"It's already drenched," I hastened to say, wanting him to be aware of the power he had over me... as if that wasn't already completely obvious.
"I know it is," he said, slightly amused.
"Suck Daddy's cock," Babygirl said as she watched me pleasure her husband. I wondered what feelings I'd have if I was watching Babygirl suck my husband. I'd have to be okay with it, but would I be able to? It seemed hard to imagine, and yet also very easy to imagine... fuck, I was a mental mess.
I sucked his cock slowly, knowing the time I was taking this time wasn't important like it had been in my classroom yesterday, while I ever so slowly and gently pleasured my pussy.... Not wishing to come until his dick was deep inside of me. His hand gently resting on my head was another reminder of who was in charge.




"Daddy, watching this is so hot!" Babygirl offered.
"Just like you imagined, Babygirl?"
"Even better," she said, her tone sounding like she might be touching herself like I was doing.
After a couple more minutes Daddy ordered, as he stood up and moved around, assumedly to give Babygirl a better view, "Now come and suck on Daddy's balls, my teacher slut."
"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, crawling the couple of feet to resume my worship of his perfect black equipment.
I reached up and stroked his hard shaft, while I sucked each ball into my mouth... and even his balls were big!

"Jasmine, you look so hot serving my husband," Babygirl said, likely watching me intently.
"You're so lucky getting to actually live with this cock," I said, admiring the beautiful black member as I worshipped the entire package.
"We're lucky to have each other," Daddy added, "and tonight, we're both lucky to have you," which were rather sweet things to say.
"Yes you are lucky, and so am I," I agreed, going back and forth between each ball before slithering my tongue back up his shaft and taking it back into my mouth. I couldn't wait to have it in my mouth again.
"I love you, Babygirl," Daddy said, as I bobbed on his cock.
"I love you so much too, Daddy," she said, and I soon felt her hand on my shoulder as they kissed each other... the ultimate surreal intimate moment occupying a moment that most people wouldn't consider remotely romantic.
I sucked. They kissed.
Daddy then said, "I want to see you two girls kissing."
"Yes Daddy," she said, as he pulled his cock out of me and sat down in a chair.
"Yes Daddy," I parroted, as Babygirl pulled me to my feet began kissing me.
"So sexy," Daddy said, as Babygirl and I explored each other's mouths with our tongues.
It was passionate... intimate... and so pussy tingling.

"Want to watch me fuck her, Babygirl?" Daddy asked.
Babygirl broke our kiss and said, "Yes Daddy, I've been longing to see that since long before I met her in person."
"We've roleplayed this evening with you many times, Jasmine," Daddy said.
"I've fantasized about it just as often," I replied, the idea of serving black cock having been a compulsive fantasy of mine for a decade.
Daddy stood up, led me to an empty spot on the floor, and guided me down. The floor was cold, but my body was on fire as he went between my legs.
Babygirl went to a couch and knelt on it, her hand going straight to her pussy as she urged, "Slide it in her pussy, Daddy. Fuck your new pet for me."
"She's our pet," Daddy clarified, as he rubbed the tip of his cock up and down between my pussy lips.
"Yes Daddy, please make me your bimbo fuck pet," I moaned, dying to feel that cock inside of me.
"Who owns this pink pussy?" he asked ritually, tapping on my clit, and thus making my legs twitch.
"You do, Daddy," I moaned. "You're the one who owns my pink pussy, my eager mouth, and my tight white ass."
"How badly do you want to fuck this big black dick?"
"So badly, Daddy," I moaned, his teasing driving me so fucking wild. "Just shove that black cock deep into my pussy, Daddy."
"Yes Daddy," Babygirl moaned as she rubbed herself. "Fuck our Jasmine, Daddy. Give her the big black dick she's fantasized about forever."
"Well, I do have to listen to my wife," Daddy smiled from above me, as he slid his cock inside.
"Ooooooooooh, yes," I moaned, as his cock filled my needy pussy.
"Such a tight little pussy," Daddy said, as his entire cock entered me.
"So big," I moaned in response.
"Yes, Daddy, give Jasmine a really good fucking," Babygirl moaned, clearly enjoying watching her husband fucking their white slut.
He lifted my hips up and began fucking me slowly... so very slowly... an intensely pleasurable slow burn.
"Thank you Babygirl, for sharing this magnificent monster with me," I said, looking gratefully at her, using alliteration in real life just like I liked using in my stories.
"You're most welcome," she smiled graciously as if we were sipping tea together, as we all actually enjoyed the beginning of what I assumed would become a long night of black cock for us both.
I looked up at Daddy and his sly smile.
I looked at Babygirl and her deliciously wide lips, as she moaned.
I turned away from looking at anything, and just enjoyed the sensations of Daddy's cock slowly sliding in and out of me.

"Now fuck her from behind, Daddy," Babygirl said, after a couple minutes of the slowest fucking ever.
"Come close and watch," Daddy said as he pulled out, pulled me up, and spun me around.
"Slam that dick back into me," I begged, as Babygirl came over and sat down beside me.
"She's so submissive," Daddy said as he slid back into me.
"Two peas in a pod," Babygirl said.
"Two sluts for your black cock," I added.
"Kindred sluts," Babygirl added lovingly, and I had to agree.
"Fuck!" I moaned, as Daddy slid his cock into me, now doing it faster, and at this angle more deeply.

Daddy's cock filled me so perfectly... so completely.
"I think she likes it," Babygirl giggled.
"I fucking love it," I moaned as his cock reached depths never before reached by man or toy... this angle feeling so fucking stimulating.
After a couple minutes of this intense fucking, that had me nearing apocalyptic bliss, he pulled out and ordered, "Come and ride me, slut."
"Yes Daddy," I agreed, as he lay down on the floor, his big cock standing straight up, which looked so fucking hot.
"I want to watch my newest slut riding me," he explained, as I straddled his big cock and lowered myself onto it with hungry, horny lust.
Babygirl said, as she lay on the floor beside me, "Me too."
"Me threeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee," I screamed, as I dropped myself onto his big cock, and once again it reached new depths inside me.
"Such a black-cock-hungry slut," Daddy said.
"For you Daddy, yes I am," I agreed, as I began grinding on his cock.
"So hot," Babygirl moaned as she rubbed herself.
"I love your husband's dick," I moaned.
"Everyone does," Babygirl smiled.


"I could ride this dick all night long," I moaned, loving this position, but also knowing I wouldn't be able to come in this position... never have.
Babygirl got up, straddled Daddy's face and said, "I can't just watch anymore."
"I don't know how you resisted for even this long," I smiled, as she leaned in and kissed me again.
Kissing an amazing woman while riding an amazing cock is more challenging than one would imagine... I was suddenly being greatly distracted from the fucking.


"May I play with her now, Daddy?" Babygirl asked a couple minutes later.
"Yes. Go take a seat," he ordered.
"Yes Daddy," she eagerly obeyed.
"Go to her," Daddy told me.
"Yes Daddy," I repeated, like the submissive bimbo I was for him.
"Come and kiss me some more," Babygirl ordered.
"Anytime, beautiful," I agreed.
We kissed, as Daddy came up behind me and slid back into my pussy.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned into Babygirl's mouth, as he began fucking me harder than previously.
I braced my hands against her shoulders for balance, as I got slammed.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned.

"Hold onto my titties instead," Babygirl suggested, as Daddy slammed into me.
"Good idea," I agreed, as I placed my hands on her firm tits. "You've got such great tits."
"They're a perfect handful," she smiled, as I indeed was holding two handfuls.
"Yes, perfect," I agreed with a moan, as her husband kept fucking me.

"Fuck her good, Daddy," Babygirl encouraged. "Slam that big dick in the teacher's pussy."
"I'm already doing just that," Daddy chuckled, as his body continued slamming into mine.
"I'm so fucking wet," Babygirl moaned, as she continued getting turned on by watching her husband fuck another woman.
"Me too," I moaned, my orgasm now rising quickly.
"Let me taste Jasmine on your dick, Daddy," Babygirl requested.
"Sure," Daddy agreed, as he went across and sat down in the chair.
"Let me taste that pussy too," Daddy said, as we both walked over to him.
Babygirl dropped to her knees and devoured his cock, while I wondered how to offer him my pussy.
"Climb up on the chair and straddle my face," Daddy suggested.
"Okay," I nodded.
I climbed onto the couch, but I fell back, Daddy grabbing me just before I tumbled down onto Babygirl.
"Thanks, Daddy," I said, "nice save," as he grabbed my ass and pulled my pussy into his face. "Oooooooh," I moaned as he began licking.
I grabbed the back of his head and held him deep in my wetness, partly for balance, and partly because it felt so good to have his face buried deep in me.

We all played in this position for a good three or four minutes, and I was once again getting close to the orgasm he continued refusing me, when I got a leg cramp.
"Fuck," I said, letting go of his head and hopping sideways off the couch.
"You okay?" they both asked in unison.
"Cramp," I explained, shaking out my leg.
"You put the left foot in, you put the left foot out," Babygirl sang with a silly grin.
"Funny," I laughed, as I got rid of the cramp.
Babygirl smiled, "Come eat me now, Jasmine."
"Mmmmmmmm," I said, as I moved to her, shaking my leg one last time, before I dropped to my knees before her.
"While I fuck her from behind again," Daddy added.
"Well, that goes without saying, my mighty stud," Babygirl giggled, as I began licking her sweet pussy.
"Yes Daddy, slide that big black dick back inside me," I encouraged him, as I felt his hands on my leg, pulling me into a strange extended position.
"In case you still have a bit of a cramp," Daddy said.
He then slid his cock back into my pussy as I feasted on his wife.
"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned between licks.
"Finger my asshole too, Jasmine," Babygirl moaned, as I hungrily ate her pussy.
"As you wish," I said as I moved my finger to her asshole.
"Pretty soon this BBC will be in your ass, slut," Daddy forewarned, as I eagerly imagined that happening, and yet felt a little nervous as well, as I'd never had a dick or anything else that big in my ass.
"I can't wait," I said, putting on a brave front as my finger disappeared in Babygirl's asshole.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned.

A couple minutes later Daddy said, "Time to really fuck my new slut."
"Haven't you been doing that all along?" I joked.
"That? It was just an appetizer," he demurred.
"As is this," I said, licking away.
Daddy pulled me up and led me to another open area of the floor.
As he lifted my ass and legs up and slid back inside me, Babygirl came over, pulled my arms towards her, and she knelt on my hands while grabbing both of my ankles and also pulling them towards her.
"Make her come, Daddy," she said, looking fondly down at me as my moans increased... my orgasm bubbling inside.
"Yes, Daddy, please make your teacher slut come," I moaned, as I looked imploringly up at him.
"Harder, Daddy, fuck her harder," Babygirl cheered him on.
"Oh yes, fuck, Daddy, fuck, oh God, right now," I babbled, my orgasm imminent.
"Come right NOW, slut," Daddy ordered in a booming voice. "Come because you're a dirty white slut for black cock!"
"Oh fuck!" I screamed a couple of his deep thrusts later.

My body shook like crazy, as an orgasm set off fireworks throughout every inch of my body.
"Oh yes, Daddy," Babygirl encouraged him as she watched me coming.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, clearly close too, as he pulled out, flipped me onto my knees, and began fucking my feet.
"Oh yes, come all over her dirty white feet, Daddy," Babygirl cheered.
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, closing my eyes and allowing the orgasm to continue exploding inside me. "Come on my nylon-clad feet!"
"Oh fuck," he grunted, as he spewed a few ropes of warm cum all over the soles of my feet.

"Yummy," Babygirl said, as my soles were drenched with cum.
"You may have a snack and play with your white slut for a bit," Daddy permitted. "I'll be back in a while."
"Thank you, Daddy," Babygirl said, as he left the room, and she came over to my feet and licked the cum off of one of them.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as it felt good being tickled just a bit.
"Roll over and lay back, so I can lick off the rest of the cum," Babygirl ordered.
I did, moving my clean foot to her pussy as she licked the cum from my other foot.

After all the cum was cleaned off and swallowed, she invited, "69?"
"69 with you sounds great," I agreed wholeheartedly, as she pulled me to the floor, and we were both giggling like schoolgirls as we buried our faces in each other's pink perfection.


"Get her ass ready for my cock," Daddy called out from another room.
"Yes Daddy," Babygirl called back, as she kept licking my pussy, but also reached a finger to my asshole.

"Oh yes, finger fuck my asshole," I moaned, getting mentally prepared for a giant cock in my ass... usually I had to be drunk before I'd allow my ass to be plundered, but tonight I hadn't had a single drink, although one could say with reasonable accuracy that I was intoxicated with lust.

For three or four minutes she fingered my ass, wiggling it around inside, and gradually gaping me.
She then pointed, "Go over there and kneel on that chair; I want to really eat that asshole of yours."
"Yes Mistress," I agreed.
Once I was there with my legs open wide, she spread my buttocks and buried her pretty black face between my white-as-snow ass cheeks.
Licking.

Probing.

After a few minutes of the most sensual ass eating ever, Daddy returned and asked me, "Ready for round two?"
"I really have to go pee," Babygirl said. "Please don't start without me."
"Fetch the strap-on while you're gone," Daddy ordered.
"I bought it for tonight," Babygirl told me, all proud of herself.
"I can't wait to see it on you and feel it inside me," I smiled, as I stood up and stretched.
"Wanna try something while we wait?" I asked, as I got out of my shirt.
"I'm game," he said, checking out my tits as I pushed him to the floor, exploring my dominant side just a little. "Oh my," he said, surprised.
"Just have to make sure this cock is ready for my asshole," I explained, as I moved my hand to his still hard shaft and my foot to his mouth. "Suck my toes, Daddy."
"Mmmmmmmm," he moaned as he obeyed me, sucking a toe into his mouth.

"That's it, Daddy, suck them all," I ordered softly, while stroking his hard cock.
"I see you have a little dominant side," he said, as I put my other foot in his mouth.
"I didn't used to, but Babygirl awakened that side of me," I said.
"She has that ability."
"Definitely," I agreed. Once all ten of my toes had been sucked, I moved both my feet to his face and rubbed them up and down on it... just because I could.

He licked my soles briefly before saying, "Okay, it's time to get those pretty lips wrapped back around my cock."
"Yes, Daddy," I said, shifting naturally back into my accustomed role as the submissive.
He stood up, and I went to his cock and devoured it.
"Fuck," he moaned, as I began bobbing on his big cock.
"You started without me," Babygirl pouted as soon as she rejoined us.

"Not her sodomy, we didn't," Daddy said, chuckling. "Now finger her ass some more, while she sucks me," he then ordered.
"Yes Daddy," Babygirl agreed, and her hands went to my ass.
Her finger slid back into my ass, as I sucked Daddy's dick.
After about thirty seconds, Babygirl requested, "Daddy, please lie down so Jasmine can suck you, and I can get better access to her ass."
"Sure," Daddy agreed, lying down. I resumed sucking him, and Babygirl slid two fingers inside my backdoor.
Daddy placed his hands on my head as I was anally finger banged... it was exhilarating!
For a few minutes I sucked his cock, this time managing to take all of it into my mouth and down my throat, while I took two fingers in my ass and was gaped wide.



Finally Daddy decreed, "It's time."
"Why don't you bend her over the table, Daddy?" Babygirl suggested. "So I can hold her hands and watch."
"You always want to do it that way whenever we sodomize a new white slut," Daddy said, but not at all in a complaining way, as he let go of my head.
"And the Japanese slut, the Pilipino slut and the Spanish slut," Babygirl listed, as she wiggled her fingers inside me a little longer before pulling them out.
Daddy laughed, "That Spanish girl gave us the loudest whines I've ever heard."
"And she had a huge ass," Babygirl said, as she pulled me up from my knees.
"I may scream too," I joked... kind of.
Babygirl led me to a table and bent me over it. She then walked around, grabbed my hands and pulled them across the table. "Now relax as completely as you can," she advised, as I felt Daddy's hands suddenly gripping my waist.
"I think you gaped my asshole really well," I told her as I felt his cock knocking at at my entrance.
"It is pretty wide open right now," Daddy reported, just as he began to penetrate my ass.

"Ooooooooh," I moaned... and whimpered.
Even though I hadn't been drinking, it felt good.
It burned a little... but less than I'd feared.
"Breathe deeply," Babygirl reminded me, as her husband's cock went deeper and deeper into me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned again, now focusing on my breathing.
"So tight," Daddy enthused, as he continued drilling deeper and deeper into me with his never-ending cock.
Once it was all in, I looked up at Babygirl and she congratulated me, "You took all of it, you sexy thing you."
"I feel so full," I reported.
"Fuck her asshole, Daddy," Babygirl urged while we gazed into each other's eyes.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as Daddy began slowly to slide his cock in and out of my ass.
"You like our Daddy's dick in your ass, Jasmine?" Babygirl asked after a couple dozen slow strokes.
"I love it," I moaned, as my pleasure began to rise.
"Now Babygirl, let's get your dick ready for the double teaming," Daddy said a minute later. He pulled out and lowered me to my knees in front of a chair, as Babygirl sat down in it.
"Suck my cock, slut," Babygirl barked at me, before adding with a wide grin, "I always love saying that."
"Mmmmmmm," I smiled, as I took her strap-on into my mouth while Daddy slid his cock back in my ass.
After a few bobs, she placed her hand on the back of my head, as I sucked her cock while getting ass fucked.

It wasn't a perfect spit-roast, as I couldn't really rock back and forth like I always described in my stories, but it was nevertheless quite the thrill.
"May I fuck her ass now?" Babygirl requested, after a couple minutes of their slow spit-roasting of my two holes.
"Only if I get to fuck yours," Daddy said.
"Then it's train time," Babygirl announced.
"Train?" I asked, a term I knew, but I was surprised to become part of one right now. I'd written about trains on a few occasions, but not too often. Now I could experience what being a part of a train would actually feel like... in a perfect word I would be in the middle... but it was obvious that in this case I wouldn't be the in the middle of the sex sandwich, Babygirl would.
"Go over there and bend over," Daddy ordered me.
I did as instructed, and I watched as Babygirl approached behind me. "Mind if I take a turn in that lily-white ass?"
"Please be my guest. Just slam that dick in my ass, Babygirl," I welcomed her, as I reached back and spread my ass cheeks for her.
"And Daddy, please slam that dick in my ass, too," Babygirl invited, as she slid her cock into my well-fucked asshole.
"Oh, yes," I moaned, as once again I had a dick in my ass... albeit this one a little smaller.
Daddy slid his cock into Babygirl's asshole, and an awkward dance ensued.

It took a while before the two of them got in sync, but then it got really hot.
"Two assholes, one black cock, and a bright yellow one," Daddy appraised, as he slammed into Babygirl, which in turn had her slamming into me.
"Oh fuck, it's so good," I moaned, enthralled to be in this kinky train threesome.

Both Babygirl and I were moaning, making it sound as amazing as it felt, but as usual, once the pleasure began to really take control of me, Daddy called a halt to this position.
"Knees, sluts," Daddy ordered, as he pulled out of Babygirl's ass and she pulled out of mine.
We both replied in perfect unison, "Yes, Daddy."
We knelt beside each other, and he silently positioned us exactly as he wanted, like we were anatomically correct sexual Barbie dolls... actually like very slutty submissive sexual Barbie dolls with working parts.
"Eat her asshole again Babygirl, and get it ready for our slave's first double penetration," Daddy ordered.
I was lying on my stomach, ass raised high, as Babygirl buried her face and her expert tongue back into my now well-gaped asshole.
I looked back and saw that Daddy was once again sliding his dick into Babygirl's asshole... which was pretty hot. I'd never witnessed another couple having sex in real life, and there was something so hot about actually being there... way better than porn... way better than reading about it... way better even than writing it.
"Such a delicious asshole," Babygirl said. "I could eat this shit hole all night."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as she circled her tongue completely around my open hole.

"That needs to be another night," Daddy said, as he clearly had other fun plans for me tonight.
"Yes, I still have a double penetration in store for me," I pointed out.
"Yes, you do indeed," Daddy agreed, as he bucked his hips into his wife, which made his wife's face bounce deeper into my ass each time.
"I'm ready, Daddy," I said, and having already taken his cock in my ass, I was definitely ready to feel cocks pumping in both of my downtown holes.
"I get her ass first," Babygirl staked her claim.
"Yes you do," Daddy agreed. "Get it as gaped as possible, for when it's my turn to pillage her asshole."
Daddy pulled out and lay on his back. "We'll start with a traditional DP position."
"How utterly formal," I smirked as I got up, walked over to him, and lowered my pussy back onto his cock.
"Oh, Daddy has some absolutely unreal positions in his armoury that we can try if you're willing and able," Babygirl informed me, as she positioned herself behind me.
"Oh I'm willing all right," I said, before adding with a smile, "although these days, I'm not so sure about the able part."
"Oh, when a slut is ready for cock, she'll be able to do lots of things she normally can't," Daddy assured me.
"Until push comes to shove, probably quite literally in this case, I'll have to take your word for it," I smiled as Babygirl slid her cock into my ass.
"Oooooooooooh," I moaned, closing my eyes, as the sensations of having two cocks buried deep inside me simultaneously felt as enthralling and strange as I had always imagined it would. It felt almost as if their two dicks were kissing each other inside of me.

"Feel that, slut?" Daddy asked.
"I'm so full," I replied.
"Just imagine if it was two real black cocks," he gave me as a visual, as Babygirl rested deep inside me.
"Oh, I am imagining it," I said, visuals of a black cock train, a black cock gangbang, and a black cock and cunt orgy, all popping vividly into my head.
"Then also imagine black cock sliding in and out of all three of your holes," Daddy added, as Babygirl began slowly fucking my ass.
"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, the picture so enthralling.
"And two big black cocks inside you front and back, while you eat a delicious black pussy," he continued.
"Delicious," I moaned, imagining that exact scenario, with Babygirl's being the pussy.
"A lineup of giant black cock hard and ready for you to service," he described.
"Yummy!"
"Or we could take her to the Southside Gloryhole," Babygirl tossed in.
"Southside Gloryhole?" I asked, already intrigued just by the name.
"Yes, it's a place for white sluts to get their fill of black cock and black cum, but once you get inside, it's often difficult to leave, since there are just so many irresistible black cocks looking for a white slut to use," Daddy explained.
"Sounds like a dream come true," I said, having always wanted to visit a gloryhole... one more fantasy not yet checked off of my fuck-it list.
"It will be a dream come true," Babygirl giggled. "There'll be so much cum inside you and all over you! Just remember to strip down before you start doing anything, or your clothes will get all wet and sticky."
"Sounds like heaven," I said.
Daddy grabbed my hips to lift me off of him, and then he stood and tugged me to my feet, saying, "This next position will really enhance your double pleasure."
"Okay," I said trustingly, just as I suddenly felt both cocks sliding in and out of my pussy and ass. "Ooooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as this new position did indeed enhance the pleasure inside me.

"If my wife's cock had nerve endings, both of our cocks would feel each other in this position," Daddy explained, as he slowly fucked my pussy.
"It feels amazing," I said, as I enjoyed the two cocks sliding in and out of me in perfect opposing unison... Daddy sliding in as Babygirl slid out, and vice versa.
"I come like crazy in this position when Daddy and one of his friends double team me," Babygirl said.
"I can see why," I agreed, as my orgasm was rapidly rising in this unique position, as I imagined Babygirl getting reamed by two big black cocks.
"All right, it's time for me to take her ass," Daddy said. "Ever do the riding with a cock in your ass?"
"No, never," I admitted.
"Well, let's reverse that answer," he said.
"Okay, whatever you say Daddy," I agreed, as I repositioned myself to lower myself onto his cock with it in my ass this time. Babygirl held Daddy's cock, and she helped to guide it into my asshole. "Ooooooh!" I groaned.
His cock soon deep in my ass, I slowly rode it as Babygirl hurried off to wash her cock, just as Daddy had done earlier... both of them respecting the sanitary protocols necessary for going safely from ass to pussy... which I appreciated, but until now hadn't even thought about.
When Babygirl returned I leaned back onto Daddy, as Babygirl spread my legs and slid her yellow cock (which looked ludicrous, but I was in no condition to point that out) into my wet pussy.
I reached my arms and hands behind me for support, and Daddy held me up as well, as his cock rested in my ass while Babygirl fucked my pussy.

It was a slow fucking, and as I struggled to maintain my balance, Daddy helped by bracing my hand with his.

Unfortunately this position was too awkward for me, and I couldn't really enjoy it like I should, and eventually I collapsed.
"Sorry," I said.
"No worries," Daddy said, "It's not the best position. But this next one is."
We all got up, I stretched my legs a little, and Daddy said, "Now we'll see how flexible you are."
I was laid down on the floor.
My legs were pulled up in the air, and then even further up, until only my shoulders and elbows were resting on the floor.
"Hold your ass up with your hands," Daddy ordered me.
"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed.
Then I watched as Daddy straddled me awkwardly, and slid his cock in my ass. The angle was wild, and it created sensations unlike any other anal angle I'd ever tried.
Once he was all the way in, Babygirl straddled me too, which was impressive, and she slid her cock into my pussy... also at an angle that was stimulating as hell.


They once again took turns sliding in and out of me.
It was like they were pistons, and my body a well-oiled fuck machine.
It was amazing!
"Oh yes, so fucking good," I moaned.
"Isn't this position amazing?" Babygirl asked.
"Oh yes," I moaned, as my orgasm was now rising rapidly.
After a couple of minutes, Daddy ordered, "Spin."
That made no sense to me, so I just remained in this wicked position while the two of them spun around in one eighties, keeping their cocks inside me, so they ended up facing each other.

"Holy shit," I said, that being the most surreal sensation ever.
"Get ready for a real DP," Daddy said, before they both began filling me simultaneously. It now looked kind of like they were fucking each other, but it certainly didn't feel like they were!
"Holy fuck," I moaned, as pleasure erupted through me... an orgasm exploding out of me after just a few of their deep strokes.

They didn't slow down throughout my whirlwind orgasm... an orgasm that I thought would never end.
"My turn," Daddy said, pulling out. "Go lay down on the couch, Babygirl."
"Yes Daddy," Babygirl obeyed, as she pulled out of me and helped me get up, and caught me from falling when my knee gave out from the pleasure.
I watched as Babygirl lay down, and Daddy straddled her with his balls in her face.
Taking the initiative, I went to him and took his cock into my mouth as Babygirl sucked on his balls.
After less than a minute he ordered me, "Get ready for my load."
I pulled back several inches and opened my mouth, offering him a perfect target.

He then shot rope after rope of his cum all over my face.

"Thank you, Daddy," I said respectfully once he was done shooting.
"Anytime, pet teacher," he said, getting off of Babygirl.
"I certainly hope so," I said as Babygirl sat up.
Daddy asked, "So what about your husband?"
Babygirl ordered us some food, we washed up, and I told them about my husband's and my recent conversations.
"Shit, then it looks like he'll either be sucking my cock or fucking Babygirl, even before the weekend is over," Daddy said.
"I don't know about the sucking cock part," I said, "but I think he'll be as tempted by Babygirl as I was by you, Daddy. Especially if I encourage him, which I certainly will."
"When does he arrive home?"
"Saturday, around five in the afternoon."
"Well, invite us over to dinner then, and Babygirl will make sure to use her magic touch on him," Daddy said.
"On second thought, I'm not sure he'll be as weak as I've been."
"Then we'll just have to find out," Daddy said.
After we ate and drank some wine, we had one more lengthy fuck fest... where once I told them I couldn't come from being on top, Daddy took it as a challenge, and after twenty minutes of marathon fucking... maybe thirty.... I ended up riding two cocks... and coming again... the impossible becoming possible... the power of black (and bright yellow) cock.




It ended with Daddy finally doing what he'd wanted to do in my classroom, but held himself back from... he filled my pink pussy with his cum.
Babygirl lapped it all up, as Daddy went off to shower, and Babygirl and I explored each other through some romantic, intimate, tender, mutual orgasms.

"Think you can seduce my husband?" I asked.
"Am I your submissive slut?"
"Why yes, yes you are," I said, before kissing her again and adding, "but you're so much more than that."
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CHAPTER 7
The next few weeks continued as a whirlwind of sex. Sucking cock, getting fucked, getting pegged, bukkakes... and that was just my part of the action.
Joan also got her fair share of black cock, plus she really enjoyed pegging me.
We also, obeying Carter's order, got spade tattoos. Mine was inked right above my ass on my right side, while Joan's was right above her shaved pussy. So each of us now had a permanent reminder of which race of people now owned our fuck holes.
I'd moved in with Joan, we'd gotten engaged, and then just when I thought I couldn't possibly experience any more surprises... I was given perhaps the most life-changing one yet.
Joan said, as she drove us to my surprise, the first of many she had promised me for the day, "So today you're to do whatever I say, without question or hesitation."
"Don't I always do that?" I asked, since my caged clitty, my spade tattoo, the constant plug in my cunt and the pantyhose I always wore, were all evidence of my complete obedience to her in sexual matters.
"True, true," she smiled, "but today we're stepping it up a notch."
"I can't fathom how that's even possible anymore," I said, both excited and frightened by her words. Excited, because every time she'd surprised me since she'd accidentally outed me to herself had resulted in yet another fantasy coming true and provided pleasure beyond what I'd ever imagined. Frightened, because I seriously couldn't think of anything we could possibly do that would be 'stepping it up a notch' without it being a blood sport, or something else really out there and in the realms of being harmful. I mean I'd already been going to the college bathroom weekly, where I was spit roasted by at least a dozen cocks a night; I'd taken over twenty loads in my first bukkake, and even taken eight loads in succession up my ass. I'd worn cum all over my face while we strolled through an indoor mall south of the city in broad daylight. I'd been ass fucked in the parking lot of a bar while strangers had watched, I'd sucked off three complete strangers in an adult movie theatre... what else could possibly be left to do?
"Oh, just you wait," she said, in a tone that was both mysterious and sexy, and which conveyed the hint of a promise that I would soon find myself in shock and awe... which were the perfect descriptors for many events in our relationship, ever since she'd caught me wearing pantyhose and interacting with sissy hypnosis videos.
"Now you really have me curious," I said, as she drove us into a part of the city I seldom went to... where most of the clubs were, and a lot of the Fetish shops.
"Bi-curious," she teased.
"Between you and Carter, and our other new friends, I'm way past that," I laughed at her lame attempt at humour.
A couple minutes later, we were parking outside a sex shop I'd never been to. I asked, "Does this shop carry products our regular store doesn't?"
"In fact it does, in a way," she answered. "It caters to a very special clientele."
"Special clientele?" I asked.
"Let's just go inside," she said, enjoying the effect on me of stretching out the mystery for as long as possible.
"Your look and tone are scaring me a little," I confessed as I got out of the car.
"That's deliberate, my dear sissy. But you know that I always have your best interests at heart," Joan reassured me unreassuringly, as she took my hand and led me forward. I noticed a prominent sign on the door announcing Admittance by Appointment only. Call 555-6644 to Request Arrangements
"True, true," I nodded, having complete faith in Joan... who truly had never steered me wrong; instead, she had consistently steered me straight into various versions of heaven.
"Plus, I have a whopper of a surprise for you tonight," she added.
"Ten-inch black cock?" I asked, having sucked and been fucked by BBC almost every day since taking on those first perfect BBC's.
"Better," Joan said, squeezing my hand.
Two ten-inch black cocks?"
"Even better," she said, before adding after a pause, "well, that is if you win."
"Win what?" I asked, her really drawing me in.
"You'll see," she said enigmatically as we walked in, and to my surprise I discovered we'd just entered not a store stocked with sex toys, videos and the like, but an interior that looked exactly like a salon.
In the salon, which was fully functionally just that, I was given a mani pedi, and then was sent to a back room, where I met with a beautician to get my eyebrows shaped and my make-up done (pink eyeshadow, blush and lipstick).
The woman then ordered me to get naked... "No little lady, I'm not joking; those are your Mistress Joan's specific orders," and then she gave me a full Brazilian -- my first one ever. Which meant... humiliatingly... that my caged clitty was the centre of her attention for several painful minutes, with my butt plug also onsite for her ministrations. Being a professional, she was apparently unfazed by any of it, but still.
I was then led into another room, still naked, my clitty burning with lust and humiliation, as girl after girl turned me into one of them... each of them very amused to be doing so. Then I was completely dressed by a girl who looked to be no older than eighteen: she adorned me in pink stockings... fishnets no less, a pink crotchless thong which framed rather than covered my cage, a padded pink bra that made it look like I had decent-sized breasts, a tight, bright pink short club-hopping dress (imagine Legally Blonde pink), six-inch matching stripper heels, and a blonde wig styled in a bob with pink streaks. And of course my butt plug remained in place, which was ubiquitous these days. There were no mirrors in the room, so I had no idea what I looked like... and damn, was I curious. This entire makeover was a little humiliating, and yet ultimately exhilarating, as Joan was obviously orchestrating the next step on my journey to full sissification.
Joan finally entered the room after I'd been left alone for a couple minutes, and she said, "Holy shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing at all. You look so fucking hot!"
"I do?"
"If not for your Adam's apple, there wouldn't be a clue showing that you used to be a man!"
The phrase 'used to be a man' should have been hurtful... I was still a man, in the anatomical sense at least... yet her flattery... for that's how I saw her kind words... only enhanced my excitement. Every step of the journey to my feminization had been a new high, and I'd even begun wondering what it would be like to perhaps transition completely into a female... although I had yet to mention the idea to Joan... not sure how she would take it, and not sure how that would work in the real world of business associates, clients and family. My parents would be shocked even to know I sucked BBC, or that I got fucked by BBC and dressed in feminine clothing. "I'd love to see myself," I pleaded, dying to see what I looked like after about three hours of feminization.
"Soon," she promised, as she pulled something from her purse. "But first, I got you a gift."
"You didn't have to, Joan," I said. "This whole day so far has been a wonderful gift."
"I never have to," she agreed, handing me a jewelry box. "But like always, I wanted to."
"Thank you," I said, excited to be given jewelry... shit, I really was becoming a girl.
"I think you'll love it," she said.
"I'm sure I will," I said, as I opened the box. And then, "Oh my."
"Those aren't real diamonds," she said, as I examined my new pink collar with the prominent words 'sissy slut' spelled out in clusters of fake diamonds.
"You can't even buy your best girl real diamonds," I faux complained.
She smiled, "Maybe for an anniversary."
"I love you so much, Joan."
"I love you too, Erica," she replied with a touching smile.
"Oh... and one final thing to complete your ensemble," she said.
"You spoil me so much."
"I really do," she agreed, as she handed me a pink purse.
"I definitely needed that today," I said.
"I put everything in your wallet into a prettier pink one," she added.
"Thank you," I said, feeling so girly... oddly feeling like the person I'd always wanted to be.
"Now, let's go," she said.
"Where?"
"To give your new look a test drive."
"Oh?"
"Let's see if you can pass for a woman in public."
"Fun!" I squealed in my best falsetto, both excited and nervous about the prospect. "But first, can I pleeease see what I look like?"
"Oh, shit, yes of course," she nodded, taking my hand and leading me into another room to face a large mirror.
"Holy shit," I gasped.
"I know."
"I don't look remotely like myself," I said, staring at a hot-looking woman staring back at me.
"You make a fucking hot woman," she said.
"I really do," I said, admiring my new look, which was utterly slutty and feminine.
"Let's go," she said, leading me out of the exclusive salon hiding behind the sex shop façade, and into the adjacent mall saying, "Go buy the new Taylor Shift vinyl, and don't be in any hurry."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded. "And remember, no questioning or hesitating today."
"Okay," I agreed, always doing whatever Joan told me to. I left her behind and walked... or rather sauntered through the mall, the record shop being at the opposite end of it, receiving dozens of looks. Most of them portrayed shock rather than admiration, and I couldn't tell whether it was because they could tell I was a crossdressing man, or because I looked like a hot girl who was dressed like a complete skank.
Most men... at least the ones who valued their testosterone, would be mortified to be dressed as I was and attracting the looks I was receiving, yet for me it was the ultimate rush! Seeing women looking at me in disgust and men checking me out and needing to adjust themselves, was so fucking exciting!
I reached the record shop and wandered around, fielding more looks, both judgemental and leering ones. I finally found the vinyl I was looking for, walked up to the till and handed the nerdy-looking guy the album. He asked, "Is there anything else, ma'am?"
"That's it," I replied, trying to reply in the feminine voice I'd been practicing for a few weeks.
"That will be $17.89," he said, unable to avoid looking at my chest.
I pulled my brand new pink wallet out of my brand new pink purse and handed him a twenty, so excited that he thought I was girl and was checking me out.
He handed me my change, and I said, "Thanks, sexy."
"You're welcome, ma'am," he said, his cheeks going bright red.
"Thanks especially for checking out my tits," I said wickedly. "It's always nice to know I've still got it." I then turned and swayed my ass away, feeling the ultimate rush.
I walked out of the shop and headed back towards the car, although I wasn't sure where we were supposed to meet. Suddenly my purse was ringing... playing Barbie Girl. Apparently Joan had also changed my ring tone.
I pulled out my phone, which also had a new pink phone case, and said, seeing it was indeed Joan on the line, "Yes, Mistress."
"Meet me at the pet store."
"I'll be right there." We'd been discussing getting a puppy for a couple of weeks.
I reached the store, after searching it out on the map pedestal, and saw Joan chatting with a pretty college-looking girl.
"There she is," Joan said as I approached. "I need a leash for her collar."
"Oh," the girl said, very surprised.
"Do you have one?"
"I'm sure we do," she said, giving me a look that could only be described as perplexed.
We followed her through the store, receiving a few odd looks from other customers, until we arrived in a section displaying quite a few dog leashes.
Joan grabbed one, hooked it up to my 'sissy slut' collar and ordered, "Kneel."
I obeyed, true humiliation no longer something I felt... even as I took in the stunned look on the girl's face.
"Crawl," Joan ordered.
It was challenging in my tight dress, and the lacy tops of my nylons were on display, but I obeyed until Joan said, "Perfect. You may get back up."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, getting up.
"Is that a guy?" the college girl asked, completely bewildered.
"On her driver's license, yes," Joan said; but added, "otherwise she's a complete woman."
"Wow," the girl said.
"Yeah, she's still in the process, but she already looks pretty feminine, doesn't she?" Joan asked, as she unfastened the leash from me.
"If it wasn't for the telltale words on her sissy collar, I'd have had no clue," the girl said, politely cooperating with my alleged new gender.
"Perfect," Joan said. "You passed, Erica."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, enjoying the reactions from this pretty girl.
"Every girl should have their own pet," Joan told the girl.
"Maybe. I've never thought of it," she said before asking, clearly a little uncomfortable, "May I assist you with anything else?"
"No, this is what I need for her special training tonight," Joan said. "Thank you very much for your kind assistance."
"You're welcome," the girl said, and then left.
"I think we may have scarred her for life," Joan laughed, as we walked towards the till to pay for the leash.
"Or opened up a whole new world to her," I suggested.
"Perhaps," she smiled, handing me the collar. "Go pay for it."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, going to stand in line.
As I did, I heard a woman say, "Look at her."
I turned, assuming she was talking about me, although not at all kindly, so I waved and blew her a kiss.
Dismayed, the older woman shook her head and scuttled away.
I paid for the leash as the male salesperson looked at me, perplexed.
Once the transaction was done, I told him placidly, "In case you were wondering, I have tits and a penis," before turning and walking away.
Joan said, as we walked to the car, "I think you're well on your way to becoming a true woman."
"I'm really enjoying this," I admitted.
"I knew you would," she smiled.
"I mean, I can even imagine living my entire life as a woman," I said, giving her my first hint of my idea of transitioning.
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"Maybe, "I said sheepishly, before adding, "Or maybe not. I'm not even sure whether I'm saying what I'm saying."
"Are you thinking like hormones?" she asked.
"I don't know," I admitted. Then after a pause, "Well, yes. Sometimes."
"Like losing your cock and getting a cunt transition?" she asked. "Or keeping your clitty, and just getting a real pair of titties?"
I laughed at the way that rhymed before I said, "I honestly don't know, but I definitely like being like I am today."
"I like the idea of your being a chick with a dick," she opined. "I'm less fond of the idea of losing your clitty and getting yourself a pussy."
"Yeah, I don't really want a pussy, I've already got one," I said, referring to my asshole.
"But a nice pair of real tits to play with, would be hot," she nodded, looking me over.
"I'm not sure I could go through even with that," I admitted, "but I agree the idea is hot."
"Yes, it is," she nodded, as we reached the car.
"But that would be hard either to explain or to conceal at work, or to my family," I pointed out the obvious problems with it... besides the need for taking hormones and all that.
"Yeah, I think we'd have to do a lot of research and soul searching, if you seriously thought you might want to do that," she said. "And you'd have to be sure beforehand, since it's pretty much a one-way street."
"It is just a thought, at least for now," I said.
She smiled, "Understood. But remember, there are no secrets between us ever again, and that goes both ways. So if you ever start thinking about it seriously..."
"I agree," I said, relieved she hadn't freaked out, yet also happy to get an idea of what she'd be able to accept happily, and what she wouldn't.
In the car she said, "Lets put a pin in that conversation for now. I have a very big surprise waiting for you." She'd stressed the word as she began to drive.
I said, "You have me so curious," stressing a word of my own.
"It's about to become an epic night," she said.
"We've already had a number of those," I smiled.
"Yet this one may be the most epic one yet, and with lasting consequences," she said, giving my leg a squeeze.
"My fishnets are a lot skankier than the nylons, and less sexy," I said.
"Yes, but you're wearing the outfit she chose for you, not I," she said.
"She?" I asked, that pronoun coming as a surprise. Sure, we'd played with a couple of black women, but the nights we considered 'epic' had always been presided over by a man... a black man, of course.
"Not only is she a woman, but she's also white," Joan added, compounding the intrigue, which was beginning to feel like a mystery for me to solve... lately we'd been watching those lame and predictable, yet somehow addicting, Hallmark murder mysteries.
"I feel like Aurora trying to solve this week's mystery," I said.
"Imagine Aurora Teagarden stripping naked to investigate some sex mysteries where nobody dies and everyone gets off," Joan smiled, both of us having agreed that both the actress and the character would be awesome to fuck, since she was cute, sexy and often wearing nylons.
"I'd love for her to be here right now, helping me to solve this confusing mystery," I said, as she continued driving.
"Oh, it will all come to light soon," she said.
"And like in the televised mysteries, is this mystery woman someone I've known all along?"
"She is," Joan nodded, adding another intriguing layer to this mystery.
"Now you have me completely intrigued and mystified," I said, as she pulled into a hotel's parking lot. "And the mystery unfolds," I smiled, even though which hotel this was gave me no more evidence towards deducing who his mystery woman was... still being stuck on her being white and someone I knew... and someone Joan also must know, since she'd arranged this with whoever it was. But was I aware that Joan knew her? I still wasn't getting anywhere. Except that this mystery woman was the one who'd chosen my getup, so tonight she'd probably be serving as my Mistress. Or rather I'd be serving her. Which should have scared me, yet my undying loyalty to, and my trust of Joan, left me with no fears.



"I think this is a mystery you won't solve until the perp, and I'm calling her that in the best possible way, is revealed to you," Joan predicted as she parked.
"You always do solve them before I do," I sighed, having only once guessed the killer before she had.
"A woman's intuition," Joan shrugged.
"That's something that I suppose no pills or injections will ever provide for me," I joked, as we exited the car.
We walked into the rather posh hotel, where my skanky appearance looked completely out of place, and she said, "Come with me to the washroom, since once we enter her room upstairs, you'll immediately become fully occupied."
"Fuck, I really want to learn what this surprise is," I said.
"Soon," she promised, giving me a wink and leading me into the ladies' washroom... something I'd never been inside before. I was shocked... maybe it was because it was a posh hotel, but this women's bathroom was way more spacious and nice than any men's. "I'll be back soon," she said, stepping into a stall.
I went into one too, and indeed just like any other woman, I sat down to go pee and needed to wipe afterwards.
I got out, washed my hands and waited for Joan, who was taking longer than she usually did. Once she came out, I understood why. She had changed out of her casual shopping outfit, which she was now carrying in a shopping bag I hadn't noticed before, and now was wearing a trench coat, black boots, and I could see just a glimpse of her black stockings.
"I'd like to see what's underneath that coat," I said. "Are you naked?"
"Maybe. Does the thought get your clitty all excited?" she asked.
"You always do," I said, which was true.
"You're so sweet," she said, as she leaned in and kissed me... just as two 'other' women entered the bathroom.
"Oh my," one of them said.
Joan ignored them as she leisurely completed our kiss before reaching into her purse and saying loud enough to be heard, "We'd better freshen up your lipstick for our Mistress and Master."
Joan did love shocking people, as the two women went into their chosen stalls looking scandalised. Joan refreshed my lipstick as I pondered this new piece of information: a Master would be present. Carter? Somehow I didn't think so.
Once done, she said, loud enough for the two prudish women to overhear like it or not, "Now those lips are just made for a big black cock to face fuck."
"Jesus Christ," the woman in one of the stalls objected.
"Unless ma'am, you'd like my girlfriend to go down on you first," Joan offered.
"Just get out of here, before I call security," the woman retorted.
"I'll take that as a courteous 'some other time'," Joan said.
I added, my voice deliberately revealing I was a man as we walked out of the washroom, "Your loss, ma'am."
"That was a man!" the other woman gasped as we sauntered out, going directly to the elevator, where an older black couple were waiting.
My first thought was, What are the odds these two are part of the surprise?... I then shook my head at the realization that these days whenever I saw a black man, a black woman or a black couple, I just assumed they were there so they could use me as they pleased.
The elevator opened and as we got in, the older couple noticed my outfit; I received dubious looks from both of them, as Joan pressed the button for the top floor. So no, this couple wasn't part of my surprise.
The back couple got off on the fifth floor, and once the door had closed behind them, Joan asked, "Ready?"
"Always," I said, excited to find out who the mystery woman was and what my 'epic' surprise was to be, as the elevator continued its way upwards.
We got off on the top floor and went to 1401. She stopped outside the door and texted something to someone. "Just have to make sure they're ready for us."
"You have me on pins and needles," I said, the butt plug still in my ass, barely held in place by the delicate excuse for panties I was wearing.
She said nothing, but just stared at her phone... a bit nervously I noticed... until it binged. "Well Erica, here goes everything."
She took my hand and opened the door.
A million different scenarios had swirled through my head about what could lie behind this door... but nothing in my wildest, wickedest dreams could have prepared me for what I walked into.
First, the hotel room was huge... a complete suite.
Second, the first detail I took in was a naked and very tattooed black man sitting on a couch while someone dressed as sluttily as I was sucked his cock while he drank a beer. At first I didn't realize the cock sucker was a fellow sissy... but I would soon discover her true identity, which would rock me to the core.
Third, as the shocks began growing, I saw Denise, Joan's older sister, sitting on another couch, dressed in black leather dominatrix gear that consisted entirely of straps, resulting in for instance her breasts being supported, but completely uncovered. I assumed the same was true of her pussy, since there was a blonde person busy between her legs... the blonde with a dog tail anchored in her ass, licking away... again at first, I couldn't tell who the lucky girl was who was lapping away at the beautiful and busty Denise... Joan's sister's reddish-blonde hair really standing out in the all-black leather.
Fourth, I turned around to see Joan shrugging off her trench coat and revealing that she was wearing the exact same attire as Denise... her breasts too beautifully displayed, and she had somehow been concealing her eight-inch strap-on (which judging from the smacking sounds the blonde was making, Denise was not wearing one of).
Fifth, Denise said, "I can't wait to make you into my cunt-licking bimbo slave."
"Me?" I asked.
"Well, you too of course," she smiled, as she combed her fingers through the perhaps-girl's hair, who I couldn't see clearly... the dim lighting in the room not helping matters. "But, no, tonight Joan and I go will head-to-head."
"Well, our sissies will on our behalf," Joan corrected her.
Sixth, earlier in the day Joan had said something about 'if I won,' which meant I was about to take part in some sort of sissy competition. And which also meant that at least one of the submissive girls in the room... wasn't one.
"True, our sissies will," Denise said, glancing towards the person sucking the black man's cock... who I also couldn't see well, except that he or she was white. "Isn't that right, Michelle?"
Seventh, "Yes, Mistress," the cock sucker said, although his voice made me gasp. 'Michelle' was now revealed as Michael, Denise's stockbroker husband.
"Think you can beat Joan's sissy in some competitions?" Denise asked him/her.
"Of course, Mistress," Michael or Michelle said, glancing at me... he too wearing bright pink slutty clothes and make-up. "I'll beat her easily."
"Are you gonna let her dismiss you like that?" Joan asked me.
I was still processing all this, when Denise said, "Slut, go get my strap-on for me."
Eighth, "Yes, Mistress," a female voice said from between Denise's legs, another voice I recognized... it was Jeanette... Joan and Denise's baby sister. Their shy, quiet sister who always dressed so demurely that I couldn't say for sure whether she had any tits.
Until now, that is. I watched as Jeanette turned away from her sister and crawled, the tail still in her ass and a nice pair of C-cups swaying nakedly beneath her chest, over to a bag on the far side of the room, where she extracted a strap-on, placed it in her mouth, and crawled back to her sister.
"Michelle, stop sucking Master Jones, and come to me," Denise ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle said, crawling over to her, as I glanced across and saw that Master Jones had a huge fucking BBC. It must be twelve inches when fully erect, which it was. And when I looked over at Michelle, I saw a clitty just as tiny as mine, also trapped inside a metal cage.
"Kneel, Erica," Joan ordered.
"Erica, this is Master Jones; he is Jeanette's professor at college, and her Master whenever they're in private," Denise informed me. Then added, "Although she's also my slut, so sometimes he's willing to share."
"Hi, sir," I said, and then added, "you have a magnificent cock."
"Thank you miss," he said, as it extended upwards from his groin like the most appealing bar of chocolate ever.
"So Erica, the two of you will compete in a series of sissy tasks, and whoever loses will become bottom bitch, and her Mistress will become the bottom bitch for the other Mistress," Denise explained
"So if you lose, I'll have to submit to Denise," Joan said.
I wanted to point out how I thought she'd like that, but perhaps I wasn't correct. Sisters could have quite the rivalry. It did make me wonder however, how long Joan had known Michael was a sissy, and how that connected to my own sissification. I recalled that the first evening she'd queried me about my sissy predilections, she'd been surprisingly conversant with the nuances of the fetish. "I understand, Mistress."
"So don't fucking lose," Joan said.
"Oh, she's going to lose, never fear," Denise said confidently "Your sissy has only a few weeks' experience, while mine has been a sissy slut for years."
"We'll see," Joan said, showing the utmost confidence in me... which made me determined to win.
"Task one is a fashion show. We'll see who dolled up their slut better, with Master Jones making the one and only vote," Denise said.
"Stand up, sissies," Master Jones said, as he took a sip of his beer.
Both of us stood up.
"Michelle, pose for me," the black tattooed stud ordered.
"Yes, Master," Michelle said, and she pranced around looking very feminine, wiggling her ass, and more. She was dressed in a cheerleader outfit and I have to admit, with the wig and huge tits packed into the tight varsity sweater, she could easily pass for a woman. Even for a very hot woman.
"Good," Master approved. "Your turn, Erica."
"Thank you, Master," I nodded, as I sauntered over to him, but was so nervous I stumbled and fell, landing on top of him. "I-I-I'm so sorry!"
"Quite the graceful sissy you have, Joan," Denise laughed, as I struggled my way back to my feet.
"Well, obviously the first point goes to Michelle," Master Jones judged.
I sighed and whispered, "Sorry, Mistress."
"Just be sure to win the next event," she said, looking at me with annoyance for the first time ever.
"I guarantee it," I said, even though I had no idea what the next task was.
"Task two is to demonstrate which of you can hold a ten-inch strap-on cock balls deep for the longest time," Joan announced. "Each sissy will suck her Mistress's competitor's cock."
Michelle crawled over to Joan, and I crawled to Denise. "You know? I knew you were a faggot the first time I met you," Denise said to me.
"Says the woman who married a guy who in high school had more dicks in him than the entire cheerleading squad," Joan countered.
"Let's get this going," Denise said, it seemed not liking to be challenged.
"On the count of three, take the cock all the way into your mouth, and hold it there for as long as you can," Joan explained. "The one who lasts the longest wins the point."
"Don't even bother trying to win, faggot," Denise said. "My sissy can deep throat all night."
"I can go for days," I bluffed, never having done so, but taking her challenge.
"Jeannette you watch Michelle, and Master Jones you watch the faggot wannabe sissy," Denise said, trying to rattle me with her belittlement ... somehow not being aware how any kind of humiliation only enhanced my excitement, and my determination to earn more of it.
"Yes, Mistress," said the cute Jeannette, looking stunningly hot, completely naked except for a garter-belt and red stockings.
"Sure," Master Jones agreed in his deep, dominant voice.
"Three, two, one, deep throat," Joan counted down.
Having sucked so many black cocks recently, I didn't find deep throating ten inches remotely difficult... although in the past I'd never be able to hold it in place tickling my tonsils, for more than a few seconds.
"Any moving away at all, and you're out," Denise added after a few seconds.
I just had to win this one! I had no idea how many tasks there were going to be, but I figured that falling behind two to nothing wouldn't be good for me at all.
"Erica can do this all night," Joan bragged falsely, partly to rattle Michelle, but also I assumed to keep me focused. "He sucks a dozen-plus black cocks every week." That last bit was absolutely true.
"Well he is only a faggot," Denise said.
"And what, pray tell, is the difference between a sissy and a faggot?" Joan asked archly.
"Erica is," she answered.
"Whatever," Joan said. "My sissy, my faggot, my whatever you want to call her... will hold that cock of yours deep in her mouth all night if you let her."
"As will mine," Denise said.
"Come ride my cock, slut," Master Jones ordered Jeanette, getting bored quickly at this task, which was completely uneventful except for the back-and-forth catcalling.
"Yes, Master," Jeanette replied, sounding very excited... as I would be too... since I was indeed a faggot... a faggot for black cock... and I would do anything to suck a BBC, or to get fucked by a BBC.
"Don't let him come," Denise warned, "his seed will be needed for a later challenge."
"I won't, Mistress," Jeanette agreed.
"And when did you make our baby sister into your slut?" Joan said, her tone revealing that her younger sister's presence and participation tonight was an unexpected surprise.
"Recently," Denise answered, before adding, "and I'll be adding a second baby sister to my stable very, very soon. Her eighteenth birthday is in a month, you know."
"Or I'll be taking our youngest baby sister away from you," Joan threatened.
God, listening to these two bicker was so hot!
Suddenly Michelle gagged, and Joan said, "Your faggot has lost this round."
"Sorry, Mistress," Michelle said, obviously devastated to have lost.
I kept Denise's cock in my mouth, planning to keep going until she made the decision to pull it out... just to make a point.
"Like I said big sis, she can go all night," Joan said.
"Oh fuck," Jeanette moaned, swearing for the first time I'd ever heard... unlike Denise and Joan, who each had very foul mouths... which was being proven again tonight.
"Fuck," Denise sighed, pulling her cock out and admitting to me, "fine, you win this one."
I instantly withdrew and turned to watch as Jeanette had her nylon-clad feet resting on Master Jones' strong black legs and was bouncing on his cock... it was one of the hottest, most impressive positions I'd ever seen... porn included.
"When will your friends get here?" Denise asked.
"Whenever we like. They're downstairs in the bar," Master Jones replied.
"Call them up then," Denise said.
"Will do," he said, reaching for his phone. After a moment he said simply, "Come on up."
"How many tasks are there?" I asked, wanting to know how many of them I needed to win.
"Five," Denise answered. "Unless you lose the next two in a row."
"Not happening," I said, gathering confidence from my recent victory.
"We'll see," she smirked, looking down at me.
"Yes, we will," Joan said, as we suddenly all turned to watch their baby sister take twelve inches in her petite frame, bouncing away as if she was a professional gymnast.
"She may be the biggest slut of the three of us," Denise observed.
"Well, she learned from the best," Joan said, and I couldn't tell whether that was a shot at her slutty older sister, or a compliment incorporating both of them. Probably the latter, I decided. She'd never criticized me for being a slut, but instead always heaped on the praise.
Denise also took it as the latter saying, "At least there's one thing all three of us can agree on."
"That we'll do anything for a big black cock," Joan said as if by rote.
"Exactly," Denise nodded, seeming to be as captivated by that black cock as Joan and I were.
Big black cock... the universal equalizer among enlightened white men and women.
"So, task three is simply seeing which of you can get off three black guys the quickest," Denise said.
"Only three?" I asked, trying to come across like I had black cock for breakfast, lunch and dinner... which, for the record, I had done; just not every day.
"And you tell me he isn't a faggot?" Denise asked, looking at my sister.
"I didn't claim Erica wasn't a faggot for BBC," Joan clarified. "I'm just saying so is yours... although I know he'll also suck white cock or any cock he's given, which makes him a bigger faggot than mine."
"He'll suck any cock I tell him to," Denise clarified.
"Because he's a faggot," Joan rebutted. "And he's one for any old cock, while my sissy is a connoisseur of only juicy, big, black cock."
"Once you become my slut, your faggot will be sucking every cock in town," Denise threatened. "Fat college virgin cock, old man cock at the nursing home, and even dirty unwashed cock down on Alpine Street."
That third possibility most definitely did not appeal to me... maybe fat college virgin cock and old man cock if they were black... there's just something impossible to resist about any black cock... but homeless cock, which was the kind living on Alpine Street, well... that was pushing it.
"I'd threaten that with your faggot, but I'm pretty sure you already take him to those places," Joan countered, neither of them backing down in their game of rapidly growing high stakes.
There was a knock at the door interrupting the back and forth banter, and Joan went and answered it. Six black (thank god) studs, all of college age, walked in.
"Holy shit," one said, seeing Jeannette bouncing on her Master's cock.
"Line up boys, in two rows of three," Denise ordered.
"Sure," one said, checking out her tits.
"Pull down your pants, studs," Joan said.
"No problem," another said, as they lined up in two rows of three.
"Thanks for offering your big cocks for our sissy competition," Denise said.
"No problem," one said, and added, "although sexy lady, you sure you don't want to settle yourself into the middle of a nice Oreo?"
"Enticing," Denise nodded, "and definitely a plan for another day when my two sisters and I will show up and you six can gangbang us all night, but today is about our sissies."
"Then we'll be expecting you sluts," one said.
Joan added, "Oh, I'll be happy to take on all six of you myself, just about any day you like."
"Fuck Benny, are these women for real?"
Master Jones, whose given name must be Benny, nodded, "One hundred percent."
"Well, I can't think of anything nicer."
"Sissies, pick your line," Denise ordered, and we each crawled to the three cocks closest to each of us. (Yes, I know I'm objectifying those guys, who most likely have many splendid qualities, but I didn't hear them complaining at the time, so get over it.)
I considered that in many ways this contest could be determined by the luck of the draw. It was partly skill and enthusiasm, etc., but it could also be seriously impacted by the endurance of the cocks. (Had any of them already come today? Did any of them have a quick trigger release, or the reverse... amazing stamina?)

"The rules are simple, sissies," Denise said. "The first one of you to swallow three loads is the winner, and she moves to within a single victory of winning the entire competition."
"Sounds simple," I said, staring at the first black cock before me... eight inches and thick. Nice!
"Oh it is," said the guy whose dick was before me. "Just suck me good, swallow your treat, and move on down the line."



"On three," Joan said. "One, two, three, suck."
I devoured the fat cock before me, and bobbed like it was the last cock I was ever going to suck... like it was my final meal before the electric chair... which, if I was given a death sentence and asked what I wanted for my last meal, I would undoubtably ask for some black cock. (I wonder if they'd have to give it to me. And if so, could I have seconds?)
"Oh, yeah, that's it," my first guy moaned, encouraging me.
"This faggot is amazing," the guy getting blown by Michelle said.
"Yeah, these two Nancy Girls could have a lot of fun at out frat house," my guy said.
"I'm sure they'd both love that," Joan said.
I wanted to concur, but alas I was busy with the task at mouth (yes, a terrible play on words).
"Oh shit, I'm about to come," my guy said about thirty seconds later.
I bobbed even faster, and was rewarded with my first load and the lead. I swallowed it all down and moved on to my second cock... surprisingly only six inches... which for a white guy was decent, but on a black body seemed woefully small. I deep throated his cock, and went to work.
"Fuck," Denise cursed as I took the lead.
"Fuck," Michelle's guy grunted a few seconds after that, and she had tied me at one load apiece.
Luckily, this guy had a quick trigger, and I hadn't been deep throating his cock for more than a minute, before he grunted and spewed his load in my mouth.
"You can't be serious?" Denise sighed dramatically.
"Sorry, ma'am," my second guy apologised sheepishly. "He was really good."
"Thanks," I said, on my way to cock number three.
This one was the biggest... almost ten inches, and pretty thick.
"Suck faster, Michelle, you'd better not fucking lose this," Denise growled.
"I can already see you between my legs lapping away, right before I ass fuck you," Joan said, enjoying my lead.
"It's not over yet," Denise said.
"No, but it's close," Joan said, confident that my expert mouth would extract load number three before Michelle could summon two more loads.
I sucked furiously, taking in all ten inches on every third bob, and I could hear his moans already.
"Yes," Denise said as her champion swallowed her second load. "Now go get that third load for me, Michelle."
"Get this big cock off," Joan ordered me, as the pressure was now on with the score standing at two to two, even though I had a theoretical lead... for if her last guy had a quick trigger, it could be over before I knew it.
I switched to nonstop balls-deep throat bobs, sensing he was close, literally ready to taste my victory, and I was on the verge of receiving it when he grunted, "I can't hold back any longer."
"No you bastard, don't you dare come," Denise demanded, but fruitlessly, just as I felt the third and winning load erupt into my mouth and glide down my throat.
"YES!!" Joan cried out.
"Mother fucker!" Denise cursed.
"That's a great idea," Joan replied.
"Already did that," Denise countered.
"Bullshit," Joan called.
"Our Mom's a great pussy pleaser," Denise reported.
"As good as you're about to be?" Joan asked.
"There are still two more competitions," Denise pointed out, as I nursed the last droplets of my loads, very much enjoying the taste of victory.
"Maybe only one," Joan teased, really pushing her older sister's buttons.
"When Michelle comes from behind to win this, I'm going to fuck your ass so hard," Denise promised.
"Right back at ya," Joan said.
"Fuck yes," the last guy grunted, as Michelle got her third load... too little, too late.
"Well thanks, boys," Joan said. "I hope to see all six of you again very soon."
"Benny can set it up," one guy said as he put his dick away. I looked over, and Jeanette was now sitting... no longer bouncing... on Benny's cock, balls deep... and I imagined she was occupying the best position ever to watch two sissies going head to head giving head (haha).
As the guys left, Master Jones stood up and said, "Both of you two on all fours, side by side."
"Yes, Master," we two sissies replied in unison.
Joan explained, "Whichever one of you can extract his load deep in your cunt wins this round."
"That had better be you, Michelle," Denise barked, then ordered, "Jeanette, take those plugs out of their asses."
"Yes, Mistress, "Jeanette obeyed, moving behind us and pulling out our plugs.
Denise asked Joan, "Heads or tails?"
"Tails," Joan said.
Denise flipped the coin and reported, "It's tails."
"Kindly begin in sissy Erica, Master Jones," Denise said.
"My pleasure," he said, moving behind me.
"Mine too," I said, sounding like the pathetic sissy slut I had become.
Master Jones laughed as he slid his huge cock in my pussy.
"Oh fuck yes," I moaned as he filled me.
"Wanna spit-roast our baby sister?" Denise invited Joan.
"I sure do," Joan nodded, as Master Jones' huge cock filled me up completely. "I get her cunt, since I won the coin toss."
Whichever," Denise shrugged. "I get to use her pussy and ass all the time, so be my guest."
"And soon I'll get yours," Joan countered, confident I would win this for her... as my pussy felt so full.
"Yeah, yeah," Denise said dismissively, as she snapped her fingers, prompting Jeanette to drop to her knees and crawl to her. "Pretty soon you'll be this obedient."
"Yeah, yeah," Joan responded right back, as she moved behind her baby sister, just as Master Jones pulled out of me, not having actually fucked me at all, and moved to Michelle... which was very disappointing.
Yet as I awaited my next turn, I watched the two older sisters, each with her big ten-inch cock, slide inside their baby sister. It was, without a doubt, the hottest thing I had witnessed yet, and in recent weeks I had witnessed a plethora of hot things.
"Ooooooooh," Michelle moaned as she was filled, while I was completely captivated by the incestuous sister act I was watching live.
Denise called out, "Just pound her cunt, Master."
"Oh, I'll be pounding both their cunts, but first I need to get each of them accustomed to me."
"My sissy doesn't need to become accustomed to anything," Denise said.
"Mine either," Joan said, as she slowly fucked her own sister. "Just slam that big black cock in her cunt and get yourself off."
"No, stay inside me," Michelle whined, sounding like a complete bitch in heat. Did I sound that pathetic when I wanted cock in me? Likely, so I certainly wasn't judging.
Master moved behind me, and did indeed slam into me. "Oh yes, Master," I screamed, as his massive cock filled me completely.
"Fuck her ass and dump your load inside her," Joan cheered him on.
"Don't you dare," Denise objected, as I watched the two sisters fucking their sister while I took an honest foot of black cock in my pussy.
"Oh God, it's so fucking big," I declared to anyone who would listen.
"If my baby sister can bounce on that big black cock all day and night, you sissies fucking can too," Denise said, pulling out of her sister's mouth. "Isn't that right, baby slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, any good slut can take a foot of big, fat black cock in her pussy," Jeanette said, sounding so fucking hot coming from any woman, but even more so from the previously (to my knowledge) reserved and unassuming Jeanette.
"I love this foot-long black fuck stiiiiiiiiiick," I moaned, just before he bucked his hips while already all the way inside me, this time making me scream.
"Take it all, you pathetic faggot," Jeanette ordered me wickedly. She might normally be bottom bitch around here, but compared to a sissy she was the Queen of Sheba!
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, letting her know I was a willing submissive to any woman... as Master pulled out, leaving my gaping asshole dying to be filled again.
"Get back to sucking, slut," Denise ordered, sliding her cock in her sister's mouth.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt," Michelle moaned, there literally being no evidence in her voice of an ounce of manhood in her... she moaned, she whimpered, and she cried out like a girl.
It was that moment, oddly, when I realized my hormone idea was a bad one, at least for me. I knew I wanted to be a sissy; I wanted to get fucked by black cock, by big strap-ons; I wanted to suck cock; I wanted to swallow men's and women's cum; I wanted to take facials; I wholeheartedly wanted to be a complete slut... yet... I also wanted and needed to hold onto a piece of my manhood. I understood then and there as I awaited my next turn to take a foot of cock into my cunt, that there was a precious balance between my masculine and feminine sides... that I could still be a man to the world, while exploring and surrendering to my feminine sissy side whenever it was safe to do so.
"Get that black cock's cum deep in your pussy, baby," Denise encouraged.
"I will," Michelle moaned, ironically just as Master Jones pulled out of her pussy and slid back into mine.
I wasn't a big fan of sharing black cock with another sissy.... I wanted it all to myself. I begged, "Fuck my pussy, Master, and please give me that dominant load."
"Yes, fill my sissy's pussy with that magnificent cock and cum," Joan added, as she continued fucking her sister from behind.
My clitty was on fire! Twelve inches of dick was teasing my pussy, and watching a totally incestuous lesbian threesome was a lot to take in.
"Suck my cock, baby sis," Denise ordered.
"Just like you'll soon be sucking mine," Joan said, glancing back to me as Master Jones slowly slid in and out of me while I moaned like a bitch in heat... wanting him to ream me again.
"Faster, Master, just pound my pussy," I begged, wanting to feel his entire body slamming into me, as I became no more than a vessel for his pleasure.
"All in good time," he said, ignoring my begging, and pulling out again after perhaps a dozen strokes.
"Oooooooooh," I whined, not at all hiding my disappointment at having to share. I could get jealous when Joan chose a big cock over me... although I was learning to deal with it... but sharing some stud's dick with another sissy was super annoying... and frustrating. I really wanted that cock all to myself.
Denise pulled out and Jeanette instantly said, "Yes, Joan, slam that big cock in my pussy, I've wanted to be your sister slut forever!"
"Really?" Joan said, still a little stunned to see her youngest sister behaving like this. She'd long known of Denise's wild sexual history, but Jeanette had never before been mentioned in such terms.
"Yes, so badly," Jeanette said, as she began to bounce back to meet Joan's thrusts.
"She's one of the nastiest sluts I've ever turned," Denise said as she slid her cock back into her sister's mouth, and I watched as the shy, reserved girl smoothly rocked back and forth... a position I had come to love whenever given the opportunity... especially with two big, black, fully-loaded cocks.
"Turned?" Joan asked.
"A story for another time," Denise said, as I felt Master Jones' hands returning to my hips.
My clitty ached with anticipation in its cage as he slid back into me... fucking me hard and deep. "Oh yes, Master, fuck my slut cunt."
"She is quite the slut," Denise allowed.
'Yours too," Joan admitted, taking a momentary break from their win-at-all-costs game, to show some respect to the opposing player.
"Yeah, it's all about the training," Denise said, as Master Jones roughly fucked me for perhaps twenty strokes this time, and pulled out.
"My little slut is still in training, but she's a fast learner, and she'd been living in denial for years, poor thing," Joan shared, the two Mistresses having a casual conversation about the condition of my sexuality as their sister fucked herself between their two cocks. The entire scene... incestual threesome and sissy cunts waiting their turn to be fucked, accompanied by sweet conversation... it was all so hot and surreal.
"The ones finally finding their heart's desire are often the easiest," Denise said, watching her husband getting ass fucked hard.
"So, what about Mom?" Joan said.
"She took some work," Denise said before adding, "but that too, is a story for another time."
"You have me curious," Joan said, as Master Jones returned to me.
"Nice word choice," Denise smiled.
The women both laughed, as Master Jones was now going back and forth between us two sissies... five deep penetrations and switch... it was exhilarating, but equally frustrating... wave after wave of pleasure beginning to rise, but then sagging back down. Denise added, "She was curious too... before she became my Mommy pet."
"Oh fuck, may I please come, Mistresses?" Jeanette asked, as her sounds of euphoria approached a summit.
"Yes," they both said together, and again smiled at each other, as this rivalry remained friendly for now.
"Thank you," Jeannette moaned loudly, as she furiously slammed into Joan's cock like a bitch in rapture... which she was.
"Tighten that cunt," Denise ordered her husband. "Milk that load out of him."
"I'm trying, Mistress," Michelle moaned, clearly enjoying the foot-long fuck as much as I was whenever it was my turn
"Get that load," Joan ordered me, as the monster cock slammed back into me.
"I want it so bad," I moaned, loving the feeing of a big warm load exploding in my pussy.
"One of you two bitches is getting it real soon," Master Jones promised.
"Get that load," Denise ordered, since I hadn't gotten it in my most recent five-stroke fury.
"Yesssss!" Jeanette screamed, as her orgasm hit her and she collapsed forward, trembling like an earthquake was tremoring inside her.
"Oh shit," Master Jones grunted.
"Noooooo, inside meeee," I pleaded, but to no avail, as his expression said it all.
"YES!!" Denise cheered.
"Fuck," Joan sighed.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt," Michelle moaned rapturously, and I was so jealous that not only had she tied the score at two and two, but she was receiving that delicious load I'd been working so hard to win.
"So it all comes down to one final competition," Denise said.
"I guess that finale is more dramatic," Joan philosophised.
"Ooooooh, God," Jeanette moaned from where she was collapsed on the floor still shuddering through her orgasm, as her two sisters stood over her, chatting.
"I still can't believe you turned our innocent baby sister," Joan said, clearly still astonished by that feat... as was I.
"Every girl can be turned, when given the right triggers," Denise said.
"Every one of them?" Joan asked.
"You know that saying about there always being someone tougher than yourself?" Denise asked.
"Yeah, sure," Joan said, as I listened, curious myself... still on all fours and feeling utterly empty.
"It's the same for a Mistress," she said. "For every strong-willed woman, there's someone she can submit to, when faced with the right circumstances."
"You've been turned?" Joan asked.
"I do have a Mistress, yes," Denise admitted. "Her name is Big Rosie, and she has the most delicious pussy in the fucking world."
"Yep, she sure does," Jeanette groaned, still coming.
"My task was to turn my sister, so I could earn the privilege of eating her chocolate pussy cream pie for a second time, and there was no way I wasn't going to be allowed to dine on it again," Denise said. "Believe me, at first I balked. It was incest, after all."
"And Mom?" Joan asked.
"Another task from Mistress Rosie," Denise said, then added, "although surprisingly, she was a lot easier. Jeanette was quite defiant at first, but again that's a story for another time. Let's find out whose sissy becomes bottom bitch, and which sister becomes Mistress to you all."
"Let's do it," Joan said, her tone making it clear she was really fucking horny.
"Sissies, back up to each other, cunt to cunt on all fours," Denise ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded.
I was a little confused at first, but I followed Michelle's lead, and was soon ass to ass with her.
"Your final task is very simple... don't cum," Denise said, as she went to the goody bag and pulled out a huge double-ended dildo. "Whoever comes first loses and becomes bottom slut to everyone, and her Mistress is honour-bound to submit to the winner's. And that's how things will be going forward, not just for tonight."
"Here's where your training comes in. You need to control that load, Erica," Joan ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, a little worried, as all the stimulation and cunt pounding had gotten my clitty very stimulated.
Denise knelt between us and slid the dick inside each hole. We both moaned as we were filled with the toy dick.
"Now fuck each other, sissies," Denise ordered.
Both of us obeyed instantly, knowing what was on the line... complete humiliation and ongoing bad news for our Mistress... or triumph.
"Winner gets to fuck the other's cunt," Joan announced, after we'd slammed our asses together a dozen times.
That made my eyes go wide, as I most certainly didn't want to get fucked by a white guy... a sissy even... potentially my future brother-in-law... with a tiny dick. I knew I had to focus on holding back my cum at all costs... even though my balls were boiling and my clitty was on fire.
"I'm going to pound your cunt so hard," Michelle promised me, as she slammed her ass onto mine... and between us we were taking the entire toy in our pussies.
"Noooooo," I moaned, hating the idea, yet feeling my caged cock burning with eagerness.
"Fuck the slut Michelle, make her come," Denise exhorted.
"Don't you dare come, sissy," Joan ordered me, sensing, I think, that I was losing.
"I'm trying," I replied, although that made me sound even more pathetic, and hinted that I was indeed losing.
"You'll be eating my cunt very soon, Joan," Denise claimed confidently.
"Never!" Joan declared defiantly.
"Come sissy, and you can watch your girlfriend commit incest by eating her big sister's cunt," Denise said to me. "Can you picture that?"
"Oooooooh," I moaned, both from the pleasure of the ass fuck, and the visual of Joan on her knees between her hot sister's legs.
"Don't, Erica," Joan said, her tone sounding bossy, but also concerned.
"Come right fucking now sissy, and you'll get to watch me fuck your girlfriend's face, pussy and asshole, each right after the last," Denise added, as she stroked her big cock while leering at me. Damn, did she have sexy boobs. And they were glowing with perspiration!
"Ooooooooh," I moaned again, knowing I was that close to coming.
"Erica, no, no, no," Joan wailed in a panic, recognizing that moan I was making, knowing how close I was to coming.
Feeling Michelle's balls banging me as her ass slammed into mine, added to Denise's dominant tone and her wicked visuals as she ordered me to come, I could no longer control my clitty as I screamed, my clitty erupting all over the floor, "Sorry!"
"No," Joan mumbled, with all the starch gone out of her, sounding completely deflated.
"Knees, slut," Denise ordered, wasting no time at all in taking control of the situation and her victory.
"Denise, please," Joan pleaded, as I watched, feeling just as deflated as she looked.
"Oh God, just keep fucking me," Jeanette moaned, as I looked back to see her Master pounding her from behind.
"Now, slut," Denise ordered in a dominant voice. "Your faggot lost. Now drop to your fucking knees before your Mistress!"
"Fuck," Joan said, as she took a moment to glare at me, before lowering herself before her sister.
"Good girl," Denise said, clearly amused at what had transpired.
"You fucking love this, don't you?" Joan asked.
"Of course I do," Denise smiled, as she added to Michelle, "Come here baby, and I'll uncage you."



"Thank you, Mistress," Michelle said, as he crawled away from me towards Denise, the double dildo falling onto the carpet behind him.
Denise took a key off her necklace and handed it to Joan. "Unlock my sweetie so he can fuck your bitch."
"Fine," Joan said, taking the key, and once again glaring at me.
"Yes, what?" Denise asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Joan replied, knowing the drill but even so, sighing dramatically.
"Good girl," Denise said, actually patting Joan's head.
I could tell Joan was furious, yet I could also tell she was horny... her red cheeks giving her away.
Joan unlocked the cage, and Denise said, "Now go and fuck your new slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle agreed.
"Oh yes, Master, slam that big black dick in my cunt," Jeanette moaned, as I tried to watch both surreal scenes going on before me... my head going back and forth as if I was watching a tennis match, forgetting I was about to get fucked.
"Now suck my dick, sister slave slut," Denise ordered, sliding the artificial cock into Joan's mouth.
"Oh fuck, you did it," Jeanette moaned, as she got herself fucked while watching her two older sisters go at it for the first time.
"I told you I would," Denise crowed, as my Joan began bobbing on the cock... her futile resistance seeming already to be over.
I felt Michelle's hands on my hips, and then his/her cock sliding inside me... which I found confusing to process... if a sissy is fucking you with a dick (of whatever size), are they a he or a she?... but back to the subject, following the big toys and big fat black cocks.... I could hardly tell (s)he was inside me.
"Oh yes, fuck her," Denise encouraged her 'man'.
"Yes, fuck her asshole," Jeanette added.
"While I fuck yours," Professor Jones added.
"Yes please, slam that black dick up my white asshole," the I'd-always-thought-she-was-so-sweet-and-innocent Jeanette replied.
"As you wish," the professor said.
"I guess I should fuck your asshole too," Denise said, pulling her cock out of Joan's mouth as both Jeanette and I were pounded from behind... although while Jeanette was taking an amazing foot-long, I was taking such a baby dick it hardly qualified as pounding.
"If you're going to fuck me, then get it over with," Joan said, acting as if she wasn't liking this at all, even though to me it was clear she was powerfully turned on.
Denise too saw through Joan's façade, "You certainly aren't about to win an academy award in acting. Now get on all fours like everyone here knows you want to, and face your sissy."
"Whatever," Joan said unconvincingly, still wearing her own strap-on.
"And take that silly cock off, too," Denise ordered. "You won't be needing it anymore tonight."
"Can I fuck Joan too?" Jeanette asked, her moans increasing as her ass was drilled.
"Of course, little sister. We'll double team her in a bit," Denise promised, to me the idea of watching Joan get DP'd by her sisters so fucking hot.
"That wasn't the deal," Joan protested, as she obediently tossed her strap-on aside.
"The deal was that the loser becomes a submissive slut for the winner," Denise said, slapping Joan's ass. "That means you'll do whatever I fucking say!"
Joan yelped, "Whatever, just fuck me."
"Beg for it, bitch," Denise ordered, slapping her ass again, as Jeanette and I got fucked... one of us enjoying it a lot more than the other, since Michelle may have proven herself over the years to be a good fuckee, but she (definitely she) wasn't much of a fucker.
"Fuck me big sister, fuck my ass," Joan replied, now sounding somewhat believable, as Denise rubbed her cockhead against her pussy.
"You can do better than that," Denise said, as she slammed her cock in her sister's ass.
"Oh fuck," Joan moaned, as her ass was filled.
"Beg, bitch," Denise ordered again, deep in her ass.
"Fine," Joan sighed. "Please fuck my ass with your big cock."
"Because who owns this asshole?" Denise asked, bucking her hips three times.
"Oh fuck," Michelle grunted and shot her load in my pussy... the most anti-climactic climax I'd ever received.
"Oh yes Daddy, fuck my asshole, fill me with your dominant cum," Jeanette begged at top volume, clearly close to another orgasm.
"You do," Joan moaned loudly, her façade of pretending she didn't want this to happen almost completely gone.
"Who does?" Denise asked, with three more deep, hard trusts.
"Oh my god, you've got me! You do, Mistress Denise," Joan declared with utter sincerity.
"I believe I prefer hearing Mistress Big Sister," Denise corrected her, accompanied by three more big, deep thrusts, as Michelle pulled out of me.
"Yes, Mistress Big Sister," Joan agreed.
"Good slut," Denise smiled, as she began fucking her ass.
"Oh yes, please fuck my ass, Mistress Big Sister," Joan moaned.
"You enjoying this, faggot?" Denise asked me.
"Oh fuck," Jeanette screamed, as she came from her foot-long ass fucking.
"Yeah, fuck," Professor Jones grunted, as he apparently came right along with her.
"Yes, Mistress Denise," I answered, assuming that was the proper response. She was now my Mistress, too.
"You are enjoying this, aren't you," Joan asked me, and my heart leapt, because according to her tone, she wasn't angry at me anymore.
"I really am, Mistress; watching you with your sister is so hot," I admitted.
"Want to see your girlfriend get spit-roasted?" Jeanette asked me, as she got up and grabbed the unused strap-on, even as I saw cum leaking out of her ass.
"Get our new faggot to eat the cum out of your asshole first, baby sis," Denise ordered.
"Ooooooh," Jeanette said, "Good idea!" as she backed up to me and ordered, "Eat all that black cum, faggot."
"Yes, Mistress Jeanette," I obeyed, as I spread her ass cheeks and sucked the cum out of her asshole. Now here was a task I could really get into!
"Oh yes, what a good faggot," Jeanette moaned. I sucked out as much cum as I could, fancying myself a vacuum cleaner of cum.
"Oh, yes, fuck myyyyy ass," Joan moaned, totally lost in the experience, as her orgasm was rising quickly.
"Shut her mouth up, baby sis," Denise ordered.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," Jeanette said, as she moved away from me and put the strap-on, well... on.
"I watched as Joan was ass fucked hard, and then as Jeanette shoved her cock in her mouth so she was being spit-roasted by her two sisters... which I found especially satisfying since she was the middle child, and now she was the middle of the family sex sandwich.
For a couple minutes the rest of us watched while my girlfriend and her sisters got into a smooth, incestuous rocking horse. It may have been the hottest thing I'd seen yet... or at least tied with watching her getting gangbanged by black cock.
"Master Jones, are you ready to fuck my newest slut's asshole?" Denise asked.
"Of course," he said, his cock not ever seeming to go down.
"Oh yes, Master, give me that big black cock," Joan moaned, as both cocks were pulled out of her.
"Straddle me, slut," Jeanette ordered, as she lay on her back.
"Yes, Mistress," Joan obeyed eagerly, fully accepting her new position as bottom incest slut.
Joan lowered her pussy onto Jeanette's strap-on and took Denise into her mouth, no doubt tasting herself on the fake cock, as Master Jones slid into her ass.
For a few minutes there was just moaning, as Joan was triple penetrated to multiple orgasms, before they ended up in a lesbian daisy chain at Master Jones order, as Joan ate Denise, Denise ate Jeanette, and Jeanette ate Joan.
Master Jones came over to me and shoved his cock in my mouth to deposit his last load into it, following his marathon ass fucking of Joan.
As I swallowed his load, he said, "Reverse," which confused me for a moment, until the girls spun around and ate pussy the other way round.
After all three girls came again and Master had left, Denise offered, "You two newcomers can sleep on the floor."
And as I tried to fall asleep on the hard floor, which at least had a carpet with a reasonable pile, I listened to the girls talking and giggling in the bedroom... wondering how tonight would change things between Joan and me... Or whether it would at all.
As I had already learned though... sex was sex... and our relationship didn't change... it just continued getting stronger, even when Denise or Jeanette summoned us for play nights.
Six months later... she became my wife... and we celebrated the wildest wedding night in the history of anyone's wedding nights... which by now also included Joan's mom Agnes and her youngest sister Shelly... and actually the entire day was wild as fuck... literally.
THE END
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I. THINGS THAT TURN ME ON THE MOST: PART 1 (1 of 10)
Are you following me on Twitter? If not, why not? Recently I released 50 things that turn me on, each with a gif or pictures.

So here are the first 10. Although they're not necessarily in order, since that continually changes depending on my mood that day.
1. Women in nylons. This is undeniably my most consistent fetish. Most of the porn I watch features women in nylons. Teens of legal age, women in their twenties, MILFs like myself, and grandmas, all draw my eyes to themselves if they're wearing nylons. And that's nylons of any kind: pantyhose, stockings and thigh highs are all devilish temptations that make my pussy wet and I instantly want to take a look at (or in other words perv on) their feet, toes and soles, wrapped in the silky sheer hosiery.
2. BBC. Like many women, and a surprisingly larger number than anyone would believe of men, I love black cock. I love the idea that a black cock is always bigger (yes I know that's not necessarily true, but in all my fantasies and stories it certainly is). I love the look of a black cock: the dark skin just draws my eyes in and makes my mouth water. Now yes I like all cock, but no other cock can stimulate all my senses instantly like a black cock. It just does. Black cock is simply a beautiful thing... God's Picasso masterpiece of dick.
3. Bukkakes: I've never had more than a single load on my face... but I've always enjoyed receiving facials. I like the humiliation of the act, and I love the feel of warm cum splattering on my face. But watching a woman get three or more loads all over her pretty face has always been a major turn-on.
4.Under the Table sex
I don't know why, but I love scenes where someone is publicly but secretly being pleasured under a table. I once spent several hours searching for, and I eventually found, a scene from a private movie where a woman goes around under a table servicing men and women.... It was hot, but its lack of dialogue or plot hindered the hotness a little. My usual favourite is when a younger woman crawls under a table to eat a MILF or vice versa, a MILF crawls under the table and dines on a young peach while her son is present.
5. Strap-on Lesbian Sex
Who doesn't enjoy watching one woman fuck another? And the dirtier the talk, the better. I love all strap-on sex. Younger fucks older. Older fucks younger. BBW gets her booty banged while talking nasty.
6. Double Penetration
Although in real life they tend to be awkward and tough to get into a real flow... usually the cock in your pussy just sits there while your ass is what's being fucked (not a bad thing... but not the orgasm erupting pleasure that seems to go so smoothly in porn)... but damn, are they hot to watch.
7. Spit-roasting
Only did this twice, but it went a lot smoother than my DP experience. In this position there are many perks:
a) The two dicks don't need to flow in unison (although it helps)
b) You can remain stationary while both of your holes are filled over and over
c) Or the one being spit-roasted (may I call her (or him) the spit-roastee?) can be the one doing the fucking: first bouncing back on one cock, and then devouring the other (PS: ladies and bottom boys: this is a lot of fun).
8. Nylon Foot Worship: Although I enjoy having my nylon-clad feet massaged, my toes sucked, and my soles licked buy someone of either gender (although the sole-licking often tickles), I don't enjoy watching videos where men are doing it. I do however, immensely love watching a woman lick, suck and worship a nylon foot. It's so erotic and sexy, and it's often done in a way that explores the submissive / domme hierarchy, which enhances the scene even more.
9. Nylon Hypnosis Videos
These are just so erotic. They're hard to find, and are usually niche pieces created as commissions... one guy I know requests and commissions lots of them, and although they're super-hot, they never include any sex... but they do have tons of nylon toe sucking and foot worship, tit sucking and kissing. But God, I wish they'd expand their repertoires to include pussy licking and strap-on fucking. That said, the slow seductions through hypnosis are always hot. That said, there are some hot nylon hypnosis videos with fucking that are pretty damn wicked too. Later on I'll give you a list of my fav nylon hypnosis scenes.
10. Nylon Foot Rubs
I saved one of my very favourite fetishes for last. Women using their nylon clad feet to get other women off. The scenes are just so hot... seeing a nylon foot rubbing on a pantyhose-clad crotch just gets my pussy so wet.
The scenes are usually too brief to get to the action, but the action is just so hot... especially when the aggressor just shoves her foot between the other woman's legs. That sends a chill through my body every time as I imagine a student, a colleague, my sister, a friend, a stranger, just about any nylon-clad woman, doing that to me.
II. AMAZING NYLON VIDEOS PART 1: PUSSY FOOT RUBS
No one does this better than Bratty Babes Own You, which is a site dedicated mostly to women in nylon-clad feet giving other women foot jobs... and while those are fine and sometimes pretty hot (especially when a woman slyly gives a foot job to a guy while his girlfriend or wife is oblivious but in the same room), I really prefer the woman seduces woman with her nylon feet and nylon-foot pussy rubs... it's something so raw and hot, yet also something I've never given or received and yet would love to do either or both.
There are scenarios where an employee wants a raise, teacher colleagues are relieving stress, a step-sister getting what she wants, a cheerleader 'doing anything' to make the team, and so forth. Not surprisingly though, my favourites are teachers being seduced, and a couple of kinky ones where a woman is foot rubbed while trying to do her desk job. So here are my favourite ten lesbian nylon-clad pussy rubs... although ranking these wasn't easy.
1. Student Makes Teacher Cum in Pantyhose, where high schooler Natasha wants to get out of detention, and noticing the teacher admiring her legs, decides to take matters into her own hands... or rather feet. God, how I'd like that to happen to me!
2. Home Shopping Channel Cum In Pantyhose Live On The Air, where Sahrye isn't happy Ari was chosen to be the host instead of her, so she takes her revenge by hiding under Ari's table and getting Ari off as she attempts to muddle through her job... and no one... I mean no one... can come from a foot job as excitingly as Ari Parker.
3. Winter Jade Makes Her Professor Naomi Swann Cum In Pantyhose, where the cute Winter learns she is failing Naomi's class, so she finds a very effective way to pass. One of the rare ones with not only foot licking, but both girls experience nylon foot rubbed orgasms.
4. Intern Lilly Makes Boss Cum In Pantyhose, when Lilly is informed she isn't a good fit for a job, so she slips out of heels and convinces her boss she deserves a raise, and with some hot toe sucking as well. Lilly too is just so sexy.
5. Anchor Woman Cums In Pantyhose Live On Air, with a similar plot as before, where this time Ari beats out Meiko for the head anchor job, so Meiko takes revenge by making Ari cum yet again on live television. (Ari doesn't do a good job of hiding from the viewers that there's something sexy going on this time either.)
6. Cleo Gets a Raise by Making Boss Ari Cum. Ari yet again, where this time she's an annoyed boss informing Cleo there's no way she's getting that undeserved raise. The look on Ari's face when Cleo's foot touches her pantyhose-clad crotch is alone worth the price (as always), as is how much Ari comes this time as well.
7. Desperate Housewives Cum in Pantyhose Under Table, where the amazing Macy Cartel is surprised when her friend Brandon aggressively surprises her with a special bonding experience.
8. Cheerleader Angel Makes Cheerleader Ari Cum In Pantyhose, where Ari (yes again; what can I say, she's really hot), who is often bullied by head cheerleader Angel, has obtained some blackmail evidence that will finally expose the bitch... but Angel is too smart, and she turns Ari into the submissive she truly is, with a nylon-clad pussy rub and coercing her into smelling her nylon-clad feet.
9. Cleo Consoles Friend Ari by Making Her Cum in Pantyhose where yet again it's Ari (I must really like her), and she's depressed because her boyfriend cheated on her, but her dearest friend provides the perfect remedy.
10. Teacher Makes Teacher Cum in Pantyhose where Ari (yes, I know) complains she hasn't come in forever, and her colleague Karey has the perfect solution.
BONUS: On a different site, about foot fantasy, there's a pretty hot story called Real Estate Foot Grinding Orgasm, where Cleo is willing to do the much-offered 'anything' to convince Sahrye to buy a house.
PS: I wrote my own version of this encounter in Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls, where a female nerd hanging out in her school library is seduced by the nylon-clad toes and feet of a cute cheerleader... it really is a scene the Brattybabesownyou peeps should film.
III. AMAZING NYLON VIDEOS PART 2: NYLON HYPNOSIS VIDEOS
While nylon-clad pussy rubs are pretty fucking hot... so too are pantyhose hypnosis videos, where a girl wearing nylons uses her nylon-clad feet, a soothing voice and a sensual touch, to seduce another woman... most of these are younger seducing older, and although most of them don't have actual sex (a couple do), these are amazing mind fucks for any pantyhose lover.
They focus mostly on lots of dialogue, excessive nylon toe and foot worship, some kissing and tit play... occasionally there's also tribbing, pussy foot rubs, some pussy licking or strap-on fucking... but for the most part, these are sensual pantyhose-driven stories.
My top 10 heavy hypnosis long plot videos are:
1. "Under Her Influence" Schoolgirl Tilly McReese controls her professor Savannah Costello, where Tilly visits her professor Savannah in her office. Savannah is a psychology professor, and she wishes to discuss what Tilly wrote in a paper. Savannah doesn't buy any of the gibberish in the paper, and she's completely oblivious that she's being mesmerized and turned into a pantyhose plaything for her nylon-clad student. PS: there's a sequel called "Under the Influence: Parental Visit, where the professor comes to Tilly's house to confront her parents, but she ends up submitting to her student yet again.
2. Krissy's Best Friend's Step-Mom Mindi, where Krissy Lynn comes to visit her best friend Stacy, but her Step-Mom Mindi is the only one home, so the teen slyly uses her soft voice, sexy nylon clad feet and soft massaging touch. This is one of the rare ones that has some pussy foot rubbing and brief pussy munching through the pantyhose. Two more stories starring these two were made, including: Krissy Entrusts Her Therapist Mindi,and Professor Mink Gets Schooled.
3. Kendra James and Naomi Swann: Teacher's pet becomes Teacher's Mistress, where professor Kendra James confronts a student who'd written a paper implying that the professor herself is a test subject of mind control.
4. Adriana Chechik Mesmerizes Her Friend's Mom,where Adriana Chechik discovers her friend's mom home alone, and she seduces her into sex- and foot-worship through mesmerisation... and it even includes some pussy munching. Two other clips with these two hotties are: Professor Hypnotized by Foot Worshipping Student,and Adriana Chechik's Mesmerizing Foot Play
5. Parent Teacher Conference Pt. 1 and Pt. 2 have Christina Carter and Syren De Mer starring in Parent Teacher Conference Pt.1, which is the continuation of the Student Teacher custom videos with Kobe Lee. Syren as Kobe Lee's stepmother pays a visit to Professor Carter's office to follow up on Kobe's grades, but that's not the only reason she's there. She places Professor Carter under her charms, and engages in some smoking hot foot and pantyhose play.
6. Nylon Therapy Manipulation starred Kendra James and Nyssa Nevers in a unique shoot, where Kendra comes to see a therapist because she's always been obsessed with nylons. She loves wearing sheer nylons, licking other women's nylon feet, masturbating with nylon covering her pussy, and rubbing the fabric on her nipples and mouth. She wants it to stop... but Nyssa has other plans.
7. The Power of Suggestion, where Professor Syre takes issue with the wild claims Star Nine made in her paper on the power of suggestion, especially the parts about her fantasies of mesmerizing said professor.
8. Kendra James and Penny Pax: Foot Therapy Mesmerize,where Professor James is sitting down with Penny Pax who is AJ's step-mother, to discuss her academics, as well as any other concerns she may have about her step-daughter's education, and... Different subject: Kendra also starred with Nikki Brooks in the also amazing Kendra James: The Mesmerize Files.
9. Mistress Mercedes Mesmerizing Sex Therapy,whereLily Labeau is struggling with confidence issues. She wants to land the big job, but she hasn't interviewed well, so she really needs some professional help. Mercedes helps her to gain that much-needed confidence; all Lily needs to do is trust Mistress Mercedes and do everything she says. Which leads to...
10. Pantyhose foot lust,where student Terra Mizu seduces Professor Reagan Lush, and
Pantyhose foot lust 2,where Terra inserts Reagan into a "My best friends MILF" roleplay scenario, where Terra is the best friend of Reagan's step-daughter and seduces MILF Reagan through hypnosis.
Four recent releases I've only skimmed so far, but which look delicious are....
A. Sinn Sage Entrancing Professor Cherie De Ville,whereSinn argues her point about mind control and keeps making subtle suggestions until her professor is sucking her toes.
B. Nikki Brooks and Cory Chase in The Power of Suggestion, where Nikki sits down on the couch next to her professor, takes her shoes off... and....
C. Student Arielle Seduces Teacher Kobe, which looks absolutely amazing, and is in two parts.
D. Alternate Therapies: Wonder Woman: is a brand new series staring Savanah Costello using psychology to help superheroes find their inner submissive... to her, of course.
Bonus 1: Two unique Star Nine videos with hypnosis
Hypnotherapy Lezdom,starring Star Nine and Dixie Comet, is a pretty hot one that's different from the rest since it includes some strap-on fucking, and is absolutely delicious.
And my favourite kinky plot:
Mesmerizing Nylon Toes, starring Star Nine, Casey Calvert and Serena Blair, where Star drops into her teacher's office (Casey) to discuss her grades. Casey won't budge on them, but Star has some special tools that always enable her to get her way. She begins by dangling her heel from her nylon toes. Casey catches a whiff of her foot odor, and thereafter has a hard time remaining focused. The heel drops, and Star wiggles her nylon toes. Casey is unable to look away, so soon she finds herself on her knees desperately worshiping Star's nylon soles. Casey is unable to stop herself, even when another student pops into her office. (Read on: there's more.)
Serena stares incredulously at her teacher on her knees. Star explains what happened, and Serena refuses to believe her, even while she finds herself experiencing those same urges. With both student and teacher on their knees before her, Star issues some posthypnotic instructions. When she snaps her fingers, Casey and Serena will snap out of their trances, retaining no memory of what has transpired. However when Star drops her shoes in front of them, they'll both experience irresistible urges to remove their own heels and worship whichever nylon foot is nearest to them, until they erupt in orgasm.
Bonus 2... Check out Samantha Ryan videos, as she has a few similar videos that seem to tie together, but I've never quite figured out the order.
IV. MY FAVOURITE PANTYHOSE COLOURS
Here's a short list:
1. Mocha or Beige... I just love the darker shades and the way they just seem to shine. This is my colour of choice 2-3 days a week, at least.
2. Black... it goes with almost everything, and I know from a survey I ran on twitter, it's by far the number one choice of my readers.
3. Nude... I love having a look that's subtle, but which still allows me the opportunity to wear the sheer, silky nylons I love.
4. White... makes me think of brides and nurses... I love brides and nurses.
5. Red... the naughty choice when you wish to tell your lover... I want to do something kinky tonight, and you're getting very, very lucky.
V. MY BEST ILLUSTRATED STORIES
I'll be considering my top 20 in a variety of categories throughout this essay. Here's the first one and the one where I have 7 of the top 10 of all time, 16 of the top 20, 24 of the top 30 and 37 of the top 50. So this is by far my most successful category.
I've won lots of top illustrated stories of the month, twice top illustrated stories of the year, and I'm fortunate enough to have worked with a variety of real models and artists to create a wide range of illustrated stories. Picking the top 20 is challenging, and the order could change with my mood I imagine, but here we go.



1. Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks is my top rated story of all time at 4.81, and it was the best of the three stories I collaborated on in 2018 with DARKBREEZLY (good news: we're in the early stages of a new collaboration for 2021, and it's going to be epic). This story was a wild tale of a woman who experiences a sexual awakening when she's blackmailed into performing seven tasks to keep her secret a secret. The story was so long and complex, and with a few wild surprises along the way, that I released a collection of deleted scenes along with its own release.
2. 1950s series (whenever it's a series I'll discuss it as such) is perhaps the most epic of my Rebecca collaborations. I was so flattered when she allowed me to use her work to tell my stories, as I'd had many orgasms in the past while perusing her delicious X-rated cartoon collections. This mostly lesbian series that flashes back from the present to the 1950s, tells the story of a young woman exploring her emerging sexuality, and it reveals a secret lesbian society (a concept I'd use in other stories later on). Currently at seven parts, my original idea was to continue this story throughout the decades as her torch is passed to her female descendants, but we'll see.
3. Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction was an exhilarating experience of working with NYLONKITTY, and I certainly hope to do so again. She's an absolute beauty, and her pictures speak for themselves. Plus, her having the same fetish as I do made us a match made in nylon. The story was recognized as best illustrated story of March 2020, and is currently the third top rated illustrated story of 2020.
4. "A Shemale Submission:" A Lust Story won best illustrated of January 2016, and also won best illustrated for the year 2016. It's a marathon story starring me, as I'm drawn into a world of submission to a seductive shemale named Annabelle, who was also recognized as the transgendered character of 2016. The story remains my most decorated story in regards to wins, and is currently number 4 all time on the illustrated list. The artwork by hfernandez1983 is also damn delicious, as he brought my shemale fantasy to life (and his too!!!).
5. "Stocking Tales": A Face Full of Cum was also recognized as best illustrated of the month (Jan 2015), and it uses (with permission) the amazing pics of Housewife Kelly. She is 'The Woman', and although she doesn't always wear nylons, whenever she does her scenes are epic. The plot was simply a reunion of sorts, with lots of facial pics (yes, including her wearing facials).
6. My Daughter's Initiation into Incest series is easily one of my wickedest, and it includes some amazing and totally 'out there' artwork by Walt, who disappointingly disappeared after part one except for a single (but still outrageous) pic for part two, so I ended up creating my own pics to continue the series. This story is one of my nastiest and most blasphemous, as it really challenges the power of certain religious leaders and how they misuse that power. That said, it is also wickedly hot... especially those nasty cartoonish pics from Walt.
7. "FAMILY PLAY": Brother's Lucky Day was my second collaboration with DARKBREEZLY, and was also quite the crazy tale of lesbianism and incest, and while not on par with the mammoth story Awakenings, the visuals are just as hot, the story scorching as well... which begins with a lesbian reunion, then some spying from the brother, and then some incest. The story is currently number 6 all time on the illustrated list.
8. "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair was a marathon Rebecca illustrated story about one family's lesbian debauchery (in a very good way), when two 18-year-old daughters learn of the lesbian family tradition. It would go on to win best illustrated story of 2015.
9. Hedonism Island series is an ongoing collaboration with the amazing Interqueen, which has two chapters released to date, and hopefully many more. (Chapter 3 is 2/3 completed as I write this.) The story is all about a white married couple worshipping the black body (black cock in parts 1 and 2, and black pussy in the upcoming chapter). It also portrays the evolution of a woman cuckolding her husband along with her (and her mistresses') wicked ways. No one creates interracial comics like Interqueen does. Also, unlike the rest of my illustrated stories, this is simply a comic where I wrote the dialogue and Interqueen adapted it. A very different experience, where I'm not in control of the final draft... but in the capable hands of Interqueen, I've not been at all worried.
10. Best of Both Worlds is my newest series with pictures I've created, and is also about hot interracial relationships. It too stars me, but it has so many twists and turns that by the end you won't know which way you're going. Ten parts are already written, illustrated and edited, with plans to release a part a month right through 2021 (if all four of us: the real life black couple this series also stars, my editor and myself complete the next three that are planned). Each chapter I think is better than the last, and the character development and the wickedness of the sex scenes also increase as the story unfolds. I'm very proud of this series, and of my collaboration with the real Daddy and Babygirl, who requested and inspired this marathon series... in January you get to meet my husband (and he gets to meet Babygirl).
11. A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming is another story with pics created by me, along with a story I envisioned being a series, that told of family lesbian initiations in communities all over the world. Perhaps one day I'll go back to this delicious concept, as my creation of a secret lesbian society has been well received in a few stories (1950s series, Church Girl series) and this one ranking 7th of all time on the illustrated list confirms it. The story has a mom and daughter seduced and initiated into the secret lesbian society by another mom and daughter team during the holiday season (what a great gift, right?).
12. Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy is the first story illustrated by my long-time editor Tex Beethoven, who has really revitalized my writing through his editing (and will get a big head when he reads this... and yes, the arrogant cuss has even improved upon (his words, not mine) this very praise of his brilliance (again his word, not mine, sigh)... although I don't know for certain whether he already has a big head or simply irrational confidence). The story didn't win the recent Holiday Contest, but it must have come close with a 4.79 score which has had it already skyrocket in its first month to number five of all time. The story has me being outed (at least in certain societal circles, see above), my previously virginal daughter becoming a switch, my cheerleader fantasy coming true, and my special surprise of another fantasy coming true... munching my sister (someone emailed recently that they hate the word munch... however I find it nastily delicious). You can expect more artwork from Tex in 2021, as he is illustrating my special 500th story essay, which will be called 500 Stories: A Look Back, which will be a marathon survey of my past ten-plus years, my fetishes, my kinks, and of course, my published stories (making it special it will include visual recreations of many key scenes in many of my key stories... look for it likely in February 2021, and you first heard of it right here).
13. My Cheerleader's Mom series was an amazing six-part series with artwork from Hernandez1973 that was chock full of lesbian lust... after the daughter catches her mother in her room, she turns her into her mommy-pet, and thus begins the mom's journey into true sexual enlightenment, and also into eating a lot of cunt. Also, this is one of the rare series I've actually finished, and many of its parts won illustrated of the month awards.
14. "Stocking Tales": Office Submission was my first illustrated story, and it included a real model in the lovely Vanessa, who generously provided the photos to me. It was a hot story with a little '50 Shades of Grey' kink mixed in for good measure, and over 1.9 million reads, it's my third most-read story of all time (although I know many of those views aren't actually reads, but pervs drooling over Vanessa... and don't worry: I understand if you're one of them).
15. Straight Housewife Blackmailed was my first story using Rebecca's amazing artwork, and perhaps the one that best encapsulates the true style and theme of her comics and art... MILFs seduced and dommed by younger girls... the belief that most older women if given the chance will succumb to their primal desire to sexually serve a younger woman (even if it's her own daughter). If you haven't perused her 'Housewives at Play' or her 'Hot Moms' series, you have no idea what you're missing out on (more on Rebecca later).
16. Pantyhose Tales: Blackmailed MILF was a one-time collaboration with Zoligirls, and I wish I could go back and redo this one. Back then I didn't understand formatting, and the story, although pretty hot and similar in theme to the just-mentioned Straight Housewife Blackmailed, could have been so much better. Still, it's an interesting time capsule into my early work, and it has some amazing pictures of actual college models.
17. Sister's Shemale Friend was a much simpler and shorter story than my other two collaborations with DARKBREEZLY, and although lower on the list, it's one hot shemale tale as a sexy shemale seduces all four members of a family (although two of them are only shown in the epilogue).
18. Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge is in many ways a prelude to the lesbian Turning Contest series, as one summer a group of friends decide to go on a hunt for cunt with delicious (pun intended as well as alliteration) results. Another Rebecca story where I had a lot of fun infiltrating a few of her comic pics into this tantalizing tale of lesbian lust.
19. My A Sister Surprise series deserves to be higher up I suppose on this list, as the last part, A Sister Surprise: Drunk Mom won best illustrated series of 2019, but the series didn't begin as illustrated, since the first part, just called Sister Surprise, wasn't illustrated. But the story did so well, and prompted so many requests for sequels, I figured I should make the second one and then the future parts illustrated. To this day, I think the sister, Sarah, is likely the hottest character I've ever personally illustrated.
20. Stocking Tales: Blackmailed Wife was fun to write with the idea of the main character (portrayed by the amazing model Sweet Daisy Haze who graciously allowed her photos to be used) being outed and blackmailed. The story didn't do as well as I'd imagined it would... but I still think it's a fun tale with some hot as fuck pictures to go along with it.
Other stories illustrated by me that deserve mention include: Jasmine's Secret: Caught and Seduced (Teacher's Literotica past is uncovered by shy, cute nerd), A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale (Wife decides to spice up their sex life in a few kinky ways), Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story (a retelling of this classic series from the Mom's point of view and illustrated), Shemale Tales: The Christmas Party (a Christmas party with an amazing surprise) and All Girls School: A Cunt Fest (A teacher's lezzy side is awakened by a hot teen.)

Lastly, I'd be remiss if I didn't mention a story I loved: Stocking Tales: Becoming Boss's Pet, that was originally an illustrated story and nominated for illustrated story of the year in 2015, but is now in the lesbian category when the model requested the pictures be removed as she began a new job that had a morality clause in her contract. Too bad, because although it was an amazing job, she was one of the rare models willing to do the photos I requested, and she was an absolute dream. A couple of her pictures that aren't too revealing will be released as part of my special 500 essay, out in 2021.
VI. THINGS THAT TURN ME ON THE MOST PART 2 (11-20)
11. Redheads
First off, blondes and brunettes... I love you too.
Second, this section is only for redheaded women... sorry, redheaded men.
But my encountering a woman with long red hair (yes, I prefer long hair), especially with green eyes (I know it's rare, but still), and my panties (If I'm wearing any that day) are drenched. Which is why my epic story "A Shemale Seduction": A Lust Story starring me being seduced by a shemale, co-stars a busty, nylon-wearing, green-eyed redhead.
All I can say is yum, yum, yum.
I mean who can resist Kendra James, Penny Pax, Molly Stewart or Lacy Lennon?
12. Guys Whimpering While Getting Ass Fucked
I can't explain it, but there's something so hot about a man getting fucked or pegged. Hearing a normally masculine man whimper like a bitch in heat is so hot. I prefer a shemale pounding a man's ass, or a good pegging by a hot woman, but seeing a chub (a big man in porn) getting drilled is also so hot.
I know... I'm so fucked up.
13. Lesbian Orgies
A few hot women in a daisy chain.
Or a few hot women wearing strap-ons.
Just picture them.
Enough said.
14. Anal
There's something raw and hot about getting ass fucked. It's a completely different feeling from getting fucked in the pussy... yet it can be equally enjoyable when properly prepped and, in my case, have imbibed some liquid courage... such as over half a bottle of wine.
There's also something so hot about watching a dick disappear into a woman's ass.
There's also something wickedly cool and biologically trippy to see that small tight rosebud take a cock and end up gaped.
Of course, unlike in porn, it can be painful, so it needs lots and lots of lube (also unlike in many of my fictional stories, where my characters rush right into it, ignoring the practicalities).
15. Cheerleaders
In high school I was envious of them. They got the cute boys and got to wear the cute outfits.
As a teacher, I'm obsessed with them. They're often the antagonists or the mistresses in both my fantasies and my stories.
Can cheerleaders be sweet? Certainly. But the ones that turn me on are pretty, bitchy and entitled, and they could turn me into a mindless pleasure bimbo within mere seconds.
Their short skirts, their pantyhose (when I was in school), and just the entire cheerleading culture turns me on.
16. Sneaky Sex Scenes
Just like under the table sex, there's just something hot about having sex while someone else is in the room. Sister sucks brother while mom makes their breakfast, daughter rides boyfriend's friend while boyfriend is gaming, and my favorite: a MILF uses a friend's daughter while chatting with the mom (the best scene is easily Friendly Fuck, starring Dylan Daniels, Lolo Punzel, and Parker Swayze.
17. Black dominates White (lesbian mostly)
Yes, I write some gay stories where white men are dominated by big dicked black men, and they're fun to write... but the idea of a black woman dominating a white woman is such a turn on... and something there isn't a lot of on the internet, much to my surprise. There are lots of videos showing black men fucking white men, and lots of BBC fucking white women, yet the interracial that turns me on the most appears way too seldom in videos or stories.
Maybe that will change, as over the years I've discovered there are many white women like myself who'd love to dine on pure chocolate.
18. Shemales
There's just something so hot about a woman with a big cock.
I've written many stories about woman with dicks... sometimes they're seducing women and sometimes seducing men... but of all my kinky fantasies, very few would make me go wilder than a shemale showing up and doing me. Lately too, I've been drooling over on twitter about sweet looking things with yummy cocks: both the black nerdish ones and the sweet as pie yet packing a dick I'd die for golden-tressed vanilla ones.
God, just writing this makes me want to stop and go write some shemale porn or go watch some... but I'll resist that temptation, as I'm running out of time to get this essay out before 2020 ends.
But just imagine me bent over, getting my pussy or ass drilled by one of the two trans gals mentioned above, while I keep pecking away at this essay.
19. Facials
So, if I like the idea of a bukkake, as I mentioned earlier... obviously I must like facials.
And I do.
A lot.
I actually enjoy swallowing cum the most, then getting a facial, then feeling a load spew in my pussy, and then taking a load somewhere else in or on my body... although I don't enjoy the aftermath of taking a load in my ass, if truth be told.
When I'm watching porn, I always hope it will end in a facial. Watching the odd creampie is okay, but seeing a guy spew his goo onto some tits or an ass seems like such a waste.
PS: I also love a facial from a gushing pussy.
20. Comics
I know... comics... really?
The answer is yes, yes, yes.
For example, Rebecca's glorious abundance of content, all catering to lesbians, and mostly younger women dominating older women (another of my weaknesses of course... and if you haven't checked out her Housewives at Play series, you're missing out, and you should stop reading this right now... and if I'm telling you to do that, you know I must be serious... then go to her website... sign up, it doesn't cost much... and dive into hours of lesbian kink). You can also read a dozen or so stories I've written in collaboration with her, including the award winning "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair, and Coming Out in Costume, and the 1950s series about a lesbian secret society in the 1950s starring Rebecca herself (maybe).
Her only flaw: almost no nylons... darn you, Rebecca.
There is also Interqueen and her wicked pictures and stories about white women succumbing to black cock and cunt. Check her out on twitter, as she has lots of stories of interracial lust. You can also see our collaboration in Hedonism Island (two chapters published by me on Literotica... part three is in the works).
VII. MY FAVOURITE ADULT COMICS AND ARTISTS
I've always had a thing for comics. I think my first lesbian crush was Betty from the original Archie comics, and I always hated when Veronica bested her. Although, truth be told, it was Cheryl Blossom that really made me wet. She was so sexy... the tv show on the other hand, is a complete train wreck.
Before I ever started writing or had discovered Literotica, I had found online comics. And although I have no idea what I first read, the first one I still remember today is a Bruce Morgan story called The School Teacher, which I know I read very early in my career.
I lost most of the comics I'd collected over the years in a computer crash, and over a thousand caption pics and gifs I'd created, so this list will be a lot shorter than it would be otherwise.
But here goes:
1. Of course my number one is Rebecca and her Housewives at Play series. There are lots of them now, but the first five, especially the extended part four and a half, where Cathy is already a dedicated submissive to her neighbors, and she's pushed to the limit when her daughter is pulled into the twisted web of lesbians in this climactic chapter.



2. Most of Deuce World's stories are a little too intense for me, but there are two that really rev me up, and one that's my second favourite comics story ever: Hard Lessons... which tells the story of a teacher who's forced into having sex with a rich dominant student, and she discovers a secret world of sluts he's collecting. You can probably guess why I love this story so much. It's amazingly drawn, has the teacher in nylons, has some lesbianism, has young 18-year-olds, and has blackmail. For my own libido's tastes, that's check, check, check, check, and check (or in other words, quintuple-check). I even discovered while writing this essay there has been a sequel which is also very hot. Someone else even took the story and made it about a black guy doing the blackmailing, which was also very hot (although I assume unauthorized and I can't find it anymore... sigh). Also, there was a two-part story called Breaking News, that was a hot tale of a reporter being taken hostage and used by men live on television.
3. The story The School Teacher by Bruce Morgan was a revelation when I first read it. Partly because I was a young teacher, having just broke up with a man who couldn't take my hints that I was submissive and was questioning what might be wrong with me. Why did I even want to be dominated? Why on earth did I get so turned on when my ex-boyfriend had put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to the floor and ordered me to suck his cock? Why the fuck did I have fantasies of my students (boys and girls) turning me into their slut? The internet was a relative new thing so I couldn't research these feelings, and I certainly wasn't about to go to a therapist to dig deep into these so-called unhealthy urges. But this story I mentioned... this story helped me understand who I was... that I wasn't alone. His other works... xxx
4. A super fun series that actually inspired my story Shemale School, and which started my curiosity and my fantasies of succumbing to shemales is Innocent Dickgirls. Most of the stories are about women with dicks wearing pantyhose and fucking other women with dicks in pantyhose, but there are also some lucky men getting being sodomized as well. While they're all very good... pussy leaking even, if your body is equipped that way... these stories are some of my favourites: Car Show, Pantyhose Conversion, Snowed In, The Student Teacher, The Wedding, and my most favourite, which somewhat inspired my lesbian nylon foot rub story Nylon Rub: A Nerd Falls is Quiet in the Library.
5. Rapid Inductions are all single-panel comics about using mind control to turn women into submissive bimbos. My favourite is No. 11, where a waitress is under the table (you already know about me and under the table videos) sucking a man's cock while he's holding a hypnotist's watch and another waitress asks, oblivious to what's happening under the table, 'Can I Get You Anything? I guess your waitress is on her break.' My only wish is there were some lesbian mind control pieces.
6. In addition to the story we're collaborating on, Hedonism Island, Interqueen has some other amazing works. (Which is a huge understatement!) Her art is amazing and really draws me in, and all of it focuses on one of my favourite themes: white girls being submissive to black cock and pussy. Her best is Team Players, although Bad Boss and Modern Family are also fun.
7. The Birthday Gift, by Erenisch, is an eleven-part futuristic story where women can be bought and sold as property. It's a wild story with amazing artwork. The first part is particularly amazing, and the entire series is hot, although often way over the top.
8. So many great interracial I decided to have a few 8's.
a. Kenny Comix does raw interracial story parodies based on the Riverdale universe. He's done quite a few short pieces and three full length must-read comics: Once You Go Black, Study Sessions,and Parent-Teacher Meeting.
8b. BlackNWhite Comics are another hot interracial location with fun and lengthy stories like School Daze, Online Dating Dilemma, the western epic True Dick, Detention and Spy Camera Surprise. Even the od surprise like in the Mayor series where black women succumb to big white cock.
8c. John Persons has lots of great stuff, but I lost it all. I do recall the username Rabies having some hot stuff.
8d. Darklord also has a different style of BBC with hot pics and decent dialogue... it just needs more set-up to the dirty stuff, in my opinion.
9. Jab Comix does a lot of hot stories, from Ay Papi, to Farm Lessons, to the Wrong House, but it's the super fun Spy Games that I really enjoyed, where mind control is used in a sexy way.
10. Seiren Comics are written in Dutch, but they have amazing artwork, and much of their work has been translated into English, although I'm not sure they always translate accurately. That said, one series really stands out, which is a parody of the Flintstones called the Fuckstones.
There are some hot single stories like:
-Everything under control, a hot story of a girl slyly using her boyfriend's friend.
-Detention, where each part shows black cocks impressing white teachers and students.
VIII. MY BEST LESBIAN STORIES
Truth be told... lesbian stories are my favourite ones to write. Now illustrated lesbian stories (already discussed above) and incest lesbian stories (discussed later) are no part of this next list, or it would have needed to list 50 or more. Even so, I've split this section into two top tens plus a couple of bonus picks, because I don't even follow my own rules of a top 20 (sorry).
Top 10 Lesbian Series (meaning at least 2 parts exist..)
Honestly, choosing the top 3 literally could be a coin toss (or I suppose multiple coin tosses, since just one wouldn't work, unless I said one of them could only win if the coin landed on its edge, which would hardly be fair), but after a lot of thought, here are my final top 10.
1. Bedding the Babysitter was my very first series, and one that is still very special to me. Jenny being my first beloved character, Megan her wise, caring, but also strict Mistress. Two characters that still stand as some of my best ten years later, since part one was released way back in September 2010. In case you haven't read it yet, it's a nine part series that tells the story of an eighteen-year-old virgin Jenny, who discovers her natural lesbian submissiveness through an older neighbour she babysits for. Along the way, she makes many fantasies come true, including submitting to cheerleaders, being introduced to Le Chateau Club (which makes its first ever appearance), and falling in love with another submissive lesbian... PLUS: a crazy subplot where her mother becomes a submissive to a cheerleader and begins to explore her own lesbian submissive side... but there's no incest (even though I've received many requests to include some of that forbidden fruit).
2. Lesbian MILF Seductress series without a doubt, introduces my most popular young Mistress (or Mistress in general as the years go by) in Bree. Each story (16 so far, regardless of the 14 Literotica says) stands on its own, telling of one (or sometimes more) seduction in the life of our young seductress: her best friend's mom (her best friend in the prequel), a lady cop, a nurse, a celebrity, a masseuse, a baker and a church mom, are just some of the women who end up finding themselves on their knees and between her legs. And although it's been over a year since Bree's last seduction, I'm sure we'll see more of her in the future.
3. Church Girl is a delicious narrative of a young virgin who while trying to spread the word discovers another way to do God's work as she is introduced into the gift of giving and the secret world of a lesbian society. This is another story I hope to continue one day as Mary (of course I named her Mary, since she remains the epitome of innocence throughout of her boundless sexual activities) is one of my favourite characters, and her version of spreading the Good Word would make anyone a believer.
4. 2 Mistresses is a series I planned out for 10 parts, but so far have only written five. Part one I think is one of the best seductions I've ever written in 2 Mistresses: A Study of Seduction, where I introduce a sexy, smooth, intuitive and caring Mistress in Carolyn, and contrast her with the bitchy, aggressive and spoiled Mistress Samantha. The plan was always to stage a final confrontation between the two, and if I ever finish with the pet training pieces, maybe that will happen. (If I ever released a book on amazon, I imagine this would be the one.)
5. Turning Contest is another massive endeavor. Since part one in 2015, there have been 17 by the five friends in their week-long contest of who can turn the most straight girls or women. The winner gets to use the other four women's daughters as pets for a weekend. (The daughters have no say in the matter, since each of them is already her mother's pet.) And although it's been a year since I released one, I tend to write these in spurts, and actually have specific ideas for up to 40 more, including (in alphabetical order) A Lick for a Raise, A Maître D, A Mother-in-Law, A Movie Star, A Movie Theatre, A Panty Sniffer, A Photographer, A Pizza Delivery Girl, A Pregnant Guest, A Tipsy Bridesmaid, A truth or Dare, A Uber Ride Home (if I was grammatically correct and called it 'An Uber Ride' I'd be throwing away a large portion of the alphabet), and those all still happen on Saturday (the day I'm currently on). Hopefully in 2021 I'll dive back into this series (another fun pun).
6. Training Teacher is a three-part series where a teacher is turned into a pet by an aggressive mom beginning at a parent-teacher interview. Part two has some crazy twists, and part three is just a wild sex fest... but this was one of my first request stories, and one that turned out pretty damn hot.
7. Spanked to Submission is a two-part series, and the closest I've ever come to BDSM. It's about a white boss who's turned into a submissive slut by her eighteen-year-old black temp. It's a lengthy look at the balance of confusion, lust, denial and desperation to break free that is really the focus of part 2. With lots of race play and spanking... this one is quite the mindfuck.
8. Blackmail Tarts is another two-part series based upon real life British women, who explore their lesbian side in epic ways. I chatted online with all the women represented in this story, and while some of this is fictional, more of it than anyone would believe is real... and if you have a thing for stewardesses, this one is to die for. (But please don't mock my editor's and my feeble attempts at British vernacular.)
9. Straight White Girls was a series I envisioned being like The Turning Contest, with many individual stories, all telling of white women submitting to the black seductress who's just moved into the predominantly white neighborhood... with a few side stories about her eighteen-year-old daughter, who also has the gift of turning straight white girls into begging, chocolate-craving sluts. This is another series I'd like to go back to one day, and another series where I came up with a lot of ideas, like Birthday, Bitch Tamed, Cheerleader, Church Girl, Debutantes, Diva, Elderly Emma, Fat Burning, Gold Digger, Girl Guide Mom, House Party, Innocent Wife, Lawyer, Minister's Wife, Miss America, Nerd, Orgy, Pet Training, Principal, PTA Bitch, Slave Auction, Teacher, Teen Party, and finally (I guess) Valedictorian.
10. Teen Turns are two separate stories about MILFs seducing younger girls, and both of these were fun shorter pieces: Hot Tub Seduction and Boyfriend's Mom.
Two other series worth reading are Pet Teacherand Submissive Soccer Moms: Rich Bitch, both from early in my writing career.
Top 10 Stand Alone Lesbian Stories
I'm going to keep these summaries way shorter, as this essay is getting crazy long, and I'm not even halfway done.
1. I'll begin with one of my two contest winning lesbian stories: Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks, which is about a curious girl who confirms she's a submissive lesbian at a private Halloween party she's secretly invited to. It's one of my very best in regards to sexual awakenings. This is also my top score of all time at 4.84 (if you exclude my three essay scores), and my only story in Literotica's top 250 lesbian stories of all time at 218. If you like that, check out another good one with a similar message in Nylon Party: Christmas Initiation... both of which were released in 2018.
2. Most of my lesbian interracial stories have been black dominates white, but in Deconstructing the Professor, it flips the script in a very powerful, very long, novella where a black professor is completely destroyed mentally and sexually by a white college student. The story pushes the boundaries, and has some incest late in the story, but since the essence of this story is about the professor's confusing sexual desires and her personal obsession with racial humiliation (her being on the receiving end), I left it there. My second race reversal story was written years later, with Slave to a White Bitch.
3. The internet can be a safe place to explore your fantasies, and that's the case in Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale, where a lonely MILF explores her same-sex curiosity and ends up submitting to a teen Mistress. A couple years later, I again explored online seduction in FALL OF A MILF: A Submissive Tale.
4. Debutant MILF Lesbian Submissive is one of my favourite stories, as a mom cannot stop herself from succumbing to her daughter's social nemesis. Again there's some incest late in the story, but the heart of it is a MILF giving in to her lust, even while knowing the fallout it will have on her daughter. This theme was explored much deeper in the Catching Mommy series (which is in the top incest list further down).
5. I love poking fun at religion, and that's the case in Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet, my second highest lesbian score (just .01 between my highest and fourth overall). The story follows a MILF who's seduced by her daughter's popular friend, and is another story that just missed on winning a contest.
6. Black Dominance: Addicted to Cunt was a tricky one, as it's technically part three in the series, but the first two parts were gay stories where her boyfriend succumbs to black cock. She's completely oblivious to this happening, as she succumbs to black cunt in a story I really loved writing. I felt I really got into the head of both white girls, and their separate but similarly inevitable submission to black women. I think this one is my very best white girl submits to black girl story.
7. A Lesbian Love Story of Sortswas my first attempt at a lesbian romance, and I think it worked overall... although it's a pretty kinky romance, where a lesbian decides to seduce her friend, who has just become heartbroken.
8. Taking Jasmine Walker was my first time writing a story starring myself, and the first time I won a contest, which I found encouraging, so since then I haven't worried about flaunting my ego and written many more. It's interesting to see how my stories starring me have evolved since then. By the way, there are other great stories staring me, like Jasmine Fantasies: Pet Teacher, where a nerd in nylon seduces me.
9. Le Chateau Club is featured in many stories, and one really good one is the fun Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau,where lesbian friends take their straight friend there on Halloween, and well... you can guess what happens. Another good one at the club is Le Chateau Club: Bride-to-Be Straight No More. (My editor and I have done some work on an illustrated version of Straight Girl. We've gotten sidetracked by other projects for now, but perhaps at some point we'll complete it and show it to you.)
10. Big Rosie was first introduced in Bedding the Babysitter, and has twice been the delicious chocolate seductress in a story in Becoming a Pet: An Innocent Start and Cunt Addiction: A Black Euphoria. She's also made brief appearances in many other stories.
Bonus stories include pantyhose foot-play in Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls, and the discovery of a place to meet other bi-curious or lesbian woman in a safe setting, in It All Began With a Munch.
IX. MY FAVOURITE PORN SITES
A quick list of where I go to watch porn and get inspired.
Mainstream Porn
1. Girlsway... best lesbian site for me... although I really wish they had more nylon scenes... however they do write hot plots that draw me in before getting to the hot sex. Great plots, amazing women and authentic orgasms make this a must for anyone who likes well-written lesbian porn... it's also the website that's inspired the most stories for me.
2. Naughty America... is a great site that usually releases two scenes a day in a wide range of themes (except for lesbian, interestingly enough). Like Girlsway, they tend to have some interesting plots, and I can never get enough of their Big Cock Bully scenes. Their naughty teacher scenes are also good, although perhaps a little too unbelievable, and they lack any real seduction most of the time. That said, many of the women are in nylons, so that's a huge plus.
4. Pure Taboo... is absolutely as kinky as it sounds... plots where family members have sex... and other wild intense scenes... often with lengthy, complex plots. Sometimes they actually seem like a real movie, and not just a porn film. The acting is always top notch. Scenes like Lessons in Business, Outmatched, Take What You Can Get, Taking Care of Mom, The Lesbian Revenge series, and the Switched at Birth series are all excellent.
4. Devils Films... has a great variety and kinky as hell plots. Shemale, anal, lesbian, straight, gangbang and bisexual are all focused on, and they too have a generous number of ladies in nylons. Titles like I Caught my Wife Fucking the Help, Don't Tell My Wife I Buttfucked Her Best Friend, My Wife Found Out I'm Bi! And my favourite My Wife Caught Me Assfucking My Mom. Just wild stuff.
5. Girlfriend Films... is another site that caters to all lesbian content, and has lengthy plots and full-length movies. And so many wicked series, like Cheer Squad Tryouts, Lesbian Seductions, Lesbian Tutors, Please Make Me Lesbian, and my favourite: Mother-Daughter Swap Club, which inspired my illustrated story A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming.



5B. Sweetheart Video... is 5B, since it too offers strictly lesbian porn with fun titles like: Mother Lovers Society, Student Teacher Relations and Lesbian Strap-on Bosses.
5C. Allherluv... is 5C, as they have some wicked lengthy plots, but their releases are way too sporadic, but The Boss's Daughter, Mother of the Bride, and the Bully are hot, hot, hot.
6. Transangels... is a shemale site with hot stories like Just Ignore Him, Wonder Woman: A XXX Trans Parody, Delectable Desires and Let's Bang the Babysitter. I also like that shemales understand the power of nylons (sometimes) and Transsenual... is really 6B, as it too is about shemale sites and is only lower because it updates once a week while transangels seems o be 2-3 times on average. That said, there are great stories like the amazing Locked Out, More Than Just Roommates (with Reagan Foxx), and Therapist Desires.
7. Family Strokes... kinky faux incest stories like The Sex Crazed Stepkids, Slumber Party With Stepdad, and My Family is Different.
8. Brazzers... used to be my favourite, and its still good, but COVID really did a number on their releases, and the stories this year just haven't been as exciting to me. They still get top notch women, and their Hot & Mean lesbian stories have inspired many of my plots over the years.
9. Reality Kings... also has good scenes, but usually lacks much of a plot... thus it's lower on my list.
10. Blacked and Tushy... cater to white women and BBC and anal exclusively, and have some of the top women by far, but the two sites are both run by the same company I assume, and they lack a plot in 95% of their stories, which is too bad because Blacked especially could be huge (pun intended). Perhaps they should borrow some of my plots.
Honorable mention goes to Biphoria for some kinky mmf and mmff scenes.
Independent must go to websites
1. Bratty Babes Own You, which I've already discussed for nylon foot jobs.
2. That Kinky Girl for some crazy fun with mind control, pantyhose, vampires, bondage and more from the amazing Tina Lee Comet. Almost no fetish is ignored, and they update almost daily
3. Kendra James Super Heroine World,where she plays superheroes or supervillains in hot lesbian sex stories (and often in pantyhose... her Poison Ivy is to die for) and Kendra James Fetish Experience,where she creates hot lesbian stories in a variety of kinks, including some seriously hot pantyhose ones, and some epic ones with the equally delicious Penny Pax (two redheads... who can ask for more?).
4. Heroine Universe is full of wild pantyhose-clad women, often superheroes, who are turned into submissive sluts through mind control. So some of my great scenes, and the amazing Under Her Influence series is from this site.
5. The Foot Fantasy is for foot fetish lovers who want to see feet (often in nylons) licked and sucked.
6. Stars Fetish Fantasies has Star Nine almost always in pantyhose in a lot of wild scenes, including many with mesmerizing and many with strap-ons.
7. Mind Control Theatre is about men who use mind control on women.... which has always been a fantasy of mine. The plots are interesting, although I wish they'd be more sly and progressive on the turning them into bimbos.
8. Jerky Wives has lots of incest based stories, mostly mom and son, mostly starring the amazing MILF Cory Chase.
9. Christina Carter's Bondage includes lots of bondage scenes. I'm not usually into bondage, but Christina Carter is just so delicious.
10. Custom Fetish Videos is a strange one, with a lot of out there fetishes and some amazing nylon hypnosis ones
X. THINGS THAT TURN ME ON THE MOST PART 3 (21-30)
21. Brides
White nylons.
Women on the happiest day of their lives.
Women with a dick in their mouth or pussy or ass, while still in their wedding dress.
A bridesmaid underneath the wedding dress licking away before the wedding.
There is just something about brides.
Truth be told, I didn't even get fucked on my wedding day. My husband got sick, not from drinking, but the flu.
Plus, it was such a wild busy day I was exhausted, and sex didn't even pop into my head. I have a hunch many women have similar stories. The wedding for many is, I think, very anticlimactic, but the honeymoon on the other hand, was quite the fuck fest.
22. Gloryholes
Truth be told, I've never been to a gloryhole. Never even seen one. But I'm told they still exist.
That said, I'd love to go to one, kneel down and just suck cock. The idea of sucking a stranger's cock is so hot. The idea I'd have no idea who I was sucking is so hot. The idea the guy on the other side whose dick is in my mouth could be my boss, my neighbour, or someone else I know is so hot.
Plus, a location where I could get dick after dick, load after load, seems like a pretty damn good place.
23.Tribbing
Like gloryholes, this is also something I've never done. I'm also not sure it would feel as good as porn stars make it look. It seems somewhat impractical and awkward in real life... but in porn, the idea of two pussies making out with each other is pretty kinky.
So any women reading this who've done this... does it work? Do you get off? Or is it just awkward?
24. Pegging
Continuing with the things I've never done, pegging has become more and more of a curiosity. Now as you may know, I'm a submissive in the bedroom, and I don't think my man would ever take a dick in his ass... and actually the idea of pegging him doesn't turn me on either... but the idea of pegging my asshole brother-in-law, my pretentious colleague, or some asshole who cuts in front of me at Starbucks, does.
Alas, probably just another fantasy that will only continue in my writing.
25. Public Sex
Now this I have done.
A few times.
My favourite was on our honeymoon on our balcony that faced the ocean, but it also had a beach where anyone who looked up four flights (or was it five, I don't remember?) could have seen me sucking dick, getting eaten, and then bent over the railing. Who knows, perhaps someone or some people even did!
I've also given a hand job on a plane (sadly never officially joined the mile high club), sucked and been fucked while hiking (the only time I was ever caught), and sucked off a boyfriend in a cab when I was really, really drunk.
Every time it was so exhilarating... When lust overrides fear. When I just had to have that dick. Someday I'd like to dine on a pussy in public... like under a table... mmmmmmmmmm.
26. Face Sitting
Believe it or not, I've never had anyone sit on my face... shit... that I have got to change.
I've sat on a few men's faces, and on one older woman at a hotel once... she was in her 60s when I was in my thirties, and God she could eat pussy... but I've never been able to lay back and just have my face sat on. Which is crazy, since I write about it quite often in my lesbian stories.
There are a couple of amazing amateur face sitting scenes with the same girl sitting on her friend... one on a bed, and one while she plays a video game, that are just so hot. But the idea of having someone sitting on my face and pulling my head up, so all I could do was lick and drown in the scent of pussy, is soooooo on my bucket list!
27. Sex Captions
I've created over a 1000 captions (pictures accompanied by witty comments from me) but then lost almost all of them in a computer crash... sigh. Although some of them still survive on my twitter account, and some on some other website I can't recall at the moment. I find the quick single-panel stories erotic, fun and sexy.
28. MILFS serve teens
29. Teens serve MILFS
These two go hand in hand, or pussy to pussy, as I love the idea of serving teens and younger women who turn me into their submissive slut, and I also like the idea of seducing some ripe teens and turning them into my pussy pleasing pets under my desk while I'm grading papers.
30. Sexy MILFS (like me)
I live vicariously through my stories and through hot MILFs who get fucked in amazing movies. When I watch a scene where a MILF seduces her son's friend, gets banged by her boss, is turned by her daughter's lesbian friend, or a teacher who's bent over a desk by a big dicked stud, or forced to bend over and eat a teen pussy, my pussy is on fire.
I want to be that MILF sucking that dick.
I want to be that MILF eating that pussy.
I want to be that MILF seduced... or blackmailed.
I want to be that MILF living out her carnal lust, not just writing about it.
Later, I'll have a list of my favourite MILFs.
(As a matter of fact, why not immediately?)
XI. MY FAVOURITE MILFS
Unlike the previous lists, I refuse to rank these beauties, so instead I've placed them in alphabetical order. I could have gone on forever, but here are only my top 25.
Britney Amber... blonde haired bombshell who often wears nylons and will do anything to get a job.
Christina Carter ... her eyes draw you in, and she's amazing as either a dominant or a submissive in many erotic hero and fetish films.
Cory Chase... often in nylons. and almost always in my favorite colour; no one does incest films better than she does... she's the pet mommy of all pet mommies.
Savanah Costello... she's on this list just for the professor she plays in the Under the influence series, but now I've discovered she's in a new series playing a psychologist who mind controls her patients (yummy).
Syren De Mer... again, she often wears nylons... usually black ones... while usually fucking back dicks... no one does BBC better than she does.Cherie Deville... is a sexy beauty who's one of my biggest lesbian fantasies, and has more than a striking resemblance to my real life mom's best friend.
Alexis Fawx... often in nylon, and often in hot scenes, both with men and women, and her latest video Home Office Free Use is a nasty one.
Ariella Ferrera... a brunette who just gives off that aura of 'I'm either going to fuck you or shit on your face right now.'
Reagan Foxx... is in many of my favourite scenes, and her eyes are the most seductive in porn. A mom that looks so innocent, and yet can fuck like crazy.
Diamond Foxxx... is indeed a fox, who's in nylons in many of her scenes.
Maggie Green... a BBW that's really delicious, and since I'm a BBW for the most part, I can envision her playing me in my life story.
Nina Hartley... is now a GILF I imagine, but she's been an amazing star for years (decades, at least since the 80s), and wears nylons in 90+% of her scenes. I pray to look half as good as she does when I'm her age.
Jasmine Jae... a British babe with big tits and a big booty.
Kendra James... a redhead that screams dominant Mistress, and is in sooooo many of my favourite scenes. God, I'd love to be her pet!
Amber Jayne... another British goddess... her accent alone makes my cunt leak.Ryan Keely .... the only porn star with short hair who gets my motor revving... she too just has that seductive allure about her.
Kendra Lust... is the definition of sexy teacher... I don't know why, but she just looks the part to me in every way.
Krissy Lynn...BBC, lesbian, incest... she does a wide variety of wicked scenes, and often wears nylons in them.
Phoenix Marie... another dominant lesbian performer who often wears nylons... often in my favourite colour... and also does some amazing mf scenes and interracial. Her twitter is also fascinating, to see how normal a star is.
Katie Morgan....blonde hair, blue eyes, sexy voice, and she plays a sweet mother with such perfection.
Len Paul... another beauty, but even with those rare all-natural 32DDD tits, she nevertheless has the ability to play sweet, innocent and nerdy, and yet release that wild side we all have lurking inside.
Penny Pax... is a redheaded beauty who plays sexy nerd like no one else, and yet can also be a completely nasty slut... which aren't we all?
Lauren Philips... another redhead beauty who like Penny, looks so sweet on the outside, but is a seductive slut on the inside.
Chanel Preston... plays bitchy girl like no other, and yet can be turned into a submissive slut by the right guy or girl.
Serene Siren... is the ultimate blonde lesbian MILF, who looks like the MILF next door, and can be the seductress or the one being seduced. She always retweets whenever I mention her.
Christie Stevens... so cute, so sexy, and her voice just makes me so hot.
India Summer... the last is without a doubt (along with Kendra James and Phoenix Marie) a woman born to be a Mistress. She's played one many times, and she's often the prototype for dominant Mistresses in my stories.
XII. AMAZING NYLON VIDEOS PART 3: OTHER AMAZING FETISH NYLON CLIPS
Of course there are a lot of other nylon fetish clips, like....
Kendra James has a few hot nylon ones including Office Brat, Kendra James: Foot worship and lesbian sex, Miss Divine and the Lawyer!, Supergirl Identity Crisis, and Batgirl falls for Ivy.
Star Nine has a plethora of nylon fetish scenes like The Mentor, Star Nine Pregnant Hosiery, Nylon Takeover,and Pantyhose Play With Sovereign.Shepredominantly wears nude nylons, which make me leak.
The Fetish Girl has a lot of wild videos, including many with pantyhose, like:
Dixie discovers her bitchy boss has a nylon fetish, in Taming Her Bitchy Boss With Her Pantyhose.
Foot sucking and tribbing in pantyhose, in Someone In The Office Has A Pantyhose Fetish.
Dixie's obsessed with her boss Casey Calvert's feet, in Personal Pantyhose Assistant.
Dixie sucks and worships and fucks herself with Kendra James's nylon clad foot in Nylon Loving Foot Sucker
From the Foot Fantasy there are:
Parent & Teacher Meeting Pantyhose Foot Worship, where Carmen Valentina comes to meet her son's teacher and discuss his failing grades. Carmen offers money to Rennadel Ryder, but the teacher has another solution... to worship her feet... with her tongue.
Student-Teacher Blackmail, where a student (Bailey Paige) blackmails her teacher (Miss Mandy) after catching her with another student.
Anatomik Media has some unique pantyhose videos (a couple were mentioned in the hypnosis section but there are a few others that are delicious including:
Magic turns women into lustful lesbians, in:
- Accidental Aphrodisiac stars Julia Ann, Romi Rain, Marica Hase and Kira Noir, in a story of erotic magic and carnal pleasure. Kira spent too much time at the sex shop, and is late for a meeting. In her rush to get some files out of her briefcase, a mysterious pheromone she purchased at the sex shop spills out and permeates the air. The ladies try to maintain their cool, but the pheromones take effect, and soon they no choice but to give in to the temptation and ravage each other with strap-ons!
-Romanian Whore Mouth Nuns, where two intelligent, professional women turn into dirty, horny, sex-starved creatures by the end of the scene. Gabi is a librarian/research assistant. Lea was previously a nun, having left a convent in Romania, and she's searching for information regarding an incident that occurred at the convent long ago. Something takes over the girls, and they become two horny women who just want to get off.
-Dr. Lee's Demon Whores,where Dr. Lee has been missing for a week. Concerned, colleagues from the University show up at his house to find out what's going on. What they find shocks and disturbs them...until they become possessed by sex-crazed demon whores!
Then there's a fun series called, oddly, Whore Mouth Girls:
Whore Mouth Girls, where It's a Friday evening, 5:30 p.m. at the law office, where Sovereign, Jay and Gabi are high powered executives. Everyone has left for the evening except for our randy threesome, who have... well... a threesome.
Whore Mouth Office Girls 2: HR Gets Involved, where Human Resources got wind of that little soirée that went down after hours at their law firm. As they watch the surveillance tape they get horny... and well... they break some rules too.
Whore Mouth Office Girls: Surprise Package, where Chanel and Gabriella are professionals at a research facility, and Gabriella is upset about a presentation she just gave. She thinks her boss is going to fire her because of her poor performance. Chanel comforts her in her time of need.
Other Kinky Plots include:
-Play With My Pantyhose, where Casey shows up to her male friend's place, but her friend isn't there. His step-mom (Serene Siren) answers the door and continues folding her pantyhose, which is very intriguing to Casey, and leads to fun.
- Pro Deviants 3: Business Affairs, where Law firm receptionist Kat is deflecting her co-worker Kira's advances, even after a night of passion over the weekend. Kat claims not to remember their tryst, and Kira is determined to jog her memory, but they're caught by their boss... India Summer.
-Mona Wales Dana DeArmond Executive Pantyhose, where Mona Wales is a high powered executive looking for a new assistant. However, she has some unusual requests for her new hire, Dana DeArmond.
And this doesn't even begin to discuss all the mainstream nylon-clad sex scenes.
XIII. MY BEST INCEST STORIES
Incest is a wild category which gets the most reads (along with illustrated), and definitely the most comments. Maybe not everyone is committing incest, but way more people than you can imagine fantasise about it.
Here are my top 20 series and single stand-alone incest stories. (Note: there were some hot incest stories in the illustrated list earlier, and they won't be repeated here).
1. What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her and the next 9 chapters, where all the subsequent titles are slightly changed to What Mom Knows... The series is, I believe, my best in regards to plot development, wild over the top sex, nylon-clad ladies, incestuous lust, brides, anal, lesbianism and much, much more. And... it's a series I actually wrapped up for once, with What Mom Knows Is a Family Orgy. The series also had a year-end best incest win for What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom. Also, part one is 184th all-time on Literotica's most read list. (1 of 14 stories of mine appearing in the top 250 most read all time).
2. Backseat Mommy is by far my most read story, coming on close to five million reads, and is ranked 18th all time. The series has continued with a new story every year or so, continuing the wild adventures of a son and his suddenly single mom (following what my editor thinks is possibly one of the sweetest breaking up interludes ever). I hope to return to this series in 2021 or 2022.



3. Catching Mommy was one of my biggest surprises, as fans became obsessed with the two teen Mistresses going head to head against each other as they seduce each other's moms. The story got so popular, and how it should end so controversial, that I finished it with three separate alternate endings. Then years later I retold the story from the mom's point of view, and to up the ante I illustrated it, in Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story.
4. BIG FAT COCK is my newest series to be on this list, and it's become a very complex series, with a dominant son, a submissive mom, and a wheelchaired Asian who gives him sexual guidance (and blow jobs) as he tries to comprehend the power of having a big fat cock, and doesn't wish to turn out like his similarly equipped asshole of a father.
5. Revenge of the Nerd is my epic mind control series... something I'd wanted to do forever, but my attempts always came out so lame. I'd enjoyed many great mind control stories before I even started writing, like The Slave Pit, The Retirement, and The Humiliation of Jane, and I wanted to write my own epic. I think I finally succeeded, with a nerd who creates a mind control drug and tests it on his sister, his bully, his mom, and his ultimate triumph, the assholes who fired him back at the beginning. The story is hot, but it also has a lot of heart, as his power evolves and he faces the risks that go along with it.
6. "Oh" Submission Town is a fun tale of a minister's wife who's turned by her daughter and then fucked by her son, and soon discovers the entire community is full of sin.
7. Best Present Ever is likely my favourite sister-brother series, and it evolves to, of course, include the mom... but it's the romance between the brother and a nerdish friend of his sister's which makes this story different from most. It is 150th of all time for most reads.
8. "Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut is one of my most popular stories, and one that begins amazingly, but I think falls off the rails somewhat as the series continues. But that first chapter was epic, and is 59th all time in most reads.
9. A Mom & Son Affair was another one where part one is one of my favourite stories, when a mom and son end up on a nude beach, the mom unaware at first because she left her glasses on the beach, and is blind without them, so is unaware of the orgy that begins while she and her son are in the water. She's also unaware at first it's her son who slides into her ass when she willingly joins the orgy. It has some hot sex, but it's also a tender love story between the mom and her son.
10. Accidental Gangbang is actually in the Group category, even though there's some accidental incest in part one, but the rest of the series is a complete incest fest which has become one of my biggest stories, and the first part is ranked 135 in the top 250 most read of all time.
11. Bride Submission is a wild series I really need to return to. It introduced the Order of Syndom... a secret family incest society that runs the world. This first part is one of the hottest stories I've ever written, and the sequels are pretty darn good too.
12. A Sister Surprise is a series that shows up in two categories, since it's also in the Illustrated section, as all the sequels were illustrated. But this first delicious part that has a brother pretending to be his sister's date at a wild sorority Halloween party, is pretty damn epic and hot. This story is also the 227th most read story.
13. Family Affair: Backseat Sister proves the fascination with backseat sex, as it's already the 116th most read story in only four years.
14. "Mom & Son": A Love Story is, as described, my first attempt at an intimate and romantic and raw incest story that is 178th all time on the read list, and still very popular.
15. Like Mother, Like Daughter is a lesbian marathon that I anticipated having lots of parts, but it didn't do as well as I'd anticipated. I still hope to write the daughter's fall. This story I loved, as it tells of a woman who was a complete submissive to her college roommate, but then she breaks free to protect her unborn child, until it all falls apart 18 years later when her former Mistress and her daughter unexpectedly show up on her doorstep, insisting on picking up where they left off.
Five more good series are "Incest Submission", Cocksucking College Sister, 50s Family, Cheerleader Sluts, and my very first series, The Complete Submission.
In addition to some great series, I've also written many one-off incest stories, or stories I'd considered writing a sequel for but never did, or perhaps just haven't yet. So here are some of my favourites.
1. Family Reunion: Mother's Day is a complex, erotic, political statement about family treatment of children questioning their sexuality and their gender. The story is about a son banished from his home just after finishing high school, now a female college graduate, but still with a big dick, who encounters her unknowing mother five years later, and initiates a plan to fuck her. That sounds too simple, as it's much more complex than that (for example her original plan is a revenge fuck, but it evolves into a loving reunion one), and it's a story I'm very proud of.
2. "Taking" My Sister's Virginity is my only single story in the top 250, just arriving there recently at 250, and it's one of my best sibling stories, as her brother becomes her first.
3. Daddy Daughter Date Days is one of my rare dad and daughter stories. Mostly I've written mom-son or siblings, with the odd group or other, but here's my best daughter-Dad story, even though the mother is pretty much cuckqueaned in the end by her daughter. At the mom's suggestion, the dad and daughter reconnect with weekly dates that get more and more sexual, until a weekend camping trip leads to life-altering impacts for all concerned.
4. One teen, One mom, Three aunts and a Niece is another rarity, where one woman's son gets to fuck a lot of his relatives right after a wedding, while their husbands are all oblivious they're shirking their duties.
5. Mom Submission is a fun story from the mom's point of view. Seeing her son fucking a neighbour rather roughly awakens a curiosity inside her she tries to deny, but since this is erotica, she eventually gives into her lust for her son to dominate her.
6. Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story was, I think, a creative story, where a brother finds himself at a sorority party, and while playing a kinky game of musical chairs, where the sorority sisters must do various things to whichever dick they stop at, he discovers one of the contestants is his sister. And since rules are rules...
7. "Mommy Slut" A Battle of Wills was supposed to be a series, and may one day still become a series, as it has a lot of room to play, where son and mom engage each other in a battle of wits over who's in charge of the house.
8. Family Shock: Home for the Holidays was just released at the end of November 2020, and will definitely have a sequel or two in 2021, but at the moment it's a stand alone. The Order of Syndom returns when a guy brings his innocent girlfriend home, and she discovers his family secret: they all fuck each other, and if she's going to become a member of the family, she'll have to service the entire family... both men and women. And that's just for starters, since the Order has lots of members, all of them eligible for 'benefits' with her.
9. A Sibling Love Story was my valiant attempt to write an intimate romance between brother and sister. I think I pulled it off, and over time this one has gotten some recognition for its different approach from most of my stories... but of course the ubiquitous nylons are still involved.
10. Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome and Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy are two different stories starring me and my fantasy of having sex with my real life sisters. While Jasmine Fantasies is undoubtedly better, the conversation in Three Sisters before the story gets outrageous, is almost word for word a conversation we three sisters actually had.
11. On the Phone: Seducing my Niece is my only story strictly about a niece and her aunt, and it's based on a porn plot I can't recall at the moment, but my version has the aunt conversing with her sister while her niece eats her pussy (and the niece's mother on the other end is oblivious)... it's just such a fun fantasy.... Having sex while innocently chatting on the phone.
12. Manipulating Mommy is a wicked story where a son misuses scripture to turn his mother into his slut.
13. Comforting Mom is a sweet story, where an 18-year-old lesbian daughter slyly seduces her lonely mother.
14. Mannequin Mommy is where a mom takes a job as a mannequin for the Christmas season, and her son delights in distracting her, and eventually outright fucks her.
15. Three Generations of Lesbian Lust, where an 18-year-old first discovers and then takes part in a surprising family secret.
There are also the wild A Surprise Family Christmas Orgy, the caught in the act Making Porn: A Mom & Son LUST Story, the use of blackmail in Blackmailing Bitch Sister, a wild bachelorette party in Bukkake Mommy, a very special Christmas surprise in Family Tradition: Mom Unwrapped, the son doing what the dad won't in Pregnant Mommy, a return to the swinging 60s in Make Love, Not War: A Sibling Share, and a racially charged story in Blackmailing a Feminist Bitch.
XIV. THINGS THAT TURN ME ON THE MOST PART 4 (31-40)
31. Teachers... LOL
My first lesbian crush was Mrs. Waters. At that time I had no clue I might one day become a teacher: I planned to be a lawyer. She always wore nylons, although back then I didn't have a thing for nylons other than they seemed inconvenient. She was fashionable. She was fun. She had an amazing smile. I imagined on more than one occasion her making me stay after school to go down on her.
I still have a thing for teachers. I've had many secret crushes on fellow teachers. But like my students, I've never acted on my lust with colleagues... I have acted on my lust at teacher conferences a couple of times though.
Like I am, I believe many teachers are submissive... we're natural people pleasers, and that usually extends into the bedroom.

So the next time you imagine fucking your teacher or your prof.... or your child's teacher... remember if you make the first move... if you take control... you just might obtain your very own teacher pet.
32. The crazy video series My Wife Caught Me Ass Fucking Her Mother
Later I'll list a few of my favorite scenes of all time... but the series I've absurdly found so hot was the equally absurd plot of a series called My Wife Caught Me Ass Fucking Her Mother. The basic plot is that frequently the mother does what her daughter won't... take it in the ass. And every time, after some good ass fucking, the daughter walks in and catches them in the act. The hottest part... for me at least... isn't the hot anal sex, or the usually silly ways the sex begins... no... it's the daughter's reaction. Usually it's shock... often it's anger... sometimes she storms out... sometimes she watches... sometimes she's in essence cuckqueaned by her mom. The scenes are just so out there, and yet they make my pussy leak every time.
33. Nerds or Geeks
So many times my stories are about cheerleaders, and other times they're about nerds, and often they're about cheerleaders and nerds.
Nerds or geeks, and yes there's a difference, each have their own sexy aura that draws me in. Sweet and innocent and easy to turn and manipulate; or sweet and innocent on the outside, but with wicked deviousness on the inside, where they use their brains to get what they want.
Both concepts are hot.
Girls with glasses are hot... always... they just are.
Pigtails are hot.
34. Japanese woman and pubic molestation
Japanese woman are always so cute. They also have a distinct cuteness in their moans... and they are often so animated while they're getting fucked.
The also have that look of innocence... like a nerd... that enhances their sexiness in molestation scenes on buses that are so common in Japanese porn... mostly men molesting woman, but sometimes women molesting other women, and almost always the girls being molested are young. Truth be told... this was the concept that triggered the first part of my lengthy Turning Contest series. The idea of someone, a woman preferably... molesting me slyly in public is a major turn-on.
35. Gangbangs
Being double penetrated or spit roasted are hot, and I've had them done to me (as mentioned earlier in this essay), but the idea of being filled air tight, of being the centerpiece of a train, or getting gangbanged by a dozen-plus cocks just pounding my holes and spewing their loads all over me, is so fucking hot.
There are so many hot gangbang scenes you can watch... and even some with some cool plots that set up a great gangbang scene: teachers, reporters, etc....
36. Head pull-push
'What is this?' you ask?
Pull
The hot moment when a woman pulls another woman into her pussy for the first time, like:
-the key moment when a straight woman is pulled into a pussy by a bi or gay woman's hand
-the climactic moment when someone is about to come, and she pulls the pussy licker's head deeper into her pussy, and soon afterwards comes on her face
Push
The key moment when a person is pushed to his/her knees before eventually submitting sexually to their Master or Mistress.
The hot moment when a woman or a man's head is pushed down to gag on a cock
37. Sub-domme Relationships
This seems pretty obvious. Most of my stories have at least some aspect of a submissive character, and usually some sort of sexual hierarchy, even if there isn't a named Master or Mistress.
I'm a natural sub... which is likely pretty obvious from my stories. And I've always wanted to have a real Mistress... I do have a Master in my husband, even though that isn't a word I've ever used with him... but we do have a clear hierarchy both in and out of the bedroom.
So I understand the needs of a submissive.
And I continue to understand the needs of a Mistress or Master... as my stories slowly evolve to become more authentic and real, as I myself evolve.
38. Orgasm Face
Although a mans face can be hot when he comes... a woman's face is so particularly vulnerable... so sexy... so authentic... that it gives me tingles every time.
The pursed lips.
The soft moans.
The increasing sounds.
The tightening of her legs.
Then the orgasm... the closed eyes... usually... but the completely raw moment when a woman is in the midst of coming is actually the most beautiful thing in the world (just ahead of a woman's feet in nylons, or a nice BBC).
39. Masturbating or imagining a girl masturbating to my stories
First, I like to masturbate.
Fingers, a wine bottle a couple of times, my hairbrush when I was younger, and a few different toys (a rabbit is essential for every woman's toy collection) are all implements I use regularly.
Truth be told, other than gently touching myself on occasion, I refuse to get myself off whenever I'm writing, since that instantly kills my flow (even while I have a flow somewhere else, lol). But when I can't resist it anymore, I turn on some erotica, usually lesbian, but that depends on my mood, and allow the pleasure I hope I'm giving my readers to course through me too.
Also, I know the majority of my readers are men.
The majority of my correspondences are with men too.
Yet I love the idea of girls of all ages reading my stories and getting off imagining themselves as one of my characters. A teen being seduced by her mom's best friend; a teacher being seduced by a student; a MILF being seduced by a younger co-worker; an elderly woman dining on her nurse... the possibilities are endless, and perhaps they all happen. Perhaps. It's nice to think they do.
40. Amateur goddesses.
Twitter has really allowed me to discover other writers, other artists, other lesbians, other perverts and other amateur porn stars. I'll have a list of my favorites later on in this essay, but what I love is the wide diversity of online performers from stockinged girls, to kinky women, to BBC lovers, to shemales, to lesbians, to BBWs, to simply dirty sluts.
What a great venue twitter is to promote their work... just like I use it to promote my own work.
XV. AMATEUR TWITTER ACCOUNTS I FOLLOW
Once again I'm not going to rank these in order, but just alphabetically, except I am going to highlight my favourite because she is my favourite, and is also the model in one of my most epic illustrated stories.
NYLONSKITTEN was the model for this year's third best ranked illustrated story: Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seductions. She's sweet, gorgeous, has amazing legs and feet, and replied to me willingly. She also has such a lovely variety of content. A Must Follow.
Others include:
Amateur Pantyhose is a great stop for pictures of well... women in pantyhose, but usually in a casual setting. Girls in Pantyhose, Thigh High Girls, Me and my Pantyhose, and Stocking Dreams are also worthy pantyhose accounts to check out.
Kelly Anderson is an independent model and also the model for my "Stocking Tales": A Faceful of Cum, and she continues to release hot material... sometimes in nylons.
Katrina Blacked is a hot BBW slut who loves BBC, and she goes out and about to suck and fuck them. Also wild is Subgirl0831,who seems to have a new black cock or two to suck and fuck every day. Both of these girls get very animated whenever a BBC is drilling them.
Cartoon Moms is a fun site that retweets hot cartoons of hot moms.
Dawn Desire is another pantyhose model with a great site with her and other women wearing sheer hosiery.
Gay Sex Manual and Men n' Boys are great if you want to see men suck and fuck other men. For sissies, check out Sissy Club.
ICuckoldress is a hot one where a white beauty cuckolds her man with black cock, usually while earing sexy nylons.
IWantToPegMyMan is the ultimate location to learn about pegging and to watch men getting fucked by women.
Kinky Marie Gifs is a great way to discover full scenes quickly. Slutty videos and Porn Videos and GIFs are also good ones to see clips of videos. Lesbian Porn is also a great one stop shopping for... obviously... lesbian porn.



My newest follow is Riley (pantyhosegirl99), who is the cutest nylon-wearing young thing on twitter.
My other new follow is the cutest shemale on twitter roxxx (goldontheroxxx), and God she has a nice cock, and looks just soooooooo innocent!
Rules of Hotwives is the ultimate teasing video source, showing videos of hot women in mostly amateur settings worshipping one or more BBC.
The Real Sexy Librarian, who seems just sweet as pie on the outside, and of course likely is delicious as pie underneath. She's a nylon fetish girl too, and she has amazing legs and feet. Also fun is The Naughty Hottie, who's always in sheer nylons and often on a plane. Everyone has had a fantasy of a naughty librarian or a sexy stewardess.
I could go on and on, but this essay is already way longer than I'd anticipated.
XVI. MY BEST GAY-SISSY STORIES
In this section I'll focus on gay and sissy... saving shemale or pegging for the next category. What I didn't realize was how many gay or sissy, or gay and sissy stories I've written. Here are my top 20.
1. Black Dominance: Accidental Text is the first chapter in a series that explores a straight guy getting a text from a black guy wanting a blow job, which opens his world to BBC, to an app to get more black cock, and to a college bathroom where there is even more black cock. (Unbeknownst to him, in later chapters his white girlfriend is busy discovering black pussy.)
2. Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything was written as a fantasy for a past editor, where he walks in on a friend sucking black cock, and his world changes. He too becomes a cocksucker, and a bottom, and he gives his wife the big dick he can't: a BBC, as future chapters occur.
3. Hypno-Sissy: Becoming a Cocksucker was a surprise hit as well the reality there is hypno sissy videos. A straight guy embarks on a long journey as a cocksucker and a bottom, and maybe even a sissy (if I ever finish his story, which I hope to). He's guided in this journey by his authoritarian but loving girlfriend. Each chapter draws him deeper and deeper into a submissive web, while she cheers him on.
4. Cock Sucker App is a simple story where a cock sucking app was created, and a middle aged man signs up for it, and he ends up a cock sucker for his daughter's boyfriend.
5. "Sissified": 12 Days of Sissy-mas is a marathon story about a guy who receives 12 days of gifts and instructions from a mystery Mistress while his girlfriend is overseas.
6. Summer of Black Cock is a long story of a guy who, while working at a hotel one summer, discovers the power of black cock on both women and himself.
7 Sissification 101 is a seven-part series that just recently ended, about a guy who explores his sissy fantasies with an amazing girlfriend, who supports him and even has sex right beside him, every step of the way.
8. Black Cock Worship: A Man's Fall was a fun story to write, about a guard working at a jail who learns about a black stud who receives lots of special privileges because he has a huge black cock and a dominant attitude. A second story tells what happens to his wife once he's coerced into leading her too into the wonderful world of BBC worship.
9. Becoming a Drag Queen was an early story about the world of being a drag queen; it was inspired by my trip to San Francisco.
10. From Straight to Gay Submission was my first gay story, where a white guy sees a black guy using a white nerd, and thus is drawn into the gay world.
11. Cocksucker is a series where a surprise encounter at an airport leads to a lengthy journey to becoming a cock sucker, a bottom, and a sissy.
12. Curiosity Fucked the Straight Guy is another crazy story where a straight father submits himself and his family to a black teen.
13. Roommate Dress-Up is a recent story where a guy is turned into a sissy by his roommate and former girlfriend.
14. Bottom-Slayer: 1st Bottom Slayed was a story I imagined becoming a series as a black guy discovers the power he has over white men because of his BBC.
15. Bully Stories: Faggot Fucked Me is a different one, where a jock is turned into a bottom boy by a meek nerd with a huge cock.
16. Straight no More where a guy unknowingly goes into a gay bar and ends up discovering the joys of same sex sex.
17. Accidental Cocksucker is another story where a guy walks in on someone sucking cock, and the floodgates of curiosity overwhelm him.
18. Straight Teacher Turned:a teacher bumps into two former students, and ends up with cock in both of his holes.
19. Large BLACK Firehose, where a fire chief catches two of his men having sex and well....
20. Mistaken Identity, Like Son, Like Father, Faggots for BBC and BBC: Like Son, Like Fatherare four stories about sons and dads sucking dick and getting fucked together.
BONUS: If the Shoe Fits, where a guy with a pantyhose and a shoe fetish ends up being bottom boy for his neighbours.
XVII: MY FAVORITE VIDEOS 4: WITHOUT NYLONS
TAKE WHAT YOU CAN GET, where a jock taunts a nerdy virgin reporter and turns him into a submissive slut.
LESBIAN CONDITIOING: PARENT-TEACHER TRAP, where Kendra James is a teacher who deals with a parent and student in a very fun way.
COCK SLUT CONDITIONING, where a girl is hypnotized by her boyfriend, who then uses her in front of her parents, who treated him like shit.
PARENT-TEACHER SECRETS, where a professor blackmails a mother into being her pussy pleasing slut, allowing her to pass and get revenge on a long ago secret.
NEW RULES, where Aliya Brynn wants her bestie, Jackie Rogen, to stay over in her house for the weekend, but they must follow some very unusual house rules.
THE INTERVIEW, where Carter Cruise must succumb and perform some very usual lesbian tasks by boss Chanell Heart.
ALMOST CAUGHT AGAIN is from the wicked Girlsway series, and stars Kendra James taking her son's girlfriend in a hot tub.
Daizy Cooper and Carolina Sweets share a black stud, and then cuckold Carolina's boyfriend, who catches them in the act in this doghouse film.
FRIENDLY FUCK, where Dylan Daniels, Lolo Punzel, and Parker Swayze star in a video, where a friend of the mom slyly seduces the daughter.
JUST BETWEEN YOU AND GOD, about a girl who is constantly tempted, starring Gia Derza, who has some hot priest sex.
HOLD THE LINE: FAMILY CALL, where a girl has lesbian sex while talking on the phone.
NERDS RULE: LABYRINTHS & LESBIANS, where a popular cheerleader teases and turns three nerds.
LESBIAN REVENGE: NERD'S BREAKING POINT, where a nerd blackmails her bitch popular stepsister to be her slut.
THE PRODIGAL DAUGHTER is a mind fuck, where a long-lost daughter returns home...but is she their actual daughter?
WAY BETTER THAN DAD, has stepdaughter helping stepmom after her dad leaves.
MILF WITH AN ATTITUDE is a series where a mom continues having sex with a guy to stop him from having sex with her daughter. It doesn't work.
SUBLIMINAL PARENTING, as a stepmom sick of her stepdaughter's bitchy treatment, sends her some conditioning messages to be nice to her, with unexpected results.
BIRLFRIEND, where a daughter comes home with a rather butch girlfriend, and her very morally uptight mother doesn't approve... until she finds herself in a threesome.
SEVEN MINUTES IN HELL, where a shy teen is humiliated and filmed fucking in public.
PUSSY FOR BREAKFAST, for some hot under-the table-pussy licking.
Are there more?
Of course... but that's all for now.
XVIII THINGS THAT TURN ME ON THE MOST PART 5 (41-50)
41. Sissies
They're a growing fascination. More and more men are cross dressing under their clothes or admitting to their wife they would like to. Welcome to (almost) 2021.
42. Foot Rubs
I already went into amazing detail about my favourite lesbian nylon rub videos, and they're without a doubt some of my favourite porn to watch.
43. Foot Jobs
Watching men get their dicks stroked by nylon-clad soles until they shoot their load all over her feet is also hot... especially when they're done slyly, while the girlfriend or wife is oblivious. There are many of these from Bratty Babes Own You.
44. Cum walks
For some reason these are just so hot. Women walking down the street with obvious cum dripping down their faces.
45. Mind Control
Mind control was some of the first porn I read as I mentioned earlier, and I just love the idea of being turned into a bimbo and made into a slut.
46. Amateur Porn
There's something so raw about amateur porn. It just feels authentic.
47. Air Tight
The idea of three cocks all working in unison is just soooo hot... almost impossible to do well, but still so hot.
48. Hypno Sissy and Hypno Lesbian Videos
These are so wild... it's also so wild that they seem to actually work. Not like true mind control or hypnosis, but to influence a person's mental state and to make such ideas more appealing.
49. Superhero Videos
Heroine Universe does this well, as does Kendra James, but the idea of superheroes who fuck, get fucked, or lose their powers and become submissive sluts is pretty damn hot. Also, they're usually in nylons.
50. A Train
The idea of just being on my knees getting myself fucked and fucked, load after load filling me right up and spilling back out of me there's so much of it, is another of my ultimate fantasies.
XIX. MY BEST STORIES IN OTHER CATEGORIES
MY BEST GROUP STORIES:
Group stories are harder to write, and to keep all the characters involved, and for the scenes to make sense.
1. One Night in Hedo Island a fun story of a couple who find themselves on the wrong island during a holiday, at a swingers resort, but get with the program and explore many of their fantasies. (another one that would be amazing if illustrated).
2. Book Club Orgy is a recent story about three girls and one guy, where years of sexual flirtation and innuendo all boil down to a four-person Halloween orgy.
3. Accidental Gangbang has a little incest in it, but it's mostly a wild encounter where a bride-to-be decides to surprise her man by hiding in a two-holed box for him to fuck, but gets the surprise of her life when a bachelor party begins in her own living room, she's mistaken for the stripper and is anonymously fucked by everyone except her fiancé.
4. American Slut Warrior is a parody based on American Ninja Warrior, where a woman competes in a wild sex course.
5. Teacher Halloween DP, a recent one where a lonely teacher finally goes out for a night, and goes home with an ex-student and his roommate.
Other good ones are Swinger's Party: Halloween Train (my first group story), Mistleblow: 3 Nerds & a Lady, Valentine's Day Threesome, Office Party Orgy, and Jasmine Fantasies: Going Native.
MY BEST MIND CONTROL STORIES
I've only written a few of these, but they're all fun.
1. Revenge of the Nerd is my only series in this genre, it's amazing in my opinion, and was already mentioned in the incest section... but trust me, it's fun.
2. Coming Out Through Hypnosis where a teacher is hypnotized by a former student to deal with her fear of public speaking, and ends up exploring her true sexuality: women.
3. Pantyhose Play: A Teacher Pet was inspired by the hypnosis pantyhose videos mentioned earlier, where a student makes her teacher into her pet through nylon hypnosis.
4. Witch's Curse: A Bitch Becomes a Slut is a fun story written back in 2012 that now would probably be even better, but an over-the-top entitled bitch cheerleader bullies a nerd not knowing she's a practicing witch, and is cursed to become a complete mindless slut to everyone of both genders throughout Halloween day.
5. Jasmine Fantasies: Classroom Orgy is a fun romp, where a mind control drug leads to a wild student orgy with me fully involved.
MY BEST ROMANCE STORIES
I don't write many of these, and when I do they're usually quirky.
1. GOOD WIVES: "Best Wife Ever!"12 Days of Sexmas was a wild one where a wife decided to give her husband something kinky each day for 12 days. Written early in my career, it's still pretty good. Years later I created an illustrated story with a similar theme in A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale.
2. OLDER MEN FALL FOR YOUNGER WOMEN: On the Job: Wicked Love/Lust Story, where a guy's 50th birthday gift is sex and love, and Love at First Suck, where a random encounter on Valentine's Day leads to something very special.
3. COUPLES RECONNECT THROUGH SHARING: Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise, where a couple explores their same sex curiosity. This went on to be recognized as best fetish of Feb 2020, and Dark Submission: A Bisexual Journey, where a couple explores their same sex curiosity about young blacks. PS: Hedonism Island, mentioned above, is also a kinky version of a love story.
4. ACTUAL LOVE STORIES: Serendipity and First Comes Fuck, then comes Marriage. Both were attempts at actually love stories.... And Serendipity was largely ignored because it was listed in the Romance category.
5. WILDEST LOVE STORY: The Craziest Love Story Ever is a story that has everything: including gay sex, shemales, crossdressing, group sex, anal and romance.
MY BEST MATURE STORIES
Older with younger stories are always fun, including:
1. Nylon Tease: A Front Seat Fucking, where a young male teacher is seduced by a hot MILF colleague.
2. MILF for Christmas, where a first-year teacher shares a wild holiday season with a MILF nylon-wearing teacher... this could have also gone into the romance category.
3. My Best Friend's Hot Mom, where a young guy ends up having the summer of his life with his mom's best friend. This plot was revisited years later in Mom's Best Friend: A Virginity Lost.
4. Popcorn Pleasure is a short, fun story where a guy working at a drive-in theatre (yes, a few of them still exist) ends up having lots of fun with the BBW owner's wife.
5. Sexual Awakenings: 1 Christmas Eve, where an older Santa gets the fuck of his life with a bitchy cheerleader, and we also encounter the shocking discovery that a cute nerd is turning the other cheerleaders into lesbians.
MY BEST SHEMALE STORIES
Shemale stories are a lot of fun to write. Here are my favourite five.
1. SHEMALE SCHOOL: A Teacher Falls, a lengthy story starring me moving to SoCal to teach at a private school that just happens to exclusively enroll shemales. One of my all-time favourites, and one I've always envisioned being illustrated. This and the already discussed Family Reunion: Mother's Day are my favorite two.
2. Shemale Surprise was a really fun story, where a guy takes his wife's friend to a wedding at her request of his wife, and discovers the surprise of his life... actually two surprises.
3. Shemale Beauty: 1st Female was going to be a series where a shemale tells stories of her various conquests of men and woman... and this one... an origin story... tells of her first female conquest.
4. Shemale Sister-in-Law, where a man gets a massage from his sister-in-law, with shocking results.
5. Man of the House, where a step-mom-to-be gets a BIG surprise from her step-daughter-to-be.
Keep in mind I discussed more shemale stories earlier on in the gay and illustrated categories.
MY BEST INTERRACIAL STORIES
This section focuses on white women succumbing to BBC (since stories of black woman and white women were mentioned in lesbian already, and black men succumbing to BBC in gay)
1. White Slut's Club and The Pit Club and their shared nylon code is as exciting to me as Le Chateau Club for lesbians. All four stories so far are great, although their scores are all ho-hum, from 4.50 to 4.66. Here's is my order:
a. White Sluts' Club: 40th Birthday, one of my wilder tales, where to celebrate her 40th birthday, a teacher takes 40 loads of black CUM in a wide variety of unique ways (beginning relatively tamely with some unique cream in her morning coffee). This is my gangbang masterpiece, in my opinion.
b. White Sluts' Club: Innocent Lawyer was our introduction to the club, where a lawyer becomes a submissive for BBC.
c. White Sluts' Club: Feminist Virgin, where a white feminist becomes the focus of a black cock bukkake.
d. White Sluts' Club: Bride-to-Be! where a sweet girl is introduced to the world of big black cock just prior to her wedding.
2. Freshman Feminist Falls is an interesting story of a white feminist who's disgusted by the treatment of her friend by a black asshole and his smug attitude. She agrees to try and resist submitting to him for an hour to prove her point that not all women will fall for his arrogant asshole persona, but alas she doesn't make it through the hour.
3. Turning Teacher Black was a reader request, where a married teacher is turned into a complete sucker for BBC.
4. Wrong Place, Right Time has a sexually inactive white girl going on a blind date, and accidentally getting the address wrong, so she ends up spending Valentine's Day at The Pit, where she's inactive no longer.
5. Dominican Slut is a series that wasn't popular, with none of the stories reaching 4.50, and yet it's dear to me. It's based on the fantasies of a true couple that has indeed done some of the things in this story.
Other fun BBC stories are MILF Teacher: Becoming a Present, Blackmailed into Black Submission and Submissive School: Black-Maled.
MY BEST OTHER THEMED STORIES
Some remaining stories just didn't fit any of the categories, so here they are, and they're some of my best stores overall:
1. PEGGING
The Kinky Tales series has been huge, and was my first foray into the practice of pegging. I released the first two parts on the same day: Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband (from the point of view of the wife) and Kinky Tales: Jock Gets Pegged (the same events from the husband's point of view). These two stories are among my best work I believe, and I was rewarded, as they both won story of the year in the anal and fetish categories of 2015. Future episodes with this same couple have explored pegging, incest, lesbianism and cock sucking. (PS: This is all done in a romantic way, with both the husband and the wife exploring their sexuality with full communication and mutual trust.) Pegging is also the main focus in The Best Present Ever: Pegging my Man, and Pegged for Love.



2. ANAL
Lots of my stories include anal, but in very few is anal the main focus. In Blackmailed: Cheerleader Cherry and the sequel Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom it is. As I wrote this essay, I discovered Cheerleader's Cherry has 1.5 million reads, is my 9th most-read story, and is the 181st most-read story of all time, and Cheerleader's Mom just reached a million reads, and is my 25th most read story. Another anally focused story was about a teacher on vacation who bumps into a student in two meanings of the word, in My Submissive Teacher: 3 Hole Slut.
CUCKOLDING
A fetish that's loved or hated, and not one I've dealt with much, but it was the focus of Willingly Cuckolded for Love, and is also at the core of the Sissification series.
CUCKQUEANED
I have only two stories featuring this kink, but I have an idea for 2021, and I think both of the existing ones are good. One is from the Turning Contest series, called Turning Contest: A Kinky Cupcake,where a MILF contestant fucks a bitchy younger girl's boyfriend while she's forced to watch (which is a life-changing experience for her), and the other is Babysitter Cupcake: A MILF Cuckqueaned, where a young mother just can't get back into the sex life she'd enjoyed before she had a child, until she does, in completely different ways.
CELEBRITIES
I haven't written many of these, but I have written a few, including Bree seducing Selena Gomez in Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star, a Modern Family lesbian anal parody in two parts called Modern Fuck-ily: A Sisterly Lust, and Modern Fuckily: Daughter Pets, and two stories centering on Willow from Buffy the Vampire Slayer anally dominating Faith in Willow's Way,and the just-released Supergirl shemale parody Tales from Earth 69: Supergirl. Coming in early 2021 is a Game of Thrones actress anal parody starring Maisie & Sophie in their shared dressing room on the last day of filming, called Sexy Best Friends: Maisie & Sophie.
ESSAYS
I've written a few of these, including my views on the challenge of writing sequels in About Sequels, and an exploration of the mindset of sissies in Sissy/Cock Sucker Dictionary. This is also the fourth in my end of the year tradition of essays called Twenty Questions, Twenty-One More questions and Twenty-Two Questions.
Crazy all three of my yearend essays are above 4.80 and last year's Twenty-Two More Questions is my highest ranked story at 4.86 and also won best essay of 2019. In fact all three of my prior Questions essays are ranked in my top 10 'stories' ever!
I'm flattered that people want to read my thoughts about sex, writing, and life, and I hope you've enjoyed this one too... PS: hang in there, we're almost done.
XX. MY BEST STORIES OF 2020
Here's my list of my 20 best this year, in my humble opinion.
1. Family Reunion: Mother's Day
2. Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction
3. Daddy Daughter Date Days
4. Best of Both Worlds series (5 parts released so far)
5. Book Club Orgy
6. Christmas Carolyn
7. A Perfect Fall: College Submissive
8. Love at First Suck
9. Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome
10. Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise
11. Wrong Place, Right Time
12. Family Shock: Home for the Holidays
13. Teacher Halloween DP
14. Hedonism Island: A Gloryhole
15. Modern Fuck-ily series
16. Sissification 101 series
17. BBBW Domination
18. All White School BLACKED
19. Willow's Way series
20. Spanksgiving
Honourable mentions to: Popcorn Pleasure, Roommate Dress-Up, Prom 2020 and My Son's Big Cock

XXI. UPCOMING IN 2021
I don't know what I have in store for you completely, but here's a list of what I do know:
-there are half a dozen sequels to Best of Both Worlds already written and polished, with the plan to release one a month for some time to come.
-as mentioned, a Game of Thrones parody currently in editing, even though I've never seen the show.
-a collaboration with illustrator extraordinaire DARK BREEZLY, that will be utterly delicious.
-the resumption of a popular series (shh... it's going to be a surprise!) that will hopefully have people really excited.
-of course, a few other stories are in the works, including a man cuckolded by his fiancé and his ex-wife, a family where each member succumbs to black cock or pussy at a college where black dominant culture is rampant, and a fun mother-in-law story... just to name the ones I have completed or are near finishing.
-and a marathon (lavishly illustrated) essay for my 500th release, that will look back at my past 10-plus years and 500 releases in lengthy detail (way longer than even this crazy essay), which should be released in February, and will (oh-by-the-way) also reveal which of my old series I'm returning to with, I hope, a new trilogy.
XXII: HALLMARK CHRISTMAS MOVIES 2020
After 21 sexually themed categories, here's one that actually isn't... it's all about romantic Christmas movies.
This may be hard to believe, but I LOVE, LOVE, LOVE Hallmark Christmas movies.
Yes, I know they're all the same... but that's the beauty of it, and I can apparently not get enough of Tree Lightings, and small towns that still love Christmas.
Here are my favorite movies from this season:
1. Good Morning Christmas (one of my favourite Hallmark stars Alison Sweeny ends up stuck in a small town with her annoying host who she learned is quitting after Christmas and...)
2. A Timeless Christmas (where a guy travels from the past to the present and ends up role playing himself in his original home... now a historical site where he meets the moderator and...)
3. USS Christmas (I didn't think I'd like this one, but it was awesome about a girl who tries to solve a romantic mystery aboard a military ship with the help of a by the numbers pilot and...)
4. Christmas She Wrote (a girl's column is cancelled right before Christmas by her new boss and after her last column becomes a huge hit the boss had to track her down in a small town across the country and...)
5. Jingle Bell Bride (a woman has to fly to Alaska to get the perfect flowers for a celebrity client for her wedding and gets snowed in and...)
6. If I Only Had Christmas (the obligatory Candace Cameron Bure movie (the one woman both my husband and I agree we would allow to be part of a threesome) this time she is a publicist who helps a charity get more promotion and...)
7. Christmas Tree Lane... (a woman tries to save her special street and discovers the person responsible for taking it down is also someone she is falling for and...)
8. Never Kiss a Man in a Christmas Sweater (a single mom bumps into a stranger in an ugly sweater and...)
9. Love, Lights, Hanukkah! (an adapted woman discovers she ha relatives nearby including her real mother and...)
10. Chateau Christmas (woman returns to her old stomping grounds where she has to work with an old flame to help make the wedding of her best friend perfect and...)
11. Christmas Waltz
12. Meet Me at Christmas
13. The Christmas Ring
14. The Angel Tree
15. On the 12th Date of Christmas
16. A Nashville Christmas Carol
17. The Christmas House
18. Five Star Christmas
19. Holly & Ivy
20. Cross Country Christmas
MERRY CHRISTMAS 2020, and God, let's hope for a better, pandemic-free 2021.
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Sexy Best Friends: Maisie & Sophie
Summary: Girls role play their GOT characters in anal incest play.
Note 1: Story is dedicated to MTL17 for requesting this story.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this wicked tale.
Sexy Best Friends: Maisie & Sophie
Sophie Turner read out loud, "Maisie Williams is my devoted protector, and I'm hers."
"That's what you told the Vulture reporter?" Maisie asked, as she slipped out of her costume for the final time, having just performed in her very last scene ever for Game of Thrones.
"Yeah, I did," Sophie admitted, as she watched her beautiful best friend... and her secret Mistress... get undressed.
"So you're my protector now?" Maisie demanded in a tone alerting the submissive Sophie she was in trouble. "You?"
Sophie, suddenly realizing she'd said the wrong thing to the wrong person, hastened to continue, "But then I added, "I know if anything happened -- especially if it was on Game Of Thrones, which it never, ever would -- she'd go crazy to protect me... Maisie is my strong home."
"That's a bit better," Maisie allowed, although her tone hadn't departed from annoyance. "Show me the article."
"Yes, Mistress," Sophie obeyed, unable to ever say no to her. For example, when she'd walked down the aisle to marry Joe with a butt plug in her bum, a vibrating egg in her pussy, and Maisie's pussy cum on her lips.
"Why is my arse not getting rimmed yet?" Maisie asked, as if it not happening ages ago was utterly ludicrous.
"Sorry Mistress," Sophie apologized, as she quickly dropped to her knees behind her naked younger Mistress. She couldn't believe how much she loved eating Maisie's arse, something she always did after each day's shoot... thinking it was crazy this was their last day ever on this set. Although definitely not the last time she'd be rimming Maisie's asshole, and servicing her every need.
"You'd better be sorry," Maisie growled, as if she were doing the blonde a favour by allowing her to eat her bum.
As Sophie spread Maisie's ass cheeks apart and began licking her sexy rosebud, Maisie continued reading the article.
Maisie laughed, "Everyone thinks we're a couple, even though you're married to one of the biggest celebrities in the world!"
"Every guy out there fantasizes us either as our characters committing lesbian incest on camera, or as celebrities who secretly lez out in private," Sophie agreed, having not only read that rumour on a plethora of social media platforms, but even in some erotica portraying the two indulging in a wide variety of lesbian activities.
"And they happen to be right," Maisie smiled, loving to feel Sophie's tongue bathing her bum hole, and also watching the gorgeous blonde between her ass cheeks, or between her legs, or on all fours having her asshole reamed.
"People would pay so much to watch me eating your asshole or letting you gape my shit hole with your big strap-on," Sophie said wickedly, loving to talk dirty with Maisie. She could never speak this freely with Joe, since he insisted on seeing her as a pretty princess and treating her as such. So she loved being able just to let go and to be the submissive she naturally was with Maisie, who had a deep understanding of what she needed sexually.
"Well, you certainly stirred their loins with a response like this," Maisie said, as she read out loud what Sophie had said in the interview, 'People always think Maisie and I are a couple. But of course I am obsessed with her, so you never know.'"
"I didn't lie," Sophie said, indeed being completely obsessed with Maisie, even though she also loved Joe well enough. Truth was, she couldn't fathom losing either of them from her life. Maisie for the sexually charged encounters and the same-sex exploration she needed, but also the intimacy and tenderness Joe provided.
"True enough, my biggest fan," Maisie said, knowing they had both gone out of their way to keep the tantalising idea going that they dyked out, by posting pictures of themselves cuddling, admiring each other, and even kissing on occasion, although not in the French fashion. As she continued reading, she was surprised to see Sophie reveal a truth that was usually only known on set. She read her pet's next words, "Even though we're sisters in the show, we tried to sneak a kiss into every scene we did together, just to freak out the other actors a bit. It kept them on their toes, figuring out how to get back to the script." Maisie was surprised Sophie had admitted that in public. "Did you actually say that?"
"I certainly did," Sophie said, having enjoyed the growing fan base's obsession with the two of them. She was married to one of the biggest stars in the world, co-starred in the biggest show in the world, and her biggest thrill was her (fake to the world but real to her and Maisie) lesbian relationship with her. It was where she felt the most alive.
"Well, maybe it's time we did something a little different," Maisie said, a wicked idea forming in her mind.
"Oh? And what might that be?" Sophie asked, having already heard those words more than once from her petite in body but overflowing in wickedness Mistress. The first pussy she'd ever tasted was following those words, as well as her first time being fisted, first time rimming and eating an arse, first time taking a strap-on in her pussy, and only a couple of weeks ago the first time she was sodomized... each wicked expansion of their wildness turning the tall blonde on even more. Now her biggest turn on was (and her most intense orgasms came from) having her ass gaped and filled with a thick ten-inch strap-on cock wielded by the petite but dominant Maisie.
"Let's roleplay," Maisie suggested.
"Oh?" Sophie asked again, still lavishly probing Maisie's tasty asshole. Maisie never allowed her ass to be fucked, she did the fucking, but she did allow both of her lower holes to receive lengthy tongue lashings. Their relationship was very clear: Maisie was in charge, and Sophie was well pleased that she was.
"Yes, if our fans want the sisters to fuck, then how about the sisters fuck?" Maisie suggested.
"I'm game," Sophie said, having always needed to really dig deep to portray her character convincingly in Game of Thrones, as she wasn't really all that much of a bitch... actually she was basically sweet, and well... there's that word again... submissive. But here was a chance for her to be disciplined for being the bitch.
"I know you are, you're always game for whatever I want," Maisie smiled, as she pushed the amazingly hot blonde away from her arse,.
"So what do you want to do?" Sophie asked.
"Well, you're still dressed as Sansa, which is usually inexcusable by this time; but for my idea, it will work," Maisie said.
"I just couldn't wait to start eating your salty asshole," Sophie smiled, always enjoying eating that special arse after a long day of filming, which always generated some salty perspiration. The sweat made it seem dirtier, which made it feel hotter. For Sophie, the more humiliating it was, the more stimulating. She could never quite understand it, but after a long day of portraying her ruthless character, coming into their trailer and just being ordered around by the person she'd recently been battling against on set was the ultimate sexual high. Now she invariably craved it. Now each day she couldn't wait for the filming to be over. Although today being the final day of filming, knowing things would never be the same again was a little devastating. One more reason to make tonight an epic one.
"No one can eat an arse like you," Maisie said, as she dressed herself back into character, although with a modern addition that wouldn't have existed back then (even though the entire world was fictional)... a special, bought just for today's final day of shooting, twelve-inch strap-on... which she'd sneaked in so Sophie wouldn't see it, and thus anticipate her BIG surprise... wicked bumming. Sophie now regularly took ten inches in her arse , but two more inches would be a new challenge, and she was dying to experience Sophie going wild when this dick reached new depths inside her shit box.
"You trained me well," Sophie returned the compliment.
Back in costume, her secret weapon still hidden away, she turned around and scoffed in roleplay mode, "Could you be any more of a spoiled brat, sister?" She arrogantly stressed the two pertinent words.
Sophie, shifting into the character she'd played for years, smirked, "It's not my fault our Mom and Dad loved me more than you, sister." Sophie also stressed two pertinent words.
"Delusion doesn't look good on you," Arya snipped in her usual sarcastic manner, as she set her weapon down... fresh from a kill.
"When did you last cleanse yourself?" Sansa sneered, looking at her dirty, sweaty sister in disgust.
"Unlike you, I don't have someone to bathe me," Arya retorted sarcastically, as she stalked over to her sister.
"I can't imagine anyone would ever want to," Sansa smirked, peering down at her sister... there being a substantial height difference between the two actors, and thus the characters as well, which perfectly complemented the social hierarchy between them.
"Oh, sister, sister, sister,' Arya sighed, shaking her head.
"Oh, sister, sister, sister,' Sansa mocked her back.
"I've had just about enough of seeing that pretentiously smug look on your face," Arya snapped.
"You are? Then you should attempt to do something about it," Sansa challenged, accustomed to always getting whatever she wanted. Accustomed to men bending over backwards for the opportunity to bend her over backwards.
"I do believe that I will," Arya snipped, as in one quick move, since being an assassin, she had wickedly quick reflexes, and on many occasions had taken on and overcome adversaries much larger than she, she reached up to her two-inch taller sister's shoulders, and roughly pushed her to her knees.
"What are you doing?" Sansa gasped in shock, even as her inner Sophie's pussy tingled in anticipation of what was about to transpire.
"Turning the hierarchy on its head a full hundred and eighty degrees," Arya declared, as she kept her strong hands on her sister, controlling her.
"You could never be me," Sansa said, glaring up at her sister.
"I would never want to be you," Arya said, glaring down at her sister in disgust, "I only wish to put you in your place."
"As if you could do that." Sansa sneered, beginning to rise to her feet.
"Remain on your knees, big sister," Arya demanded with a snarl.
"This is getting ridiculous," Sansa snarled right back. Get your filthy and uncleansed hands off of me!"
"Don't you dare fucking move," Arya demanded in a firm threatening tone, even as she removed her hands from her sister's shoulders.
Sansa obeyed, startled by her sister's unexpected arrogance, as the standing woman unfastened her belt. "What are you doing now?"
"I'm administering to you the same lesson I've been teaching other women of so-called privilege in this area," Arya boasted, as she pulled down her pants and revealed her anachronistic 12-inch strap-on cock.
"Oh my," Sansa gasped authentically, as Sophie too was stunned by the sheer magnitude of this cock suddenly appearing before her. Certainly she'd already taken ten inches of cock into her mouth, pussy and ass, but this one was substantially larger, she guesstimated twelve inches, and it had taken quite some time for her ass to become able to accommodate only ten inches... which still made her feel impossibly full... so two more inches seemed completely impossible.
"You like my big dick don't you, big sister?" Arya asked smugly as she hovered over her... unexpectedly able to reverse the hierarchy of their onstage relationship.
"I've taken larger," Sansa scoffed, attempting to appear unimpressed with her sister's dick, when in truth her pussy was tingling with the idea of being overstuffed with that monster cock.
"I doubt you have," Arya said. "But let's test that. If you're being truthful, you'll easily be able to take it all,"
"I don't really care what you thi..." Sansa began to respond, trying to remain in charge even though she was on her knees with her shorter sister towering above her, before she was silenced by her sister's dick plugging her throat.
"Shut up!" Arya barked as she began face fucking her sister. Maisie knew Sophie loved being face fucked so she didn't begin slowly, but roughly went for broke from the very start.
Sansa gagged, although that was just Sophie acting, since in real life she was quite accustomed to Maisie fucking several inches into her throat.
"I thought you said you frequently take cocks this big, big sister," Arya taunted, as she pulled out and watched the excessive saliva dripping off her cock.
"Fine, you do have a big dick in your possession; is that what you want to hear?" Sansa asked, glaring up at her sister, her own saliva running down her chin and dripping off.
"There; was that so difficult to admit?" Arya asked, as she slid her cock back into Sansa's mouth, fastened her hands to her head, and really began to face fuck her, sliding all twelve inches through her mouth to tickle past her tonsils.
Sansa gagged again, and this time Maisie knew Sophie wasn't acting. The extra two inches inside her throat seemed to be making quite a difference.
"That's it big sis, take my extra-big cock in that slut mouth of yours," Arya teased, not for a moment slowing down her rough, deep, throat fucking.
Sansa could only helplessly receive the cock, as she focused on breathing through her nose.
After a minute or so Arya pulled out, and Sansa objected, "This is way too much; it's got to stop!"
"I think not; we're just getting started," Arya refuted, as she pushed Sansa onto her back on the floor.
"What are you doing to me now?" Sansa demanded as she watched her sister kneel down, grab her by the waist and flip her over easily... which was surprising since she was so small... although she'd always been surprisingly strong. "Stop!"
"What?" Arya asked. "You've never been dominated like the slut you are?"
"I'm not a slut, I'm a lady," Sansa protested, even as she was manhandled onto all fours... the position she loved the most... also the position her inner Sophie loved the most.
"You are a slut," Arya corrected. "And you're my slut."
"I'm not your slut," Sansa said, trying to fight herself free from her sister's strong hands.
"Yes you are, and you're my anal slut," Arya decreed, as she placed her cock against her sister's arse.
"Noooooooooo!" Sansa screamed, as her arse was fucked for the first time.
"Yes, I now own this asshole, just as I own all your holes," Arya staked her claim, as her twelve-inch cock slid inside her sister's butt.
"But it hurts," Sansa whined, even though Sophie wasn't feeling any pain at all.
"Not to worry, you'll get used to it in time," Arya said. "I'll be banging your backdoor booty all the time from now on, so you'll get lots of chances to practice."
"Please stop doing this," Sansa begged, the pain imaginarily ripping through her, as the cock in all actuality went deeper and deeper into her ass, even as Sophie secretly begged for it to indeed go deeper and deeper into her burning bum hole.
"Oh, you already love being my sister slut," Arya appraised with no evidence.
"No, never," Sansa shook her head, refusing to give away any hint that she was ever going to enjoy this.
"Never say never," Arya quoted, as eight inches was now disappearing between her sister's ass cheeks.
"Never, never, ever," Sansa groaned, as the cock continued reaching deeper and deeper into her ass.
"You're not a very quick learner, are you?" Arya asked rhetorically, loving this sodomization of her sister.
"Fuck you," Sansa said, still clinging to her defiance.
"No, I fuck you," Arya played on her sister's words, "and maybe soon I'll sit on your face. Won't that be nice?"
"Gross," Sansa accused.
"Don't knock it until you lick it," Arya said, "and afterwards you can lick it off your fingers too," as the entire cock was now filling her sister.
"Ohhhhhhh... God!" Sansa moaned as she'd never felt so full, and neither had Sophie. The two extra inches intensified both the pleasure and the pain... the pleasure and pain principal something that had always enhanced the euphoria that swirled inside Sophie.
"Yes, I am your God," Arya smiled as she allowed her sister to worship her, and then Maisie, a considerate mistress in her own way, rested her twelve inches deep in her slave's arse allowing her submissive slut to become accustomed to the two extra inches inside her arse, before she began actually fucking her.
"No, you're just another nasty fucker using her strength to get what she wants," Sansa said.
"And you're just a nasty slut who easily took my huge dick in your ass," Arya pointed out.
"You're my sister."

"True, and you're my sister slave," Arya countered.
"You're disgusting," Sansa countered, trying to cling to a few scraps of her dignity even while in this extremely undignified position.
"And yet you're loving this," Arya said, as she slowly began to fuck her sister.
"Nooooooo, I hate this," Sansa argued, even while she felt a rush of pleasure as the cock in her ass began sliding in and out.
"Yes, you hate this so much," Arya mocked.
"I doooooo!" Sansa moaned, frustrated at how her body was betraying her.
"You most certainly dooooooooooo," Arya mocked her again, as she pulled eleven of the twelve inches out, and then watched as the entire cock disappeared between those amazing bum cheeks.
"You're going to hell for this," Sansa countered, as she reached the point where she was undeniably beginning to enjoy the cock in her ass. Sophie meanwhile, was as usual beginning to really enjoy the ass fucking... surprisingly, those two extra inches were filling her with even more pleasure.
"I'm not the one being sodomized," Arya pointed out.
"That's right, I'm the innocent victim here, and you're the hell-bound one sodomizing your very own sister," Sansa countered frustratedly.
"I'm simply exploring new ways of getting closer to my beloved family," Arya smirked ironically, as she bucked her hips and reached even new depths inside her sister's arse.
"Oh my God!" Sansa screamed loudly... so loud Sophie worried she might alert anybody passing nearby.
"You really like this, don't you sister slut?" Arya indulged herself in another rhetorical, bucking her hips three times.
"Nooooooooooooooo," Sansa moaned, as each deep thrust brought a fresh wave of pleasure that by now had completely usurped the initial pain.
"Fess up; I think you love being my anal sister slut," Arya continued her endless taunts, as she relished the primal screams escaping her usually arrogant sister's lips.
"You love it," Sansa came up with, then realizing it wasn't really a denial.
"Oh, yes I do," Arya concurred, as she began fucking her sister hard.
"Oh fuck," Sansa moaned, no longer able to conceal the pleasure building inside her.
"Tell me you love my dick in your asshole, sister slut," Arya demanded.
"Never," Sansa said, still stubbornly defiant, even while her body betrayed her by washing the sand from beneath her feet.
"Never?" Arya asked, going for a few more deep, hard backshots, before pulling out and admiring the gaping hole she'd created. Nothing amazed her more than how an eternally tight puckered asshole could end up gaped so hugely she could slide her entire fist into it... something she'd never done... until now.



"Oh God," Sansa whined, suddenly feeing empty. Sophie hated when Maisie stopped fucking her ass midway to her personal goal.
"Your asshole is so gaped my sister slut, I could fit my entire hand inside it," Arya observed, as she moved her fingers, all straight and tightly tucked together, toward the gaping asshole beckoning her in.
"Don't you dare fist fuck my arse!" Sansa stated firmly, even as her inner Sophie became curious whether she could take her Mistress's fist in her ass. She'd sometimes been fisted in her cunt... had been fist fucked so hard once that she passed from the intensity of her orgasm.
"You seem to forget that I own your holes, you dumb slut," Arya said, as she slid her fingers inside, and then stopped halfway in when the resistance became strong.
"Just please stop," Sansa begged pitifully.
"Oh, but you want my fist in your asshole, my sodomitic sister," Arya claimed, as she resumed pushing forward and watched her hand, and even her wrist, disappear into the gaping hole.
"Mother fucker!" Sansa screamed, as her ass was impossibly stretched even further.
"Close," Arya laughed, "just one generation down," as she wiggled her fingers deep inside her sister's ass.
"Pull out," Sansa pleaded, even as she enjoyed the strange feeling of fingers wiggling in her ass, as if she'd just been administered a suppository in the form of a living squid.
"Would you rather have my twelve-inch cock again?" Arya enquired faux sweetly.
Yes please," Sansa groaned; her orgasm had been rising from the rough ass fucking... while this new experience just felt weird. Kinky... but still weird.
"As you wish," Arya said, as she pulled her forearm out... a loud pop sounding as she did. "Shit, your arse is gaped so wide now, I could put two dicks in there!"
"Just fuck me and get it over with," Sansa said.
"You want me to fuck your what?" Arya led the witness.
"My ass, I want you to fuck my arse," Sansa pleaded desperately, inexplicably wanting to feel that cock back in her ass.
"You sure?" Arya asked, as she circled the head of her cock around the gaping hole.
"Yes, just slam that big dick in my asshole," Sansa begged.
"I don't know if I should," Arya prevaricated. "You did say never."
"Fuck my arse Arya, and that's a fucking order," Sansa barked officiously, trying to align herself so she could lunge backwards to engulf that tantalising cock.
"Well, if it's an order," Arya drawled with a smug smile, as she slid her cock back into the gaping hole.
"Yessssss," Sansa moaned, so happy to feel her ass filled up again.
"I think you're finally ready to admit it. You love having my dick inside your arse, don't you?"
"Yes, baby sister, I do love your dick gaping my arse," Sansa moaned, as the blessed bone slid in and out of her.
"Then it's also time for me to hear another confession. Who owns this asshole?" Arya asked after a couple dozen strokes, while listening to the increased moaning from her sister.
"You do, baby sister, you own your bitch big sister's asshole," Sansa agreed willingly, as she began bouncing back on the cock, wanting to take it as deep as humanly possible... and needing to be fucked as roughly as possible.
"Oh yeah; fuck yourself, big sister; fuck yourself like the dirty slut that you are," Arya cheered her on.
"Yesssssss," Sansa moaned, the name calling and the incestuous talk really turning her on. Sophie too was near orgasm, as the name calling and the reality of this specific roleplay they'd flirted with for years was finally a reality... a scene that should be the finale of the Game of Thrones finale on air show! No one would ever complain about this ending!
Maisie loved when Sophie became completely consumed by the pleasure. It was the hottest thing ever, and she would miss it now that the show was ending. Sure, they'd still see each other, but life and Sophie's marriage would make these daily marathon fuck sessions a rarity.
"May I come, baby sister?" Sansa asked, her orgasm imminent.
Maisie was drawn back from her melancholy thoughts and said, "Yes big sister, you may come all over my cock. Come just like the incestuous slut slave you were born to be."
"Yessssssssssss,' Sansa screamed, as a single orgasm ripped through both the fictional character, and the actress.
As usual Sophie collapsed forward, her orgasm usurping all the energy from her body... an anal orgasm always so much more intense for the pretty blonde.
Also, as usual, Maisie admired her best friend, her secret lover, as her body shook uncontrollably, as sexy sounds of euphoria escaped her lips, and as she herself admired the gaping hole yet again. She just loved peering into a well fucked asshole. Perhaps well drillers felt the same about the fruits of their own labours.
By this point unbearably horny, Maisie removed her strap-on, got undressed, flipped her pet onto her back and straddled her face. She asked, still roleplaying, "Hungry, big sis?"
"Oh, this is so wrong," Sansa protested in a blissful daze, as she discovered herself looking up at a literally dripping wet pussy.
"Now be a good sister slave and eat your goddess baby sister's wet cunt," Arya instructed, as she dropped her pussy right onto her face... her impressive flexibility allowing her legs to widen sufficiently very easily.
"Oh, my," Sansa gasped, as she was swarmed with a strong feminine scent, and her facial lips were pressing into her sister's other lips.
"Either get licking, or suffocate to death," Arya ordered, as she ground her hips around a bit to completely soak her sister's face.
Sansa extended her tongue and licked, the sweet taste of her sister pirouetting on her taste buds.
"Good girl," Arya moaned as she felt Sophie's tongue lapping her pussy. Sophie had an amazing tongue, and she was always able to get her off quickly... a necessity when sometimes they were on five- minute breaks, and Maisie needed some quick stress relief.
Sophie drifted out of character and focussed simply on pleasing the amazing pussy above her, but also on the pussy itself. She loved her husband Joe, she loved sucking his big cock, but nothing was better than being ass fucked by Maisie, and subsequently eating her pussy. She knew there was no way she could just end this when the show was finished, which was what she'd originally resigned herself to as the season wrapped up. She'd thought she could just shift from lesbian submissive slut to loyal sexy wife at any given moment. Yet she now knew she'd be Maisie's pussy pleasing pet for the rest of her life.
"That's it, just like that," Maisie moaned, she too drifting out of character, as she enjoyed her best friend's tongue at work.
For a few minutes there were just the soft sounds of Maisie's moaning and Sophie's tongue lapping.
Finally Maisie's orgasm was rising, and as usual, as a wordless message to Sophie she was close, she began grinding her pussy all over Sophie's face.
A minute later Maisie was flooding Sophie's face with a fresh coat of homemade cream, as Sophie hungrily lapped up the addicting fluid.
A couple minutes later Maisie got off of Sophie, pulled her up, and for many minutes... at least fifteen of them... they kissed.
Tenderly.
Passionately.
Intimately.
Finally, Maisie said, a little melancholically, "I'm going to really miss these daily encounters."
"So, will I. We need to promise still to meet regularly," Sophie urged.
"Oh, I'll still expect you to come to my beck and call whenever I text you or call you," Maisie reassured her.
"Like you did at last year's Golden Globes?" Sophie smiled, recalling feeling her phone vibrate and then slipping out of the star-studded auditorium right in front of everyone, to eat Maisie's pussy in a bathroom stall.
"I was horny."
"Not a problem; I was hungry."
"Exactly," they both laughed.
"You know I love you," Maisie said.
"I love you too," Sophie said, feeling an equal amount of love for both Maisie and Joe.
They kissed again and again and again, before Maisie said, "Shit, now I'm horny again."
"Funny, so am I," Sophie smiled her agreement.
"One last round ... for now?" Maisie asked, as she grabbed the strap-on.
"I'm sure my asshole is still gaped," Sophie said, getting out of her clothes. "Arya really tore Sansa apart with that anachronistic foot-long dick."
"True, but this time Maisie and Sophie fuck as real life lovers," Maisie said.
"You mean the real life scene where you drill my shit hole with a dick twice the size of my husband's?" Sophie smiled, accommodatingly bending herself over the couch.
"Yeah, that's exactly what I mean," Maisie smiled, as she moved behind that perfect ass and admired the still gaped... albeit now less so... arse.
THE END
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Summary: Jasmine gets husband involved for interracial fun.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.
Note 2: This is part six of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.
Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.
Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.
Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.
Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.
Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine in the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Following my mind-blowing evening, I went home and straight to bed... completely exhausted... other than texting David back that I loved him too... for thankfully that was all he'd sent. I wouldn't have been up for composing any thoughtful replies about anything.
Friday was a busy day. I didn't have a lot of free time, and with LaCresha gone on a Cheerleader road trip, she was one issue I didn't have to deal with. Babygirl had confirmed that her daughter had no idea about any of our sexual rendezvous, and my own daughter was heading off to a debate championship immediately after school today, and wouldn't return until Sunday... making Saturday's plan to seduce my hubby into an interracial foursome look like smooth sailing.
So satisfied, but still quite exhausted from last night, I was able to make it through the school day without imagining myself fucking every person I saw.
The day went by rapidly, and that night I wrote the first two parts of the new story (this one), Best of Both Worlds.
Daddy had mentioned as I was leaving last night, they'd be at an engagement party on a friend's yacht Friday night (tonight), but they'd definitely be over promptly around four-thirty on Saturday evening tomorrow, which was half an hour before I expected David to arrive home.
I sent the first two parts to both Daddy and Babygirl, as well as to my amazing editor Tex.
By then I was fucking horny as hell, as I'd just relived my first time with Babygirl. I almost started writing about Daddy's cell phone domination of Babygirl and me, but instead, I turned on some new porn I'd downloaded... and imagined just we two couples were on the yacht.
I imagined one way to get David powerfully enticed into a naughty foursome... by setting things up so he'd catch Babygirl and me playing together.
To make it more enticing, even though I'm normally the domme between the two of us, this time Babygirl would take charge so she could draw him in.
(Yes this is a fantasy, so we're both wearing nylons and bikinis which makes little sense, but no doubt by now you're accustomed to my living up to my title of silkstockingslover).

As I licked Babygirl, playing the bare-assed submissive, she called out to my husband, "Hey sexy! Want to play with us?"
David stammered, "I-I-I...."
"Your wife is my husband's and my white pet," she explained. "Aren't you, nigger lover?"
"Yes, my nigger Mistress," I replied respectfully between yummy licks, loving to create a fantasy where I was submissive to a black couple... something I'd fantasized doing a plethora of times, and had often written down and posted.
"May your David fuck my black pussy?" she asked, letting go of my head so I could answer.
I turned around to look at my stunned husband and invited, "Hey, Baby, how'd you like to fuck my black Mistress? And it was very thoughtful of you to arrive already naked."
"Jasmine?" was all he said, looking completely bewildered.
"You're welcome to fuck her face, pussy or ass," I embellished. "She's a dirty slut, just like I am."
"Get back to eating, you dumb slut," Babygirl ordered rudely.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied with docility, although winking at my husband before she roughly pushed me back into her delicious delicacy.
"So do you want to shove that big white cock in any of my holes, David?" she asked.

"I can't believe this," he said. "Is this a trap?"
"Oh, you can believe it all right, and it's no trap," Babygirl said. "Tonight we make your fantasies come true, with my white slut's blessings. You have roleplayed watching your wife with a big black cock in her pussy and ass while you fucked a sexy black chick, have you not?"
"Um, I, well..." he continued to babble.
"Get over here slut, and suck Daddy's dick," Daddy called out from the sidelines, ending our lesbian playtime.
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, as Babygirl let go of my head and I scurried over to Daddy, walking right past David saying, "Come and watch me with my favourite nigger, Baby."
I went straight to Daddy, bent down, and took his big hard black cock into my mouth.
Babygirl explained to David, "She fucking loves my husband's black cock."
"Wow," David said, as I bobbed on that cock, wanting to put on a real show for him.
Daddy, like he often did, put his hand on the back of my head, which meant I should take all of his eight-and-a-half inches in my mouth, which I did.
"Your wife can deep throat that monster cock with ease," Babygirl bragged on my behalf.

"Lie down, David," she said. "Jasmine tells me you eat a pussy really well. It's time to see if she's right."
"Um, I, well..." David struggled.
"Do it, man," Daddy said. "We're sharing our wives tonight. And I'll definitely be putting all three of your wife's holes to use."
I stopped sucking to add, "Go ahead and enjoy her, David. Babygirl is as big a submissive as I am."
"Even bigger," Babygirl claimed accurately, as she pushed him to the deck and straddled his face.
"I could use a snack myself," Daddy announced, as he stood up, easily snatched me into the air, spun me round, dropped me onto a deck chair, spread my legs, and buried his face in my quim, completing all of that procedure that likely in two seconds, maybe as many as three.
"He's started licking me,' Babygirl reported.
"Good boy," I moaned, happy he was giving into his lust like I had, as Daddy's tongue licked away, making my pussy burn to have his dick inside me. In my mouth, my pussy or my ass! I wanted it in all three holes... all the time....

After a couple minutes of the men licking us, I needed some black dick in me, and I couldn't wait to see David fucking Babygirl. I begged, Please Daddy, fuck me right now."
"Should I fuck your hubby too, Jasmine?" Babygirl asked.
"Yes, I'd love that!" I enthused, as I watched her get off of his face and drop herself right onto his cock.
"Oh God," David moaned, and he looked at me as Daddy thoughtfully repositioned me so I could watch my husband get himself blacked.
"Enjoy her, Baby," I said, as Daddy moved behind me.
"I can't believe this," he moaned, as Babygirl bounced on his cock.
"Can't believe what?" I asked, as Daddy put his strong hands on my hips. "That your wife is a bimbo slut for black pussy and cock?"
"Yeah, among other things," he said with a moan, as Babygirl really worked over his cock.
As Daddy slid into my pussy, I added, "Or that you have a beautiful black woman riding your cock while I love watching it happen?"
"Yeah," he moaned, so bewildered he didn't have much of a vocabulary.
"Oh fuck, Daddy," I moaned as I looked into my husband's eyes to appraise his reaction. "I love your big black cock in my pussy." He didn't appear to have a problem with hearing that, but then Babydoll was doing a great job of convincing him that 'Life is good!'

"Your hubby has a nice dick, Jaz," Babygirl said.
"As does yours," I agreed, bouncing back to meet his forward thrusts.
After a few minutes and a few positions Babygirl suggested, "Let's make one of your wife's fantasies come true."
"Which one?" David asked, having finally accepted this was really happening, and had been pounding Babygirl's pussy and ass with enthusiasm for quite some time.
"Triple teaming all three of her fuck holes," Babygirl said wickedly.
"Oh yes please, Babygirl," I said excitedly. "Triple bang your slut!"
"Shit," David laughed as Babygirl grabbed the bright yellow strap-on she'd used on me the other night.
I sucked my husband's cock, loving the taste of Babygirl on him, while Daddy gaped my asshole with his big, thick cock. Gone were the days when I'd needed someone's fingers in there first to prepare me.

I then sucked Daddy, as I straddled Babygirl's strap-on, and took David's cock in my ass.


I tasted my own asshole from my husband's dick, a first, as Daddy and Babygirl double teamed my downtown end.

And of course it had to end like all great porn scenes do: with a facial; or in this case, a double-double facial (two loads, and two faces to carry the loads).

I came hard on the heels of this wicked fantasy/hopefully prediction (minus the yacht)... praying that tomorrow evening would go just as well. (Or dare I say swimmingly?)
As I got ready for bed, I wondered what the odds were that this could all work out.
Could I have it all?
A gorgeous and malleable black pet to play with anytime I wanted?
A black cock to fill all three of my holes anytime Daddy wanted?
And still keep my husband happy?
Or would the entire house of cards come tumbling down?
Tomorrow.
Tomorrow.
Tomorrow.
.....
I spent Saturday sleeping in... then cleaning the entire house... grading some papers... anything to distract me... although it all failed... miserably... none of it distracted me in the least.
David called and confirmed he'd be home around five... I didn't spoil the surprise by telling him we'd be having guests for dinner.
Daddy called, and said they'd be here at 4:30. He also told me he wanted me wearing black thigh high stockings and of course, no bra or panties. I was also permitted a dress... at least for starters.
I resisted touching myself as well, as the clock crept along at a snail's pace.
I got dressed in a new pair of sheer nylons, and a cute dress that was easy to flip up to allow super easy access to my pussy or ass, in case Daddy or Babygirl wanted to play before David got home.
I looked in the mirror and pondered the past week or so... my plethora of indiscretions, as well as ten years of hiding the fact I was silkstockingslover... a somewhat famous writer... while my husband, and anyone else I knew face to face, didn't have a clue.
But today... he would.
Today... I would share all my truths with him.
Today... was either the beginning of a new life, or the beginning of the end.
Today....
The doorbell interrupted my worried musings, and an instant rush of excitement coursed through me. I dashed to open the door, and Babygirl smiled and said, "Hi, Mistress."
"Hi, Babygirl..." I smiled then added, "...and Daddy."
"You have a lovely home," he said, as he came inside, handing me a bottle of wine.
"Thank you," I said and added, "you didn't have to."
"Of course we did," he said. "And Babygirl baked a cake for dessert."
Babygirl added, "Unless you'd prefer a different homemade dessert."
"I'm greedy; I'd like both," I smiled.
I looked in the oven to check on dinner, and then gave them a tour, and I received a text from David saying he'd be home in fifteen.
In the bathroom, Daddy lifted up my dress and offered, "Let's give you a little appetizer before the main course later on."
"I could definitely use an appetizer," I said, and I dropped to my knees as he pulled his pants down.
Babygirl said, "I'll go check on dinner."
"Good girl, "Daddy said as I reached for his big cock.
"Thank you Daddy," I said, before realizing he was talking to his wife. I giggled before I took his addicting cock into my mouth for the first time today.

"Fuck, you're my favorite white bitch," he groaned, as I bobbed on his cock in my husband's and my own bathroom.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I bobbed hurriedly on his cock, knowing we only had a few minutes before my husband would come home. A good wife wouldn't be doing this; a good wife would be worried he'd arrive a couple minutes early and catch us, but all I was right now was just a hungry slut for black cock... although a slut hoping to be seen as a very good wife when I offered him his own black slut to fuck in Babygirl... for all would be revealed soon.
"Want a quick dick in your pussy before your husband gets home?" he offered, as I bobbed hungrily on his cock, once again in complete submissive lust mode.
"Fuck yes," I mindlessly agreed, desperately needing that heavenly dick back inside my pussy.
He pulled me up and led me to a counter and bent me over, flipping up my dress (I toldja it was the right dress) and sliding himself easily into my drenched pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as he fucked me fast and hard... time being of the essence.
"Oh yeah, tonight your husband is going to discover how big a black cock slut you are," he said as he fucked me hard.
"Oh, God," I moaned, already excited about that possibility, yet equally terrified. "Yes Daddy, he really needs to know what kind of whore I am for black dick."
"You want to see him with his dick in our Babygirl? "he asked, my orgasm rising already.
"Oh, fuck yes," I agreed, praying it would go as well as I'd fantasized last night.
"Get ready slut, here comes a nice cream pie," he grunted, as I felt his cock pulse surprisingly soon, and before I had a chance to come... even though I was so close.

"Yes, fill me with your big load," I moaned, as his cock spewed deep inside me.
Once he was done depositing his cum inside me, he pulled out and said, "I did that on purpose. You don't get to come yet."
"You're mean, Daddy," I pouted, as he pulled his pants back up and I stood up, my magic dress of the evening falling conveniently back down, feeling some of his warm load leaking out of me. "Your cum is leaking down my leg."
"I guess I should have fucked you in the ass," he shrugged.
"I don't want to be walking bowlegged before my big reveal tonight," I joked. "I may have to hurry downstairs and get Babygirl to clean me up."
"I'm sure she'll love that," he said, as he followed me out of the bathroom and down to the kitchen.
As soon as I entered, I hopped up on the counter and said, "Slut, come clean your husband's cum out of my cunt."
"Yes indeed, Mistress," she quickly obeyed, rushing over to me, flipping up my convenient dress, bending down, and diving between my legs.

"Shit, that's hot," Daddy said, as he watched his wife lapping up his cream pie.
"Your wife is a great cunt licker," I moaned, as Babygirl hungrily ate my pussy just as well as she always did.
"She's had lots of experience," he explained.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, just as the door opened.
"Whose car is that in the driveway?" David called out, as Babygirl hastened to give me one more big lick between my pussy lips before standing up.
I hopped off the countertop, my dress did its thing, and I called back, "They're new friends."
"Oh, okay," he said, walking into the kitchen.
"This lovely couple is Chris and Breanna," I introduced, their actual names feeling so strange coming out of my mouth. "My dear friends, this is my husband David."
Daddy walked over and shook his hand, "It's nice to meet you, David. Jasmine has told us so much about you."
"Nice to meet you too," David said, looking confused, while trying to act not.
Babygirl came over, gave him a big hug and said, "I've been just dying to meet you, David."



Daddy explained, "Sorry, my wife is very touchy feely."
"You're supposed to get ten hugs a day, just to be content," Babygirl said. "I read that somewhere."
"Then I'm guessing he's down nine of them," I joked, as I went to hug him too. "Happy you made it home safely."
"I wish you'd told me we were having company," he said. "I definitely need to shower."
"I sent you a text this morning," I lied.
He pulled out his phone and showed me. "Nothing."
I grabbed my phone, having prepared for this conversation; my husband didn't like surprises unless they had to do with sex (and he didn't yet know that this one did), and showed him the message I'd texted, but never pressed Send. I showed it to him triumphantly. "See?"
"You know you have to press Send for it to actually reach me," he said, clearly happy to be proven right.
I looked at my phone, and acting surprised, shrugged, "Oops! Honey, we're having people over tonight, for dinner and whatever."
"I'll go up and shower," he replied.
"And I'll finish making dinner," I said.
"I'll be quick," David said.
Babygirl joked, "You silly! No girl ever wants to hear that."
"You're so bad," I laughed, giving my husband a wink as he looked at me, perplexed.
Daddy added, "Don't mind my wife, she tends to have a one-track mind."
"I don't hear you complaining," Babygirl said, giving him a kiss.
"And you never will," Daddy said, "I'm just letting him know."
Babygirl shrugged, looking at David flirtatiously, "What can I say? I like what I like."
David went red in the face and said, choosing his words more carefully, "I'll be back down in fifteen."
Once he was gone Babygirl whispered, "And I'll be up there in ten."
"Is that the plan?" I asked. "You already have him completely rattled."
"That is a Babygirl gift," Daddy said.
Babygirl said, "Yeah, I'm just going to walk in on him changing, and see if he can resist me."
"I can't fathom he'll be able to," I said.
"It's already hook and line..." Daddy said, "...and soon it will be sinker."
"When I sink to my knees and start sucking his cock," Babygirl completed the thought wickedly.
"And although you and I won't be able to watch..." Daddy said to me as he took his phone out of his pocket, and after doing a couple things, slid it inside her thigh high stocking, "...we will be able to hear it all."
"What if he fucks you?" I asked.
"I won't let him. I'm just sucking his cock this time," Babygirl explained. "David's and my first fuck is reserved for when the four of us are together."
"Mmmmmmmm," I said, my pussy leaking a little once again.
I finished making supper, Daddy helped a bit, and Babygirl said brightly, "I'm off! Wish me luck!"
"Good luck," I said, and meaning it.
"You don't need any luck," Daddy added.
"I'm off to suck your husband's cock, Jazzy," Babygirl said.
"He comes quick the first time," I warned her.
"That works for me," she said, popping out of the kitchen.
I took a deep breath as Daddy came over and said reassuringly, "Don't worry, this will all go according to our plans."
"I sure hope so, but I don't know," I said, suddenly very worried about how David might react, "What if he freaks out?"
"Did you see his immediate response to Babygirl?" Daddy pointed out. "He's already ready to climb aboard, even if he doesn't know it yet."
"I really hope so," I said, being a little... okay, a lot nervous about what might happen for good or ill in the next few minutes.
"Trust me," he said, showing me some tenderness I needed at this moment with a warm affectionate hug, just like I'd needed him to pound my pussy just several minutes earlier.
"Okay," I said, feeling supported, comforted, and understood in this tense moment... that would alter the rest of my life one way or the other, regardless what was about to transpire. Pandora's Box had been blown wide open, and my life was never going to be the same as it had until the moment Babygirl had stormed into my classroom to give her daughter's racist teacher a piece of her mind, but was then sidetracked by our intimate internet friendship.
"Here it goes," Babygirl said to us sotto voce through my phone, drawing me out of my concern and Daddy's hug.
"Here goes everything," I said, as Daddy pulled his phone up so we could both listen as best we could.
"Hey, stud," Babygirl greeted, her tone dripping with sexual intent.
"Oh, my, um... I'm still getting dressed," David said, sounding shocked by Babygirl's unexpected arrival.
"So I see," Babygirl said, as she seemed to be sauntering towards him. "Nice cock, David."
"Um... please, this isn't appropriate," David said, trying to resist Hurricane Babygirl.
"I won't tell a soul," she promised insincerely as we listened in. "I know you find me attractive. Don't you find me attractive, David?"
"Um, yes, you're very pretty," David struggled to say, clearly overwhelmed.
I imagined Babygirl was standing right before him.... and reaching down... and...

"You're very handsome, David," Babygirl purred.
"Your husband is right downstairs," David pointed out.
"And so is your wife," Babygirl added, every word she said dripping with seduction.
"We can't do this," he said.
"Do what?" she asked.
"Oh God," David moaned, as we heard sounds that were undeniably her beginning to suck my husband's cock.

"Such a nice cock," she purred.
"Please, stop," David protested weakly, but it didn't sound like he was taking any action to stop her.
"Just push my head away if you want me to stop," Babygirl said.
Then there was silence for a good fifteen excruciating seconds.
"Oh God," David moaned, letting me finally know he hadn't pushed her away... he'd allowed a woman he'd just met to suck his cock.
"Told you," Daddy told me.
"I can't believe it," I said, for even though I was relieved, because this seduction was opening all the doors I hoped to explore tonight, yet oddly part of me was sad... he had just cheated on me. (I know, I know, I was the one who cheated on him first... several times during the past week... and I'd set him up to cheat on me, Babygirl sashaying her ass upstairs with my blessings, yet a small part of me was sad. I couldn't explain it... clearly I needed therapy.)
"Part of you didn't want him to tumble," he said, reading me so well for only knowing me a few days... well longer, if you include our online chats.
"Yeah," I said, a tear beginning to trickle down my face.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," David warned.
"Come-down-my-throat," Babygirl replied in a rush of words, before her sucking sounds resumed.
"She has such a magic mouth," Daddy said.
Pushing my sadness aside, I asked coyly, "Don't I have one of those?"
"Oh, you most certainly do, and I plan to use it thoroughly, as well as your other two holes, before the night is through," he assured me.
"I can't wait," I said, as I wanted his cock back inside me... needed it back inside me... needed David to watch him doing it... for him to join me in my sexual journey of submission (except he wouldn't be the one submitting... Babygirl would be, once he was totally on board).
"Fuck," David grunted, as he obviously spewed his cum in her mouth.
"His giving in to Babygirl is an excellent sign. It means that things will all work out, and the fun all four of us will share tonight will make your marriage stronger than ever," he reassured me.
"I hope so," I said, as I squeezed his cock. "Because I can't live without this black mamba."
"That was yummy," we overheard Babygirl through the phone. "I'll leave you to finish getting dressed."
"I can't believe I just let you do that," he said, sounding very guilty.
"No worries, we're just getting started," Babygirl reassured him, although he likely didn't find it at all reassuring at the time, before leaving him, and we could hear her bouncing merrily down the stairs.
A moment later Babygirl returned to the kitchen and Daddy praised her, "Good job, Babygirl."
"Thanks, Daddy," she said, as she pulled the phone out of her nylon and handed it to him. She turned to me and said, "Your husband has a great cock!"
"I've always thought so," I said, as I finished adding the final touches to the meal.
Five minutes later we were all sitting at the kitchen table, Daddy across from me, Babygirl across from David. David was extremely quiet, and clearly racked with guilt.
"David, I need to tell you something," I broke the silence. "Actually, several things."
"I need to tell you something too," he replied nervously.
"Me first," I said. "please, let me speak first."
"Okay," he said, a look of genuine concern in his eyes.
"I've been keeping a secret from everyone, including from you, for ten years," I began, getting emotional. "One you likely will find hard to believe."
"Please honey," he said, tenderly putting his hand on mine. "You can tell me anything."
"I really hope that's true," I laughed awkwardly.
Daddy said, "Just tell him, Jasmine."
"David, I have a secret persona. I've been living for a decade as a writer of online erotica," I blurted out quickly before I could change my mind... for once the words were out there, I could no longer take them back.
"Oh?" he said, more a question from his piqued interest than anything else.
"Your wife isn't just any erotic writer, but she's the top writer on Literotica," Babygirl chipped in.
"You're not telling me you're..." David began, and paused without finishing.
"I'm not what?" I asked.
"You're not..." he paused again, as he seemed to be processing his thoughts. It seemed like an eternity but was likely only a few seconds, "You're not silkstockingslover, are you?"
It was my turn to be surprised. "H-h-how did you know?"
"I didn't," he said, "but as soon as your friend said you were the top writer on Literotica, it all came together."
"He must read your stories," Babygirl surmised.
"All of them," he agreed, looking stunned.
"All of them?" I repeated, shocked that he would even read the gay ones.
"Are those your actual fantasies?" he asked.
"Yes," I admitted sheepishly, feeling my cheeks go bright red.
Daddy interjected, "Don't be ashamed, Jasmine. This is who you really are, and you excel at it."
"So... these fantasies you've been sharing with me lately?" David asked, looking at both Babygirl and Daddy, although I noticed he avoided mentioning the racial aspect, which had been central.
"Yes, they're about us," Daddy spoke for me.
"And I hear you have some nice hot black pussy fantasies yourself," Babygirl added.
"Ooooooh," David groaned, as I assumed Babygirl was this very moment inserting her foot into his crotch... the tablecloth preventing me from visually confirming my assumption.
Sensing this was the exact moment to come clean about exactly what I wanted to happen going forward, I said, "Honey, I want to do everything with you. Instead of just writing them down, which I'll probably never stop doing, I also want to begin exploring all of my fantasies for real, and I want you to explore all of yours."
"I don't know," he said, even though he wasn't moving Babygirl's foot away from his crotch, since I could see the tablecloth moving enough to confirm my suspicion. "This is a lot."
Daddy said, his tone so calm he was speaking almost like a therapist, "Look David, I know this is a lot to take in."
"Oh yes you are, Daddy," Babygirl purred seductively, using that name in front of David for the first time.
"Not right now, Babygirl," Daddy said, doing the same.
"Sorry," Babygirl apologized sheepishly.
"Daddy? Babygirl?" David said. "I've encountered those names before. Or at least Babygirl's."
"I've called him TX online, and I've done several commissioned stories for them," I explained.
"Oh yes, yes," David started babbling, oddly excited. "The BBBW domination story, and that crazy Daddy Daughter Date Days story, where at the end they made her mother into their cuckquean."
"You really do know her work," Daddy said with a grin.
"Do you really read all my stories?" I asked.
Looking at me with admiration, he replied, "Every single one." He then added, "I'm alone in hotel rooms a lot. I just never twigged that the sexy writer writing all those hot stories was my own wife!"
"I should have told you a long time ago," I said, expressing my guilt.
"Why didn't you?" he asked.
"Shame and embarrassment," I answered.
"Shame? Embarrassment? For what?" he asked incredulously. "You're amazing! Your stories are read by hundreds of thousands of people, and judging by the comments, by both men and women."
"Millions, actually," Babygirl corrected him.
"Thanks, my pet," I said, deciding to reveal that delicious tidbit as well.
"Your pet?" David asked, his eyes going wide.
"And Chris is my Daddy," I revealed, figuring it was time to lay it all out there.
"Daddy?"
"He prefers my calling him that instead of Master," I shrugged.
"Have you...?" David began to ask, but stopped.
I avoided eye contact as I whispered, "Yes."
"Oh," he said.
Daddy interjected again, and thank God he was here, "Look David, as I was saying, you two have a couple of choices. One possibility is for you to end your marriage, since you've both cheated on each other, and yes, Jasmine and I both know that Babygirl was upstairs sucking your cock not long ago, and that she's giving you a foot rubbing under the table right now. Another possibility is for you two to begin exploring your fantasies together, with no more secrets. I can promise from long experience that it will change your lives in fantastic ways you can't even imagine."
"Please, David, I love you," I said, finally summoning the courage to look into his eyes and take his hands in mine.
"I love you too," he told me, with feeling. "Unconditionally."
"So are you saying you want to explore some of the things you've read me writing about?" I asked.
"I want to explore them all," he said boldly.
"All?" I asked. "There's some pretty kinky stuff in there, such as men topping other men, or guys undergoing sissy transformations."
"Well, almost all of them," he corrected himself with a smile.
But the important part was he leaned forward and kissed me with great tenderness.
I melted wholeheartedly into his kiss, but when he broke it, I set a completely different mood by asking, "So for starters, do you want to fuck my black pet, or what?"
"Jasmine?!!" he gasped.
Daddy took control, "Sluts, under the table and get your desserts while the men talk."
"Yes Daddy," we both chirped in perfect unison, as I winked at my dazed husband before crawling under the table to fish out Daddy's dick. And no hiding this time... he knew exactly what I was doing!
"You see David, many women need a take charge man," Daddy began.
"I've always been one in the bedroom," David said, which was true. He was a great lover, and he'd always understood what I needed in the bedroom... he simply didn't have the advantage of a black cock.
"I'm not saying you don't already do that, and Jasmine also says that you do," Daddy reassured him, as I took his flaccid cock in my mouth. "I'm just saying that our women need to understand who's is in charge."
"Like I said, I've always been in charge in the bedroom," David repeated with a moan, which could only mean that Babygirl had his cock back in her mouth. "And Jasmine has always been in charge of everything else."
"Yes, Babygirl is in charge of some of our things, too," Daddy agreed. "But it's important to know exactly what your wife wants, and even more importantly, what she needs."
"I thought I did that," David said, his tone making me feel sad for him... like he thought he hadn't satisfied me.
"I'm sure you have for the most part," Daddy said. "But being the man means taking charge, and pushing your wife to do things, even when she doesn't know she wants to be pushed."
"How so?" David asked, intrigued by Daddy's words, and yet clearly unsure of how to fulfill them. I too was intrigued to discover where Daddy was going with this.
"Babygirl has always been a little wild," Daddy said. "But she didn't know she was a submissive lesbian or a complete ass slut, until I pushed her into exploring those aspects of her sexual repertoire."
"I see," David said, contemplating these words.
"And once we had a kid, Babygirl started becoming less adventurous, and I had to remind her that one of her duties as my wife was utter sexual obedience," Daddy said, as his cock gradually hardened. God, I loved feeling a cock go from soft to hard in my mouth! There was just something so magical, so erotic, so powerful, and so all-consuming a feeling, that it always made me wet.
"I can't fathom requiring utter obedience from Jasmine," David said.
"And that's where you're going wrong," Daddy said. "Jasmine is the prototype submissive. She wants to be told exactly what to do. She was born to please. She also has a ferocious sexual appetite, which you likely already knew, but her stories prove she's never truly lived up to her sexual potential."
I felt so bad that Daddy was pretty much telling David he hadn't fulfilled his responsibilities of being a real man for me. But David didn't sound like he was taking it that way as he asked, "So you're saying I should take complete control of her?"
"Yes and no," Daddy said.
"Now I'm even more confused," David said, as was I.
Daddy suggested, "Let's continue this conversation in the living room, so you can watch your wife suck my cock, and I can watch my wife suck yours."
"Um, yeah, sure," David said doubtfully, in a tone that didn't really give me a clue as to whether he felt excited to see me with another man's cock in my mouth or not.
"Sluts, crawl into the living room," Daddy ordered.
Again we both replied in unison, "Yes, Daddy."
"Fuck, that's amazing," David said as he sat up straight (there's just something about receiving a good blowjob that makes a man slump), while Babygirl and I, our chins dripping wet with saliva, crawled out from beneath the table.
"Once a woman understands her place, understands who is in charge, and most importantly that she can trust you unconditionally with her personal safety, she will obey you mindlessly, and very contentedly," he said. "Kiss each other, my pets."
"Yes, Daddy," we both said again in unison, as we eagerly crawled to each other and engaged in a tender and passionate lip-locked embrace.

"Shit, is that hot," David said, as he watched me enthusiastically kissing another woman.
"Have you ever fantasized about watching your wife with another woman?" Daddy asked, as I eagerly listened for David's reply.
"I'm a guy," David joked. "I must have imagined that thousands of times."
"Well, your wife is a complete pussy craver, and she'd eat a pussy in front of you anytime you liked," Daddy said. "You just have to give her the opportunity."
David, surprising me, and perhaps Babygirl and Daddy as well ordered, although it wasn't as firm as Daddy's orders, it was actually a little tentative, which made it cute, "Get into a 69, uh... sluts."
"Yes, Master," Babygirl replied, as she pushed me onto my back.



I looked at my husband and asked with a wicked, sexy smile on my face, "Sweetheart, do you really want to watch your wife eat another woman's pussy?"
"A black woman's pussy?" Babygirl added.
"Yes I do, Jasmine," David said, his confidence beginning to grow. "Go ahead and eat that black pussy for me."
"I most certainly will, Baby," I replied, and buried my face into Babygirl's delicious, very wet, pussy.

"There you go," Daddy encouraged him. "That's exactly how you do it."
"It felt a little weird," David confessed, as Babygirl and I dined on each other's heavenly homemade desserts.
"It takes time to find it comfortable treating women as the submissive sluts they naturally are," Daddy said.
"Did you?" David asked.
"Not really," he said. "But being black is a different ballgame. We're perceived differently from whites in so many ways."

"I guess."
"I don't just mean the big black cock stereotype, although that's usually accurate," he said. "But the historical perception of blacks seen as inferior to whites. Over time, that persecution has led to blacks becoming stronger as a race, and really enjoying the sexual power we often have over white women. What doesn't kill you makes you stronger, you know."
"My Jasmine writes about that sometimes," he said proudly, which made me smile between licks at the lovely idea of David reading all my stuff.
"Yes, she's very intuitive," Daddy said. "Her philosophy of black cock obsession is pretty accurate."
"I imagine so," David said.
"You're pretty well equipped down there too, D," Daddy observed.
"Yes, Big D, you're very well equipped," Babygirl added between licks.
I smiled at her giving David such a nickname, one that would give him confidence, something important when he was comparing himself to Daddy.
"Big D," Daddy chuckled in the way he laughed... jovially. "That's perfect!"
"I certainly don't mind being called that," David laughed too.
"Ladies, crawl over here and show us how much you love our cocks," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," both of us parroted again, like the complete obedient submissives we both were.
Babygirl crawled to David, pulled his pants further down and said, "Mmmmmmm, such a nice hard cock, Big D."
"Doesn't he have a nice cock?" I asked, as I took Daddy's cock in my hand.
"A Great White Cock," Babygirl added, as she stroked his cock. "Can I coin a new acronym in honour of your husband? GWC?"

"Two great cocks for two eager sluts," Daddy said.
"So true," Babygirl approved, as she took my husband's cock yet again into her mouth.
"So, you're okay with my sucking Daddy's BBC?" I asked David, as his dick was being sucked.
"Yes," he moaned, preoccupied by Babygirl's expert mouth and lips.
"Yes what?" I asked, wanting, and even kind of needing to hear him say the words.
"Yes, you have my approval to suck that big black cock, and to take it in that sweet pussy of yours," David generously offered.
"Thanks. But not in my asshole?" I asked, as I licked the big shaft under discussion.
"You think you can take that horse cock in your ass?" David asked.
"She already has," Babygirl revealed. "As well as my strap-on."
"Shit," he said, sounding amazed, and in a good way, like 'My woman is even capable of doing that?'
"You're a very lucky man," Daddy said, as I took his cock in my mouth, beaming with happiness that things were somehow going exactly as I'd hoped.
"I know I am," he agreed, as I began to bob on Daddy's cock. Wanting to put on a show, I deep throated it.
"Shit, she can take it all," David said, sounding impressed all over again.
"I told you; she's a naturally submissive cock pleaser," Daddy reiterated.
"I've never had any cause to complain," David said, as we both sucked the 'wrong' cocks.

"You better not have," I said, looking over at him.
"Never," he smiled at me warmly.
"You two are such a cute couple," Daddy observed.
"No one wants to be called cute," I pointed out, looking up at him sternly. Well okay, timidly sternly.
"Sorry, I misspoke; you're a hot couple we want to fuck," Daddy corrected.
"So why aren't you doing it?" I asked. "Especially after all that talk about how we women just want to be told what to do? Which you weren't wrong about, by the way."
"That is a great question," he agreed, as he guided me to the floor. "Ready to fuck each other's wives, Big D?"
"Yes he is," Babygirl said, as she quickly got out of her dress and lowered herself to the carpet.
"I guess I really am," David agreed as he straddled her from behind, while Daddy spread my legs wide.
"I really want to watch you fuck my pet, Baby," I said, as Daddy pulled my dress off of me before tossing it haphazardly somewhere and rubbing his cock against my wet pussy lips.
"And I want to see that black cock disappearing in that pink pussy," David said, as he positioned his cock to fuck his new sex partner.
"Ready?" Daddy asked.
"Yeah," David agreed as he looked me in the eyes.
"I love you, Baby," I said, as I prepared to get myself fucked in front of my husband.
"I love you too," David said.
"Aaaaaaah," Babygirl said, before adding, "And I love my Daddy more than anything! Now SHOVE that white hammer into my pussy!"
"And SLAM that big black cock into mine,' I added.
"Okay," David said.
"On three," Daddy said.
"Oh, c'mon! Just shove it in already," Babygirl whined.
"One-two-three," Daddy counted rapidly, as he slid his cock inside me.
"Ohhhhhh, yes," Babygirl moaned, as David obviously did the same to her.

"Oh yes," I moaned as instant pleasure cascaded through me as I was filled up.
"Oh fuck," David groaned, obviously enjoying his first encounter with a woman of colour.
"Isn't she divine?" Daddy asked, as he slowly fucked me.
"Amazing," David said, as I glanced back to see that he too was slowly fucking Babygirl.
"Our wives are insatiable," Daddy said.
"Jaz always has been, I guess," David admitted. "I just never realized how much."
"You see, Big D," Daddy continued (I loved how they kept calling him that), "women like ours, and usually most women if their inner sexual desires can be unlocked and released, need a man to support them, and to accept their true sexual nature."
"Sexual nature?" David asked, as we both paid heed to the guru of fucking... while we were fucking.
"Yes, Jasmine is smart."
"I know," David said, "she's the smartest women I know."
"Aaaawwww," I said, finding that such a sweet thing for him to say, especially while I had another man's cock deep inside me, and he had his dick deep inside another woman.
"But she's also a slutty, brainless bimbo, given the right conditions. And now that her prolific writing has revealed her true nature to you, and her online friendship and serendipitous meeting with us has allowed her to make at least a few of her nasty fantasies into reality, there's no going back," he said. "She needs someone who loves her for who she really is, and who can allow her to explore her full breadth of sexuality. And from all appearances Big D, you're exactly the man she needs.
"But one thing is an absolute must," he continued. "No more secrets. You two need to begin sharing absolutely everything with each other, so you can learn to trust each other absolutely. And besides, you'll both probably get to hear some really hot stories from each other, and then Jasmine can write them down."
I was fascinated by the depth of Daddy's understanding of who I had now become. It was as if he could see inside my mind.
"Daddy does all of that for me," Babygirl added.
"Yes I do, my slut," Daddy said, calling her a slut in the most approving way possible, "Both of our wives are submissive, beautiful, bisexual, cock-crazed and adventurous... and we're both very lucky men."
"The luckiest," David emphasized, seeming to be bothered not at all by Daddy's blunt description of me.
"I'm pretty lucky too," I said, because of both a husband who seemed to understand my new sexual awakening (well an old one really, but new insofar as with some major help from my friends and lovers, it was actually becoming a reality), and because of Daddy for so generously sharing his big black cock with little ol' me.
"So going forward, you must allow her to fuck other men, mostly black men probably, since that's her fetish, and to be with other women," Daddy continued.
"And once you go black..." David joked.
"That's definitely true in my case," I moaned, the slow fucking as a background to the thought-provoking yet hot conversation, really turning me on. Daddy was having the conversation I figured I'd have to have with David, once this night was over.
"Of course you get to fuck other women too," Daddy said before adding, "and to suck or fuck, or be sucked and fucked, by other men, if you're into that kind of thing."
"Oh... I... well..." David said as a non-answer, just some mumbling, but I suddenly knew without a doubt he was possibly interested in exploring his same-sex curiosity too... the expression on his face said it all.
Daddy said, "You don't have to tell me, although I don't judge. For example, I don't suck dick or get fucked, but I do on occasion have a guy suck my dick, and on rarer occasions I'll even pound a guy's ass." He shrugged as I imagined David taking Daddy's big cock in his mouth or ass.


"I won't judge either, Baby," I said, looking over at him. "I've discovered through my writing and my resultant correspondence with lots of people, that many men are secretly bisexual."
"But that conversation is for another time," Daddy said. "Tonight is about our two hot wives getting the fucking they deserve."
I pushed away the tantalizing picture of David with a dick inside him as I agreed, "Yes boys, your sluts need a good dicking."
"A 'good dicking'," Daddy laughed, "you always come up with a new one."
"How about you start pounding me with that big black cock?" I requested.
"An oldie but goodie," Daddy laughed, as he obliged me.
"Fuck me harder, Big D," Babygirl demanded as well.
"Take it, slut," David grunted, as he began fucking her harder. I wasn't sure if his dominant side was taking him over, or he was trying to prove he was a man's man, following the gay talk.
"You're actually fucking another woman," I smiled, as I watched him pound Babygirl. "I love it!"
"And you're actually getting fucked by a big black cock, just like we roleplayed," he returned.

"Fantasies are supposed to become realities," I smiled.
"Then let's make all of yours come true," David said. "Although with something approaching 500 posted stories under your belt, that might be a tall order."
"But we mustn't forget yours too," I countered with a sly smile, hinting that I'd caught his hesitation when it had been mentioned.
"Yours first," he said.
"Daddy has already been doing that," I moaned.
"I do my best," Daddy shrugged.
"Let me take a turn riding you, Big D," Babygirl said.
"Sure," David agreed. Who would ever reject that offer?
"She loves riding cowboys," Daddy said, as David pulled out of her.
"Then I should go get his cowboy hat," I smiled, as David sat down.
"Oh, his cock will do just fine for now," Babygirl said, as she pushed him to the floor and took his cock in her mouth.
"She loves the taste of herself on a cock," Daddy said.
"Who doesn't?" I joked, although not really joking, since having tasted myself on cock before, I have to admit I taste pretty damn amazing.
"No good slut doesn't," Daddy joked.
"Suck his dick, slut," I ordered, wondering if David got turned on by my having a lesbian pet.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, bobbing faster.
"Take it all, you cock-hungry whore," I ordered, getting a rush at being a submissive slut for Daddy while simultaneously being a Mistress to someone else.
"Oh yes, take it all, you dirty slut," David piled it on, as Babygirl bobbed like the porn star she could easily be if she wanted, as Daddy kept fucking me... seeming just to know how much I wanted to watch David and Babygirl together.
After a couple dozen bobs, David took control and ordered, "Now climb aboard and ride me, my black slut."
"Yes, Big D," Babygirl eagerly obeyed, straddling and dropping her entire slim body on his dick in a single quick motion.
"Oh, fuck," David groaned, as Babygirl began bouncing on his cock like he was a trampoline.
Daddy meanwhile, decided I needed to focus on him a little, as he began fucking me harder, drawing me away from watching David, and back to admiring his dick inside me.
"Don't forget about Daddy," Daddy said, bucking his hips and slamming his cock all the way into me.
"I could never do that," I moaned, as I returned all my attention to him and my own physical pleasure.

"Yes, Daddy, fuck me with that big black cock," I moaned, loving to say those three words 'big black cock' any time I could.
"Give my wife the fucking she so desperately needs," David added.
"Thanks, Baby," I moaned, as I looked at him to see him looking at me.
"You've always needed a regular chocolate intake," he smiled, knowing my weakness for chocolate... of all kinds.
"Now I can't get enough," I moaned, as Daddy began fucking me.
"Let's both bang our bitches from behind," Daddy suggested, liking positional variety, I was quickly discovering... something I perhaps don't do enough of in my stories, and definitely David and I didn't do enough of.
"Sure, man," David agreed, as both Babygirl and I got on all fours and offered our backends for each other's husband. "This is still a little unbelievable."
"Only a little?" Daddy laughed, as he got behind me.
"Nothing is little around here," Babygirl chimed in.
"Okay, it's a huge surprise," David corrected, positioning himself behind a wiggling Babygirl.
"Everything is huge tonight,' I said, as Daddy slid back into my inferno.
"Wild!" David laughed as he slid back into Babygirl.
"Can you believe your husband is finally fucking me?" Babygirl asked, as we both took it from behind.
"I really can't," I moaned, as I looked back at David, who winked at me. "Who would have thought when you barged into my classroom all fire and brimstone, it would end up like this?"

"No one," Babygirl laughed.
"And yet, here we are," Daddy said. "Two sluts getting exactly what they need from each other's fortunate husbands."
"Yes, Daddy,' we both agreed in unison.
"Now less talking, and more bouncing back on our cocks," David asserted, taking his turn at being in control.
Babygirl and I smiled as we said, again in unison, "Yes, Big D." (Great minds...)
"Big D," he laughed, as we both obeyed him and began bouncing back on the dicks in our pussies. "That's surreal."
"Everything is surreal and amazing, once you allow and support your wife to behave as her true sexual self," Daddy orated.
Babygirl and I bounced back on these glorious cocks for a couple more minutes, each of us moaning as our orgasms began to rise, when Daddy said, "I need a rest; turn around and suck my cock, teacher slut."
"Yes, Daddy," I said, quickly and obediently spinning myself around, and once he was lying on the floor, devoured his cock that was glistening with my pussy juice.
"You have yourself one amazing cock sucker," Daddy complimented David, as he lay there and watched me pleasure his dick.
"Yeah, she's always loved sucking dick," David said. "Which I've always felt blessed for."
"As well you should," Daddy agreed, as I sucked his cock.

"Your wife looks so hot with my man's cock in her mouth," Babygirl offered, as David continued fucking her from behind.
"She's amazing, all right," David agreed, as he watched me at work, and I looked up at him with a mouthful of black cock.
"Yeah, she's the best white cock sucker I've ever had," Daddy made my cock sucking praises unanimous.
I took his cock out of my mouth and asked, excited for his accolade to be true, "Really?"
"Yeah, you're a world class cock sucker and all-around slut," Daddy embellished.
"Daddy, you say the sweetest things," I smiled, before returning to worshipping his dick.
"I just say it the way it is," he said. "Always."
"Your wife's cunt is so tight," David observed before asking, "how is that even possible with that fat cock of yours?"
"Pussy exercises," Babygirl revealed.
"Really?" I asked, "that's a thing?" again taking the cock out of my mouth. It was weird we were sucking and fucking each other so casually, while also chatting and learning more about each other.
"I'll teach some to you later," she promised.
"Okay, since you want to talk instead of suck, I guess I'd better just fuck you," Daddy caved, as he stood up, picked me up. and positioned me back on all fours with great ease.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"And you can get on your back, my black slut," David ordered, following along with Daddy's dominance.
"Yes, Big D," Babygirl purred, as she quickly got into position, "just get that great white whale back inside me."
"White whale," I laughed, as Daddy filled me up again. "That is a description I've never used."
"You can use it when you write this chapter," Babygirl said. "Free of charge."
"You're writing this story?" David asked, "the one we're actually living?" as he moved between the black girl's white-clad legs.
"I'm sending in Chapter one soon," I said.
"And what would tonight be?" David asked, sliding into Babygirl.
"Chapter six," I moaned, as Daddy fucked me.
"Six?" David asked. "What have you three already done to fill up five chapters?"
"I'll tell you every dirty little detail after we're done getting those loads of yours," I said, now excited to give him the blow by blow of how this wild night had happened from the very beginning. "I'll even let you read the pre-publication manuscripts."
"Okay," he said, before joking, "my load likely won't take too long."
"That's why I sent Babygirl upstairs to extract that first load," I smiled.
"Extract," he said, shaking his head. "That is a silkstockingslover word for sure."
"I'm told I often use too many of the same words," I said.



"Wait a minute," he did a double-take; "You sent her upstairs to blow me?"
"Well, not exactly," I clarified. "She'd already decided to do it, but she did so with my blessings, while Daddy and I listened in through the phone wedged in her stocking."
"You three absolute sneaks!" David exploded with a self-effacing chuckle. "You're all fortunate I'm not a violent man, and that I'm thrilled with how the evening had turned out!"
"Less talk, slut,' Daddy rebuked me, as he grabbed my hair and began really drilling me.
"Sorry, Daddy," I moaned. "My attention is entirely on you, now."
"Oh yes, Big D, fuck my black pussy," Babygirl moaned, as all four of our orgasms were rising.

For a couple minutes there was just fucking.
Plus sounds of moaning.
And sounds of groaning.
Sounds of Daddy's body slamming into mine, and David's into Babygirl's.
Daddy then said, "Get her on all fours, then slam that dick inside her ass and fuck it roughly; that's how she comes the hardest."
"Really?" David asked. "You're asking me to ass-fuck your own wife?"
Babygirl quickly got up and back onto all fours. "Yes he is, Big D, we want you to slide that white dick between my nigger ass cheeks and really drill my asshole!"
"Holy fuck," he said, clearly stunned by the entire situation and likely double stunned by her casual use of the 'N' word.
As he went behind her, Daddy said, "She loves being called a nigger by a white man or woman when she's close; it really brings her to the brink."
"I'm not sure I can do that," David said, as he moved his cock to her pussy. "It seems so wrong!"
"Sweetie, just slam your dick in my nigger slut's asshole," I ordered, setting him a 'good' example, as Daddy was really drilling me from behind although he was still in my pussy.
"Shit," he said, looing at me in shock as he obeyed and pushed forward.
"Yes give me that white dick in my nigger ass," Babygirl moaned, laying it on thick, clearly close to eruption.
"Grab her arms and really rail that nigger ass," I ordered, going for overkill as Daddy really fucked me.
"You like it rough?" David asked, "umm... you nigger slut?" taking my cues and testing out whether he could actually utter the horrible word without the world exploding around him, while pulling both her arms back and holding them in place as he began to pound that lovely black ass.

"Oh yes Big D, fuck my ass, fuck your nigger," Babygirl screamed, as her ass was destroyed.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me Daddy, fuck your white trash slut good," I moaned, trying out a new demeaning term for myself, as I watched David fuck Babygirl's ass... watching a live sex act so much hotter than porn... watching my husband reaming another woman's asshole even hotter.
"Harder... yes, harder," Babygirl begged, as David fucked her as hard as he could.
"Oh yes, fuck, I'm so close, Daddy," I moaned.
"Come, you nigger lover, come all over my nigger dick," Daddy ordered.
"Yes, give me your nigger cock," I screamed, so fucking close, as was Babygirl, whose moans made it obvious she was about to explode.
David looked at me in shock, but then took the cue and ordered, as he didn't slow down, "Come all over my white cock, my nigger slave, come right... fucking... NOW!"
"Yes, Bigggggggg D," she screamed, while I followed suit.
"Fuuuuuuuck," I moaned loudly, as both Babygirl and I climaxed a mere second apart.

Both men kept up their fast fucking for another minute before they both slowed down, and then David stood up and ordered, surprising me a little by the relaxed way he was taking charge, "Sluts, get over here and finish us off."
We both moved from our doggy positions, still trembling post eruption, and crawled the couple of feet to the two standing men... their large respective black and white cocks rampant.
"Get sucking, sluts," David ordered as confidently as if he were Daddy himself.
"Yes, Big D," we both said, as usual in unison, before taking their respective cocks into our mouths.
"Let's face fuck them," David said.
"Fuck yeah, you're really getting into this role," Daddy approved, as they both guided the backs of our heads.

"Oh yeah, don't stop nigger," David groaned after only ten or fifteen seconds.
"You either," Daddy said to me, although as usual, I had no intention of stopping until I received his load either in my mouth or on my face.
"Oh shit," David grunted.
"Yeah, shit," Daddy moaned, as both men seemed to, just like we girls had earlier, come at almost the exact same time, as his warm cum filled my mouth and glided smoothly down my throat.

I continued bobbing, although more slowly now, as I savoured the aftermath of Daddy's orgasm, and the few slow swimmers still making their way out... assuming, including the preliminaries for all four of us this evening, that this was only round two.
Especially since my ass had not yet been tapped.
As we both nursed the men's cocks, Daddy said, "You see David? By being completely transparent with each other about our wants and needs, we've been liberated, again completely, from the ridiculous social norms of stereotypical monogamous marriages. It's not cheating if you're... and here's that same word yet again... completely honest with each other."
"I would never have thought," David said.
"Yeah, even in the black community this type of lifestyle is far from common, even though I believe almost every man and woman would happily explore such a lifestyle if society didn't judge it the way it does, and if the couple is in love and trusts each other completely."
"I trust Jasmine one hundred percent," David said, "especially now," making my body feel toasty warm.
"Why don't we go and have some more of that delicious dinner," Daddy said. "I'm sure we've all built up fresh appetites, and I'm not referring to our sexual ones this time."
"It's probably gotten cold, I'll go heat it up," I said.
"I'll help," Babygirl offered, and still naked except for our stockings, we headed to the kitchen.
The men chatted while we finished getting dinner ready again.
Then while we ate, I told David pretty much everything. Not that I deliberately held certain things back, but it's difficult to encapsulate ten years of writing into a half hour's narration.
David learned about my writing career... although I'm not sure I can call it a career, since I don't make a living off of it, lol.
About Daddy, Babygirl and my incredibly frank chats with them over several months.
About Babygirl raging into my classroom and raising the roof, before she learned it was me.
About my dominating Babygirl with her full encouragement.
About my being dominated by Daddy via Babygirl, and why, if David was feeling generous (by this point he was), it wasn't technically cheating.
About Daddy inducing my temporary insanity and taking me in my classroom, how that couldn't be anything but cheating, and how I'd felt about that.
About my first DP.
David listened to it all, asking the odd question, as for instance he realized where I was the night he couldn't get hold of me. (In the cabin having sex with Babygirl.) I apologized for lying to him, and promised never, ever to lie to him again... never to hide a single, solitary thing.
For his part, likely influenced mightily by everything we'd done together tonight, David told me he forgave me completely, repeated how unconditionally he loved me, and promised never to hide things from me as well (not that he'd ever hidden much).
Dinner done, all of us still naked except for the nylons of course, David asked me, "So what's a fantasy you'd like to fulfill tonight?"
I looked around at all three of them, and after a brief pause said coyly, "Well, I do have three holes... and three sexy companions."
"Then let's fuck her airtight," Babygirl cried out, suddenly full of energy. "I even brought my strap-on along, just in case."
"I have mine, too," I added.
"You have a strap-on?" David asked.
I shrugged.
"Of course you do," he said, shaking his head, as I imagine for him tonight's wild revelations were similar to the ones I'd experienced when I first dominated Babygirl.
Babygirl left the table, dashed daringly out to her car for the strap-on (daringly because she was still starkers, although it was almost pitch black outside), and we went back to the living room.
"I want to give you one of your fantasies too," I said to David.
"You've already given me so many," he said, before adding, "and that's just tonight. I can still remember that cum walk you did for me that time in Mexico."
"No more secrets," I reminded him.
"Never again," he agreed, as Babygirl returned wearing her strap-on.
"Why isn't she sucking anyone's cock yet?" Babygirl demanded theatrically.
I dropped to my knees as I laughed, "That is a great question. I certainly can't get triple-teamed with anyone's semi-erect cocks."
I took my husband's cock in my mouth for the first time tonight, while stroking the other two. I went back and forth between the three cocks, until both real ones were hard and ready to fuck me, and the fake one was dripping with salivary lubrication.

I asked, words I never imagined saying in real life, "So who gets to fuck which of my holes?"
"May I have her ass first?" Babygirl requested.
"Sure, and I want to fuck her pussy," David said. "It's been a while, what with my recent travelling."
"Hopefully Daddy didn't get it all loose for you," I said, as Babygirl lay on the carpet and I straddled her cock... slowly lowering myself onto it.
"So... fucking... hot," David said, once I was sitting with a cock in my ass.
"Ride it, ass slut," Daddy ordered me. "Show David some hot lesbian strap action."
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I began to slowly ride the strap-on in my ass.
"Fucking hot,' David repeated.
"It never gets old watching the woman you promised to spend the rest of your life with, fucking or being fucked by another woman," Daddy said.
"I can't imagine ever getting sick of that," David chuckled softly
"You won't," Daddy assured him.
After a couple of minutes David joined us, and after some slight repositioning, double penetration positions not all as simple as I write them I was discovering, he slid his cock into my pussy.
"Yes Baby, fuck me," I moaned, as I reached for Daddy's dick.
"Just stroke it for now, slut," he ordered. "A good airtight triple teaming is best when you have to work for it."
"But I want your cock in my mouth," I whined and moaned at the same time, as David and Babygirl tried to get into a mutual rhythm.
"Soon, slut,' Daddy promised, as I stroked his hard cock and enjoyed the two cocks, working in tandem, trying to please me.

After a minute in this position Babygirl complained, "This isn't working for me, I can hardly move. I want to do some of the fucking."
"David, lay down on your back," Daddy instructed.
"Okay, sure," David agreed.
"Jaz, straddle your husband's dick, and then lean forward so Babygirl can get into that asshole," Daddy ordered, orchestrating the foursome.
"Yes Daddy," I obeyed, as I lowered my pussy onto David's dick and smiled into his face, "Sweetheart, I love you so fucking much."
"I love you fucking more," David smiled back from very close quarters.
"I love you the fucking most," I countered, as I felt Babygirl's cock poking into my asshole.
"I love you fucking infinity and beyond," David countered, Toy Story being both of our favourite movie, even though it had far less fucking.
"Babygirl is going beyond right now," I moaned, as she slid into my ass.
"Now suck my dick, and you'll be airtight, my white bimbo three-hole fuck toy," Daddy said wickedly, as he offered me his juicy cock.
"Yes please, Daddy," I moaned, as I leaned forward and mentally checked one more item off of my fuck-it list... being triple teamed... Although triple teamed by three flesh-and-blood cocks, preferably all of them black, was mentally added onto that list.
"So hot," Babygirl said as she began fucking my ass, now with all the room in the world to maneuver.
I moaned in acknowledgement to her, as I bobbed on Daddy's cock, while Babygirl fucked my ass and David bucked his hips up into me, coinciding with Babygirl's deep, rhythmic violations.

For two or three, or perhaps even four minutes, time became irrelevant. I was being triple teamed, which was all that existed in my universe for now... Babygirl and David getting into a pretty decent, although never a perfect rhythm together.
Daddy then announced, "It's time for me to plunder some of that fine white ass."
"Yes please, Daddy, drive that big black cock up my shit hole," I welcomed him, as I looked down at my husband.
"You're insatiable, you know," he said, as we all repositioned ourselves.
"Then we're fortunate to have such wonderful friends, so I don't wear you to a frazzle," I teased him.
Soon I had Daddy's dick in my ass from below, with Babygirl pounding my pussy, while I stroked my husband's cock.
Because of Daddy's impressive strength, it was a very satisfying position for me, and my orgasm rose quickly.

Eventually I was so close, yet the triple teaming and lack of any consistent flow wouldn't allow my much-needed second orgasm to erupt.
Daddy, sensing my frustration as well as how close I was, pulled out, stood up, lifted me way up in the air, and dropped me directly onto his cock. "Oh my GOD!" I screamed, pretty much being supported from falling only by my pussy impaled on his sturdy cock. So as you can imagine, his pounding into my poor little pussy was extreme!
"Come and each of you grab a leg," Daddy ordered, and both of them quickly did, as I looked down in euphoria at the wickedly wild position I found myself in.

Thirty seconds, maybe less, as he raised me up and then dropped me back on his dick a if I was a feather where he was concerned, but his prick was a battering ram where my pussy was concerned, and I was soon babbling like a bitch in heat, until I screamed loud enough to wake the dead, as my second orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks! "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!"

One he'd given me some time to settle back down somewhat from my convulsions, Daddy gently set me on the floor, while I still quaked and quaked as the orgasm continued flowing through me while I babbled, "Oh God, fuck, fuck."
"My turn," Babygirl spoke up, as she quickly got out of her harness and asked, feigning annoyance, "Why are you two studs not inside me yet?"
Daddy laughed, "I guess we should rectify that."
"You'd fucking better," she said, "I'm a liberated woman, and I know my rights," she continued nonsensically, as Daddy picked her up and dropped her onto his dick, although with her, they were facing each other.
"I want to be spit-roasted," Babygirl moaned.
"Oh, I know," Daddy said. "You've never been much of an only-one-hole girl."
She shrugged while wrapping her legs around him, "You're the one who turned me into a cock-craving slut."
"You were already a cock-craving slut," Daddy pointed out. "I just helped to make all your wet dreams come true."
"Well then, this time make me get spit-roasted," she demanded.
"Upside down split?" David asked.
"Oh fuck, yes," Babygirl agreed excitedly.
I was curious to know what an upside down split could possibly be, until Daddy said, "David, come close, and while I release her shoulders, catch her."
"Um, okay," David said doubtfully, as Daddy slowly dropped Babygirl into David's arms while still somehow keeping his dick inside her.
Babygirl moved her hands to David's ass and pulled his cock into her mouth.
"Oooooooh," he moaned, understanding.
"Here we are, an upside down split," Daddy said.
"That looks nuts," I said as I watched from the floor, my orgasm still lingering around.
"It's challenging," Daddy said, as he kind of swung her gently back and forth in the kinkiest position I'd yet to see, and he'd had me almost in a pretzel when they double penetrated me a couple of nights ago.

"I couldn't do that," I said, knowing I'd get lightheaded.
"This one does require gymnastic flexibility on the woman's part," Daddy admitted, as the men continued slowly filling both holes.
After maybe a minute he added, while slowly lowering her to the floor, "It also can't be sustained for very long unless the men are serious weightlifters."
"But it's so fucking wild while it lasts," Babygirl crooned once my husband's cock had slipped out of her mouth. "Lay down, Big D; next I need some white dick in my pussy."
"As you wish," he said, winking at me... a phrase he used often when I asked him to fuck me in a certain way and no, he didn't get it from The Princess Bride, he's never seen that film (I know... crazy, right?).
Babygirl straddled his cock and began bouncing in a somewhat crouched position I'd never tried while riding a cock.
"Give me some chocolate, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she bounced on David's dick. Taking in the difference in skin colours between David and the other two was so hot... in a way so taboo, although it shouldn't be.
Daddy offered his dick to his wife, and I watched a different version of a spit-roast. Is it still a spit-roast like this? I think so.


I left and went pee, and returned to witness another wild acrobatic position, as Babygirl took two cocks at such different angles, I could believe they were sword fighting inside her.




They then carried her to the bed and double penetrated her in a couple of positions as Babygirl's moans got louder and louder, and her second orgasm was obviously imminent.


Then just when I thought things couldn't get any wilder, Babygirl begged, "Daddy and Big D, please double penetrate my ass."
"You're in that mood tonight?" Daddy asked.
"Yes please, Daddy, I want both of your big cocks in my ass," she confirmed.
"I'm sure we can manage that," Daddy said, as he looked around. "Let's go to the couch," he decided eventually. He pulled out of her and went to sit on the couch.
Babygirl scurried over and dropped her gaping asshole onto his cock and said, as she leaned back against Daddy, "Come and join Daddy in my asshole Big D, I want a nice white and chocolate swirl in there."
"Okay," he agreed, glancing over at me as I stared at the scene in stunned silence. This wasn't something I'd ever written about. It had never even popped into my head, and I can't recall ever even hearing about anyone ever considering doing it.
"You'll have to try it, Mistress," Babygirl said, her legs wide. "It's an entirely different level of kink. Two dicks rubbing together in your pussy or your ass."
"Maybe," I said, as I thought two in my pussy was maybe a possibility; that was something I'd actually heard of... but in my ass? I couldn't imagine that being pleasurable.
As David moved his dick to the target, Babygirl said, "Just shove it in. It will take some effort, but it will stretch to accommodate you, just like it has before."
"Okay," he said, still sounding a little tentative.
"Not to worry, her ass can take it," Daddy reassured him as David slowly obliged.

"Oooooooh, yes," Babygirl moaned, and while she sounded happy, her facial expression sure didn't look like it. Not at first.
Yet slowly the two guys worked together, and slowly fucked her asshole.
"Oh yes, double team my shit hole," Babygirl moaned, as she began loudly slapping her clit.
"She can even come this way," Daddy shared.
"I may come too," David said, "this is so tight."
After a few minutes of slow double ass fucking and slapping her clit, Babygirl screamed as sure enough, another orgasm coursed through her.
David pulled out and he said, "Shit, I m going to bust soon."
"Sluts, come and get your daily facials," Daddy ordered, as he lifted his wife off of him and he stood up.
Always eager for a load on my face, I quickly went to Daddy, as he stroked his glorious cock.
Babygirl, even though she was clearly spent, crawled over and opened wide for David.

Then we both got our faces nicely coated with warm cum.

Once they were done, we turned to each other and kissed each other passionately, before using our tongues to clean each other's faces of our men's sticky, gooey, yummy cum.
After a twenty-minute recovery break... we ended up having one final fun foursome to round out the night.




Eventually after quite a few positions, and two more orgasms for both Babygirl and me, we each received one last load... Daddy giving me another cream pie, and Babygirl swallowing every drop of David's load.

Daddy and Babygirl got dressed a couple minutes later, and promised we'd do this again.
David agreed eagerly, "Anytime." (I didn't need to agree... everyone already knew I'd always be up for whatever.)
Once they were gone David requested, "Do you mind if I do something I've always wanted to do?"
"You can do anything you like to me," I replied; but warned, "although right now, I am a little sore and tired."
"may I eat that cream pie out of you?" he asked sheepishly after a pause.
Wanting to talk nasty, I asked, "You want to eat Daddy's cum out of my cunt?"
"Yes, I've always wondered what it would be like," he admitted, as I willingly spread my legs for him.
"Why didn't you tell me?" I asked.
"It's not normal everyday conversation, just like you didn't tell me..." he said, as he moved between my legs, "...a lot of things."
"Touché," I agreed, as he began licking my cum-filled cunt. "Now eat all that black dominant cum out of your wife's cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," he said, which made my eyes go wide.

This might change everything.
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Pantyhose Play: A Love Story
Summary: Two women spend first date playing together in nylons.
Note 1: Note this is a 2021 Valentine's Day Contest story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.

JasmineStockings: Really?
BlackBeauty: Sure, unless you don't want to.
BlackBeauty and I had been chatting online for three weeks, recently graduating to sharing teasing pics of ourselves in nylons, and some fun roleplay. But now she'd totally upped the ante by asking me if I wanted to come to her house tomorrow night: Valentine's Day. As in her actual, physical house! (It had been a pleasant surprise to learn we both lived in the same city.)
We had so much in common, and now she was offering to make my fantasy of being with a black woman come true!
Yet meeting someone who knew all my secrets in person was scary. This online hidden identity stuff was safe.
Yet I couldn't tell her no and potentially end these delightful exchanges, and of course I was quite curious to meet her face to face. (The pics we'd shared had only showed our legs.)
JasmineStockings: I definitely want to.
BlackBeauty: Great! I promise you the best Valentine's Day ever.
JasmineStockings: It sounds a lot better than my current plan of watching Meg Ryan movies.
BlackBeauty: That's a pretty good plan B.
JasmineStockings: Agreed. I had planned a triple header of Sleepless in Seattle, When Harry Met Sally, and You've Got Mail.
BlackBeauty: All of them good choices.
JasmineStockings: But I'd rather spend the night with you.
BlackBeauty: Well then, it's a date.
JasmineStockings: I guess it is.
BlackBeauty: You'll be in nylons of course?
JasmineStockings: Of course.
BlackBeauty: Good. I'll send you my address. Be here at 7:00.
JasmineStockings: Okay.
BlackBeauty: Good night, Jasmine. I'm really looking forward to meeting you in person!
JasmineStockings: So am I!!
I logged off, went to my bathtub and enjoyed a leisurely bath... but only after getting myself off with my showerhead.
I couldn't believe I'd agreed to meet her. She could be anyone! She could even be a guy! (Albeit one who shaved his sexy legs.)
Yet I knew she wasn't.
There was just something so real about her!
So although I felt some trepidation, that was overridden by curiosity and hope.
Maybe she was the one!
Since my divorce (from my husband of twenty-five years) eight months ago, except for two disastrous dates, I'd been alone.
Now that I was single, I was curious about exploring my sexuality... about perhaps even exploring my lesbian desires... about really letting go, and allowing my natural submissive nature to take charge.
I drifted off to sleep having no idea what she may look like, other than she had amazingly sexy chocolate-coloured legs and feet... but in my fantasy, she was a black goddess.

Valentine's Day this year was on a Sunday. So I went to church. I then went for lunch with my mom, who nagged me about getting back out there, and I did tell her, largely to shut her up, I had a date tonight. She asked me for details, but I only told her I didn't want to jinx it. I certainly wasn't going to tell her it was with a woman... I wasn't even sure yet whether I swung that way.
I went home and graded some papers, ordered in my favourite meal from my favourite restaurant, and took a nice shower to make sure I was freshly shaved.
She sent me her address, and after spending a long time deciding what to wear, I chose sexy thigh highs, ignored wearing any underwear, and a cute dress.
So... with massive apprehension... but also massive excitement... I drove to a relative stranger's house, thankfully in an upscale section of the city, which made me feel a little more comfortable.
I arrived a few minutes early, and waited in my car.
The house looked nice. I noticed it had a two-door garage.
I wondered what she looked like.
I wondered what I was walking into.
I wondered if I could really go through with this.
Yet I realized I had nothing to lose.
Worst case... we wouldn't click and I'd leave.
Best case... she'd be everything I imagined she was.
So exactly on time, I got out of my car, walked up to the door, and knocked.
"Come on in," a sexy, southern-sounding voice called out.
I walked in, and she surprised me before I even saw her by ordering, "Take off your dress and heels, and come into the living room on your right."
"Okay," I said, even though I was quite surprised by her instructions. The logical side of me screamed TURN AROUND AND LEAVE! while the submissive side of me had my hands immediately sliding my dress down and off of my body.
Yes, I was nervous; this had already become a crazy date, yet my body was on fire just as soon.
I slipped out of my heels too, and nervously walked into a large living room, where I was greeted by... indeed a black beauty.

"Hi, you sweet thang," she smiled.
"Hi," I said, looking at her, with her legs crossed and a coy smile.
"Come on over here, darlin', I don't bite unless you ask me to," she offered.
"Sorry, you're just so beautiful that I froze," I said.
"You're a fine looking number yourself," she countered, the way she said 'fine' sounding so southernly sexy, as I now stood before her.
"I wore nylons just for you and your nylon fetish," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, showing me her pantyhose-clad pussy.
"And I wore mine for you," I smiled, as I submissively knelt down before her without being bid to.
"Mmmmmmmm, such a cute... obedient... submissive... sexy thang," she took all the time in the world to drawl out with a broad smile, as I moved my hands to her silky sheer legs.
"Actually I wear them most of the time," I admitted, adding, in awe of her sheer hosiery, "yours are super smooth."
"I only wear the best, darlin'," she said, as she reached her foot between my legs and brushed it against my pussy.

"So do I," I said as I enjoyed caressing her sexy, silky legs.
"I love nylon play too, darlin'," she said, her accent making my pussy dampen, as did her foot, ever so lightly brushing against it.
"I've fantasized about lesbian nylon play and watched a plethora of videos," I admitted before adding, "but I've never actually gotten a chance to play."
"Well, tonight we'll explore that little ol' fantasy, you sweet thang," she promised and then added, "and many more of them."
"I'll do anything you tell me to, ma'am," I said, not knowing her name other than BlackBeauty, or how to address her in person, but wishing her to know right up front I'd be completely receptive to her every sexual whim... my pussy on overdrive.
"Oh darlin'," she said. "You don't need to call me ma'am. Just call me Janice, and I'll call you lots of sweet thangs, and tonight I'm going to make some of your silk stocking fantasies come true."
"You've already begun," I said, as I adjusted my position a bit, then lifted her leg and began kissing it while also caressing the sole of her foot.
"Oh, darlin'," she smiled. "You're in for one wild nylon play night."
"Sounds amazing," I said, splattering her legs with kisses, while using my hands to slowly caress up and down her leg and foot; I was completely obsessed with her leg in the sheer silk.
"You're such a pretty thang," she said, enjoying my nylon leg worship.
"This is a dream come true," I said before adding, "with the nylon play for sure, but that's expanded geometrically by the woman wearing them being such a beautiful black woman as you are."
"Aaawww, you're so sweet," she said, while I was now worshipping her entire leg.
I spent a good five minutes kissing and caressing both of her legs, while taking repetitive glances at her pantyhose-clad pussy, which didn't go unnoticed by the lovely Janice.
"I could allow you to do this all night, but it's pretty obvious you can't resist admiring something else of mine," she said with a smile.
"It just looks so inviting," I said, as she parted her legs to give me an even better view of her pantyhose-covered pussy... now able to see her pussy lips through it.
"I'm told it's also very delicious," she said, as she stood up, raised one foot to rest it on the couch and asked, "Have you ever snacked on a pantyhose-clad pussy, my sweet thang?"
"It's another goal on my fuck-it list," I smiled, as I admired her fragrant pussy from just a few inches away.
"Fuck-it list," she chuckled in a way that was so sexy, "I love it."
"I hope to check off many boxes tonight... all of them you'll allow," I said, as I maneuvered even closer to her pussy.
"Well, you can check off one more right now, darlin'," she drawled, as she guided my head that final inch.
I immediately began licking her pussy through the pantyhose, finding it both erotic and frustrating. Doing something so sexy and sweet was hot, checking it off my fuck-it list was also hot, but being unable to access the full taste of her nectar, which must have been tantalizing from what I could taste of it (the taste of the sweat and nylon adding another texture of taste), which was annoying. But I was learning quickly this was to be a leisurely slow burn night... quite different from any of my previous sexual encounters (until tonight all with men).

I had one hand on her nylon leg, rubbing it ever so slowly, and my other hand between my legs, also rubbing ever so slowly.

I licked for a couple minutes, also slowly rubbing myself, before she said, "Come with me, sweetheart, let's get you a little more comfortable."
"I could dine like this all day," I said, which would be especially true if I could get directly to her pussy.
"Oh, you're not nearly done dinin', darlin'," she said, pulling me up and kissing me. When she broke the kiss, she smiled, "Mmmmmmm, I do taste exquisite."
"Agreed," I smiled, as she took my hand and led me to a long counter, where she hopped onto it.
I instantly knelt down and took a foot in my hand and admired, "Such perfect feet."

"They're one of my better assets," she smiled. "As is this."
She turned around and posed for me, wiggling her amazing pantyhose-clad ass.
"It's an amazing ass-et," I agreed, as I moved closer to her and caressed a lovely black booty, looking even more perfect encased in the sheer hosiery.
"It's a gift from God," she said, as I rubbed my hands all over her ass.
"Then I should worship it properly," I smiled, as I began kissing her ass all over.
"Yes, and you should lick my divine asshole, too," she moaned after a minute, so I teased her puckered backdoor with my tongue.
"Such a tasty little puckered hole," I said, trying to probe into it which was, of course, impossible through the pantyhose. Half of me wanted to rip them to shreds, and the other half wanted to continue enjoying this slow, sensual play she was orchestrating for us.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as I slithered down the short distance to her pussy, and licked it from my somewhat awkward position.

After another minute or so she observed thoughtfully, "That can't be too comfortable for you." She spun around again, spread her legs wide and smiled, "I'll give you easy access to my peach, sugar."
"Mmmmmmmm, I do love my fresh fruit," I quipped, eagerly moving between her legs again, wrapping my arms around her to pull her a little closer to me, and resuming licking.
"That's it, darlin'," she moaned.
I kept licking, and then finally, as the dim lightbulb in my head switched on, I realized I could suck her clit and pussy through the sheer nylon. Why it took me almost ten minutes to get there I'll never know, but I began sucking her pussy through the pantyhose, earning myself a gush of wetness.
"Oh, yes darlin', that's it," she moaned loudly.

"You're so delicious," I crooned, as I aggressively sucked her pussy.
"Oh yes, sugar, don't stop, you're gonna get Momma off," she moaned, the term 'Momma' so sexy in this context, even though she was younger than I was by at least a decade.
I had no intention of stopping, her increased breathing telling me she was close, and I wasn't about to stop until I tasted the full flood of her cum.
"Oh yes, baby, yes, you're gonna make me cum, oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," she moaned increasingly urgently as her body began to tremble, and then she screamed, "Yesssssssssssssss, darlin'!"

Her pussy juice gushed out of her, seeped through her pantyhose, and I sucked it into my mouth, sucking up as much of it through the sheer pantyhose as I could... the taste so delectable, and enhanced by the smooth nylon texture.
"Oh, that was amazing, Jasmine darlin'," she purred, as I kept trying to retrieve and savor as much of her pussy nectar as I could through the sheer hosiery.
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, looking up at her... loving to be between my first ever woman's legs, especially my a black woman's nylon legs... nothing feeling more natural to me than pleasing another person.
"Let's take this upstairs to the bedroom," she offered, as she pulled me up and kissed me again. It was soft and tender, yet exceedingly passionate.
She took my hand and led me upstairs; her bedroom was actually a loft... an interesting setup that intrigued me.
She climbed onto the bed and said, "There are still some spots on my legs you haven't plastered with your sweet kisses."
"Well, I'd better rectify that," I smiled, as I gazed at her sitting up on her bed with her legs crossed.
I knelt at the end of the bed and began by sucking her silky sheer toes into my mouth.
"I know how you love nylon-clad feet, darlin'," she said as I sucked each individual toe.
"Love isn't a strong enough word," I smiled, between sucking her delicate toes individually, "It's my obsession."

"I chose these sheer sandalfoot toe ones just for you, sweetheart," she said.
"I appreciate it," I said, having always disliked reinforced toe nylons for some reason... I just like the completely clear toe. I can tolerate reinforced or shadow toes if they're old-fashioned stockings, with either the Cuban heel, or the seam down the back (or both)... but I greatly prefer sheer sandalfoot nylons, where I can drool at a woman's sexy toes in all their glossy glory.
"Anything for you, sweet thang," she said.
"Right back at you, Janice," I smiled, as I progressed to her next toe.
Once done, I climbed onto the bed and resumed my foot and toe worship. I couldn't explain it, but I got so turned on just by touching, licking, kissing and sucking her feet and toes.
"Bite them, sugar," she moaned, as I had her big toe in my mouth, and was worshipping it like a mini-cock, while my hand was busy at my fevered snatch.

"Mmmmmm, yummy," I purred, as I bit her toe... and licked her salty, sweaty soles, and generally worshipped her feet, like you might see in a Bratty Babes Owns You, or a Foot Fantasy video.
"You could do this all night, couldn't you, darlin'?" she asked, watching me intently, as I enjoyed bestowing my foot worship upon her as much as she did receiving it.

"Only until the end of eternity," I replied cornily.
"I knew we'd be compatible," she smiled.
"I've never met a woman in real life with this same fetish I have," I said, as I finished my second round of pleasuring her each and every toe.
"Want to do something I bet you've never done before?" she asked.
"Are your nylons black?" I asked.
She smiled as she rolled onto her belly and said, "Massage my pantyhose ass, Jasmine."
"Oooooooh, I'd love to," I said, as I moved into a new position where I could perform the massage she was requesting.
I decided to begin at her calves, knowing how much I loved having mine massaged, before gradually working my way up to the target she'd assigned me.
"Oh, that's nice, darlin'," she said.
"I used to love when my husband massaged my entire legs from the bottom up."
"Good call," she said, becoming fully relaxed as I massaged her as if I was a real masseuse.
I spent a good fifteen minutes on these preliminaries, as I worked my snail's-pace way up to her pantyhose-clad ass, striving to give her a massage to remember, and hopefully to have her inviting me back again soon for some more pantyhose play. Janice was a keeper, and I hoped she felt the same about me.

I then surprised her by flipping her over, a little inner dominance sneaking out of me, spread her legs, and mentioned, "I'm getting hungry again."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as I began licking my way up her leg.



Like it was doing to me, this sweet erotic slow burning pleasure was driving her wild. She said, "Let's see how that sweet kitty of yours is doing," as she sat up.



She sat at the edge of the bed and patted a spot beside her. "Come close, darlin'."
I did, and she reached a hand to my soaking wet pussy. "Mmmmmmm, you're so wet."
"That's all because of you," I replied, as she gently rubbed me.
"It's mutual," she smiled, as she moved her other hand to her own pussy.

"Are you ready for the ultimate orgasm, Jazzy?"
"God, yes," I replied, my pussy having been burning for... it must have over an hour by now; I wondered how long I'd been here.
"Lie down on the floor," she instructed.
I did, and she pulled both of my legs high up in the air, and straddled me in a strange position I can't really explain (but thankfully I have pictures on hand for that picture is worth a thousand words thing), and she slid a finger inside me.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned, as my pussy eagerly welcomed the invasion.

She fingered me with two fingers for a minute before asking, "Do you trust me, Jaz-gal?"
I loved her wide variety of names for me as I replied, meaning it, "Completely."
"What I'm about to do will send you orgasmically ballistic," she foreshadowed, although I wasn't sure if 'orgasmically' was a word; if it isn't, it sure as fuck should be. [And my editor just added it to his Microsoft dictionary, so now it officially is one. Done!]
"You have my undivided attention," I said, as I felt her hand at the entrance to my pussy.
"Here it comes, darlin'," she said, before her entire fist slipped rather easily inside me, making my eyes go extremely wide, since that wasn't remotely what I was expecting!

"Oh my God!" I screamed, as she began to fist fuck me, and at this unique angle, somehow sparked every erogenous zone not only in my pussy, but throughout my entire body!
"Oh yes, sexy," she purred, as she fisted me, not roughly, just smoothly. "Once you're ready, you may come all over my fist."
"Don't stop," I pleaded, as my orgasm was rising at an astronomically rapid pace... mere seconds after she'd entered me.
"Not till you come, Babygirl," she encouraged, as she fist fucked me.
"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing my orgasm was imminent, "you're driving me wild."
"Come, Jazzy, come for Momma," she purred, her silly seductive voice enhancing the already erotic pleasure swarming inside me.
"Oh, yes, keep fist fucking me," I begged, dying to erupt.
"Now, Jasmine, come for me now," she ordered.
"Yes, yes, yes, Momma, yes!" I screamed, as my orgasm exploded out of me.

"Good girl," she purred, maintaining her slow fisting pace while... my orgasm went so ballistic that involuntarily I almost vaulted through the ceiling!
"Oh," was all I could muster. The orgasm still had plenty of steam, and I was now a shuddering, endlessly coming, lost in my own sensations, puddle on the carpet, wreck.
"So sexy," she said, as she looked fondly down at me as I kept coming and coming.
When she pulled out a full minute later, she moved her soaking wet hand to her face and began licking my cum off of it. "Mmmmmmm, so delicious."
"That is soooooo hot," I said, as I watched her lap up my juices.
"It is a little warm," she smiled, as she continued looking down at me.
"I'm totally overheated," I joked. "Put your wet hand back on my skin, and it'll sizzle!"
She stood up straight, moved her foot to my lips (she had amazing balance) and asked, "Wanna worship my feet again, Sugarkins?"
"Mmmmmmm, yes indeed," I moaned, as I took her toe in my mouth, even as my undying orgasm was still sending pleasure waves through me.



After a minute of sucking just her one foot, she changed her mind, saying, "Fuck this, I want some foot play too."
She joined me in sitting on the floor, took my right foot in her left hand and guided it to her lips, as she lifted her own right leg and offered me her sexy, nylon-clad foot.


I won't bore you with every detail, but we spent at least fifteen minutes in this exact same position (well, we occasionally switched legs of course), not saying a word to each other, just softly moaning as we worshipped every toe and the entire soles of each other's feet, while almost the entire time losing ourselves in each other's eyes, as we mutually satisfied each other's very similar fetishes.
She then placed her right foot on my pussy and asked, "Have you ever received a nylon-clad foot job like in those videos you mentioned a couple days ago?"
"No, I haven't," I moaned and added hopefully, "until now?" as she did indeed begin slowly rubbing my pussy with her silky sheer foot, while still sucking my toes.

"Mmmmmmm, you'll love it, Sugar," she purred, as she slowly rubbed my wet pussy.
"Oh God yes, I love it already," I moaned, as she sucked on my toes simultaneously with her foot job on my sex, creating different pleasures that complemented each other like peanut butter and jam.

The double pleasure overwhelmed me, and my second orgasm in not much time was growing inside me.
"You gonna come again, sweetheart?" she asked, beginning to rub me circularly and faster.
"If you'll allow me to," I moaned, knowing I was close.
"I'm not that kind of restrictive Mistress; just come, you silly girl," she smiled, "come whenever you please, and all over my foot."
"Oh yes," I moaned, as she rubbed her pussy in a circular motion as I lifted my ass up a little.
"You're a sexy thing humping my foot," she said.
"You have me so fucking horny," I admitted, my second orgasm about to burst.
"Tonight's all about checking adventures off your fuck-it list, my sweet girl," she said, as she rubbed me faster until I could no longer take it and screamed, "Yessssssss," as my second orgasm whirled through me.
"Mmmmmmm, so sexy," she smiled, as she watched and felt me cum on her silky foot.
"Oh God, yes," I moaned, as I collapsed onto my back.
"So, so sexy," she said, rubbing my pussy very slowly now... the sole of her foot soaked from my cum.
Once I was done, I said, looking up at her, "I shouldn't have more orgasms than you do."
"No, I guess that wouldn't be fair," she smiled, "especially since I'm being so good to you," as I moved between her legs and asked, "Do you mind if I rip a hole these pantyhose?" I wanted to get right inside this perfect pink pussy, so exquisitely showcased by her lovely black skin.
"Please do," she moaned, as I rubbed her pantyhose-clad pussy. I ripped my way to full access, and then slid first two, and then three fingers inside her, while tapping her clit with my other hand.
"Oh God, that's it, Sugar, finger bang me," she moaned.

"Such an amazing pussy you have," I said, watching my fingers slip in and out, while she moaned softly. Is there anything sexier than a woman's moans? (By the way, the question was rhetorical; of course there isn't.)
After a couple of minutes while her moans increased, she sat up, pushed me on my back, and said, "I hope you don't mind, Jazzy, but this is the way I come best."
As she straddled my face, I gasped, "Oh yes honey, sit on my face."
"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as she lowered her glistening wet pussy onto my face.
"Mmmmmmmm, indeed," I agreed, as I began licking this amazing pussy directly within the source, without the (admittedly erotic) hindrance of her sheer pantyhose.

"Oh yes, Sugar," she purred, as I eagerly parted her pussy lips.
"You taste amazing," I moaned between licks, knowing how much women liked to know they tasted good... some men having tarnished the reputation of this unique heavenly taste by describing it as fishy.
"I love your tongue, Honeybun," she moaned.

I licked for a couple minutes as her moans increased, and I was certain I was about to get my second special treat of the evening, as she began slowly to grind her hips back and forth.
She looked down at me, and I up at her, as she moaned, "I'm going to come all over your face, pretty gal."
"Mmmmmmmm," I replied, not wishing to waste time on words while I focused my mouth's efforts on indeed getting that sweet cum all over my face.

Then she just moaned and came, her eyes never breaking contact with mine, in what was easily the most sensual orgasm I've ever given another person.
I lapped up her juices eagerly as she allowed them to flow out of her, over my lips, and into my open mouth.
She looked down at me, again in that fond way she had, and told me, "That was amazing, Sugar."
"Mmmmm, I couldn't agree more."
"Do you have to go, or would you like to have a glass of wine and get to know each other?"
"I'm a little dehydrated, so I'd better take the time for that glass of wine," I smiled, as she climbed off me.
"I know what you mean, it was quite the workout," she agreed, as she pulled me to my feet.
"It was a lot more fun then a treadmill," I joked.
"And burned more calories," she smiled, as she led me downstairs.
We drank some wine while I told her the short version of my life as a teacher, and I learned she was completely lesbian, and was a high-ranking attorney for the NAACP.
She then asked if I wanted a nightcap and we ended up back in her room, on the floor again for some reason, where she removed her nightie so I could finally see those perky tits properly, before we ended up in a lengthy, leisurely 69 that lasted at least twenty minutes, and climaxed (literally) with some serious finger banging, which I'll describe next.

Both of us were close when she said, "I want to watch you come."
"I want to watch you come, too," I said, as she got off of me.
"Spread your legs," she said.
I did, and she spread hers, and we were positioned nylon-clad foot to foot, as she instructed, "Now rub yourself, Sugar."
"You do that too," I said, as I did just that, and I masturbated in front of another person for the first time ever... since until this very moment I'd always been way too self-conscious ever to pleasure myself in front of anyone at all, even including my ex-husband.

"You're so beautiful, Jasmine," she said, as her fingers pumped into her own pussy.
"You are too," I replied, as we admired each other.
Then there was just moaning... as we each got ourselves close... as we closed our eyes and allowed the pleasure of each other's company to be the final tipping point for each of our third orgasms.


We both came almost simultaneously, mine a few seconds before hers, before we both collapsed onto our backs.
I was still trembling when I felt her pull me up, wrap her arms and legs around me, and kiss me.
For several minutes, as we both allowed our third and final orgasms of the night to dissipate, we simply kissed each other... tenderly... affectionately... nothing more... nothing less.

Like all amazing experiences, this one too eventually had to end.
We got dressed, she gave me her business card, and promised to be in touch.
We kissed again for a final time and she said, "Thanks for being my Valentine, darlin'."
"This was way better than roses and chocolate," I smiled, knowing this wouldn't be the only time we played together.
"Indeed," she smiled, as she asked, "Are you free on Friday?"
"I am now," I said with a smile.
"I wouldn't mind fucking you with one of my strap-ons," she said.
"I wouldn't mind getting fucked by you," I smiled.
"It's a date," she said.
"Definitely," I said, leaning and kissing her again... feeling something that was more than just lust... I didn't want to leave. I wanted to just be with her.
She seemed to sense what I was feeling, as she asked, "Want to sleep over?"
"God, yes," I said rather eagerly like I was an eighteen-year-old again, as she took my hand and led me back to her bedroom.
We didn't have any more sex.
She put on Sleepless in Seattle, got into bed and we cuddled like a couple.
After the movie, we kissed briefly, and she wrapped her arms around me as I drifted into a safe slumber.
Of course we didn't wait until Friday for her to fuck me... that happened the very next morning, before I headed to work wearing the same clothing I had when I arrived at Janice's house.


HAPPY VALENTINE'S DAY 2021... I hope you all have a great one.
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Grandma Plays Cupid
"Yes, eat my asshole, you sexy bride," my Grandma ordered. A few members of our two newly joined families were in our hotel room, making excellent use of the time between the wedding and the reception.
"Keep sucking my cock," I ordered my Grandma, as I watched my pretty bride, still in her wedding dress, with her face buried between my Grandma's big black ass cheeks.
"I can't believe I get to use this cock before your new wife even does," Grandma gloated, before she devoured my cock like she had so many times before.
"Why shouldn't you?" I shrugged, as I watched her hungrily bob on my cock. "You sucked it before she ever did."
"And you fucked it before I did too," my sexy bride added cheerfully, as she probed my Grandma's asshole with her tongue.
"Touché," I laughed.
"When do I get some dick?" my bride's mom whined, as she was 'only' being licked by her other daughter.
"Whenever I'm finished with it, and quit your bellyaching, " Grandma said tersely, both my bride and her mom having been white submissives to my Grandma and my mother long before I became sexually involved with any of them.
"Sorry, Mistress," Mrs. Hamilton apologised, as I reminisced back to Christmas 2020, three years ago, and how a simple visit to cheer up my lonely Grandma during that fucked up COVID crisis had led me to love... a very kinky love... but love, nonetheless.
.....
But before you begin reading about how I first met and fell in love with my new wife, please allow me to educate you about my fetishes because my story, and in particular my motivation for making various decisions, pretty much hangs on them. I've learned that while these fetishes aren't individually as rare as I once thought, having them all at once is pretty much impossible to find in porn or erotica.

	I love older women. I don't mean MILFS, I mean GILFS, as in Grandmas. Women under forty don't do much for me, and gals my own age have always done very little to turn me on.
	I love chubby women. Not excessively obese, but noticeably chubby. I like huge tits (I know, who doesn't), but I also love huge asses). I don't know what it is, but chubby gals are just so sexy, and since I was a virgin when this story begins it wasn't from actual experience, but I believed they would try harder. What I mean by that is I expected they'd be willing to do things skinny gals wouldn't. Or at least that's what I'd gathered from online reading and some chat groups. I'd also found in porn that chubby gals (and of course downright fat gals as well) seem so much more authentic in their moans and their enjoyment of sucking dick, getting fucked, taking it in the ass and eating pussy.
	I love nylons. I love the feel of them (I've worn them many times while pleasuring myself, and both of the girlfriends I'd had prior to the events in this story wore them on occasion), and I love the look of them. They literally transform a pair of legs and feet, and they seem to be the ultimate fashion accessory for women, coming in such a wide variety of colours and even patterns.
	I love incest. At one time I couldn't fathom ever actually committing the act, although if even one percent of the people who say they do it aren't lying, then the number of people breaking the law and keeping it in the family would be staggering. I did jerk off while visualising my mother however, pretty much ever since I began masturbating. She was delightfully chubby, and since she was a nurse, she wore nylons regularly. She was forty-two back in 2020, which fit her into my older woman criterion by a tiny amount. I also jerked off to my sixty-two-year-old Grandma, who fit perfectly into all my fetishes. And although I read a lot of incest erotica, I'd never seriously considered the possibility of doing it for real.


So my predicament was that you can find websites catering to many fetishes, such as incest, BBC, lesbian, bi, and nylon, just to name a few of my favourites, but it's nearly impossible to find any sites featuring Grandmas getting fucked or chubby gals getting drilled. On Pornhub you can find a few scenes, which definitely got me going, but never enough of them to fuel my frequent jerk-off sessions.
So if you're still with me, I'll now tell you how I found the perfect woman... the one who fit into all of my kinks... my very own Grandma May... and how she guided me into discovering the perfect woman to marry.
.....
COVID CHRISTMAS 2020.
Mom said to me, "Because of work, your Dad and I can't go see her and then need to quarantine ourselves for two weeks, but if you wanted to, you certainly could."
"Sure," I agreed without hesitation. I loved my Grandma, and I hadn't seen her in months, due to COVID. And since our school break was for three weeks followed by online learning anyway, I could easily isolate myself while still keeping up with my high school classes. Plus with grandpa passing a couple years ago, I knew the old dear had to be lonely. And especially since we hadn't been able to get together for Thanksgiving (which was right before I was moved into online schooling, and was still working my ass off to win myself a full ride scholarship next year), there was no way I was going to make her spend Christmas all by her lonesome.
"You're an amazingly generous young man," my mother said, giving me a big hug, her huge tits pressing against me.
"You raised me to be that way," I returned the compliment.
"Well, I'm an awesome mother," she admitted, as she let me go.
"The best," I agreed, as I glanced down at her nylon-clad toes... my hard cock flinching in my pants, which prompted a jerk off session in my bedroom a few minutes later.
.....
A long day of driving, then a sketchy motel followed by fourteen more hours on the highway later, I arrived at my Grandma's house on December 23.
She hadn't known I was coming.
I was looking forward to surprising her, since we'd told her due to COVID, none of us could make it. She said she understood, although the obvious disappointment in her voice over the phone was heartbreaking.
Yet I was the one who was the most surprised... or I suppose we were equally so.
Mom had given me a key so I could let myself in if I arrived too late in the evening, which due to Christmas traffic and slowdowns from encountering three accident scenes, I arrived a good three hours later than I'd anticipated when I got back onto the road following a leisurely breakfast that morning.
It was after eleven, so of course all the lights were off... at least so it appeared from the front of the farmhouse. Oddly, there was a second vehicle parked next to her old pickup truck in the driveway, but I didn't put much thought into it. I knew she'd occasionally had people stay for a day or so before COVID, to help the local hockey team, or families who needed a place to stay during big football games... but with all sports on hold and college on break, it didn't really explain the car at all.
I grabbed my suitcase, unlocked the door, my Grandma didn't have a security system, I suppose because she trusted people, and because she lived on a farm a ten-minute drive along a rural road away from the nearby town, and I walked in.
I sang out, "Grandma," but as anticipated, I didn't receive an answer. She was likely in bed and fast asleep already.
I sighed. I should have called so I wouldn't wake her up, startle her or worse, yet I was really looking forward to seeing the surprised look on her face.
As I walked into the dark living room, I stumbled over a pair of red heels (which I discovered after turning on a light) that couldn't possibly be my Grandma's... not with four inches on them. Still, I didn't even begin to put two and two together, or to anticipate the surprise I was about to receive.
I proceeded through the room and down the hallway, when I saw a light on through the mostly closed door at the end, which was Grandma's bedroom.
I set down my suitcase in the spare bedroom I always slept in, and then quietly approached my Grandma's room. I could hear Jimmy Kimmel on the television as I quietly peeked into the room to see if she was awake... not expecting to find her in any kind of inappropriate act at all... but... that's exactly what I was suddenly witnessing.
"That's it, eat Big Momma's box," my Grandma urged as she sat on the edge of the bed, almost completely naked except for a black garter-belt and stockings, and someone kneeling between her legs.
As I looked closer, I had a side view so I could see her large sagging left tit, her chubby leg and foot in sexy nylons, and a blonde ponytail waving back and forth between her widespread legs.
There was a gal between Grandma's legs!
Some white gal was eating my Grandma's pussy!
The blonde responded, "I love eating your pussy so much, Big Momma."
"So much that you left your boyfriend behind at a Christmas party to drive twenty minutes here just to eat Big Momma's cunt?" Grandma asked, using the most shocking word I could possibly imagine leaving her mouth! I'd never once even heard the Christian soul say 'damn'. She'd even cuffed Dad on the back of his head when he swore the prior Thanksgiving (back in 2019, if you're keeping track) when his Lions gave up a winning touchdown to the Bears in the last two minutes. Plus, cunt isn't a word we black people use... we say pussy; cunt is a white man's word.
"I did exactly that, Big Momma," the blonde admitted. "You know how I can't resist your delicious cunt. Every time you text me, I drop whatever I'm doing and drive right over to service you."
This was beyond unbelievable!
The entire scene.
The gal's voice, which sounded young...like she was around my age.
My Grandma wearing lingerie... that wasn't something I'd ever imagined her doing, even though she was always wearing nylons when I saw her.
Her dirty talk.
Grandma texting a gal to come over and eat her pussy, so she comes right over. This is shit you read in erotica or see in porn... definitely not anything you find in real life, and doubly definitely not anything you see happening to your sixty-two-year-old Grandma.
My cock was raging in my pants as I watched a scene way hotter than anything I'd ever downloaded or watched online. And better tailored to my own kinks than I'd ever imagined encountering.
Older woman... check... although the gal between her legs was definitely younger... as I said, her voice sounding like she still might be in high school.
Chubby woman... check... although the gal between her legs definitely wasn't chubby, but skinny like most of the anorexic-looking gals trying to look hot in my school.
Wearing nylons... check... although I couldn't see for sure if the gal was wearing them too, but it looked like she might be.
And as for incest... she had no relatives living around here so this wasn't incest, but my being here was watching my own flesh and blood, the woman who'd given birth to my mother having sex was kind of second-hand incest.
"Because Big Momma's cunt is so much better than college cock, isn't it, my high school cheerleading slut?" Grandma continued, as if she were deliberately giving me more and more information as I processed what was occurring right before my eyes.
"Yes, Big Momma, you know we all prefer your cunt over any high school or college boy's dick," the gal said, this just continuing to get hotter and hotter, while also getting more and more shocking.
She'd said we? How many gals was she talking about?
"Yes, Jenny had dinner here today," Grandma said, adding one more twisted kink to an already twisted reveal, "and your mother dropped by for some coffee and pie."
"My mom does love your special homemade dessert," the gal said, not at all shocked by this news.
"Like mother, like daughter," Grandma said, as she leaned back onto the bed, giving me a better look at her body... her huge fat tits dropping haphazardly to her sides. God, I wanted to walk in and just cup them.
I should note I was eighteen at the time.
And unfortunately a virgin.
Other than some kissing, a little under the shirt cupping, a hand job in my car once, and eating my most recent girlfriend's pussy a couple of times (also in my car and in the dark, so I'd never even seen it), I had no sexual experience. I hadn't ever seen a real tit up close and personal either.
Yes I know, it's pathetic for an eighteen-year-old, but I was home schooled until I was fourteen, and being a geek and a nerd, I've always been a little awkward socially. Thus I focused on my studies and on getting high nineties so I could get into an elite school and make a fresh start, where I wasn't the guy everybody knew as the smart geeky home schooled kid.
"That's it, my cunt-licking cheerleader pet," Grandma moaned, as she cupped her own breasts.
"You have the best-tasting cunt in the community," the cheerleader declared, as her head was really moving up and down.
"I know," Grandma moaned louder, her sounds of growing pleasure so fucking exotic. I'd overheard my mom getting fucked by Dad on multiple occasions, and they each had similarly increasing moans when they were close... although my mom wasn't very talkative while she was getting fucked. Grandma, in many ways, spoke and acted like many of the dominant mistresses I read about... which was so surreal and unbelievable... I wasn't sure I believed what I was witnessing, even though I was witnessing it.
"Now get Big Momma off," Grandma ordered, "and drink down your early Christmas treat."
"Mmmmmmm, yes Big Momma," the cheerleader moaned, seeming to be as turned on from licking as my Grandma was from receiving.
"That it slut, right there, right fucking THERE!" she screamed, as her legs straightened and she shook the entire bed while she came.
The cheerleader remained busy between Grandma's stocking-clad legs, seeming to be hungrily lapping up my Grandma's cum.
"Such a good slut," Grandma moaned, as she enjoyed the afterglow of her intense orgasm.
"Such a perfect pussy," the cheerleader responded.
I knew I should slip away, then drive away and come back later, yet I needed to see what this cheerleader looked like. Somehow I just knew she had to be pretty... and the idea of a hot cheerleader being used by a chubby older woman was so hot... quadrupled times infinity hot when the chubby older woman was my very own Grandma!
"Come here and give Big Momma a kiss," Grandma said. I backed away a bit and looked through the small crack as the blonde, an absolute stunner, actually wearing a red dress and beige nylons, climbed onto the bed, kneeling to kiss my Grandma.
The kiss lasted a full minute before Grandma broke it and said, "Thanks for coming over."
"You know I'll come over here any time of day or night," the cheerleader replied.
"I know," Grandma smiled. "You proved that when you snuck away from the football game you were cheering to come eat me in my truck."
"Or when I ate your pussy for an hour, leaving my family's Thanksgiving dinner while you visited with your family."
My eyes went wide as I recalled Grandma actually seeming a little flushed and making some odd sounds throughout our lengthy Skype call. Now it made sense. Unbelievable, but true.
"I was thankful for both you and them," Grandma said playfully, always quick with a pun.
"I'm very thankful you let me eat your pussy so much," the cheerleader said.
"You're always my first choice," Grandma said.
"Really?" The blonde gasped, seeming genuinely surprised and flattered.
"Yes, it'll be a shame when you head off to college in the fall."
"I'll come visit you every time I'm home," she promised.
"I know you will," Grandma said.
"You sure you'll be okay alone for Christmas?" The cheerleader asked caringly... now sounding more like a grandchild than her pussy pleasing pet.
"Yes," Grandma said, although her tone revealed she'd be sad to be alone.
"I'll sneak out at some point to bring you some Christmas cheer," the cheerleader offered, kissing my Grandma again.
"You don't have to," Grandma said, adding, "Christmas is about family."
"First, you are like family to me," the cheerleader said, as she began slowly grinding her pussy on Grandma's leg. "And second, nobody should be alone on Christmas."
"Well, if you did drop by, I certainly wouldn't refuse your face in my pussy."
"Then I'll be here," the cheerleader said. "Maybe I'll even come all wrapped up."
"I see you're horny, my little slut," Grandma said, watching the cheerleader grind on her leg.
"Eating your cunt always gets me all fired up," she admitted. "Plus, Mom fingered me under the table during dinner, but not quite long enough."
"Your mother is also quite the slut," Grandma said, as she gently pushed the cheerleader away from her.
"Ever since you gave her her very first taste of pussy, she's become insatiable," the blonde admitted. "She's eaten every friend I have, and a couple of my teachers. She's really taken a liking to Mrs. Walker."
"Aaaaaah," Grandma said, as she got up and went into her closet, still talking. "Yes, Mrs. Walker is one dirty teacher. She can eat pussy like a porn star, and fuck a student like a stud."
"Yes, her bending me over her desk is my second favourite position," the blonde said, as still on the bed, she got onto all fours.
"Right after being between my legs," Grandma said, as she walked out carrying a strap-on, making my eyes go wide again.
"Exactly," the blonde said.
"Get out of that dress, I don't want to wreck it while I drill that cunt of yours," Grandma said, drawing the harness up her thick nylon-clad legs. There weren't a lot of online scenes showing chubby gals fucking anyone with a strap-on, so this was a literal dream come true... my cock throbbing in my pants.
"Yes, Big Momma," the blonde said, getting off the bed, unzipping her dress and letting it slide off her body. Any regular guy would blow a load just looking at this perfect teen figure, but I was more in lust with the one triple her age and triple her body size standing beside her.
"Fuck, you really are one hot thing," Grandma said, having a bit of trouble getting the strap-on around her wide waist.
"Thanks, Big Momma," the blonde said, as she got back onto the bed, now wearing only a pair of thigh high stockings.
"This is your Christmas gift, Sandra," Grandma said, finally getting it on properly. "Do you want it in that pussy of yours, or your cute asshole?"
My eyes once again went wide. My cock once again flinched desperately, trying to attract the manual attention it so desperately needed. But I resisted touching myself, knowing I'd spew a load in my pants within seconds if I did.
"You haven't fucked my asshole in a couple weeks," Sandra said. "Why don't you bang that?"
"I do love hearing you talk so nasty," Grandma said, as she walked to her table beside her bed, opened a drawer, and brought out what was obviously lube.
"You bring out the submissive slut in me, Big Momma," Sandra said, looking hungrily at my Grandma the same way I was doing. It was crazy to see a gal as pretty as Sandra, a gal I assumed wasn't only head cheerleader, but the ringleader of just about everything at her school, completely enamored by my Grandma's pussy and her body.



"I do have the gift," Grandma said. "I've had it ever since I turned my daughter into my live-in pet on her eighteenth birthday."
Now my eyes had gone wide a few times while witnessing this crazy encounter... and yes, discovering my Grandma was a lesbian was a complete shock, but hearing that my mother had committed incest with my Grandma completely blew my mind! It didn't seem possible! My cock was about to burst at the thought and the visual that were now in my head.
"Yes, it's too bad she couldn't come for Christmas; I was looking forward to meeting and eating her," Sandra said.
"Yeah, she doesn't get much pussy anymore. She used to have a neighbour who came over to play pretty regularly, but she doesn't have the seduction skills I do," Grandma said, as I was also learning the amazingly hot Carla Carter, who'd lived next door until a few months ago, a TV weather girl, who looked exactly like you'd imagine a TV weathergirl would, had been having a lesbian affair with my mom. My own stout mom! Wow!
"Well, that's a shame," Sandra said, as my Grandma got onto the bed behind the bent-over high school slut.
"Yes, I really should have trained her in the art of seduction," Grandma mused.
"Now girls taste your pussy once, and we're forever addicted to it," Sandra said, as Grandma lubed up her cock. I can't believe I just used the phrase 'her cock' in reference to my Grandma.
"It's a gift from God," Grandma said, having always been very religious.
"Which is how you convinced the minister's wife to eat your pussy in the church," Sandra added, as the two continued to spin me unbelievable tales, as Grandma positioned her cock at the teen's ass.
"All for the grace of God," Grandma said without a hint of sarcasm, as she pushed forward.
"Yes, fuck!" Sandra moaned loudly as her ass was filled. My cock continued begging for attention as I watched my chubby Grandma ass fucking a slender teenage cheerleader. The size differential enhanced the exotic scene completely... as did my Grandma's dark skin against the teen's alabaster white skin.
"You look like such a sexy slut with my dick in your ass," my Grandma said.
"And also whenever I'm between your legs with my face buried in your cunt," the pretty blonde added wickedly.
"Well, that goes without saying," Grandma smiled, as she placed her large hands on the teen's hips and began ass fucking her.
And for a few minutes there were no more reveals... just moans, two bodies slamming together, which was so hot to watch, and some dirty talk... things said that could provoke anger under different circumstances... and a primal scream when the blonde eventually came from getting sodomized... something I hadn't believed was anything but porn fiction until I witnessed it right before my eyes.
"Good slut," Grandma smiled, as she pulled out, flipped the blonde beauty over, unbuckled her strap-on, tossed it aside and offered, "Want a Christmas cunt treat to go?"
As Grandma straddled Sandra's face the blonde answered, "Yes, Big Momma, you know I can never get enough of your black Christmas cunt."
"I know slut, you love my nigger cunt," Grandma said as she lowered her pussy onto the lustful, still slightly trembling teen.
Every time I didn't think I could be shocked again, something new did the trick. Hearing my Grandma, a woman who'd fought for civil rights in the 70s and 80s, had participated beginning as a teenager in a plethora of the later marches and even gotten herself arrested twice, hearing her using the 'N' word was inconceivable... but of course this entire last twenty minutes had been inconceivable.
For a few minutes Grandma enjoyed Sandra's licking, as I wondered what having Grandma's big body sitting on my own face would feel like. As earlier mentioned, I'd eaten pussy a couple times, Jamie, my last girlfriend, had made me go down on her a couple times and I'd loved it... but she never sat on my face or returned the favour, except for that hand job I also mentioned.
As Grandma's sexy moans increased, she reached down and grabbed the back of Sandra's head and pulled the gal's face deep into her pussy... God, I was jealous of that gal! "Don't stop, slut, don't you dare stop!"
It was obvious she wasn't stopping, as Grandma's moans increased, and soon she was grinding her pussy on the teen's face until she let out a loud primal scream and quaked... watching her large booty quaking from behind was amazing... and I only wish I could have also seen her face as she came... I imagine it was a beautiful moment. I can't explain it, but I always find the look on a woman's face when she comes so completely erotic, although at this time I'd only seen it in porn.
After a moment she rolled off Sandra and asked, "Did you like that?"
"It was amazing," Sandra said. "Your scent swarmed me, and all I could breathe was you."
"Lucky gal," Grandma said, as she began walking towards the door and I quickly scuttled back.
"Agreed," Sandra said, as I decided I needed to sneak out of here before I was caught. Funny because I'd done nothing wrong, well except for watching a half hour lesbian interracial encounter starring my Grandma, who, of course, had every right to have sex. Actually, it was pretty damn impressive at her age to still be having such raw, lustful sex.
I slipped out of the house, went to my car and eased it away, figuring I'd park a little ways away along the dirt road and wait for Sandra's car to drive past me.
As I waited about ten minutes, I replayed the entire encounter in my head while I jerked myself off in my car... coming in under two minutes, which I thought was pretty impressively long, considering everything I'd witnessed.
When Sandra drove by, I waited ten more minutes before driving back to Grandma's. I realized I'd left my suitcase in the guest bedroom, but figured she wouldn't notice.
As I parked, this time I saw a light on in the kitchen.
I took a deep breath, adjusted my (still hard even after depositing a load) cock, and headed to the porch.
I knocked on the door.
A moment later Grandma opened the door, and I greeted, "Surprise!"
"Marcus!" she gasped, clearly as surprised to see me as I'd been to see her earlier.
"Merry Christmas, Grandma," I said, as she pulled me in for a big, soft, breasts against my chest hug.
"I can't believe you're here!" she said, with no hint at all she'd just taken part in a half-hour-long (at least; I realized I had no idea how long Sandra had been there before I arrived... although I assumed it hadn't been too long) lesbian sex session.
"I couldn't make you spend Christmas alone," I explained, as she let me go and finally closed the door against the winter air.
She was now wearing a robe, a typical winter robe, but she was still wearing her nylons.
"Did you drive here?" she asked, as she headed to the kitchen.
"I did," I answered, admiring her chubby legs from behind.
"You must be hungry," she said.
"No, I stopped for a late dinner a couple hours away from here."
"Well, I was just making myself some candy cane hot chocolate."
"I was worried you'd be asleep," I said. "It's pretty late. I left Harvest Lake at nine this morning, but I ran into some traffic."
"I'm a bit of a night owl," she said as we waited for the water to boil.
"Me too."
"I still can't believe you drove almost fifteen hours today just to come see your old Grandma!"
"I'd do anything for you," I said, she likely not catching onto my actual meaning. "Plus, Mom agreed with me there was no way you should be home alone on Christmas. It broke her heart not to see you in person for Thanksgiving."
"Oh, I'm okay," she said.
"I'm sure you are," I said. "But since I'm doing school online now, I could easily drive here and stay for as long as need be, although I'm on break until the fourth now, anyway."
"You're just the sweetest boy," she said as she poured boiling water into two mugs.
"Mom says the same thing," I joked.
"Is that a bad thing?"
"No, I guess not," I said, "it's just that nice guys don't get the gals."
"Oh, I bet you have to beat those gals off with a stick," she said, handing me a steaming mug.
"Not quite," I said.
"High school gals tend to be materialistic and superficial," she said. "Wait until you get to college, where personality and having a brain are considered sexy."
"Getting the braces off last week was my early Christmas present," I said, knowing those definitely hadn't helped my look.
"You're very handsome, Marcus, just like your granddaddy when he was your age," she said, looking at me... I mean really looking at me.
"Really?" I asked, having heard that Grandpa was a real looker when he was young. Some of his escapades as an older teenager were pretty wild. He was almost lynched when he was caught in a compromising situation with a rich white gal (he never said what the compromising situation was, but I always assumed he was fucking her).
"Yes actually, you look just like him," she said.
"Well, the gals don't notice me much," I said, playing the guilt card, hoping perhaps by some miracle I could fuck my Grandma. That recent crazy idea now all I could think of.
"Well, he was the quite the player," she said, "although not until he was at college, now that I think about it."
"So there's some hope for me," I joked.
"I guarantee you that when the time comes, you'll have any gal you want."
"I don't know," I said, thinking to myself, You're the gal I want.
"Trust me," she said. "Although we may have to work on your confidence."
"You have more confidence in me than I do," I joked.
"Trust me," she said. "You're a Berry, and we always get what we want."
"Okay," I said, as I sipped my hot chocolate. "This literally tastes like candy canes and chocolate."
"That's because it's what it is," she smiled.
We chatted for another twenty minutes while sitting at the kitchen table mostly about school, which colleges I'd applied to, COVID restrictions, and other generic crap.
"I'm so happy you're here," she repeated, as she got up and hugged me again.
"I'm so happy to be here," I said.
"Oh dear, I already mailed your Christmas present," she blurted out, suddenly concerned.
"Make me more of this hot chocolate tomorrow, and we'll be even," I said, although her perfect present would be allowing me to cup those mammoth tits that I could just see the valley between, or to taste her pussy, squeeze that ass, run my hands down those nylon clad legs, suck on her fat sexy toes (which I now discovered were painted red like her fingernails) and to lose my virginity to her.
"Oh, I know exactly what to get you," she said, a devilish smile crossing her lips.
"You don't have to get me anything else... I'm serious," I said. I added, "I don't want you going into overcrowded stores on Christmas Eve."
"Oh, everything I need is already here," she said, as she kissed me on the cheek.
"Okay," I said, as my cock ached for her.
"Get a good night's sleep," she said.
"You too," I said.
"Love you, Marcus," she said, yawning.
"I love you too, Grandma," I said, seeing her yawn making me yawn.
"See you in the morning."
"It may be closer to noon," I said, "I didn't sleep too well in that motel last night."
"Okay," she said, and headed to her room.
I adjusted my cock, shook my head in dismay at my wicked lust, before heading to the bedroom, not even bothering to brush my teeth... suddenly far past exhaustion.
.....
I woke up, feeling like last night was all a dream, yet I knew it wasn't. I looked at the clock beside the bed and saw it was 11:55; I'd slept almost twelve hours. I got up, putting on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt since I generally slept in just my boxers, and headed to the kitchen.
"Afternoon, sleepyhead," Grandma called out from behind me.
"It's 11:55," I countered.
"That clock in your room is a few minutes behind," she said, as she joined me in the kitchen to present me with one more shock. She was dressed in a Mrs. Claus outfit with red nylons, and the outfit was undoubtably at least a size, perhaps two, too small for her ample breasts and voluptuous body.
"Wow, that is quite the festive attire," I said, admiring her body in as sly a way as a grandson could do such a thing... which is likely not very slyly at all.
"Well, I wasn't remotely in the Christmas spirit until you showed up, so now I'm making up for lost time," she said, as I noticed baked goods dished up all over the kitchen.
"Well, I can't argue with that," I said, as I checked out the sugar cookies, all designed in a variety of traditional Christmas items like reindeer, snowflakes and snowmen.
"What would you like for brunch?"
"Coffee and whatever else you have on hand."
"Coffee is made, and I have pancakes and bacon warming in the oven," she said, walking to said oven, and bending over to give me a very clear look at her big wide ass, and also revealing to me her red nylons weren't pantyhose, but stockings attached to a garter.
My cock, already hard, flinched in my pants. Did she have any idea how badly she was tempting me to the brink of committing a crime?
She lingered bent over longer than I imagined she needed just to pull out the food, but I didn't mind a bit.
She set the loaded plate on the table and ordered, "Eat up, we've got a lot of work to do today."
"We do?"
"Yes, we need to go get a tree, for starters."
"You don't have a tree yet?" I asked in surprise.
"Like I said, I just wasn't in the Christmas spirit until you arrived, but now I am."
"I understand."
"So we need to decorate both the tree and the house once we get back," she said adding, "not to mention get everything prepped for tomorrow's Christmas feast."
"Feast?" I asked, Grandma having been in charge of our family's traditional Christmas feast every year since before I was born... but with only two of us, calling it a feast seemed like a stretch.
"Well, a modified feast then," she shrugged. "You're a little skinny."
"I'm still waiting for my early teens growth spurt," I joked.
"Eat up," she said. "We need to head into town, and everything closes by four on Christmas Eve."
"Okay," I nodded, pouring luxurious pure maple syrup on my pancakes.
Twenty minutes later I'd eaten and showered, resisting the urge to jerk off knowing Grandma was in a hurry, and we were heading into town in her pickup.
We picked up a turkey big enough to feed eight, a large sack of potatoes, two pies, romaine lettuce (no one makes a Caesar salad like Grandma, with her homemade garlic dressing), a bottle of rum, a bottle of Bailey's (A special Christmas red velvet edition... like the cupcake) and of course a tree.
I was introduced to at least thirty people, two thirds of them women, and with each one I wondered whether they'd eaten her pussy... or been fucked by her strap-on. I was introduced as her grandson from Detroit, and everyone told me how wonderful I was for driving so far to make sure my Grandma wouldn't spend her Christmas alone.
As we were fueling up to head back to the farm, I saw Sandra walking out of the gas station as we were walking in.
"Hi, Mrs. Berry," Sandra greeted, giving no hint she'd been between her legs last night, or bent over on all fours taking a strap-on in her ass, or having had her wet face sat on.
"Hi Sandra, this is my grandson, Marcus," Grandma greeted.
"Hi, Marcus," Sandra greeted with a warm, genuine smile.
"Hi, Sandra," I greeted back, finding her even prettier up close, yet all I could picture was her being my Grandma's lesbian pet last night.
"He drove here all the way from Detroit just to make sure this old lady wouldn't be alone on Christmas Day," Grandma bragged on me.
"You're not old," Sandra and I both objected in unison.
"I'm no spring chicken, either," Grandma joked.
"Well, it was very nice to meet you, Marcus," Sandra said. "I'm just heading home with the whipping cream Mom realized we were out of."
"Whipping cream!" Grandma blurted out. "I knew I'd forgotten something."
"Merry Christmas Mrs. Berry, Marcus," Sandra said, and headed to her car.
"She's the sweetest gal," Grandma said.
I couldn't help but say, "I think I've seen her somewhere before. She looks very familiar."
"You likely have," Grandma said, giving me a look ever so quickly, which rattled me.
My eyes went wide. Did she know I'd seen them together last night?
Just as I began to really worry, she explained, "She's an actress; she's been in a couple of commercials, and on an episode of that new space show on television."
"Really?" I asked, having watched all three episodes of the show Grandma had to be talking about.
"Yeah, she played the sexy alien," Grandma said, as we went in to pay for the gas and grab some Cokes. Yeah, a small town local can pump first and then pay.
"Oh my God, she was Elsa," I gasped, the sexy alien who was all green-skinned and very seductive, in episode two.
"Yeah, I think that's right," Grandma said.
"Wow," I said, having jerked off picturing her after seeing that episode. I may not get turned on too often by skinny gals, but I did by sexy alien gals. I know... that's another reason why I'm an eighteen-year-old virgin... there aren't many horny green-skinned gals running around.
"Yeah, she's a hot one all right," Grandma said rather matter-of-factly.
"Grandma," I gasped.
"What? I know when a gal is hot... or even a boy," she said. "I'm old, not dead."
I laughed, "Grandma, you're just full of surprises."
"Oh, you don't know the half of it," she quipped as she went in to pay.
I thought to myself, Oh, but I do!
.....
Back at the farm, I set the Christmas tree in place, and we spent a good hour decorating it... all the while my sneaking quick glimpses at her thick legs in red nylons, her voluptuous breasts teasing me with their inviting valley, and her wide ass that she unknowingly showcased for me on a plethora of occasions.
The entire time my cock remained hard, in a constant salute to my beautiful, over-sixty Grandma.
We put up other some decorations, made dinner (I know very well how to do whatever I'm told in a kitchen, so that too was fun), and played Christmas songs from her laptop. It was a complete blast (pun not intended, since I didn't blast off in my pants, even though I desperately wanted some relief), and it was great to spend this quality time with my Grandma, not to mention to see her so happy and jovial.
We were having dinner when she drawled out, "So... do you have a girlfriend?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"Nerdy black kid at a mostly white and Hispanic school," I shrugged.
"Being one of the only black kids should make you even more popular," she said. "White gals and Hispanic gals, actually all gals, want to know if the big black dick myth is true or not."
"Grandma!" I gasped, surprised she'd said that, although not as surprised as I would have been twenty-four hours earlier.
"What?" she asked innocently. "I don't mean to gross you out, but I was a little wild in my younger days, and discovered on many occasions it wasn't a myth."
"Just in your younger days?" I asked, giving just a little hint of what I knew, not figuring she'd catch on.
"Well okay, not just in my younger days," she readily admitted. "You know that we black women are pretty spirited."
"That I know," I laughed, having heard my mother's uninhibited moans and groans many times through our thin walls. My parents fucked a lot.
"I'm guessing you've heard your mother having sex?" Grandma continued, seeming to enjoy my obvious awkwardness.
"Grandma," I repeated.
"What? We Berry women are animated," Grandma smiled, as I recalled all the nasty things she'd called out last night. My mother didn't say such things, she just made a lot of noise.



"That I can't argue with," I laughed.
"So how many girlfriends have you had?"
"Two."
"Serious affairs?"
"Not really."
"Marcus," she said and then paused for a few seconds, "you're not a virgin, are you?"
"Grandma," I repeated, grateful at the moment I was black, so I could mostly hide how flushed I'd just gotten from embarrassment.
"It's okay," she said, standing up. "It's just... surprising... in this day and age."
"I know, I'm a real loser," I said, feeling totally ashamed.
She pulled me to my feet and hugged me, once again her huge tits pressing against me, "If I'd known you were a virgin, I would have invited you in to fuck Sandra last night."
"Y-y-you k-k-knew I-I-I w-w-was t-t-there?!" I stammered every single word.
"I saw your reflection in the television while she was munching on my pussy," Grandma said, still holding me in a tight embrace.
"I'm so sorry," I apologized.
"Don't be sorry, I enjoyed it," she said. "I even put on that entire show for you after she finished eating me, instead of sending her home at that point like I'd planned. I figured you'd want to see her naked."
I don't know why I said it, but I blurted it out before I could take it back, "She wasn't the one I wanted to see naked."
She leaned back a little, still holding onto me, and asked, looking right into my eyes, this time she being the one surprised, "She wasn't?"
"No, Grandma," I answered, having already gone too far, figuring I might as well go all the way in spilling my truth, "I was turned on by you."
"Really?" she asked, genuinely surprised.
"Yes, I've always been turned on by bigger women, especially older women in nylons... and you get me rising to the occasion for all three," I explained.
"Well," she said and then added in a tone that could be taken any number of ways, "So you want to fuck your Grandma."
"N-n-no," I stammered, not wanting her to think I was some kind of sick pervert.
"You don't want to fuck your Grandma?"
"I, um, well," I stammered, unable to complete a sentence, or even a fragment of one.
"Yes or no, Marcus," she said. "Do you want to fuck your Grandma or not?"
"Yes," I blurted out.
"Yes, what?" she asked.
Knowing she'd already committed incest with Mom, and sensing by her tone she was enjoying tormenting me like this, I said, "Yes, if the idea doesn't make you angry, I do want to fuck you, Grandma."
As her hand went to my crotch and she gave my cock a firm squeeze, she replied, "I'm not the least bit angry, Marcus. So to start with, do you want this big cock in your Grandma's mouth?"
"Oh God," I groaned, her hand on my cock feeling so good, and this conversation so surreal and exciting.
"Tell me what you want, Marcus," Grandma said, slowly rubbing my cock through my pants.
"Since you appear to be willing, I want you to suck my cock, then I want to eat your pussy, and then I want a foot job from your sexy nylon feet, and finally I want to lose my virginity to you," I listed off.
"We're going to have a busy night then," she smiled, as she leaned forward and kissed me in a way you don't kiss your grandson.
I returned the kiss enthusiastically, my head spinning with lust, feeling a taboo rush that I was intimately kissing a hot, older, big woman... and her being my Grandma making it even wilder.
After a couple minutes she dropped to her knees and said, "We'll need to work on your conversational skills and your confidence."
"Sure," I said, watching in awe, my big-bodied Grandma now kneeling before me.
"Now let's examine up close and personal what those clueless gals at your school are missing out on."
"Ohhhhh," I moaned.
She squeezed my hard cock through my pants and asked, looking so innocently up at me, "Am I the one who got you this way?"
"Yes," I moaned.
"Do I turn you on, Marcus?" she asked as she pulled down my pants.
"Yes."
"Have you ever fantasized about our doing this?" she asked, reaching for my underwear.
"God, yes," I admitted, in awe of what was happening as she pulled my boxers down and allowed my long neglected (neglected all day today) nine-inch cock to spring free.
"Shit, those poor gals don't know what they're missing," Grandma said, impressed by my cock size. As she took it in her hand, she asked, "Do you want Grandma to suck your big cock?"
"Oh, God," I groaned, my balls boiling instantly.
"Tell me Marcus, tell Grandma what you want her to do for you," she said, slowly stroking my cock.
"Please suck it," I said, shivering with anticipation, as I looked down at my Grandma on her knees before me.
"Suck what?" she asked, as she licked my shaft.
"My cock, please suck my cock, Grandma," I ordered, wondering if she was like some of the characters in the erotica I'd read. A dominant with gals, but a submissive with a man. That said, I wasn't sure I could bring myself to bossing my Grandma around.
"There you go," she said, as she swirled her tongue around my cock. "With a cock this big, you should be able to make any gal you want into your submissive little slut."
"Like you did with Sandra?" I asked.
"Like I've done with dozens of women over the years," she said. "Gals, especially younger gals, have always been drawn to me."
"Just like your grandson is drawn," I said, before ordering her, desperate to have my first blow job, and for that first blow job to be from my big boned Grandma. "Now suck my cock, Grandma."
"Yes stud, let Grandma suck this big cock for you," she said. "I haven't had a cock in my mouth since your grandpa passed." She then leaned forward and took it into her mouth.
"Oh God," I moaned, as even after all the porn and erotica I'd perused, and how many times I'd fantasized getting a blow job, I can't even begin to explain how much better this blow job was than my hand. A billion times better wasn't enough. A trillion? Still not extravagant enough.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as she began bobbing on my cock, the warmth of her mouth already driving me insane, and I embarrassingly knew I wasn't going to last even thirty seconds.
"Grandma, you're way too exciting... I'm already going to come," I warned.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned again, as she bobbed even faster, and in not even five more bobs I was coming in my Grandma's mouth.
"Ohhhhhhh," was all I groaned, as the most intense pleasure coursed through me... a blow job orgasm way more intense than any from my hand.
She continued bobbing long after I'd come in her mouth, until she finally backed off and said, "That was quite the load, Marcus."
"That was amazing," I said, as she stood back up.
"Agreed," she nodded. "I missed that snack. Your granddad fucked my face and deposited a load into me almost every day of our marriage."
"Did you really seduce Mom on her eighteenth birthday?" I asked.
"I did," she nodded. "I'm actually surprised she hasn't seduced you yet."
"Really?"
"Yeah, in our family, incest goes back many generations," she revealed.
"Really?" I repeated, like a broken record.
"Yeah," she nodded, as she pulled the Santa dress over her head to reveal those huge tits I'd only seen from a distance last night. "So if you're like every other Berry man, you love nylon-clad legs, big asses and big fat tits."
"Check, check and check," I nodded, staring at her huge tits and hard nipples.
"Go ahead, Grandson, cup and suck your Grandma's big fat titties," she offered.
"Okay, thanks," I said in a daze, as I reached out my hands and cupped both huge tits.
"There ya go," she said, as I bent down a little and sucked a big hard nipple into my mouth.
"So big," I said.
"Your Mama has nice huge tits too," she said, as I swirled my tongue around her nipple.
"I know," I said.
"I still can't believe she hasn't snuck into your room and sucked and fucked this big dick."
"I can't believe that was even a possibility," I said, as I moved to her other big tit.
"If she were here, we'd be having a very wicked threesome," she said.
"Your tits are so amazing," I said, as I worshipped both of those amazing tits.
"I know," she said. "I also have a delicious pussy."
"Not a cunt?" I asked.
"I only say that around the white gals," she explained, as she backed up, stepped onto a stool and sat on the kitchen counter. "Ready for the next item on your agenda? Hungry?" she asked, as she spread her big nylon-clad legs.
"For you? Starving," I agreed, as I eagerly moved between my Grandma's legs and stared at her fat, black pussy lips and her huge clit... the first pussy I'd ever seen in real life... and it was beautiful.
"Don't just admire Big Momma's peach, my sexy grandson, eat it," she said.
"I should include more fruit in my diet," I joked, as I leaned forward, extended my tongue and tasted my first pussy... my Grandma's.
"Oh yes, good boy," she moaned, as my tongue made contact, and just like Sandra had enthused about last night, her scent enveloped me.
"You taste so good," I said, in awe of her scent and her taste. I'd read many descriptions of tasting pussy, many of them unflattering, but as her taste tantalized my taste buds, I could only think those writers were fools.
"I know," she said, adding, "but be warned... I'm told it's also quite addicting."
"So I'll just have to eat you as often as possible," I shrugged, as I explored her entire pussy region.
"I'm just fine with that; you're a natural," she moaned, as she combed her fingers gently through my hair.
"I'd eat my daily fruit for sure if it all tasted like this," I joked.
"Well, I'll make sure you get your daily diet as long as you're here," she said, gently pulling me deeper into her fat pussy.
I quit talking and just focused on pleasing my Grandma. I knew she had at least a few gals in the community who eagerly pleased her, and assumedly they did it well, so I wanted to do the best job I could. I explored her entire pussy region... inside and out.
"Oh yes, you're getting Grandma going, Marcus," she moaned, pushing my head a little deeper into her wetness.
Hearing her soft moans and tasting her sweet nectar, I wanted nothing more than to make her cum.
I licked.
I probed.
I sucked.
"Oh yes Marcus, keep licking Grandma, you're about to get me off," she moaned, her breathing getting a little erratic.
I hungrily licked until she pushed my head so deep into her pussy I could hardly breathe, and I was then splattered with an excessive amount of wetness. I licked the best I could, lapping up all her cum I could find.
I kept licking and licking, the taste of cum stronger and even more appealing than before... I just couldn't get enough of it! I could see why so many women drove to her house just to eat her out. Who wouldn't?
She let go of my head and said, "Sorry, I get a little intense when I come."
"Please use my face like that anytime you wish," I said, still feeling her glorious wetness on my face.
"Be careful what you offer," she smiled, some more wetness visibly leaking out of her pussy.
I quickly bent down and licked her again before saying, "I think that's a commitment I can readily make."
She got off the counter and said, "Hungry for a real meal?"
"Are you talking about dinner or more dessert?" I asked.
"Actual dinner," she smiled. "At least for now."
"I can't turn down your cooking either," I smiled.
"You never could," she smiled, as we got dressed and sat at the table.
We prayed together, we ate together, and chatted about life during a pandemic. She asked, as we started cleaning up, "So you don't actually go to school?"
"Nope," I said, "since shortly after Thanksgiving, everything is online."
"Do you like it that way?"
"It's okay," I shrugged. "I dislike the majority of my peers, so it's actually a plus."
"None are big bootied like I am?" Grandma smiled, wiggling her ass at me.
"Not even close."
"So do you want your Christmas present early?"
"I told you. You didn't have to buy me anything."
"I didn't buy you anything," she said in a sultry tone that made me catch on quickly.
"Ohhhhhh," I said. "Is this something I can unwrap?"
"Yes," she said, as she took my hand and led me back to the scene of last night's encounter... her bedroom.
"Is it something I can play with?"
"Definitely," she said, as we reached her bedroom.
"I can't imagine what it is," I said playfully, even as I was in awe I was likely about to lose my virginity to my dream woman... my Grandma.
She went to the bed and said, "Take those pants back off, Marcus."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, perhaps a little too excited, although is there such a thing as a man being too excited to lose his virginity, too excited to get fucked, or too excited to commit the ultimate taboo of incest? No, no and no.
"Boxers too," she said, as I discarded my pants.
I again obeyed, and also removed my shirt before approaching her completely naked, and saluting her with my rampant nine-inch cock.
"I see you're already ready for your present," she smiled, as she extended her large nylon-covered legs into the air.
"Around you, I'm always ready," I said, having shot up to a dozen loads in a single day once... although sadly I'd been all alone.
"So, I see," she said, adding, "come slide your cock between Grandma's nylon-clad feet."
"Ohhhhhh," I said, eager to do just that... a sensation I'd been curious about ever since first seeing it in porn. A nylon foot job.
I moved my cock to her feet, and she placed them on both sides and began slowly moving them back and forth... surprisingly agile for both her age and size.
"That feels so nice," I moaned.
"You're so hard," she said.
"You made me that way."
"So... are you certain you wish to lose your virginity to your Grandma?" she asked, not in a sexy way, but in a maternal 'are you sure about this?' sort of way.
"I honestly wouldn't wish to lose it to anyone else," I said, and I meant it. Not just because I'm a guy and the opportunity was now presenting itself, but because in my kinky, fetish-filled brain, she was my perfect woman.
"You won't be able to tell your buddies about the first slut you banged," she said, before adding, "actually I guess you could, you'd just have to leave out some of the details."
"You're not a slut," I denied heatedly, although I had no idea if that was true. She certainly wasn't one in my eyes, more like a fertility goddess.
"Oh, but I want to be your slut, Marcus," she said, as she kept pleasuring my cock with her feet. "You saw how dominant I was with Sandra?"
"Yeah, it was shocking, but wild," I said, recalling the hot lesbian scene in this same room less than twenty-four hours ago.
"Well, when I'm with a woman I'm in charge, but when I'm with a man, I want him to be in charge."
"Really?"
"Yes, I'm what's called a switch," she explained. "A dominant Mistress to my female pets, and a submissive slut for my man. Or at least I was for many years, before he passed."
"I don't know what to say," I said, this reveal making me think of Grandpa, and how wrong my fooling around with his woman actually was.
Reading my mind, she said, "Just so you know, your grandpa would approve of you and I hooking up. He'd want a man, a real man he could trust, to look after me now that he can't satisfy my many sexual needs."
Really?" I said, beginning to sound like a broken record... and yes, I know what that means, as I have an impressive vinyl collection of old 60s soul, as well as modern hip hop. No matter what anyone says, nothing beats the pure sound of vinyl... if it's pressed right.
"Honey, you're now the man of the house," Grandma said, still impressively stroking my cock smoothly with both feet. "You... are in charge."
"I am?" I asked, avoiding repeating myself with yet another 'really'.
"Yes Marcus, I want you to take control and make all your fantasies come true," she said, as she moved her feet away and spread her legs wide. "So what do you want from me, Marcus?"
"I want to see you naked," I said, then adding, "while keeping the nylons on, of course."
"Then tell me what to do, Master," she ordered, her sweet pussy looking so inviting.
"Get undressed, Grandma," I ordered. "I want to see those big tits of yours."
"That's more like it," she smiled, as she got onto her knees and pulled her sexy Mrs. Claus suit over her head to reveal those huge tits again.
"Fuck!" I said.
"You like Grandma's tits, Marcus?" she asked as she cupped them.
"They're amazing." I said as I got onto the bed, pushed her back onto her back, and buried my face between them.
"There you go, I'm all yours, so take whatever you want," Grandma moaned, as I licked within the valley of her flesh.
"Did grandpa ever fuck your tits?" I asked, another thing I'd fantasised about.
"Shit baby, yes," Grandma said. "I've taken more cum on these tits than my pussy or my face."
The idea of giving Grandma a facial suddenly popped into my head, along with the realisation I had too many options to choose between.
"You want to fuck these big black tits?" she asked.
"Fuck yes," I nodded.
"Let's just get that big cock nice and hard first," she said, sitting up. "Now shove that cock in my mouth and take control. Do whatever you want, and if I make loud gagging noises, it's not a problem!"
"This is all just so surreal," I said, as I moved my cock to her mouth.
"I know," she nodded. "But most women, regardless of their everyday personas, secretly just want to be used as a slut sometimes."
"That's just so crazy," I said, as I slid my cock into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned in encouragement, as I began slowly face fucking her.
I had dreamed of doing this many times, to many women, but actually doing it was so strange. I wanted to face fuck her like in the porn scenes, but this was my Grandma, so I just slowly and gently pumped half of my cock in and out of her mouth, until she grabbed my ass with both hands, pulled me all the way into her and held me there for an entire minute.
"Holy fuck," I groaned, this being so intense.
She backed off a little and said, "Now really face fuck me, Marcus. Show me what you got."
"Okay," I said. "I was being gentle because you're my Grandma."
"I'll be your Grandma some other time. Tonight I'm just your woman, your slut, your submissive," she listed. "Now like I said, take control and just use me. Not because you're an uncaring asshole or something, but because it's what I need!"
"Okay," I nodded, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth quickly, slamming my entire nine-inch dick into her mouth so deeply my balls were playing a drum solo on her chin.
The slobbery sounds escaping Grandma's lips were just so hot. Not wanting to come in her mouth again or so soon, I pulled out and said, "Lay back so I can fuck your big tits."
"These ol' things?" she asked, as she lay back and cupped her tits.
"Those amazing things," I corrected as I straddled her, which was a little awkward until I slid my saliva-wet cock between her big boobs.
"There you go, Marcus, fuck Grandma's tits," she encouraged.
"Oh yeah," I groaned, the act so hot, and the feeling so different from her mouth.
"Such a big cock," she encouraged, watching me fuck her tits.
"Such big tits," I countered.
"We're just two size kings and queens," she smiled.
"I do like big things," I smiled, as I slowly fucked her tits.
"Only like?"
"Okay, I love them," I self-corrected, deciding it was time to fuck her. "Now flip over and get on all fours."
"Yes, baby," she said, quickly getting into position once I rolled off of her. "What do you think of my ass?"
"It's so big and beautiful," I said, as I moved behind her and squeezed her big booty.
"You know your Grandma has three holes open for the Christmas season," she said wickedly.



"Y-y-you take it in the ass?" I stammered.
"Yeah, I don't just fuck tight assholes, I like to be fucked in mine," she said, wiggling her ass and making her whole body and the bed shake.
"So many choices," I said, as I positioned my cock towards her pussy.
"Take whatever you want, baby," she urged.
"Right now I want to fuck my hot BBW Grandma," I said, as my cock felt her wetness for the very first time.
"Then, my hot BBC grandson, you should go ahead and fuck your hot BBW Grandma," she said, as she backed up, and my cock slid inside her wetness.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, her warm wetness unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Her mouth had felt amazing, her nylon-clad feet wrapped around my cock had felt great, and fucking her tits was cool... but feeling her wet warmth as I went deep into her pussy was a whole new level of pleasure.
"Yes, fill Grandma," she moaned. "I haven't had a real cock inside me in forever."
"Well, I'm your man of the house now," I said, as I began slowly fucking her... loving every second of losing my virginity to this large-bodied goddess.
"I may not let you go home," she said with a moan.
"I don't have to leave for at least a few months," I said, realizing I really didn't. "I was doing online learning anyway, and I can do that from anywhere."
"Oh Marcus," she moaned. "That would be the greatest Christmas present ever."
"Mom may get mad," I pointed out.
"Your mom will do whatever I tell her to," Grandma said, "but we can talk about life later. Right now I need you to fuck your Grandma rough and hard."
"I can do that," I said, as I grabbed her hips firmly and began to slam into her, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me as our bodies collided in complete lustful pleasure.
"Oh yes, fuck me Marcus, fuck your Grandma hard," she moaned.
"This pussy is going to get so much dick from now on," I said, having already decided there was no way I was going home and leaving behind Grandma, or Grandma's tits, or Grandma's legs, or Grandma's ass.
"Oh Marcus, this pussy is open for your business at all hours of the day and night," she said, as her breathing began getting erratic. So I quit talking and focused on giving Grandma the fucking she craved, while desperately trying to hold back my own orgasm for as long as I could.
As she got close she began to bounce back onto my cock, which seemed somehow to make my dick go even deeper into her pussy, as she moaned loudly while our bodies slammed into each other.
"Fuck, I'm close," I warned, wanting her to come before I did.
"Me too," she said, as we both used each other for achieving the ultimate sexual high.
"Come on my cock, Grandma, come like the dirty incestuous granny slut you are for me," I ordered, this having worked in lots of stories I'd read.
"Oh yes, more dirty talk, say more," she begged.
"This black granny pussy is mine now," I continued as we really fucked each other, "and I'll be using it whenever the fuck I want!"
"Yes, yes, make me your slut," she screamed, loud enough to alert any neighbors if she'd had any... a much louder and more extreme orgasm than any of the ones she'd had last night.
Feeling her come triggered my orgasm, and as her cum tried to spill out of her pussy, I filled it with mine. "Oh God," I moaned, as I spewed a massive load into my Grandma.
"Yes, fill Grandma's pussy with that big load," she moaned, as I did just that.
A moment later she collapsed forward as she quaked, and a mixture of her and my cum leaked out of her fat pussy.
"Fuck, that was amazing," I said, as I watched her bathing in the afterglow of an orgasm.
"I'm still coming," she said weakly.
"So I see," I said, in awe of what had just happened. I'd just lost my virginity! To my Grandma! On Christmas Eve! After a moment I said, as I stared at her large body from behind, "You're so beautiful, Grandma."
"You're pretty handsome yourself," she said, as she slowly rolled herself over.
"Thanks," I said, having always been insecure because I was a little geekish, and the braces on my teeth had been hideous.
"I'm serious, once the gals spread the news of what you're packing, you'll be fucking so many sluts you won't have time to study," she said.
"I can't imagine," I said.
"Trust me, size matters," she said.
"Oh, I know size matters," I smiled, as I looked her big legs and big tits up and down.
"So, you really like big women?"
"And older women."
"Well, aren't you the kinky little... or well, big... pervert," she smiled as she lay there radiating beauty.
"Says the Grandma who just took her grandson's virginity," I teased.
"Well, I never claimed not to be a wicked naughty slut," she shrugged.
Just then my phone rang from my room. "It's Mom," I said, as it was the ring tone I'd assigned to her... Johnny Cash's 'I Walk the Line'.
"Of course it is," she smiled. "Go answer it and come back."
"Okay," I said, hurrying to grab it. I got it on the fourth ring and said, "Hi, Mom."
"I was about to hang up," she said, as I walked back to Grandma's room.
"Sorry, I was in another room," I explained.
"So how was your first day with Grandma?" she asked, as I entered Grandma's room and saw she'd moved to her knees on the floor.
"Come here," she mouthed and waved me over.
I did, as I replied, "Really busy."
I reached Grandma and she took my cock back in her mouth as Mom asked, "What did you do?"
I told her about the G-rated parts of the day. Decorating the house, going into town and decorating the tree.
"Well, I'm sure happy you're there," Mom said, as Grandma really sucked my cock well. "Although we do miss you."
"I miss you too," I said, trying not to moan. "But I'm really glad I came."
"Twice so far," Grandma said from below me.
"Is that mom?"
"Yeah, she's eating some dessert right now," I said, feeling so wicked to be getting sucked by my mom's mom while speaking with her, and feeling doubly wicked to be using double entendres she wouldn't catch on to.
"May I talk to her?"
"Sure," I said, handing Grandma the phone, "Mom wants to talk to you."
"Okay," Grandma said, as she took the phone, got up and said, "Hey, Jules, happy Christmas Eve."
I couldn't hear Mom, but I understood Grandma's unspoken words as she bent over the bed.
I walked over, still hard of course, as Grandma said, "He's been super helpful."
I slid back into Grandma's pussy as she added, "Actually, he's been hammering away for the past hour."
I gasped at her words, as she added, "Yeah, he's not finished his newest task yet."
I slowly fucked her, wishing I could hear what mom was saying, but I settled for fucking my Grandma again, if you can call it settling.
"Yeah, he's surprisingly good with a tool," Grandma said, then added a moment later, "actually, I'm really going to use him while he's here."
They chatted for a couple more minutes before Grandma handed me the phone back and gently pushed me away. I was a little disappointed as I said, "Hey, Mom."
"You make sure and do whatever your Grandma asks you to," she ordered, as Grandma opened the same drawer she had last night, which made my eyes go wide.
I agreed, "Of course, Mom. I'm here to serve Grandma in whatever she needs," as Grandma poured lube onto her hands.
"She probably needs things done all around the house and farm," Mom added.
"Like I said," I reiterated, as Grandma lathered my cock with lube, "I literally will do anything Grandma wants me to do."
"Good, because she's all alone now, and will need a lot of help," Mom said, as Grandma bent back over her bed and spread her big ass cheeks wide, to give me a very up close and personal view of her puckered asshole. It really was hard to believe a tiny hole like that could accept a thick cock like mine.
"I'm here to help," I said, as I moved my cock to Grandma's asshole, thinking I was going to have fucked all three of Grandma's holes in a matter of seconds. "Isn't that right, Grandma?"
"Yes, Marcus, you've been really handy so far," Grandma said, as I slowly pushed my cock inside her asshole, which after a brief resistance slipped inside, and was hotter and tighter than either her mouth or her pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, not meaning to, and having no idea what Mom had last said.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Just in a tight spot here," I said, thinking that was the funniest thing I could have possibly said in this situation.
"What are you doing?" Mom asked, as I went deeper inside Grandma's ass.
"Working on filling a hole," I said, not sure what I was going to say next, as that wasn't as witty as my last one.
"What kind of hole?"
"Um, well," I struggled my wit coming to an end before saying, "just a draft in Grandma's room at the window."
"Oh, okay," Mom said, as I sighed, now balls deep inside Grandma's ass.
"I'll call you tomorrow," I said, before adding, "Grandma really needs me to finish what I've started."
"Well don't go to bed until your Grandma is completely satisfied with your work," Mom said, her response so funny I needed to hold back a loud laugh.
"I promise," I said, as I began slowly fucking Grandma's ass.
"Faster, Marcus," Grandma ordered loudly. "Pound that thing."
"I'd better let you go," Mom said. "She sounds like quite the slave driver."
"Oh, she's really working me hard," I said, "butt I wouldn't have it any other way," as I began fucking Grandma's ass harder.
"Love you," Mom said.
"Love you too," I said, as I felt such a rush at secretly slamming into my Grandma's ass, into her big booty.
Mom hung up. I tossed the phone onto the bed, wrapped my hands around her hips and began fucking her hard.
"Oh yes grandson, give me that big prick," she moaned. "Fill Grandma's asshole with your fat dick!"
Hearing Grandma talk as nasty to me as she had to Sandra was doubly wild, and I would have busted a nut right then if I hadn't already dropped two loads. Her tight asshole was way different than her mouth or pussy... not better or worse... just different. Tighter. Warmer. More taboo.
"You like your grandson's dick in your asshole, Grandma?" I asked, feeling a rush of adrenaline and power unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
"I love your dick in my asshole," Grandma moaned, as I really reamed her backdoor.
"And I love fucking your asshole," I said, in case it wasn't obvious.
"Then shoot a big load of cum in it."
"You want my load deep in your ass?"
"Yes baby, Grandma needs your load in her asshole so bad," she declared.
"It's coming soon," I warned, knowing this warm tightness was going to conquer me.
"Anytime, baby," Grandma said, as she moved her right hand under herself to rub her pussy. "Your orgasm will trigger mine."
"Oh fuck, Grandma, I love fucking you, I love yooooooooou!!" I declared a minute later, as I exploded for the third time in a third different hole.
"I love you too!" Grandma bellowed, as her orgasm followed mine just moments later.
Once spent, I pulled out and collapsed beside her, completely exhausted.
"Tired?" she asked as she rolled onto her back.
"You really worked me hard today," I smiled.
"Oh, wait until tomorrow," she said.
"You have more Christmas cheer in store for me?" I smiled, thinking this had easily been the best day of my life, and I didn't want it ever to end.
"Oh, we're just getting started," she promised, as she got out of bed. "I need to take a shower. Why don't you come join me?"
"Sure," I smiled, following my naked, except for her nylons, big bootied Grandma, even noticing some of my cum dripping out of her.
We showered, washing each other, and I received one more blow job... before we called it a night... although instead of the guest room, I slept in Grandma's room, her bed, and her arms.
.....
I woke up at 9:30, early for me, and, of course Grandma wasn't in bed... she was an early riser.
I grabbed a robe and headed to the kitchen. "Merry Christmas, Grandma," I greeted, before being startled to see a big white ass in black pantyhose under the kitchen table and between Grandma's legs... which were encased in beige nylons this time.
"Merry Christmas, Marcus," she said, not appearing to notice the woman under the table licking her pussy.
"I see we have a guest," I said, admiring the big white ass.
"It's the first of your three sex ghosts," Grandma explained.
"Three sex ghosts?" I asked, my cock already hard.
"Consider today your nasty Dickens Christmas Carol," she shrugged.
"I see," I said, moving over, bending down and brazenly rubbing the large nylon-clad ass.
"Do you recognize her from behind?" Grandma asked.
"I know her?" I asked, surprised.
"This is the sex ghost of Christmas past," she pointed out.
"So I do know her," I said, unable to see much with the table in the way, my hands still on her ass.
"And she drove an hour to be here, leaving her husband and two kids to come and get some nice big black cock, isn't that right, Jane?"
"Yes, Big Momma," the voice underneath the table answered. It was a voice that was vaguely familiar, but I couldn't place it.
"She left town two years ago, but she never stopped eating my pussy," Grandma continued, as I wracked my brain to figure out who this was.
Then it hit me.
"Mrs. Palmer?" I gasped.
"The one and only," Grandma said. "She's been dining on my and your mom's pussies for years."
"No way," I said, this one more shock in an avalanche of shocks. Mrs. Palmer had been my guidance counselor for two years, and a big bootied, big tittied, MILF who'd unknowingly been awarded dozens of late night cum salutes.
"She only has an hour or so, so you'd better decide what you want to do to her," Grandma said.
"Just rip my pantyhose and slam that dick in me, Marcus," Mrs. Palmer urged me from between Grandma's legs.
"Oh, I think I'd rather see those pretty lips wrapped around my cock first," I said, having envisioned exactly that a plethora of times over the years.
"You heard him slut, come out from under there and get yourself some chocolate," Grandma ordered.
I stepped back, and Mrs. Palmer crawled backwards out from under the table and turned around, her cheeks red with embarrassment, and her face glistening with Grandma's wetness.
"Hi, Mrs. Palmer," I greeted, looking down at her as I shrugged off my robe to reveal I wasn't wearing any clothing, having slept commando with my Grandma.
"Oh my," she gasped, as my hard cock was suddenly saluting her.
"Do you know how many times I've jerked off picturing you?" I asked, as I traced her lips with my fat cock head.
"No," she said, looking greatly surprised by my question.
"Your big tits and fat ass have inspired me into shooting many loads while I imagined fucking you," I said, as I slid my cock into her mouth.
"She's yours to do whatever you please," Grandma said, as she stood up. "Breakfast is also sitting on the counter for you."
"Thanks for the wonderful present, Grandma," I said, as Mrs. Palmer bobbed on my cock.
"Oh, anything for you," she smiled, walking over to me and kissing me on the lips. "Make sure you eat your actual breakfast too. It's the most important meal of the day."
"Okay," I smiled at hearing her say something she'd said hundreds of times to me before.
"I'm going to go make a couple of calls,' she said, leaving me alone with Mrs. Palmer.
I let her suck me for a couple of minutes before I pulled out and asked, "How long do we have?"
"I have to be on the road by 10:15," she said as she stroked my big cock, no longer showing any shame... clearly enamored by my cock.
"And you'll do whatever I say?" I asked.
"Yes, Marcus," she said. "I'm your willing fuck toy for the next half hour."
"Shit," I said, as I slid my cock back into her mouth. "Extract and swallow my first load of the day."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she bobbed on my cock faster now.
"That's it," I moaned, knowing the first load was coming quickly.
She kept bobbing and in a minute, barely, I was spewing my first load of Christmas morning into her mouth.
She didn't slow down as she swallowed my entire load.
Once done, I pulled out and she said, "You have an amazing cock."
"Thanks," I said.
"I'm serious, it's three inches bigger than my husband's," she said, staring at it in awe.
"So you want me to fuck your married pussy?" I asked.
"God, yes," she said. "I couldn't ever resist a dick this big."
I pulled her up and cupped her tits. "Fuck these are nice," I said, surprised to see a tattoo of a black spade just above her right tit.
"The men do love them," she said.
"I imagine so," I said, admiring her tits, which weren't as big as Grandma's, but were still spectacular.
I sucked on her tits and nipples for a couple of minutes before she said, "I hate to rush you, since I'd love to have my tits worshipped all day, but I really want that cock inside me."
"You want me to fuck that married pussy?" I asked again, as I moved my hand to her pantyhose-clad crotch.
"Yes," she moaned. "I'm a submissive slut for any black man."
"Really?" I asked, as I rubbed her wet pussy.
"Oh, yes, many white women will do anything for BBC," she reported.
"I can't believe it," I said.
"Shit, every female teacher on staff except for Ms. Lennon, because she's a complete lesbian, have sucked and been fucked by Mr. Porter."
"No way," I said, Mr. Porter having been my English teacher, and an amazing guy.
"Oh yeah," she said, "although he's not quite as big as you are."
"I still can't believe it," I repeated yet again, as I lowered myself to my knees and ripped her pantyhose open, happy to see she wasn't wearing any underwear.
"Oh yeah, you have an amazing cock, Marcus," she said. "Once the gals learn what you're packing, you're going to become very popular."
"That's what Grandma said too," I said, as I leaned forward and licked her wet pussy.
"And you eat pussy too," she moaned.
"A real man both gives and receives," I said, believing that. Plus, I was curious to know if all pussies tasted alike. I discovered they don't. This one had less of a taste and smell than Grandma's, but it was still delicious.
"You're going to be very, very popular," she repeated, as I licked her pussy.
"You taste amazing," I said, as I licked and licked.
"Oh God," she moaned, "your tongue feels so good."
After a couple of minutes she begged again, "But now please slam that big cock in my pussy, Marcus. I need it so fucking bad!"
"You sure?" I asked, as I stood back up with a smile.
"Don't tease me, Marcus."
I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table, "Oh, there won't be much teasing," I assured her, as I slid my cock into her pussy.
"Oh yes, give me that black dick," she moaned as I filled her from behind, a second fantasy woman in two days coming true... both so unbelievable, yet both happening.
"Such a wet pussy," I said as I began fucking her.
"Fuck me hard, Marcus," she moaned. "I haven't had a big dick in over a year."
"Well, we can't have that remaining the case," I said as I slammed into her pussy, my body colliding into her big white ass.
"Oh God," she moaned, as for the next couple of minutes there was a lot of moaning, before her breathing got erratic and she said, "Oh fuck, Marcus, I'm going to come."
"Come all over my black cock, my white MILF slut," I ordered, getting a rush from my new dominant persona.
"Oh yes, I love being your white slut," she declared, just seconds before she came. "Fuck!"
I kept fucking her, not even close yet after depositing a load in her mouth, and a couple minutes later she was moaning again. "Yes, don't stop, Marcus, you're gonna make me come again!"
I was happy to oblige as I dicked her from behind, loving to admire her big booty, wide hips, large frame, and the excessive sounds of pleasure escaping her lips.



"Yes Marcus, you're such a great lover," she said, just as I pulled out. "Nooooo!"
"Come ride me on the couch," I said, wanting to watch her big tits bounce, and curious what having her big body sitting on mine would feel like.
She quickly stood up, grabbed my hand and rushed me to the couch. She pushed me onto it and leapt to straddle my cock like a complete bitch in heat.
"Oh yeah," I moaned, as she engulfed my cock with her huge tits right in front of me.
"You like this position?" she asked, as she grinded her pussy on my cock.
"Oh yeah," I said, as I leaned forward and cupped her tits as she rode me.
"Oh yeah, Marcus, suck my fat tits," she moaned.
For a few minutes she rode my cock and I sucked on her tits, until she leaned forward, her tits right in my face, and begged, "Buck your cock up into me, Marcus. I need to come again from your big fat cock."
Multitasking had never been my greatest skill, but as I sucked on her tits, I also bucked up and fucked her pussy, and in only a couple of minutes, she was coming again.
My balls were now boiling, and since I hadn't yet had the opportunity to give Grandma a facial, I decided to do that to Mrs. Palmer while she was still coming.
As her orgasm subsided, I ordered, "Knees, Mrs. Palmer, it's time to take a load all over that pretty face."
"Oh, you dirty boy," she purred, as she slid off the couch and devoured my cock, wet with her juices.
She bobbed for a couple of minutes until I couldn't take it any longer, and I pulled out and instantly spewed a massive load all over Mrs. Palmer's face.
"That's quite a load," Grandma said, holding her phone up, apparently filming me.
"I have quite a few of them available in a day," I said, looking at her with intent.
"Are you implying you want to shoot a big load of cum all over your sainted Grandma's face?" she asked, as I slid my cock back into Mrs. Palmer's mouth.
"There's no implying," I said, "just certainty," assuming Mrs. Palmer knew about us.
"That would be scandalous," Grandma mocked playfully.
"I hear it's good for your complexion," I said.
"Pussy cum is too," Grandma said, as I pulled out of Mrs. Palmer.
"It's twenty past," I said, having kept her busy five minutes beyond her departure time.
"Shit," she said, getting off her knees. "Oh well, your dick was worth it."
"Next time that big asshole takes a reaming," I said, not sure if there would be a next time.
"Shit, I'm not sure my asshole could take that."
"Oh, an ass like yours," I said, slapping it playfully, "was made to take a big black dick up it."
"Well then let's make sure there's a next time," she said, as she grabbed her dress off the floor.
"Oh, there will be," Grandma promised.
"Thanks for the Christmas present, Big Momma," Mrs. Palmer said.
"Oh you know me, always giving," she said.
"Oh, but lately you've been doing some receiving too," I said, slapping her ass too.
"I may have created a monster," Grandma joked.
Mrs. Palmer walked over and stroked my still hard cock farewell, "And what a lovely monster it is."
"I'd let you stay and take his cock up that asshole of yours, since it's obvious you're in no hurry to go home to your small-dicked husband, but he has another Christmas present to deal with very soon," Grandma said.
"Fine, I'll go," Mrs. Palmer sighed, glancing down at my dick. "But fuck, I already miss this."
"Why don't you take a picture to tide you over until next time?" Grandma asked.
"May I? Really?" Mrs. Palmer asked with the same excitement a child gets when she's allowed to open the next present.
"Sure," I shrugged.
She took one, or I think a few, before saying, "Fuck, I'm really going to be late."
"Bye, Mrs. Palmer," I said.
"Merry Christmas," she said, slipping into her boots.
"You too," Grandma and I said in unison.
Once she was gone, she said, "Now eat your breakfast and go shower."
"I had a breakfast snack," I joked.
"While that was a good appetizer," she said, "a growing boy needs lots of protein."
"Yes, Grandma," I said, as I went back to the kitchen, grabbed my plate of breakfast and heated it up in the microwave. I ate, showered, and returned to another surprise.
"Ready for your next Christmas present?" Grandma asked, now dressed in all-white lingerie.
"You're my next ghostly Christmas present?" I asked, the white lingerie showcasing her black body so perfectly.
"Like?" she asked, posing provocatively.
"Love is a better word," I said, walking over and kissing her.

We kissed like lovers for a couple minutes before she pushed me onto the couch, pulled down my pants, and devoured my cock.
"Hungry?" I joked, as she swallowed my entire cock.
"Famished," she said.
"Good, because there's nothing hotter than watching you suck my cock," I said, admiring her as she did it.
She asked, "Hotter than when you fucked me with that big prick in my pussy, or the time you bent me over and drilled my asshole with your fat dick?"
"Okay," I said, as she stroked my cock and looked up at me. "There's a three-way tie for the hottest thing ever."
"Or watching me get eaten by a hot cheerleader, or plowing her ass with my strap-on?" she added.
"Okay," I laughed. "Everything you do is the hottest thing ever."
"Fair enough," she said as she stood up, turned around and lowered herself onto my cock.
"Hey, I can't see your tits," I protested, just as I was deep in her pussy.
"Oh, I think you'll like this position," she said, as she began riding me reverse cowgirl, her pussy feeling tighter in this position.
"So tight," I moaned.
"I can tighten my pussy right around your dick in this position," she said, as she slowly rode me and squeezed.
"Fucking amazing," I said, this fucking somehow more intense than our previous fuckings.
"Agreed," she said, as she grasped my knees for balance while she rode me.
Even though I'd already shot two loads today and it was only lunchtime, in this position I wasn't going to last long. I warned after just a couple of minutes of this intense, tight fucking, "I'm going to come, Grandma."
"Pussy or face?" she asked.
"Too late to decide," I moaned, as I couldn't last long enough to make it to her face, so I spewed my load inside her.
"Oh yes baby, fill Grandma with your cum," she said, as she literally milked my cock inside her.
"I am," I said, since I was doing just that.
Once spent, I apologized, "Sorry, I came before you did."
"Oh, I'm sure you'll reload soon," she said, as she got off of me.
"Actually," I said, standing up, spinning Grandma around and gently guiding her down to where I'd just been sitting, "I have an idea."
I'd always been curious about creampies, and yes I'd tasted my cum a couple times out of curiosity, so I knelt between her legs and buried my face in her creampie.
"Oh, you bad boy," she moaned, as she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me deep into our combined wetness. "Eat your cum," she ordered, grinding her pussy up and down on my face.
I licked her pussy and retrieved some of my cum and a lot of her wetness, as her moans increased as she grinded on my face.
In only a couple of minutes, Grandma was giving me a facial, as her cum soaked my face.
I lapped up as much as I could until she released my head and smiled down on me, "You sir, are a nasty little boy."
"Porn," I shrugged.
"Now you can live out all that porn," she smiled.
"I've watched a lot of porn," I joked.
Me too," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Of course, I can't always summon some hot high school gal or MILF here every time I'm horny," she said.
"Well, now you have a live-in cock on hand whenever you need it," I said, before adding, "If you're willing, I'll stay here past the Christmas break, and just do my schooling online from here."
"Really?" she asked, and instantly she was glowing.
"And not just to fuck those three amazing holes of yours," I said.
"But I hope that's at least part of the reason," she smiled.
"Well, it's definitely a fringe benefit," I said, as I kissed her nylon-clad leg. "But it's also just because I can, and because I love you."
"I love you too," she said, pulling me up and kissing me passionately. For quite some time, half an hour at least, we did nothing more than kiss.
When she broke the kiss she said, "Sorry, I really need to pee."
"Me too," I said.
"Me first," she said, getting up and hurrying to the bathroom, as I watched her big ass shake.
During the next three hours we skyped with my family, sedately dressed, but only above our waists, Grandma giving me a nylon-clad foot job just barely off camera for a good twenty minutes at one point, we feasted on our Christmas supper after a 69 appetizer, where we both enjoyed each other's homemade treats, and were watching Home Alone when she asked, "Ready for your ghost of Christmas future?"
"I'm completely contented with what I have," I said, meaning it, and not able to fathom what else she could possibly have in store for me... although I was curious.
"Well, she's here either way," Grandma said, as she got off the couch.
"Does she know about us?" I asked.
"She does, I phoned her earlier today," she nodded, as she went to the door just as there was a knock.
"Okay," I said, thinking there was no way I'd ever have a Christmas like this again.
She opened the door, and Sandra walked in.
My eyes went wide.
She was without a doubt the hottest girl I'd ever seen in my life... even though she didn't fit into my kinky checklist at all.
She was also wearing a red cheerleading outfit with white nylons. She said, "Merry Christmas, Marcus."
"Merry Christmas, Sandra," I greeted back, as she slipped out of her boots.
"Now, I know this might sound crazy," Grandma said. "But I think you two should get to know each other a lot better."
"You're playing matchmaker?" Sandra asked.
"Consider me your Christmas Cupid," she shrugged, "a Cupid who's taken you both for a few test drives."
"Grandma..." I began to object.
"What?" she shrugged. "Like both of you, I have a pretty extensive libido."
"She can go forever," Sandra smiled.
"As can I," I decided to point out.
"Big Momma says it's nine inches," Sandra said, walking over to me and without any hesitation, placing her hand on my crotch.
"And it's thick, as well," I added.
"He'll fill you completely," Grandma added, furthering the most surreal first date ever... if this was a date.
"Well, only one way to find out," Sandra said, before asking, "do you mind if I see for myself?"
"Don't you have a boyfriend?" I asked.
"I do," she admitted, "but I may be considering an upgrade from a Pinto to a Cadillac, plus your Grandma has pretty much married us to each other."
"She has, has she?" I asked.
"I just think you two will be perfect for each other," Grandma said, as Sandra lowered herself before me and fished out my cock. My very hard, black, thick, cock.
"Your Grandma may be right," Sandra said, as she took my cock in her hand. "Wow, this thing is huge."
"Thanks," I said, as I watched her take it into her mouth.
"You two have fun," Grandma said. "I'll be in my bedroom if you need me."
"You sure?" I asked.
"Yeah," she nodded. "This ghost is about the future, not the present."
"And yet this is the present," I said, before adding, "and an amazing present."
"She is amazing, so get to know her," Grandma advised.
"Okay," I nodded, as she left and I watched this beautiful blonde sucking my cock.
I pulled out after a couple of minutes, pulled her up and kissed her. Our first kiss was like fireworks. It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. It was just one kiss, and I knew that although she didn't fit into my criteria, she was the one. I know it makes no sense, but I just knew.
When we broke the kiss after a couple of minutes, she looked at me and said, "Wow!"

"Wow, good?"
"My body was set on fire just from that kiss, wow!" she said, her eyes showing me she was as in awe of the impact of that kiss as I was.
"I feel the same way," I admitted, not wanting to fuck her, okay of course I wanted to fuck her, but mainly wanting to kiss her again. I took her hand and led her to the couch, we sat down and we made out. For an hour. No more, no less.
When we came up for air, she said, "So are you really sticking around for a while?"
"I am," I nodded.
"Then I need to do this right now." I expected her to suck my cock again, but she got up and went to her phone. She dialed and said bluntly, "Hey, Mike. It's over."
My eyes went wide.
"Because it is. I need lots more than you can give me," she said, as she walked back to me, lifting her skirt to reveal she was wearing crotchless pantyhose and no panties, and lowered herself onto my cock.
She added, "It's not me, it's you."
I smiled at her spinning the typical words around.
"No, don't come over, besides I'm not even home, and it's over," she said, as she began riding me. "No I don't love you, and I'm fucking my new lover as we speak."
I could now hear anger flaming from the phone, so she finished, "Bye," and hung up.
"So... I guess I'm single and available now," she said, tossing her phone on the couch, as it began to ring and she just ignored it.
"That's wonderful news. Would you like to go out with me?" I asked, as she sat on my lap with my cock deep inside her.
"Yes, I certainly would," she smiled, before adding, "this may be the shortest gap between relationships ever."
"Well then, we'd better make sure you made the right choice," I said, leaning in and kissing her again.
I'd fucked Grandma.
I'd fucked Mrs. Palmer.
I'd probably fuck my mother someday soon.
But Sandra and I made love.
She rode me slowly as we kissed.
I pulled her cheerleading outfit off and sucked on her small, perky tits.
I carried her into 'my' spare bedroom, laid her on my bed, crawled between her legs and ate her out... not letting up until she came all over my face.
"Oh God, no guy has ever been willing to do that," she said, "and you I didn't even need to ask," as she recovered from her orgasm.
"That's a shame and their loss," I replied. "Because you're absolutely delicious."
Those words were apparently the right ones, as she sat up, pushed me onto my back, and took my cock back into her mouth. She couldn't take it all like Grandma did, but she sucked hungrily until she stopped and said, "I need you inside me now."
She lay on her back, I spread her legs and slid my cock inside her, as I leaned down and kissed her.
We made love for thirty minutes... neither of us in any hurry to come... just enjoying the pleasure we were giving each other.
Finally she wrapped her nylon-clad legs around me and pulled me close, and I fucked her hard.
"Come inside me, Marcus," she said, gazing into my eyes.
"Come with me," I said, knowing she was as close as I was.
"Oh, yes, Marcus, fuck me," she moaned, both of us nearly bursting.
"Come, baby, come now," I urged, as I leaned in and kissed her again as we both came together.
We kissed for several minutes, long after our orgasms had faded away.
"Wow!" I said.

"Wow!" she said. "God, your Grandma is always right."
"Of course I am," Grandma said, leaning against the open doorway.
.....
Our wedding night was equally wild.
My Grandma, my mom, my bride, her elder sister, my new mother-in-law and me, all of us naked except for five pairs of colourful stockings, and each of us horny for everyone else in the room.
By then, I had fucked my mom many times, as well as my mother-in-law and Sandra's sister, and watched some wild lesbian orgies, often participating eventually.
Also, I discovered pretty early on that my new bride, could also have a dominant streak in her and had turned my mom into her pet... which was so wild.
The big surprise though was my other Grandma, my dad's mom, another BBW, who we only saw every year or two as she lived in Europe, came for the wedding and then came from my cock as I fucked her as my wife sucked on her clit as the other ladies enjoyed some sodomy at the hands of my Grandma.
It was a pretty wild night and let's just say none of us got much sleep that night.
.....
Love, it arrives in many splendid ways.
THE END
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The BBW's Bottom Boy: A Pegging
"He never tells me what he wants," Angela complained, sipping her wine.
"That's because he had me to tell him what he wanted to do for twenty years," Jen, Ivan's ex-wife, told his current fiancée.
"He can also be rather tentative," Angela added. It was weird, Jen was her fiancé's ex-wife so she was supposed to hate her... but the divorce was amicable, and with their kids now being adults, it had ended with the former couple remaining friends. (Actually it was a bit more complex than that: Jen had decided to send him away for various bedroom reasons, but even though he'd wooed Angela into becoming his fiancée and obviously loved her madly, she suspected he was still in love with her. Which she was fine with because... who wouldn't?)
Truth was... Jen had decided she preferred women. Ivan was a good man, had been a good provider, but was never a great lover, and he was rather small in the penis department. But now Jen could take her pick of various sizes anytime she wanted, from any of the five women she regularly fucked or got fucked by. That said, she really preferred being the one doing the fucking.
"Yeah, that tentativeness is likely my fault too," Jen said. "I wasn't easy to please in or out of the bedroom."
"Tell me about it," Angela smiled, having been seduced by Jen when she was drunk a few weeks ago, and had been regularly dining on her pussy and getting fucked by her strap-ons ever since. Sure, she felt bad about it, cheating on her fiancé... with his ex-wife of all people... yet Jen made her feel so alive sexually, and although she'd never previously seriously considered eating pussy, once she tried it she couldn't get enough.
"Hey," Jen said, as she spread her thick thighs, both these ladies BBW's, "With you, I don't think I've been too demanding."
"Hey right back! You texted me while I was in a church service to come and eat you in the bathroom," Angela pointed out, as she finished her wine and lowered her large-framed body between Jen's legs.
"You were still worshipping once you'd joined me," Jen shrugged playfully, not having much faith in religion, and viewing churches as convenient hunting grounds.
"I do love to worship this pussy," Angela agreed, as she leaned forward and began chowing down on her second helping of Jen's homemade pie since coming to visit a couple hours ago.
"And I love having a sexy pussy-craving slut willing to go down on me anytime I spread my legs," Jen added, although truth be told, she had a few gals who were more than willing to stop whatever they were doing to go down on her or to take a strap-on in their pussies. Being a nurse herself, she had three nurses, all a lot younger than she, to service her, plus Dr. Sturgess who was older, and another doctor she ass fucked on occasion... Dr. Parker... sometimes spit-roasting him with her gay black nurse colleague, and that was just when she was at work.
"I still can't believe I went from straight and engaged to not straight at all, and servicing Ivan's ex-wife," Angela mused, as she parted those big wet pussy lips to get to the really good stuff.
"Don't forget bending over to take my big cock in that pussy of yours," Jen added, belatedly musing she likely could have pegged Ivan, if she'd been into that kind of thing while they were still married. He'd always been a doting husband and did whatever she asked... for one example, going down on her way more often than she went down on him. He was good at it too, although she'd discovered since their breakup that women were just better at it then men... just like Hank, her gay black RN colleague, informed her was also true about male cock suckers... a term he loved to call himself.
Hank was completely gay (although Jen enjoyed proving that wasn't technically true), even a little flamboyant, but he had an almost nine-inch cock, and although he loved sucking dick and being fucked, he was a natural femme bottom... or rather a switch, since he also loved turning straight guys into cock sucking bottoms... something he did quite regularly.
Jen enjoyed getting her pussy licked, and after her second orgasm today from Angela's eager (and getting better each time) tongue, she queried, "Do you think Ivan would take a strap-on in his ass?"
Angela looked up at Jen, her face agleam with pussy juice, and replied, "I can't even fathom his doing that."
"Could you have fathomed becoming your fiancé's ex-wife's pussy pleaser before you became one?" Jen asked, looking down at the pretty curvy BBW, her black. And purple hair adding to her sexiness, and her 220 pound frame able to shake in all the right places whenever she took a dick in it... usually from behind, but on her back and even cowgirl... and Jen fucking loved Angela's double D tits... loving watching them bounce around like basketballs way out of control.
"Well, no I guess I couldn't have," Angela admitted, as she got up off her knees and sat back down on the sofa and reached for her glass of wine.
"Or that you'd ever take a ten-inch strap-on?" Jen added.
"No," Angela replied, ashamed of what she'd done, yet equally turned on by it.
She knew she was a big girl... and had done all the things big girls often needed to do to keep a guy... anal, swallowing cum, even getting spit-roasted... but she'd often felt used, and she'd never found a man who loved her for herself... including her large frame... until Ivan. She'd found a kindred spirit in Jen, who was also large, although 20 pounds lighter than she was and with smaller tits, and thus also who understood the challenges of being a horny BBW. Guys would still fuck you, they just wouldn't show you off to their friends (or even be seen with you around them), or take you home to meet their parents.
Jen was always confident though... she acknowledged she was chubby... but always found ways to use her voluptuous curves to her advantage. She always wore sexy attire whenever she went out, and usually wore sexy lingerie underneath her nurse's uniform... thigh highs, a garter-belt and stockings, perhaps a lace camisole... since she never knew when someone might be between her legs during a break or an extended lunch.
"Or..." Jen said, an even wickeder idea popping into her head, "I bet Hank could turn him, and get him started on sucking dick and getting buggered."
"No way," Angela said, Ivan never showing the slightest interest in same-sex frolicking.
"Then you'd both be cheating on each other, so the guilt you feel each time you leave here could be banished," Jen said, knowing Angela was always wracked with guilt after she left, yet couldn't resist her.
"I'd still be the one who cheated first," Angela doggedly insisted on castigating herself, today's guilt coming a little earlier than during her 'drive of shame' home.
"You had no choice about that," Jen made another attempt at lifting her friend's burden. "I'm fucking irresistible."
"And not at all arrogant," Angela laughed, as Jen stood up.
"Flaunt it if you got it," Jen shrugged,
"And you've got it," Angela said, admiring Jen's confidence and wishing she had the same amount.
"You do too, Angela," Jen said, pulling the pretty BBW in for a kiss. When she broke it, she slapped Angela's expansive ass and said, "Now, let's fuck that pussy, so you'll go home satisfied."
Angela, horny as hell and wishing to be punished for her constant indiscretions asked, "Why don't you fuck your nasty slut's ass this time?"
"Oooooh, fun!" Jen said, having only before this fucked Dr. Parker's ass, and once an older woman's in her sixties she'd met a bar at a nurse's conference, who took it in the ass like a champ while her husband watched and jacked off to the sight. That had been wild!
"Yeah, I used to take it in the ass a lot," Angela said before adding, "although it's been a while."
"Yeah, the things we big girls do for dick," Jen commiserated, as she put on her strap-on. Even though she herself had discovered her inner confidence at a young age, she knew that most bigger girls felt they had to be willing to do the things the skinny waifs wouldn't. And if she was being honest, she had to admit the only real difference between herself and those gals, was she didn't feel she had to, she simply loved doing them.
"Oh, you couldn't even imagine," Angela said, recalling the time she was the recipient of a golden shower, and when she'd walked along a beach with cum all over her face, and when she'd eaten a boyfriend's sister in front of him at his request.
Meanwhile Jen lubed her strap-on, although not with anal lube, she didn't have any of that, but lube for getting into a tight pussy... which she seldom needed. "Oh, we all do things we're ashamed of later," she said, as she bent Angela over the table. (Actually she couldn't think of a single time she'd been ashamed before or after; she was just trying to be kind.)
"Like being my fiancé's ex-wife's lesbian slut," Angela joked, never ashamed while she was still with her, as evidenced by her light-hearted little joke, but always ashamed afterwards.
"For example brace yourself," Jen agreed, as she positioned her cock at Angela's puckered asshole.
"Just shove it in," Angela said. "I've taken ten-inch BBC's up there."
"You really are a slut," Jen observed without rancor, as she pushed forward and watched her cock disappear between Angela's big ass cheeks.
"Always have been, too," Angela moaned, having long been used to a cock in her ass and the unique pleasure it brought her... quite different from a dick in her pussy, or a tongue on her clit. The humiliation of being sodomized, of being treated like a completely submissive slut, had always oddly stimulated her during those moments.
"That's why you make such a dynamite pet," Jen said, her big body suddenly resting against Angela's big body.
"Oh fuck," Angela whimpered, the initial deep insertion into her ass always a mixture of pleasure and pain... the pain always leading the way for a while.
"You okay?" Jen asked. She liked to fuck her pets hard, but she also wanted them to be happy... to enjoy being the submissive slut just as much as she enjoyed being the dominant bitch.
"Not really, but I will be in a minute; it always takes a little while to get used to a dick in my asshole," Angela explained truthfully.
"I imagine it would," Jen sympathised, never having actually allowed one inside her own ass. She'd had her ass eaten a couple of times in the past year and found it quite pleasurable, but even just the idea of getting ass fucked did very little for her.
"But eventually it feels fucking amazing," Angela said, as with reasonable patience she gave her ass some time to get used to being filled again.
"I'll take your word for it," Jen said.
"I can't believe no one has ever pounded that big booty of yours," Angela said.
"Many people have offered to."
"Well, count me in on that," Angela said, having always wondered what it would be like to fuck someone.
"You want to wear a strap-on?" Jen asked, as she began slowly fucking Angela.
"I think so; I've always been curious to try."
"Maybe after Hank has turned Ivan into a cock sucking bottom, you can peg him," Jen suggested wickedly, seeing the idea of pegging Ivan as a very intriguing proposition.
"I could never," Angela moaned, as after just a few strokes, the pleasure began to counterattack the pain in her rectum. Even though, truth was, she liked the idea of trying that with her fiancé.
"Yes you could," Jen disagreed amicably, enjoying hearing the soft whimpers now coming from Angela. One of her biggest turn ons since going dyke was hearing a woman moan for her.
"I don't know," Angela said, her hesitation taken by Jen as reluctant agreement.
"Oh, I do," Jen said, the idea of pegging Ivan or getting him to bottom for Hank suddenly looking very, very delicious.
"Okay, I'm good now. Do it harder, fuck my asshole harder," Angela moaned, her pleasure increasing and the idea of seeing Hank, whom she had met twice, or perhaps Jen fucking Ivan instead, was now looking very intriguing.
"You like the idea of Hank or my doing that, don't you?" Jen asked, as she obliged the request and began really slamming into the big booty.
"Yesssssssss," Angela admitted, unable to lie to her.
"Then I'll make it happen," Jen promised, Hank having a very impressive track record of turning straight men, and Ivan was a natural submissive, something she only now was realising, since she'd educated herself about the dom-sub lifestyle since leaving him. If she'd known then what she knew now, she'd have been pegging him years ago... and was 99.9% confident he'd bend over and take a strap-on in the ass if Hank worked his magic, or even if she, although his ex, ordered him to.
"Yessssssss," Angela replied, although she wasn't necessarily approving of Jen's promise, but responding eagerly to the increasing pleasure coursing through her as her ass was hammered.
"We'll spit roast him," Jen reiterated, whether it would be Hank and she, or she and Angela was still to be determined... but whichever, Ivan would soon be discovering prostate pleasure.
"Oh fuck. That's always so wonderfully nasty," Angela rejoined the conversation, wishing she could be spit-roasted right now. God, she'd love a cock in her mouth depositing a delicious load. Being a slut for all these years, being used for all these years, she'd become addicted to cum... which Ivan really appreciated... her daily blow jobs... which she knew Jen had quit doing for him long ago... way before their divorce.
"Are you going to come from my sodomising you?" Jen asked, something she'd never witnessed a woman doing, although Dr. Sturgess spewed his load all over his desk or his carpet every time she or Hank destroyed his ass.
"Yessssssss," Angela admitted, her orgasm imminent... and although she liked coming from a tongue on her pussy, and enjoyed an orgasm from a dick in her pussy, nothing made her body burn with euphoria like her anal orgasms did.
"You're such a nasty little slut," Jen praised her, as she slammed into Angela as hard as she could... loving the impacts of their bodies colliding.
"Yeah, I'm your dirty slut," Angela declared, knowing without a doubt she'd do anything Jen told her to... even though she always felt guilty afterwards during her drives of shame home, or when she was lying in bed next to Ivan. Yet she could never disobey Jen... or even resist her... ever. Jen understood her sexual needs in ways no man ever had... and she appreciated her in ways no one but Ivan ever had.
"Remember that when I turn your fiancé into a cock-loving slut just like you are," Jen said, really slamming into her.
"Oh fuck!" Angela screamed as her anal orgasm hit her from Jen's rough rear reaming, added to the strange visual of her straight-as-an-arrow Ivan getting himself dicked.
Jen watched Angela erupt and collapse forward, and then she admired the gaping hole she'd just created. A pussy closes up pretty fast, but an asshole remains wide open for the longest time, as if it's still beckoning you in.
Five minutes later, Angela and Jen were sitting down again, Angela tilted a little to the side so as not to sit on her still gaped asshole, while as a nefarious team they concocted a wicked plot to make Ivan into a compliant cock sucker, to make him into a blooming bottom, to make him into a furrowed faggot.
.....
Oddly, Angela didn't feel guilty this time as she drove home. She couldn't figure out what was different this time, other than her excitement about the idea of pegging Ivan. She wasn't as certain how much fun it would be to watch him suck a dick or get fucked by another guy, those activities still seemed a little weird, but the idea of her sticking a strap-on into his bum kind of turned her on.
.....
Jen sent Angela a porn movie for her to watch with Ivan, to plant the first seed of his pegging.
Ivan was more than happy to watch porn with Angela, that was one of the things both his ex-wife and his wife-to-be had in common with him... they all three liked porn. Although Angela, unlike Jen, often liked to act out things she saw in those movies... roleplaying sometimes... and experimenting with new positions.
Angela was wearing sexy lingerie... Ivan liked nylons, and so did she... as they cuddled in bed together watching the porn. It was the second scene, and by now Angela was slowly stroking his not even five-inch dick, while eagerly anticipating what she knew was coming.
It started pretty typically... a football player being tutored by a nerd girl, who of course is really hot, even though she has glasses on. The guy isn't getting the subject matter, so he's suggesting she just do the whole thing for him. The nerd sighs and says, 'sure why not, so long as I get to fuck you'. The jock smiles and shrugs, 'why not indeed?' So the nerd strips the jock, sucks his cock for a couple minutes, and then asks, 'ready to get fucked good?' (The subjects she excels in obviously not including English, but nevertheless she uses the language slyly.) The jock doesn't catch onto the sly wording as the nerd, who is surprisingly strong, bends him over and raises her skirt to reveal a strap-on... already securely in place and ready for action. The jock's eyes go big and he stammers, 'W-w-what the hell are you doing?!' And the nerd slides her cock into his ass.
Angela smiled at how in porn lube is never needed, even for a virgin ass. Of course this actor wasn't likely an ass virgin anyway, just his character... but still.
"Oh my God," Ivan gasped, as his cock flinched in his fiancée's hand. He certainly hadn't been expecting that!
"You particularly like seeing that?" Angela asked seductively, as she felt his small but hard cock suddenly pulsing in her hand.
"What? No!" Ivan denied, as he watched the pretty nerd fucking the guy's ass. "I just wasn't expecting it."
"Yeah, right," Angela teased. "Tell that to your suddenly wide-awake dick."
"I was already hard," he protested, even while he couldn't stop watching this guy moaning away while his ass got fucked. He'd read in some health magazine how prostate orgasms are not only good for your health, but amazingly pleasurable... but he hadn't put much thought into it.
"Did Jen ever peg you?" Angela asked.
"Peg me?"
"Yeah, as in did she used to fuck your ass with a strap-on?" Angela asked bluntly. "We both know she wore the pants in your family."
"Hey," he said, knowing it was true, but not really appreciating it being pointed out, even by his fiancée. He still hadn't got used to the two becoming such close friends. It was weird, and he always worried a bit what they might talk about while he wasn't there.
"Hey yourself, which is it? Did she pound your ass, or did you just wish she pounded your ass?" Angela rephrased her question, this time with some serious spin to it, a little surprised at how brazen she was being.
"Angela!" Ivan gasped, this unexpected interrogator not at all like his wife-to-be. Sure, she got pretty animated in the bedroom, but she'd never said anything like this... so far she'd always been the complete submissive in their relationship.
"That isn't a denial, but neither does it answer my question, so which is it?" Angela continued pestering him as she stroked his cock, and listened to the whimpering jock's moaning coming from the television.



"What's gotten into you?" Ivan asked, as he watched the cute little nerd slamming into the big man's ass, in awe of the size difference between the two, and of the feminine moans and masculine grunts blending together as they escaped the jock's lips.
"Not your dick yet tonight," Angela said, as she went to straddle him, but added, "but a better question right now is what isn't inside of you."
"You really fancy the idea of fucking me?" Ivan asked, still a little stunned by this astounding conversation, as his fiancée's pussy swallowed his throbbing cock... finding the moans from the jock as he was fucked surprisingly stimulating.
"I don't not like the idea," Angela teased, as she began riding his small cock, which hadn't been doing much for her ever since Jen had begun pounding her pussy with her eight- and ten-inch strap-ons.
"Really?" Ivan asked, the pleasure of Angela's wet pussy squishes mixing with the guy's oddly arousing moans, as he leaned aside to see past Angela and watch the scene, thus weakening his manly pretensions.
"Doesn't that look like fun?" Angela asked, as she grinded on his cock, knowing she only had a couple more minutes before he'd come... Ivan also not known for his stamina.
"I don't know," Ivan said, even as he watched the guy taking it hard, and seeming to really enjoy it.
"I think you do know," Angela moaned, fake moans to be honest, as she kept pushing the issue just like Jen had suggested she do when they were planning this first step towards Ivan's bottoming.
"No, I really don't," Ivan denied doggedly, as his balls began to boil while Angela grinded on his cock, and he watched the strong little nerd girl flip the guy onto his back, shove his knees astride his head and slam back into his ass... which was when he discovered the actor's cock was hard. He wasn't faking it, he was really enjoying it. Those weren't an erection or sounds one could fake.
"I bet you'd love it just like Rocky Rockhard over there does," Angela did, halting her grinding like Jen had suggested... as she continued her mental mind games.
"Oh fuck," the guy groaned onscreen.
"You love my dick in your ass, don't you?" The nerd asked, as she grabbed his ankles, spread his legs wide and really drilled him.
"I can't believe it," the jock replied, although it wasn't really an answer.
"Say it," the cute nerd demanded, pulling out of him. "Tell me you want to be fucked."
"Yes, yes, please fuck my ass," the guy begged, desperate to have that dick back inside him.
"Do you want to fuck my ass?" Angela offered.
"W-w-what?" Ivan stammered.
"Would you like me to bend over so you can slam that dick of yours in my asshole?" Angela asked wickedly, reverting into being the slut she'd used to be for her men, and less the unadventurous yet submissive woman she'd presented to Ivan so far.
"R-r-really?" Ivan asked, shocked by the question, but having a major thing for big asses, which partly explained his long marriage to Jen, and his subsequent engagement to Angela, and also why he found her unexpected offer so tempting. This was something he'd never done... although it was easily his biggest fantasy.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass," the guy on the screen moaned, while the nerd was really giving it to him now. His hard cock was flying all over the place!
"You're my jock faggot now, aren't you?" The nerd taunted, while across the room from the TV, Angela rolled off of Ivan and onto all fours, facing away from him, her large round ass looking so lovely and tempting.
"If you want to fuck my ass, just slide it into me, baby," Angela said, offering Ivan her big back door booty.
"Yes, yes, I'm your faggot," the onscreen jock declared, as he spewed a load all over himself.
"You're serious?" Ivan gasped, still in awe, transfixed by his fiancée's amazing wide ass.
"Yes stud, I'm serious; now get your dick over here and shove it in my asshole," Angela offered, having an additional plan waiting in the wings for after this ploy succeeded.
"I don't have any lube," Ivan said sorrowfully, thinking this was too good to be true, but even if it was true, he didn't want to hurt her.
"Don't worry," Angela said, using words Jen had told her to say, which made her feel a little guilty, but she always obeyed whatever Jen told her to do, "I've had lots bigger dicks in my ass than yours."
"Oh," Ivan said, hearing that statement as a simultaneous huge punch in the gut and kick to the balls.
"It's okay," Angela said, trying to word it nicely even though she knew the impact it would have, "After years of huge dicks inside me, it's nice to have a small one for a change."
"You're sure?" Sure enough, Ivan was completely humiliated and deflated, although his dick was still hard.
"Yes, some men have big cocks, and some are nice guys," Angela added, using the script Jen had made her memorize. "Now slide that tiny dick in my ass."
"Okay," Ivan agreed, her words like daggers, aggravating every insecurity he had. Jen had once told him he couldn't satisfy her with his tiny dick, and that had hurt badly; he was even pretty sure that was what had led to the end of their marriage, although she hadn't said... but Angela came every time they fucked, so he'd figured it wasn't an issue this time... but apparently it was... and now he was wondering if she'd faked her orgasms; and if so, how many of them she had... just a few, or worst case, all of them! He'd heard that many women did. But at least for now, Ivan pushed away his thoughts of inferiority and got behind his big assed fiancée... deciding this opportunity was a dream come true, and if she loved him, who cared if he was small... she seemed okay with it.
"There ya go, just push that baby dick inside my asshole, Ivan," Angela said, turned on both by the way she was humiliating him, which she could tell from his eyes and tone, and the act of taking control, which she never did.
Ivan did as he was told and pushed his small cock into his fiancée's ass, and to his surprise it went in easily, and was way tighter than any pussy.
"Are you inside me yet?" Angela asked, knowing he was, but still reciting the script Jen had drilled into her.
"Yes," Ivan reported, completely humiliated, since he was all the way inside.
"Oh, okay," Angela said. "I guess my ass is just accustomed to those big cocks I used to get pounded by."
Ivan's humiliation continued compounding, as he wondered just how big those cocks were she'd taken in her ass, and how many there'd been.
"Oh well, you may as well fuck my ass anyway," Angela tossed off casually.
Ivan was mortified, and yet his balls were boiling. He couldn't explain why, but for some reason her humiliating words were turning him on... as was how tight her ass was... so unfortunately, after no more than five pumps he grunted and whined, "I'm so sorry," before he came in her ass.
"Already?" Angela acted surprised, but wasn't surprised at all, since Ivan always had a quick trigger, and her ass was pretty fucking magical.
"Sorry," he repeated.
"Well, I guess you liked it," Angela laughed.
"It was amazing."
"I wouldn't know," Angela said, before adding, "but you can't just come inside a woman's ass without warning, it's unhealthy. So now you need to pull out immediately, and suck your cum out of my ass."
"What?" Ivan asked, mortified yet again.
"Hurry up, I mustn't get infected," Angela said, pretending to panic even though her words weren't the least bit true, but she assumed rightly he'd have no clue... plus, he always did whatever he was told.
"Okay, okay," Ivan said, pulling out, spreading her ass cheeks apart and spying some of his cum in her gaped (but only slightly) hole.
"Eat my ass, and eat it now!" Angela demanded, reaching back to grab his ears and pull his face snugly against her ass.
Ivan couldn't believe he was doing this, but he felt terrible about coming in her ass, and terrible he might give her an infection in there, so he desperately licked and licked at his cum, and even tried to suck some of it out.
Angela grinned wickedly, as he did exactly what Jen had said he'd do. "Here, let me help you," she offered, as she got up, shoved him face up onto the bed, straddled his face, and spread her ass cheeks wide, so the cum would spill out onto his face and mouth.
Ivan felt his own cum landing on his lips and opened up to get more of it... more than a little surprised by its tangy, salty taste. Wow, it doesn't taste bad at all!
"Drink down every drop of that contaminated cum," Angela ordered.
"Yes, honey," he said, what had to be the most surreal 'yes, honey' moment in history.
"Good boy," Angela said, as she smiled at her phone on the dresser that was slyly filming it all, and issued it a thumb's up.
After a minute she asked, "Does you're cum taste good?"
"It's okay," he said, as he swirled his tongue around her asshole, trying to get more of it... finding it surprisingly addicting... which only added to his humiliation and confusion.
"I think you really like it," Angela insisted. Then looking directly at her phone with a wide grin, she added, "Tell me Ivan, do you really like eating your cum from my asshole?"
After a pause he admitted the truth, he was a terrible liar and never got away with it anyway, by answering sheepishly, "Yes."
"What was that, Ivan?" Angela asked, knowing there was no way the recording phone had picked that up. "Say it loud and proud, my little cum-eating faggot."
Humiliatingly hot, experiencing yet another new low (or perhaps another high), at being called a 'cum eating faggot', and it making his cock flinch, he answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Angela said, as she cupped her huge tits for Jen, who'd be watching this home movie later on.
Ivan wasn't sure any man in history had ever been more humiliated then he was right now, as he replied, "Yes, I really like eating my cum from your ass."
"Because you're my little cum-eating faggot?" Angela asked, as she reached for his still-hard dick.
He groaned as she touched his cock and said what she was demanding to hear, "Yes, I'm your cum-eating little faggot."
"You're such a good boy," Angela smiled, winking into the camera, as her task had been completed. She added, as she moved her pussy onto his face, "Now since your baby dick didn't get me off at all, you may finish me off with your tongue."
More shame... more humiliation... more guilt at his inadequacy... as he obeyed and licked her pussy.
A few minutes later she came, and a few minutes after that, they were in bed watching Kimmel.
Angela said, "That was fun."
"Yeah, it was," Ivan agreed, even though he was completely confused by what had happened.
"Yes, and now that you fucked my ass, I'll have the right to return the favour someday," Angela threw out there.
"You seriously want to do that?" Ivan asked, totally unsure about everything by now.
"Honey, I love you, and I want to explore all my fantasies with you," Angela said in a rather sweet way.
"Oh, okay. Then I want to explore all your fantasies too," Ivan said, so in love with her, and only wanting to make her happy. Jen breaking up with him had crushed him, and he'd thought he might be alone forever after, but he'd gotten a second chance at love, and he'd do anything to keep it... so if that needed to include his getting pegged and eating his own cum (the latter which he was still processing why he'd enjoyed it so much), well... so be it.
"So I can fuck your cute ass someday soon?" Angela wheedled.
"You think my ass is cute?" he asked, this a compliment he'd never received before.
"Yes, and it'll be even cuter with an eight-inch strap-on buried in it," Angela said wickedly.
"Eight inches?"
"We could go for ten, but first we should probably break that cute little asshole in," Angela responded, even though she knew he'd been trying to tell her eight whole inches was really big.
"Yes, definitely not ten," Ivan said.
"At least not at first," she smiled, kissing him on the lips. "Goodnight, my cute little faggot."
That last shot not only wounded Ivan's manhood (again), but it was slyly manipulating his psyche for what lay ahead... his becoming an actual faggot. As in with actual guys!
.....
Jen's initial plan (and therefore Angela's too) was simple.
Hank was gay... flamboyantly so... and although he was actually a nurse, and a really good one... he could easily be palmed off in this stereotype-ridden society as a wedding planner.
Yet, after Jen had seen the video from last night, she now insisted Angela be the one to peg him, or perhaps just the first one.
And she needed to do it that very night.
And in addition to her being unable to ever say no to Jen, plus to Jen telling her she wouldn't get to eat her pussy or be fucked by her until she accomplished the task, the power she'd felt last night while talking nasty to Ivan had really turned her on, so the threat was unnecessary since she was already sold on the idea of pegging him ASAP.
So after work she went to an adult shop, bought some sexy new all-red lingerie (she loved how red looked on her) and a six-inch strap-on for beginners... she wasn't a monster, and she didn't want to tear her lover's ass apart... at least not yet.
She returned home, made dinner, and after watching the television shows they always watched together, she said abruptly, "I expect to see you naked in our bed in five minutes." And then immediately walked away.
Ivan was surprised by her aggressive behaviour, that had sounded more like Jen than Angela, but he nodded, because what guy is going to disobey an order like that, and said to her departing back, "Sounds good."
Truth was, he was still processing their wild activities last night. The good side... he'd gotten to fuck Angela in the ass... plus his second fondest bucket list item now checked off (his first, a threesome, he saw as an unachievable pipe dream). The bad... she'd made him eat his cum from her ass and called him derogatory gay names... and worse... inexplicably... it had turned him on. Also bad... she'd stated quite clearly she wanted to fuck his ass... and worst of all... the prospect intrigued him.
There was also that Ivan had spent way too much of his workday reading about pegging. He'd read many stories about men who enjoyed being pegged, and who even came hardest that way. He'd read how it brought many couples together. He also read over and over how it wasn't a gay thing, but a way of leveling the playing field in the bedroom, by undeniably flipping the hierarchy of who was in charge. (Or in other words if your partner... of whichever gender... is reaming your ass, it's pretty difficult to claim you're the head honcho at the moment.)
What he didn't see much of was women humiliating their men by calling them names.
So as he proceeded dutifully to the bedroom, he wondered both which Angela he was going to see there and also which Angela he wanted to see... and truthfully, to both questions he wasn't sure which one that was.
Dressed in her new red teddy with garters to hold up her matching red stockings, and a pair of black fuck me heels, she called out from the washroom, "Ready?"
"Almost. Just getting naked."
Angela worked the leather harness up her legs, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her, as she looked down at the cock pointing straight ahead.
"Good," she answered, as she tightened the harness, and then snapped a selfie in the mirror, which she immediately sent to Jen with the caption: Ready to fuck.
Jen, who had a pretty high school senior who'd arrived at her doorstep selling raffle tickets for her school between her legs at the time, saw the picture and her pussy gushed excessive juice all over the eighteen-year-old's face. She texted back, finding Angela so fucking hot in that attire and with that strap-on, although it was terribly small: Shit, you look fucking hot!
Angela replied, confidence coursing through her at the compliment: Thanks, Mistress. Now it's time to peg your ex-husband.
Jen smiled as she held the pretty blonde's head against her flooding pussy. Things over there were about to get very interesting.
Angela called out, "Are you totally naked, faggot?"
The term faggot instantly alerted Ivan to how tonight was going to proceed, and that made his cock flinch. But WHY did it make his cock flinch? He was ashamed, and knew he should reclaim his manhood, but he just replied, "Yes."
"Get on all fours facing the bathroom, and keep your eyes closed, faggot," Angela ordered, the pejorative word flowing out of her mouth so easily... each time she uttered it, it enhanced the power she held.
"Okay," he said, shame coursing through him at his own abject obedience, as he got onto all fours with his cock throbbing. On the bright side, his facing the bathroom meant she wouldn't be emerging in a strap-on to fuck him, which he'd oddly had a hunch she might, and although that possibility scared the shit out of him, it also excited him immensely, as evidenced by the pre-cum oozing from and dripping off the tip of his small dick.
"Don't you dare open your eyes until I give you permission," Angela called back, stroking her cock facing the mirror, admiring her own body and savouring her power. "Is that clear, my teensy-dicked faggot?"
"I won't peek," he promised, dying to know what she had in mind, while he flinched and his cock twitched at her reminder of his small dick... something she hadn't mentioned, or alluded to even once, until last night. But since then she hadn't stopped going on about it seemed, for even a moment!
"Is your baby dick hard, faggot?" she asked, enjoying making him wait, enjoying the psychological manipulation she was subjecting him to.
"Yes," he admitted, shame and excitement battling for dominance inside him... and happily, his excitement was winning.
"Okay, keep your eyes closed," she reminded him and then added, "faggot," after almost forgetting to for once. She was training him with constant repetition of his flaws, as coached by Jen.
"I won't," Ivan agreed, as he heard the bathroom door open.
"Do you like being called a faggot, sweetheart?" Angela asked, the endearment ironic as she stalked towards him feeling so powerful, thinking this was what a man with a huge dick must feel like when a hot slut eagerly does whatever she's told, just so she can entice it into one of her moist, warm caves .
"It's weird," he answered, trying to avoid giving an informative answer, since the affirmative truth felt pathetic and shameful.
"It's a simple yes or no question, my cute little faggot," Angela reproved, and according to the sound of her voice, she was now standing right in front of him.
"It's embarrassing," Ivan said, which actually did answer the question, if only indirectly.
"You're embarrassed to share your inner truth with your own loving fiancée?" Angela asked in a tone dripping with perturbation.
"No, no, no," he dissembled, suddenly panic-stricken, not wanting ever to hear that tone of voice aimed at him. "It's just that getting turned on from being called a faggot isn't very manly."
"I see. Then do you consider this manly?" she enquired smarmily as she slipped her cock into his half-open mouth.
Ivan's eyes slammed wide open when he suddenly felt that dick in his mouth!
"Did I give you permission to fucking open your eyes, you dumb fucking faggot?" Angela roared with a ferocity she'd never shown him before... in a feral tone even she hadn't known she had in her. Angela was always the quintessential sweetheart. Angela was always the nicest person everyone knew. Angela was a submissive who always obeyed every guy just because he had a dick, without thought or hesitation. Yet this new her felt so right. She was raw. She was powerful. She was woman, and she felt like a Goddess.



Ivan obediently reclosed his eyes, but he couldn't apologize because he had a dick in his mouth, although he'd caught a glimpse of some red lingerie... his favourite colour.
"Good faggot," Angela soothed, her tone flipping 180° in a heartbeat. Having been a submissive her entire life, but recently having been intensively trained in dominance by Jen, she was just roleplaying being his ex-wife for now, but more viciously. "Now suck my cock, faggot."
Ivan was completely confused. But hard. And excited. He had a dick in his mouth! Sure, it wasn't a real one, but nevertheless he had a dick in his mouth. But then he recalled the things he'd read about intimate pegging and how it could build communication and love in a relationship, and he relaxed. He wasn't gay. He wasn't actually a faggot. He was with a woman for Christ's sake, you call that gay? He was with the woman he loved. He was simply complying with a proven therapeutic reversal of roles... he was just being the wide receiver instead of the quarterback... he was likely about to become the fuckee instead of the fucker... and this entire scenario was turning him on.
As Ivan began to bob on the cock, Angela encouraged him with some positive reinforcement, "That's my good boy, faggot. You're a natural little cock sucker."
Cock sucker. That was a new term, at least when it was being applied to him. Just another term intended to humiliate him. Yet although it did indeed humiliate him, it also excited him... it encouraged him... and he began bobbing faster, and methodically trying to take more and more of that cock into his mouth.
"Shit, you look so hot sucking my dick," Angela said, as she filmed him with her phone.
He was unaware of the phone, but her words encouraged him even more, since his untrained efforts seemed to be impressing her.
"Now get my dick nice and slick for that virgin ass of yours, my pretty cock sucking faggot," Angela listed, finally removing for him any shadow of doubt about what her immediate plans were for him.
Pretty. Cock sucker. Faggot. Each demeaning term a humiliation. But each of them also a stimulation. Ivan continued bobbing, not at all protesting... neither inwardly nor outwardly... what was being portended for him.
"Do you like sucking my dick?" Angela asked, pulling out of his mouth.
He didn't hesitate, being so consumed with obedience as he answered, his eyes still obediently closed, "Yes, yes, I love sucking your dick."
Angela smiled at his attitude's complete about face in only a day. "And you long for me to fuck that pretty virgin ass of yours, don't you, faggot?"
"Yes, yes, please bend me over and fuck my ass with your dick," Ivan replied earnestly, feeling so desperate to please her, and so curious to know the experience of being fucked.
"You're sure?" Angela asked, as she anchored her hands around his head, slid the cock into his mouth and roughly face fucked him, forcing him to gag, as all six inches slammed completely into his mouth.
Ivan tried to breathe through his nose and to resist gagging, as he was used in a way he'd never stooped to using a woman. He gagged a couple of times, but he didn't back away...like the good cock sucker he now aspired to be.
"Learn how to breathe through your nose, cock sucker," Angela advised, then foreshadowed, "you'll soon be taking dicks a lot larger and beefier than this puny beginner's toy between your cute cock sucking lips."
Ivan couldn't believe how her torrent of humiliation just kept coming and coming, nor how it continued to turn him on, while he didn't catch her mention of some larger, and perhaps even real dicks a bit later.
"Ready for me to break in your back door, bottom boi?" Angela asked, trying to come up with as many derogatory names as possible.
"Yeah," Ivan said from a complete daze, as the cock was pulled out of him, thus freeing him to speak.
"Yeah, what?" Angela queried, slapping his face with her cock.
"Yeah, I want you to take my anal virginity and turn me into your faggot slut," Ivan said, struggling to believe those self-compromising words spewing from his mouth.
"I know you do," Angela smiled. "And your humble request is granted. So spin around and offer me that asshole of yours."
"Okay," Ivan agreed, so excited at what was about to come, the inevitable and imminent pain didn't faze him at all.
"Okay, Mistress," she corrected, thinking it would be cool to be called that... usually that was the term she used when addressing Jen.
"Yes, Mistress," Ivan said, this new belittling requirement only adding to his excitement. "Please fuck my ass."
"You're sure?" she asked once again, strolling over to her dresser and retrieving the lube she'd considerately bought for tonight.
"Yes, Mistress, I'm sure," Ivan said, adding, "I'm here to obey your every order."
"Good answer, faggot," Angela approved, as she generously lubed her dick. She didn't want to tear his ass apart, which was why she was wearing a short, narrow cock; she wanted him to enjoy it, to love it, to beg for it, and then she could begin advancing her challenges for him to longer and fatter ones.
"Anything for you, Mistress Angela," he said, wondering at that moment how Angela had become such a different person. She sounded more like Jen than herself. Was there any way she might have put her up to this?
"Remember that pledge," she advised, as she placed herself behind him.
Ivan tensed up as she climbed onto the bed... the mixture of excitement and fear still swirling inside him. He'd already agreed to what was about to happen, and yet his excitement was tempered by nervousness.
Angela felt a rush of excitement as she positioned her dick between his ass cheeks. She ordered, "Pull your ass cheeks apart and offer up that asshole, bottom boi."
Ivan obeyed, "Yes, Mistress."
She experienced another rush of excitement at his obedience. She placed the cock against his asshole and slowly pushed forward.
"Oooooooooooh," Ivan whimpered in a voice that wasn't particularly manly, as intense pain coursed through his entire body.
"Your asshole is now swallowing my dick," Angela reported, and she watched in awe as the dick disappeared into his ass. She'd always before been the one whose ass was being filled and she loved it, but now it was also pretty exhilarating to be the delivery guy.
"Oh, fuck," Ivan groaned, as the dick continued drilling deeper into his ass. It seemed to keep going and going endlessly.
"No fucking yet," Angela smiled, "but soon," once the entire cock had been engulfed, and her flesh was resting against him.
Ivan let out an indistinguishable sound as he felt her leaning against him. The dick was all the way inside him. Pain burned in his ass, yet his cock remained rock hard.
"Remember to breathe," Angela encouraged, knowing that was important, remembering the initial pain she had felt when she was first ass fucked, or when she'd first taken a ten-inch cock, or even the crazy twelve-inch living BBC she'd once taken... but every single time the pain would fade and the pleasure increase, while she was ass fucked with growing vigour.
"Okay," Ivan said through gritted teeth, and he did indeed breathe.
"Now I'm going to begin pounding this pussy, and you'll begin to feel pleasure you've never felt before," Angela said, as she began slowly to fuck him... calling his ass a pussy for the first time, but far from the last.
Ivan noticed the reference to his ass as a womanly orifice, but he couldn't spare the attention to process it, as he focused entirely on Angela beginning to fuck him.
"Just relax, Ivan," she encouraged gently, seeing him stiffen, which would only increase his pain.
"Okay," he said, his head light, and noticing her using his name for the first time during this humiliating yet stimulating experience.
"Soon, as soon as your body adjusts to this violation, you're going to love this," Angela said, wishing him to enjoy this journey, wishing him to receive the pleasure she'd read men could experience... and also beginning to train his ass for the future, which almost certainly would include his accommodating some actual big black cock.
"Okay," Ivan repeated, this dick sliding in and out of him the weirdest sensation ever. It was unnatural, yet natural. There was pain, but a slowly decreasing pain.
Angela slowly fucked him, enjoying listening to his whimpers and moans, which weren't feminine per se, but neither were they very manly.
This went on for a couple of minutes... no talking... just slow fucking....
His pleasure continued rising as the cock continued to slide in and out of him... and as the pleasure overtook the pain, Ivan wanted more. He wanted to be fucked harder. Faster. Rougher. He now desperately needed to get fucked! "Harder, please," he moaned sheepishly.
"What did you say?" Angela asked, even though she'd heard him. He'd persevered to the next stage, so now she wanted him to beg.
"I asked you to fuck me harder," Ivan said more loudly, his humiliation quelled by his lust.
"Fuck which part of you harder?" she asked, pausing deep inside him.
"Fuck my ass harder, please," Ivan pleaded, desperate to feel her cock slamming into him.
"Are you saying you want to be my ass slut, faggot?" Angela asked, as she bucked her hips into him, but only once.
"Yesssss," Ivan moaned, as with that single thrust the cock had somehow plumbed a newer depth inside him, creating some new pain that somehow delivered more pleasure as well.
"Tell me Ivan, tell me what you want, and what you are," Angela demanded, as she gave him five hard, deep thrusts, before once again holding herself rock steady deep inside him.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Ivan moaned, as he was fucked hard as if he were a she. She stopped yet again, frustrating him immensely, but he only said with the pleasure still consuming him, "I want you to fuck my ass hard, and to use me like a cheap slut."
"And what are you?" Angela asked, generously bestowing upon him another five hard, deep thrusts.
"I'm a faggot, a bottom boy, a slut for cock," Ivan listed, each term humiliating, and yet each one of them sending pulses to his penis.
"And I have your assurance I can fuck this ass whenever I wish?" Angela asked, followed by seven rough thrusts.
"Yeessssssss," Ivan moaned, knowing that now he'd experienced this pleasure, he could never go back to a life without sodomy, "you may certainly fuck my faggot asshole anytime you like."
"And henceforward you'll be my bottom boy pet who obeys every order his Mistress demands?" Angela queried, lovingly slamming into her pet's ass ten conditioning times.
Not thinking at all straight, nor using the head on his shoulders but his other one, he agreed with nary a thought of consequences, or of Angela's long-term plan (which he was totally unaware of), or the knowledge of his declarations being recorded for later use (nor that either, sorry Charlie), such as blackmail and further humiliation, responded, his voice sounding disconcertingly high (to any real man, but not disconcerting at all to any real woman), "Yes, I'll obey, Mistress."
"Because I own this ass, don't I?" Angela asked, giving her newly acquired ass a resounding slap! followed by ten more powerful plunges into it.
"Yes, yes, yes," he declared, his cock throbbing and feeling ready to burst at any moment.
"Good faggot," she smiled, as she began to fuck him hard, loving to be told of his desperate desire to be fucked, and loving the very unmanly moans emerging from his mouth.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my ass," Ivan moaned, feeling intense pleasure unlike anything he'd ever felt before. He couldn't believe how getting ass fucked was even more pleasurable than getting a blow job or fucking someone. The helplessness of his being completely unable to control his (hopefully upcoming) orgasm, and his throbbing willy bouncing about willy-nilly, added to the uniqueness of the situation.
"You like it rough?" Angela asked as she slammed into him. Even she was surprised by how quickly he'd become a lustful cock-taking faggot. She should have bought him a bigger strap-on.
"Yesssss," he moaned, his cock really throbbing, feeling ready to erupt at any moment.
"How's your baby dick feeling?" Angela asked, unable to see if it was still hard.
"So hard," he answered, hating her constant reminders of his dick being so small and referring to it as a 'baby dick'.
"Because you've discovered the inner you is a faggot who loves dick, haven't you?" Angela taunted him some more, feeling so stimulated by degrading him. She couldn't explain it, but tonight's constant rush of adrenaline was way more exhilarating than any drug (and she'd experimented quite a bit in her younger days).
"Yes, I do love dick," Ivan moaned, his mind a muddled mess, since all he could think about was the pleasure flowing inside him, and his dick that was admittedly tiny, but was still desperate to come.
Angela got to drilling his ass, listening to his growing moans and whimpers, and she wondered if he could actually come just from getting ass fucked. It was possible, since she herself had her most intense orgasms from getting dicked in the ass. But she had no idea whether men could manage that. She realized, as she was getting tired from fucking him, that being the giver instead of the receiver was a lot more work, and also now that she'd fulfilled everything Jen had ordered her to do, unless he came, she had no idea when to stop.
Her quandary was resolved for her when a few rough strokes later, as her big body slammed into his one more time, he grunted and began trembling wildly.
"Are you coming?" Angela asked, surprised.
"Yesssssss," he moaned, with the most intense pleasure ever coursing through him... he couldn't believe any orgasm could be this intense... usurping every ounce of energy in his body, so he collapsed forward, even as cum continued spewing out of his dick and onto the bedsheets.
"Wow, you really are a born faggot!" Angela exulted, as her dick slipped out of his ass and she admired the gaping hole she'd molded.
"God," was all Ivan could muster as he continued to come... this easily the longest orgasm he'd ever had... way longer than his usual three-second pleasure.
Angela slipped out of the strap-on, her pussy on fire, flipped her faggot boy onto his back and sat on his face... even though he ended up lying in his own cum. "Since your baby dick never gets me off, use your lone extremity that does please me."
Ivan hated knowing she was right: his dick was too small to satisfy her... which is why he'd always been eager to go down on a woman... something he'd done for Jen a lot... she having told him early on she only came from oral... and only when she broke up with him had she revealed that wasn't exactly true... it was only his dick that did nothing for her. She didn't even say it in a deliberately mean or hurtful way, she was just finally telling him the truth. He'd hoped Angela was different, since until last night she'd seemed to really enjoy being fucked by him... but alas, that too was all a charade.
However Angela did enjoy his tongue... he was pretty good at using it... and in just a couple minutes, she was coming on his face.
Once her orgasm had run its course she got off of him and asked, now in a sincerely sweet manner, "Did you really enjoy all that? I kind of got a little wild."
"Yeah, you did," Ivan agreed, sidestepping answering the question.
"You didn't answer my question."
"I'm a little embarrassed by my answer."
"Well, your spewing cum all over our sheets while I pounded your ass and called you a faggot, kind of speaks for itself, doesn't it?" Angela smiled.
"I guess it does," he sighed.
"Then don't be ashamed," Angela said. "I think it's cool."
"What... exactly... do you think is cool?" Ivan asked, still confused by how his body had reacted, and how he'd just given in completely to the super aggressiveness of a fiancée he'd thought until recently was rather submissive.
"That you go for dick."
"To be perfectly clear, I only go for your dick."
"If you say so. For now," she shrugged, getting off the bed and heading to the washroom to take a shower.
Ivan lay... still in the wet stickiness of his own cum... trying to understand the ramifications of what had just occurred, the things he'd recently promised, and her ominous words 'for now'. Shit... he was in so deep... he then he laughed to himself as he got up to change the sheets... like she'd been just now.
.....
"Ivan actually came from being ass fucked?" Jen asked a day later, even though she knew he had, as she'd watched the new livestream that was set up just for her last night.
"Yeah, and he came buckets," Angela said, still living in the afterglow of her very first pegging.
"It was pretty hot to watch," Jen said, adding, "I came on some cute high school girl's face twice while I was watching."
"I don't know how you manage to get so many girls agreeing to eat your pussy within a few minutes of meeting you," Angela said, as she watched the chubby older woman licking Jen at this very moment.
"It's a gift," Jen shrugged, having picked up this particular grandma at the mall. She'd never before seduced a woman in her sixties, and thought why not. Fifteen minutes later she was back home, and the grandma, who'd never eaten a pussy before, was lapping away, and had now been doing so for fifteen minutes nonstop.
"Oh, I know it is," Angela agreed, knowing Jen's cunt was the addictive gift that kept on giving and giving.
"So next, we make him watch hypno sissy videos," Jen said.
"What are those?" Angela asked, as Jen snapped her fingers. "Go eat my friend," she ordered.
"I should go," the elderly woman demurred. She still couldn't believe she'd not only come home with this stranger, but had then willingly crawled between her legs and licked her first-ever pussy endlessly.
"Do you really want to leave?" Jen asked, already knowing the answer.
After a brief pause, as she looked back at the inviting pussy she'd been unable to resist, she admitted, "No."
"Then crawl over there and eat my friend's cunt; her fiancé's dick is too small to get her off, the poor thing," Jen instructed.
"Okay," the elderly woman said, turning around and approaching the nether region of another BBW.
Angela spread her legs and ordered confidently, "Get licking, slut." (She wasn't really all that confident, but she was getting into the habit of imitating Jen, who always was.)
The elderly woman hadn't been called a slut in over thirty years, back when she was one, but she obeyed, crawling between the woman's big thighs, and right up to her pussy.
Jen explained. "Hypno sissy vids are a strange genre of porn, where a woman provides a sexy voiceover for the visual of an endless series of girls sucking cock, getting fucked, taking facials, whatever... and the narrator speaks seductively to the viewer, as if he's each one of those women, " Jen explained. "She both tells him how much he loves doing all those things he's seeing, and entices him to parrot back phrases such as, 'I'm a faggot for big dick,' or 'My ass is always available for a nice cock,' 'I love the taste of cum,' and numerous other post-hypnotic suggestions."
"There is such a thing?" Angela asked, wondering not only that, but what the purpose of such suggestions might be.
"Yeah, they're surprisingly popular, and quite effective in training a straight man into seriously considering how much he wants to serve dicks."
"How would that even work?" Angela asked with a moan, as this elderly stranger licked her.



"Men are visual and easily manipulated, so when one of them watches a parade of pretty girls sucking dick and getting fucked, while he's being told and he even agrees out loud how good it is to suck dick and to get fucked, that increasingly inviting image of himself gradually takes root in his head," Jen said, as she grabbed a strap-on to fuck the elderly woman.
"That does make sense," Angela said, recalling how easy it had been to talk Ivan into letting her peg him.
"Yep, men are soooo easy to control," Jen said, as cock first, she approached the naked kneeling nana. "Of course, so are women."
"For you they are," Angela qualified, grabbing the back of the stranger's head (she didn't even know her name), as Jen slid her dick into the elderly woman.
"It's a gift," Jen shrugged, as she fucked the woman.
"I do like your gifts," Angela moaned, as she enjoyed the inexperienced woman (at least with other women) and her tentative but eager tongue.
.....
Three days later....
"Why does the groom need to meet the wedding planner?" Ivan whined, as they had coffee in a coffee shop. For his first wedding, Jen had planned everything. She'd even composed their vows, including his. Pretty much all he'd had to do was rent a tux and show up.
"I want you to take part in every step," Angela said, a little annoyed he wasn't more excited to be involved.
"Every step?" Ivan asked, unable to not groan as he said it.
"Every little step," Angela sang, having always loved Bobby Brown.
"I'm not sure I'll be much help," Ivan said.
"You'll be a second set of eyes and ears," Angela said and reminded him, a little annoyed at his lack of eagerness to take part in the planning, "You did say you'd do whatever I told you to."
"I thought that was just in the bedroom," Ivan said.
"First, my dedicated little ass slut, it's whenever and wherever I want it to be," Angela said, having fucked him every night since their first time, and each time watched him either come all over the bed or himself every night (last night while lying on his back, he'd actually shot cum that arced high enough to splash down on his face). "Second, if you're not a good little bitch I won't pound your asshole tonight."
"Angela," Ivan gasped, actually spitting a little spurt of coffee out of his mouth. "There are people all around us!"
"So?" Angela asked, actually raising her voice a little, "We both know you want to have that pussy drilled tonight. I even bought a new strap-on for you, since you obviously want a bigger dick."
"They can hear you!" Ivan said, his face going beet red, as he looked around and saw a younger girl gawking at him.
"I don't care, and you shouldn't either," Angela shrugged, and then got a little overdramatic. "We don't know anyone here. I'm far more concerned that you're so reluctant to marry me."
"Why on earth would you think that?" Ivan asked, this exchange having gone from peaceful to nuclear in just a few seconds.
Parroting another script from Jen just to make him feel guilty, "Why?! First you don't want to meet our wedding planner, next you don't want to have anything to do with our wedding, and now you're even embarrassed to be seen in public with me!" All this said in a constant crescendo, culminating with her almost shouting in his face! Angela knew she was being over the top, but according to Jen this approach would make him even more pliable to what they were planning for him eventually: taking some real cock. Plus, she was honestly annoyed by his lack of interest in their wedding.
Ivan, vaulting into his most urgent bomb defusing mode, reassured her, "Angela I love you unconditionally and if I could, I'd marry you today."
"Really?" she asked, looking all vulnerable, her college drama club experience really coming into fruition here. She was capable of crying on cue, so waterworks were already beginning to roll down her face... men had many Kryptonites, and a woman's tears was one of them.
Ivan reached across the table to grasp both of her hands and said earnestly, "You are the love of my life."
"I'm only the second love of your life," Angela sobbed through her crocodile tears, really piling it on.
"No, you're the first," Ivan insisted. "I love you in a way I never loved Jen."
"Really?" Angela asked, this time sincerely... everyone loved Jen.
"Yes. I hate to sound cheesy, but you complete me," Ivan said, feeling like he had defused the bomb in the nick of time, just before it blew his world apart.
"Is that because I fuck your asshole so well?" Angela smiled wickedly, wiping her fake tears away.
"Angela, please," Ivan begged, not wishing anyone in the coffee shop to hear this conversation. But that ship had already sailed, since by now there were more than a dozen people staring at them!
"So now you're embarrassed by our sex life?" Angela asked tersely and even louder, continuing to feign anger.
"No," Ivan said, "we just don't need everyone here to know about it."
"You like getting ass fucked," Angela shrugged. "It's 2021, so that's no big deal." She then added, playing to the crowd, "Although the new cock I bought for you tonight actually is a pretty big deal."
"Can we please talk about this at home?" Ivan begged.
"So I do embarrass you," Angela accused, truly a little annoyed, because he was clearly embarrassed. She'd learned over the years to have no shame at all, such as when she'd walked into a Burger King wearing two loads of cum and asked the guy at the till to hold the mayo since she'd brought her own. and then once she received her burger, she'd scooped the cum off her face and onto the burger, and proceeded to eat it, exuberantly smacking her lips as if it was the best one she'd ever tasted! Talk about fun!
"No, it's just that our sex life should remain between us," Ivan said, astonished by this flamboyant side of her he'd never really seen before. And yes, he was embarrassed that all these people now knew he took it in the ass... it was excruciating!
"I don't care what anyone thinks," Angela said, definitely loud enough for everyone around to hear. "I'm proud of my body; I don't care if anyone knows I love a good anal reaming, and you shouldn't either!"
Ivan didn't know what else to say. This social disaster had sprung up out of nowhere. He'd thought he'd put it to rest, but now it was back to an overblown fiasco. He finally attempted to explain his own insecurity, as a moderate-sized crowd of people were now standing around their table openly watching and listening in, as if their conversation was a sporting event. "It's not you, it's me."
"Don't you dare use that 'it's not you, it's me' shit with me," Angela retorted, now full-blown angry! She'd fucking endured hearing those fucking exact same sentiments at least a dozen times by fucking men who would happily fuck her, but then turn around and refuse to publicly date her. She added, her voice now loud enough for most of the coffee shop to hear, "Do you know how many times some asshole has TOLD ME THAT? Usually after fucking me, coming on my face, or sharing me with a FUCKING friend?"
As she leapt to her feet, Ivan, terrified he was about to lose her, leapt up too and attempted to pull her into a hug.
"Don't," was all she growled, in the voice of a woman scorned.
Ivan was now convinced he'd lost his beloved, so he desperately announced to all the people now staring at him, realizing Angela might consider this no more than a theatrical Hail Mary, but needing to demonstrate in no uncertain terms just how embarrassed he WASN'T by her, and how he'd do anything for her, bellowed, "EVERYONE, I NEED ALL OF YOU TO HEAR THIS: I LOVE THIS BEAUTIFUL WOMAN, AND I LOVE WHEN SHE BENDS ME OVER AND FUCKS ME IN THE ASS!"
Angela stared at him, astounded!
Ivan, seeing an opening, since everyone was still staring at them, and some of them even had their phones out and filming them now, got down on one knee and orated like a Shakespearean actor, "I love you completely, Angela! I'll declare it to the world! I'll declare I love getting ass fucked to the world too, if that can convince you just how much I love you. This is embarrassing to announce in public because I'm a guy, and that's not something guys are supposed to do, but fuck it! Here in front of all these people I'm begging, when we get home, for you to please fuck me with your biggest strap-on cock until I spew my load all over the sheets... again!"
"We may need to buy some new sheets," Angela smiled for the first time, as her lover had just delivered her romantic movie happy ending... albeit a very twisted one.
"Yeah, especially if you're going to fuck my ass every day," he smiled back, so relieved and happy to see her smiling at him.
"Oh, I'm going to tear that asshole apart tonight with my eight inch black monster," Angela promised.
"You two need to leave," a bald male functionary wearing a paper hat said to them.
Ivan had been so focused on making sure he didn't lose Angela, he'd kind of forgotten there were a few dozen people in the coffee shop, all still staring.
"S-s-sorry."
He then said to one and all as he took Angela's hand, "Actually folks, I'm not sorry. I love this woman, and I love being sodomized by her."
"Get out of here, faggot," the paper hat guy said.
"He's my faggot," Angela said, glaring at the bald guy, and snapped, "And at least my faggot here gets some, I bet you haven't been laid in decades!"
"Fuck you," he said.
"Sorry, it's not me, it's you," Angela misquoted, and led Ivan out of the restaurant by the hand.
Once outside, Angela said, "Sorry, that got a little out of hand."
"No, I'm sorry if I've ever given you the slightest doubt of how much I love you," Ivan said.
"Yeah, but I goaded you into declaring some crazy shit in there," Angela said, as they walked to the car.
"Yeah, and it should have been embarrassing, yet oddly it was kind of liberating," Ivan said, strangely at ease with what he'd spouted off in a room full of strangers.
"I love you," Angela said, a little overwhelmed by what had transpired, before playfully adding, "faggot."
"This faggot loves you too, Mistress." Ivan said, smiling.
"I have an idea," Angela said, pulling him into a Burger King, which she thought was just too perfect.
"Where are we going?"
"You'll see," Angela said, as she led him to the bathroom area, and was happy to see a family room, which was unoccupied.
Once inside, she dropped to her knees, fished out his dick and devoured it.
"Oh my, I should declare to a crowd of people I take it up the ass more often," Ivan said, this the first time she'd sucked him since she began pegging him.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she deep throated his small cock. (So should that be called 'shallow throating'?)
After a couple minutes he was close. Angela had become an expert at knowing when a load was about to come, having sucked literally over a hundred cocks so far in her life, so at just the right moment, she was able to pull back and say, "Come all over my face, faggot."
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as he began stroking his cock furiously. He loved giving facials... it was just so hot!
"Now faggot, come on my face now," she demanded.
"Aaaaaah," he grunted and spewed a load all over her. After all that drama back at the coffee shop, God did it feel good!
Once he was done, she simply stood up and said, "Thanks. Let's go."
"You're not going to clean up?" Ivan asked, as he tucked his dick away.
"Nope. You're proud to be my ass-taking faggot, and I'm proud to be your cum-faced slut," Angela avowed.
"Really?"
"Yes, and I'll prove it by walking back to the car proudly displaying your load all over my face," she said, and then added, "and along the way, you'll tell three people you love getting ass fucked by big cocks."
"I will?"
"Yes," she nodded. "This will be our joint declaration of slut-dom. Or if you prefer, we can call it our shared Walk of Shame, except there won't be any shame involved."
"Fuck, why not?" he agreed, shaking his head in astonishment.
Angela took his hand, and they walked out into the restaurant. Right away Ivan, feeling a little rush of adrenaline upon seeing an older black woman, led his fiancée up to her and announced, "Ma'am, I love getting ass fucked by this beautiful woman's big dick."
"Disgusting," the woman replied.
Angela stepped in saying, "Don't knock it until you've fucked your man's ass, or walked around with his cum all over your face. See it?"
"You're disgusting too," the woman said, turning away.
Both Angela and Ivan giggled like schoolgirls as they strolled out of the restaurant.
"Oh my God, why was that so fun?" Ivan asked,
"Because just letting loose is liberating," Angela said, as she noticed two teen boys staring at her. "Do I have something on my face, boys?"
"Y-y-yeah," one said.
"Oh shoot, do I have cum on my face again?" Angela asked them, playing dumb.
Ivan 'helpfully' explained to them, "My fiancée loves getting facials, and I love when she fucks me in the ass with her big cock," both of them enjoying the shocked look on one of the boys' faces.
The other one, the more confident of the two, said brazenly, "I'd fuck her ass."
"You would, would you?" Angela asked, her tone dripping with sexuality.
"Y-y-yeah," he asserted, losing some of his cool.
"Well how about this, Mr. Ass-Fucker? If you let me fuck your ass, then you can fuck both mine and his," Angela offered.
"What? No way," he blurted, appalled by the idea.
Ivan added, even though he had no interest in being fucked by a real guy, that would definitely be gay, "Don't be so quick to refuse. You'd love it."
"Fuck off, faggot," the guy said, and the pair hurried away.
"So you want some real dick, do you?" Angela asked a minute later.
"What? No, no, no," he denied, vigorously shaking his head, "I was just joining in with your teasing,"
"If you say so," Angela said, her tone dripping with 'I don't believe you.'
"I'm serious," Ivan stressed, wanting to make it crystal clear he wasn't gay at all. "My ass only has eyes for your dick."
"Aww, you're such a romantic," Angela hammed it up, figuring she'd opened the door to her future plan but needn't belabour the point for now. Unless...
"I really am," Ivan laughed, as they neared their car.
"Go tell him you love big cocks in your ass." Angela indicated a large black man.
"Really?"
"Yeah, tell him you love nothing more than getting ass fucked by a big cock," Angela said, as they approached him.
"You're killing me," Ivan said, then turned to the black man, who was around their age, "Hi there; my girlfriend wants me to inform you how much I love getting ass fucked by big cock."
He returned him a look, but continued walking.
"I guess we'll have to work on your flirting, if you're ever going to wangle yourself any real cock," Angela teased.
Going along with it he laughed, "Yeah, my flirting skills with men just aren't where they need to be."
They drove off in the car, stopped to buy some new sheets, two sets actually of nice bamboo sheets, and headed home, where Ivan's inner faggot discovered size does matter.
.....
"Get on all fours, faggot," Angela ordered, the newly-acquired eight-inch strap-on already fastened around her waist, as she approached him sitting up on the bed, his back leaning against the headboard.
"Holy shit," he said, looking up from his laptop, where he'd been working on a project.
"You like?" she asked, posing and stroking the cock as if it were real and she was jacking herself off.
"It's too big," he said.
"That is something no true cock sucking faggot has ever said," she replied wickedly. "Plus, I bought us a ten-inch one too."
"You can't be serious?" Ivan said, even as his dissenting sex organ hardened under the laptop.
"Oh, I'm very serious," she assured him, as she went and grabbed the lube. "Now strip, and hurry the fuck up about it."
"I'm really not sure I can take that," he stressed as he closed his laptop and set it on his nightstand.
"Baby Dickie says he's excited," Angela said, thinking that was the perfect name for his tiny penis, as she pointed out the small bulge in his sweats.
Every time she pointed out his unavoidably small dick, another wave of shame coursed through him. He wished he was bigger; he wished he could give her what she obviously wanted: a much larger dick than he'd been given. "He gets hard every time he sees you dressed like that," he defended, admiring her negligee and nylons.
"Dressed in my fashionably big eight-inch black cock?" Angela asked, even though she knew he meant her sexy lingerie. Men were so visual, as Jen had pointed out.
"Well, that too," he said, as he got undressed.
"I still think you'd love a real black cock in that sexy ass of yours," she said, as she stroked her cock as if she were the man... which at the moment she was.
"No, just your big dick, Mistress," he replayed his broken record, as he got onto all fours and nervously presented himself to take the huge dick in his ass.
"First let's put on some porn," Angela said, having picked a clip that showcased some black stud fucking a white BBW very like herself.
"Okay," he said.
She turned the on television, pressed Play and said, "Turn around so we can both watch while I drill your ass, my cock-craving faggot."
"Yes Mistress," he obeyed, having indeed craved a cock in his ass every night, since that first fateful one.
There was no plot in this scene, not even undressing, just a BBW sucking a BBC.
"I bet you'd love to be that woman on her knees sucking that big black cock, wouldn't you?" Angela asked, as she moved behind him.
"I think you would," he said, wondering if that was true.
"I certainly wouldn't refuse a dick that big if it was offered to me, or at least not if you were there to watch," Angela admitted. "I mean it looks fucking irresistible, doesn't it?"
"It's pretty impressive," Ivan admitted, as he watched the chubby woman, who bore a little resemblance to his future bride, suck that huge dick... which was easily double his size in both length and girth.
As if reading his mind she said, "His is more than twice the size of your Baby Dickie."
"Yes, it is," Ivan agreed reluctantly, as he felt her cock poking at his backdoor.
"And you want me to be sexually fulfilled, don't you?" she asked, as she slid her dick inside him.
"Yesssssss," he moaned in agreement to her question, and to the thrill of having a cock back in his ass. This one was two inches longer and a little thicker, so it stretched his ass more than the previous cock, which led to a new burn, but it was undeniably a good burn... the burn delivering a promise of greater pleasure on the way.
"Do you want to see me get fucked by a big black cock?" Angela asked, as her own big black cock disappeared between Ivan's very white ass cheeks.
"If you want to," Ivan went along, really preferring not to see it, yet willing for her to experience the big dick she deserved and obviously craved.
"No, no, NO, my loving faggot," Angela objected, stopping halfway inside him. "Tell me what you want. You do know your Baby Dickie can never satisfy me, and he never satisfied Jen either."
"You talk to Jen about us?" Ivan asked, that idea horrifying him.



"We share everything," she said, Including her lesbian pets, she thought to herself.
"Oh God, that's terrifying!" Ivan blurted out, frustrated her new dick had ceased in its invasion of him. In just a few days he'd become undeniably addicted to having a dick in his ass, and he wanted nothing more than to be fucked by her like the faggot he was.
"No worries, she wasn't at all surprised to learn you come like blazes from a dick in your ass," Angela airily informed him.
"You didn't tell her that?" Ivan asked, even though it was obvious she had.
"Of course I did; she was the one who gave me that first dick so I could fuck you with it," Angela revealed, getting a rush at letting the cat of who was really in charge out of the bag, and knowing that Jen herself was watching and listening to the live stream being broadcast from their so-called private bedroom at this very moment.
"Ohhhh," he groaned, as Angela resumed her slow invasion of his ass.
"After all, that was the same dick she used to fuck me," Angela dropped another bombshell while she slammed into him all at once, reaching never-before-plumbed depths inside his asshole.
"Oh God!" he screamed, and a searing pain enveloped him as he struggled to process the shocking news that his ex-wife and his wife-to-be were having lesbian sex! It made his head spin and his cock throb, even while his ass burned. Every guy wants to see his woman with another woman... and it being Jen, a woman he still secretly loved, was the ultimate fantasy.
"You'd really like to watch me buried between Jen's legs eating her delicious pussy, or bent over the couch while she fucks mine, wouldn't you?" Angela continued wickedly, feeling such a rush at finally revealing this secret that once had made her feel so guilty, but now made her feel so powerful.
"Oh God," was all he could say, as she bucked her hips, thus driving her sexy anal probe even a little deeper.
"The first time she fucked me in the ass, was actually that same day I came home and then fucked you in the ass with the very same strap-on," Angela revealed.
"This was all her idea?" Ivan asked, even as the extra pain made his head light, and yet his cock throb, also in response.
"One hundred percent," Angela admitted, as she began really fucking him, and it really hurt.
"Shit," he groaned, overwhelmed by this reveal, and by the painful dick pounding deep inside his ass.
"Yes, suck that dick, you hungry little slut," the recorded black guy ordered.
"Hey that sounds like what I say to you," Angela said brightly, resting her cock's entire eight inches deep inside him.
"Please keep fucking me," Ivan begged, needing to get to the place where the pleasure slayed the pain. He certainly wasn't there yet!
"Isn't his cock impressive?" Angela asked, not obliging her man.
"Yes, it's very impressive," he agreed, as it was indeed a massive cock.
"He has a massive cock, but you have a tiny penis," Angela pointed out.
"I know; I believe you've mentioned it once or twice," he admitted, shame... and some resentment... coursing through him, along with his guilt that he could never satisfy her the way this black man was now doing to his big girl... slamming Into her ass and making her moan in ways no woman could fake.
"Yes, give me that black cock," the woman begged, and her generous ass cheeks rippled all over as the stud slammed into her over and over.
"Repeat those words," Angela ordered. "Say whatever she says."
"Yes, give me that big cock," Ivan said immediately, hoping that meant she'd get back to fucking him. The pain was still intense, and he just wanted to be pounded like that girl on the screen.
"Good boy," Angela said, as she started fucking him.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me good," the woman moaned, clearly enjoying her hard pounding.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me good," Ivan repeated verbatim.
"Yeah, Jen fucks me good too," Angela said. "I bet you really would love to see us with a big strap-on attached to your ex-wife drilling my pussy and ass, wouldn't you?"
"God, yes," he moaned, both because that visual sounded utterly amazing, and because the harder Angela fucked him, the more pleasure coursed through his body, numbing the pain.
"Then you'd be her bitch too," Angela promised as she slammed into him.
"Oh, God," he whimpered like a bitch in heat, as the pleasure took control, and those two extra inches suddenly didn't seem like enough enhancement.
"I love your black dick, it's so much bigger than my boyfriend's," the girl moaned, now bouncing vigorously back on his cock.
"I love black dick," Ivan repeated, and then following a pause for pertinent rewording, which took considerable thought since he'd like, been morphed into this here bimbo fuck slut with no real brain, don'tcha know, but he managed to come up with, "and yours is so much bigger than my Baby Dickie." Which was actually quite good!
"Because you aren't a real man, are you?" Angela taunted, still slamming into him.
"No," he admitted, shame and acceptance coursing through him as his cock (which was flailing around in midair, completely out of control) ached.
"You're just a caricature of a man, aren't you?" Angela continued, really slamming into him.
"Yes," he agreed, the humiliation always enhancing the pleasure.
"Actually, why am I doing all the work?" Angela asked rhetorically. "Fuck yourself on my dick like that slut on the TV."
"Yes, Mistress," Ivan obeyed, and he immediately began bouncing back on the cock, whimpering, "Ooooooooh."
"That's it faggot, ride my dick," Angela cheered him on (kind of), loving to watch him ride her dick. "Show me how much of a slut you are."
"The biggest slut," he moaned, as he could tell his orgasm was again getting close.
It was then she ordered, beginning to set the stage for some hypno-sissy porn, "Stop."
"No, I'm too close," he whined, his balls aching.
She'd known he was, which is why she'd chosen that moment to give the order. Then still following Jen's script, she yanked herself out, and sharply slapped his ass, demanding, "Who the fuck is the one who gets to decide when her faggot is allowed to come?"
"You do, Mistress," he replied, taken completely aback, and apologized, "I'm sorry for being such a silly slut."
"I forgive you," she said in a tone more stern than forgiving, then getting off the bed and going to the laptop she'd already hooked up to the TV. "But you need to learn, so you've just earned yourself some consequences. You will now sit on the bed with this in your ass, and watch this video without touching yourself."
She tossed him a butt plug.
He examined it and she ordered, "Shove it in your cunt, and watch."
"Yes, Mistress," he said, the plug smaller than the one just inside him, which oddly was a bit of a disappointment. He got off the bed, stood up, and awkwardly slid it into his ass.
Angela started the video and ordered, as she removed her strap-on, "Remember, don't you dare touch that sad excuse for a penis."
"Yes, Mistress," he obeyed, as he gingerly sat down on the edge of the bed, the plug moving around in his ass as he did, making him moan.
The video started, and as Jen had described to Angela, it was a long series of pretty white girls sucking cocks... every single one of those cocks black... changing every five seconds or so... while an unseen woman spoke in a seductive voice. "You love black cock. You love being on your knees. You love BBC. You love worshipping it. You love big... thick... black... dick. You love it in your mouth. You love chocolate cock. You love the feel of it as it pumps in and out of your mouth. Because you're a faggot. A faggot for black cock."
Ivan had watched, turned on, as the white girls (actually some of them were Asian or Hispanic, etc., but none of them black) sucked their black cocks, and it wasn't until the voice called someone a faggot that he got confused and looked to Angela for clarification.
Angela explained, "You're each of the girls performing in this video, and the voice is speaking specifically to you, faggot."
"Oh," he said, surprised by that. It made this video really weird. Yet his 'Baby Dickie' was rock hard, and he continued watching, entranced by the vivid sex scenes, and even becoming kind of hypnotized by the soft, seductive voice continually degrading him so soothingly for the next twenty minutes. He was reminded over and over for instance he was a:
Cock sucker.
Faggot.
Sissy.
Tiny dicked cum bucket.
He also became entranced by the cocks, as the woman frequently drew his attention to them, describing them in such glowing terms.
Isn't black cock beautiful.
Isn't it so much better than your tiny white penis.
Men have a cock, but you just have a penis.
Isn't black cock majestic.
Do you want it in your mouth.
Black cock fucking your face.
Black cock using you for what you were born for... to suck... to serve.
You're a faggot. Black cock is your master.
And gradually Ivan became completely mesmerized by all that black cock.
Not hypnotized... not exactly... but completely drawn into a magical world centered around the magnificent power of big black cock.
The final few minutes displayed load after load of thick, white, delicious-looking cum erupting from big black cocks and spraying all over girls' faces, or streaming into their open, hungry mouths, as the sexy, soothing voice continued:
This is your favourite snack: cum.
You're a cum bucket for black cock.
Your only purpose in life is to extract that delicious load from a superior black cock.
Faggot loves cock. Faggot loves cum.
You live for cock. You love for cum.
Angela looked on, amused by the dazed look of her man... he'd been completely drawn in.
So she wasn't surprised when, without her needing to prompt him, he repeated the next words the woman said, word for word.
Repeat after me.
"I'm a cock sucker."
"I'm a cock sucker," Ivan repeated, watching all those big black cocks erupting.
"For big black cock."
"For big black cock," Ivan repeated, thinking that made sense, since their cocks were so superior to his own pathetic excuse for a penis.
"I crave cum."
"I crave cum," he repeated, now curious what it would taste like coming directly out of a cock... having recently tasted his own from her ass, and yesterday off the sheets, so he knew it was a good taste, but right out of a cock, especially from a black cock, suddenly seemed irresistibly appetizing.
"I'm a faggot."
"I'm a faggot."
"My only purpose is to serve black cocks."
"My only purpose is to serve black cocks."
The video ended, and it wasn't until then Ivan shook his head and looked around to re-accustom himself to his surroundings.
"You seemed to enjoy that."
"It was strange."
"Yeah, they're a unique genre of videos," she said, pushing him onto his back and sitting on his face.
"Now get me off, you stupid little bitch."
.....
She was in bed, and Ivan was in the washroom getting ready for bed, his balls blue from being so powerfully stimulated and aroused, but nonetheless denied an orgasm, when Angela's phone rang. It was Jen.
"Wow! You really did it!" Jen opened with.
"Yeah, he was really drawn in by your vid," Angela said.
"No, I haven't seen your evening yet," Jen said. "I'm talking about your restaurant scene. It went viral!"
"What are you talking about?"
"Ivan's declaration of loving to take it up the ass has over 50,000 retweets and hundreds of comments in only a few hours."
"What?" Angela gasped.
"Yeah, someone must have filmed you two and posted it online."
"Oh shit!"
"Yeah, nobody's commented they recognize either of you yet, but it's only a matter of time."
"Fuck!" Angela cursed, this was very bad.
"Not fuck at all," Jen disagreed. "You're a sudden celebrity!"
"What?" she asked, reaching for her iPad to find the video.
"They're calling you the BBW Mistress," Jen said. "And women everywhere are talking about you."
"Really?"
"Yeah, they really are. But Ivan's been labeled with a less flattering nickname."
"What is it?" Angela asked distractedly; she'd already typed in the wrong password three times.
"Bottom Bitch Boy," Jen said, "although that's really what he is."
"Oh God," Angela repeated, logging into her Twitter account.
"Lots of women are saying that's what they should do to their own disobedient men."
"I can't find it!"
"Search the hashtag bottombitchboy all one word, or BBWMISTRESS all caps, or declarationoflove2021, since our favourite faggot is also getting a lot of positive comments for his uncompromising plea to you. He's actually getting lots of praise from some quarters for not giving a flaming shit what anyone but you thinks about him."
Angela did, and she gasped. It was a two-minute-plus video shot from pretty darn close, and with very clear audio. It currently had over 57,000 retweets and over 1300 comments. "Oh shit!"
"You're starting a revolution, my slut," Jen said, actually excited by this.
"I'll bet I got both of us fired," Angela wailed, watching the video again, hardly recalling what she'd said, and now shocked by how dominant she looked.
"He's about to retire anyway. Besides, there's a huge golden opportunity here."
"Opportunity for what?" Angela asked, as Ivan entered the room.
"We'll talk more about it later."
"Who are you talking to?" Ivan asked, getting into bed.
Angela hurriedly clocked out of Twitter, but Jen ordered, "Put me on speakerphone."
Angela reluctantly did, and Jen's voice filled the room, saying ebulliently, "Ivan, if I'd known you were such a submissive bottom bitch boy, our marriage might have worked!"
Ivan sighed, "Hi, Jen."
"I'm going to fuck that ass of yours real good one of these days," Jen promised.
"Um, I don't think your telling me that is at all appropriate," Ivan said, sounding far more meek than his actual words.
"Who the fuck cares what you think is appropriate? Angela is my slut, and since you're her bottombitchboy, that makes you my bottombitchboy too."
The term bottom bitch boy was new to Ivan, and still horny from not coming, he found this possibility very exciting. "Well, I only do whatever Angela tells me to do."
"And Angela my dear, exactly what are you telling your fiancé to do at this juncture?"
Angela knew what she was supposed to say, and she was all for it! "Ivan, henceforward, you're to obey every single order Jen gives you without hesitation. And without questioning her authority at any time, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," Ivan said, oddly not at all ashamed by his new chain of command, only excited.
"Good boy," Jen said. "Now you two lovebirds, go enjoy your new celebrity status while I draw up a plan for how we can all capitalize on it."
"Bye, Mistress," Angela said, and gave Ivan a prompting look.
"Bye, Mistress," Ivan repeated.
"Bye, sluts," Jen said, and hung up.
"Celebrity status?" Ivan asked.
"I don't know how to explain this, so I'll just show you," Angela decided, not seeing this disaster as any kind of so-called 'golden opportunity'!
She pulled up Twitter again and handed him the iPad, seeing their fiasco now had over 60,000 retweets.
"Oh God," he said, going deathly pale as he saw himself gesticulating in the restaurant, and even before the audio kicked in, he already knew what it was.
"It's going viral," Angela pointed out defeatedly.
"Oh God," he repeated.
"I'm so sorry," Angela moaned, not his mistress at the moment, but his beleaguered fiancée, leaning on him for mutual support.
"Oh God," he repeated again.
"On the bright side, an awful lot of people are giving you credit for your 'unflinching declaration of love' for me."
Ivan clicked on the comments and scrolled through them. Angela leaned in to read them too. It took them forever, as even more kept flooding in, and within in half an hour the number of retweets had doubled to well over 100K.
"Well, they certainly love you," Ivan said, after they hadn't spoken for those thirty minutes.
"Half of them love you too," Angela said, trying to comfort him.
"And the other half are calling me every homophobic name in the book."
"You know, Ivan? I really do love you," Angela said, her voice filled with the honest sentiment.
"I love you too," Ivan said, somehow not as mortified as he should be, when he was suddenly by far the most controversial guy on Twitter ever, for his impassioned declaration of loving to be ass fucked by his woman.
"Look! Ryan Reynolds just commented!" Angela cried out, and then read aloud, "Deadpool salutes #declarationoflove2021, and your fierce declaration of love. All real men should be willing to declare their love without reservation just like you did today with such courage, and to explore their sexuality with their loved ones, no matter what form that might take."
"This is nuts," Ivan said.
"Bonkers."
"I love you," Ivan said, kissing her good night.
"I love you too," Angela said, somehow loving this man even more, now that he'd famously become her official bottom boy.
As snuggled together, they both drifted into slumber, neither of them had any idea of the media frenzy that would begin hounding them once they woke up... both of them with their phones in sleep mode, so they'd be oblivious to the many texts that would follow all night... or to the plethora of comments and likes continuing to rise and soar throughout the entire night.
This may only the beginning... perhaps coming some day... BBW's Bottom Boy: BBC Training
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Summary: Author Jasmine looks back upon some of the 500 stories she has released to date.
Note 1: I wanted to do something special for my 500th story release. I struggled to come up with an idea, until my principal editor suggested he do illustrations for some of what I considered my best stories that hadn't originally had any. That led to my idea to look back at a variety of my various stories, to make an illustration or two for each (well, my editor would), and to discuss with you these stories and how they came about.
Note 2: So, thanks to Tex Beethoven for the idea, for editing it, and for illustrating it.
Note 3: This essay is vaguely written in chronological order from the start of my writing, but it also has embedded in it 50 themes and reflections from throughout my 10-plus year writing career. Also, the essay is an in-depth look at my stories, my themes, my collaborations and more, and thus is in essence, a marathon ego stroking session about me, by me. (I've never claimed not to be a Diva!)
Note 4: Lastly, if you've read my December release Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists, you may see the odd repetition... although I've avoided as many of those as I could catch.

The above picture is the amazing Interqueen's portrayal of what I look like.
.....
.....
.....
What you're reading is my 500th published story... or my 502nd release, if you count my attempt at writing poetry years ago.
It's crazy: almost eleven years have passed since my first release!
So, to celebrate 500 stories (including each separately released chapter, of course), here is a reflection back from the very beginning to the relative present, as I break my writing career on Literotica into 50 mini-chapters, with an abundance of illustrations and real pictures sprinkled within to make this offering unique and special... I hope.
So, without further ado, here we go....
.....
.....
.....
1. WHERE IT ALL BEGAN: A PERFECT FALL
I'm often asked why I began writing. At first I did it just for me. I'd select stories I'd read that I considered hot but flawed, and rewrite them to suit my personal kinks. I've long ago lost these stories, although I do recall one called 'The Retirement' that I hope to reimagine one day.
Back in 2010, following months of pondering whether or no, I released two stories on the same day. The Complete Submission (a story that now makes me cringe, which was a reimagining of another story I'd read on a non-Literotica site), and another one: A Perfect Fall... a story that's still one of my favourites, and the only story of my own I've totally reworked when I completed a much-improved A Perfect Fall 2018: A Suburban Mom.
A Perfect Fall was in many ways a great first story for me (and for others, if interested) to explore examples of my favourite fetishes and fantasies:
Interracial -- check (a constant theme in my stories)
Lesbian -check (my most common genre)
Nylons -- check (my BIGGEST fetish)
Mistress-sub -- check (my sexual philosophy)
Naïve older woman who is at first unknowingly a submissive -- check.
Kinky sub-plots -check (the principal plot plus, for example, a daughter's submission on the side. (A perfect example being the daughter's sexual submission in A Perfect Fall: College Sub.)
Wild sex -- check (I hope you readers agree).
Two qualities (as opposed to themes) are hinted at here, that I believe are strengths of mine (although at times my having strengths is unbelievable I know, lol), which are:
Characterization: creating characters I (and hopefully you) like, characters we'd like to become... characters with traits we can see in ourselves.
Slow Build-up: I know in the real world very few straight women get themselves seduced as quickly as the ones I write about, if at all, but I believe most women would participate in same sex explorations if offered the chance under safe conditions; and that's doubly true, if they're seduced by a strong-willed and knowledgeable woman, such as Mistress Amy in this first story. So I'll very rarely allow anyone to have sex on the first page, other than perhaps in a flashback or a fantasy, while first I develop a plot that I hope is compelling and believable enough, that readers will become drawn into the story for itself, becoming immersed in the fictional world I'm creating.
To this day, Jessica, the submissive protagonist in this first story, and her dominant black neighbour Amy, are two of my all-time favourite characters. And Jessica's daughter Becky is also a fun little number.
This series includes the original two chapters:
A Perfect Fall Pt. 01 released on April 20, 2010 (wow, over 10½ years ago... crazy!)
A Perfect Fall Pt. 02 released on January 8, 2011 (this one I think is quite over the top, and if I ever do write a new Perfect Fall part 2, it will be quite different from this orgy... although it was a pretty crazy one).
The new series with a massive rewrite of part one was released Dec 21, 2017, and was followed on April 2, 2020 with the daughter's brand new story.
Will I ever go back to this series and develop it further? Likely. I miss these characters, but first I'll need to come up with a plot worthy of them. (Some of my best plots have originated as suggestions from my readers... so if anything comes to mind...)
Interestingly, at least if you're a numbers person, the original two versions have more reads than the more recent two. Yet thank goodness... while the original two have average ratings of 4.50 and 4.62, the new versions stand at 4.73 and 4.76.
Either way, the comments and emails I received from the original story, as well as from The Complete Submission, convinced me I didn't completely suck at this writing fling, and thus they motivated me to keep writing.
And... well... here we are over ten and a half years later, at 500 releases. Which again for number nerds (a callout to another fondness of mine, alliteration), is slightly greater than 47 stories per year, or slightly less than 4 per month.
So without further ado, here's a visual creation of what these wonderful characters might look like if they were illustrated.

This first pic is Jessica's original submission to Amy... my first lesbian story (The Complete Submission used blackmail of sorts instead of mind games) ... so here is my very first actual (but fictional) seduction.
Here are two pics from before the wild orgy that's referred to in the prologue (but not actually written).

They're simply ones of the mother and daughter before and after the party, where they served as eager and willing sexual slaves to Amy's many black guests. (My editor may have had a little too much fun envisioning these... particularly the latter... but I think they turned out yummy, and they gave me an idea for a future story either to be called Family Bukkake or Mom and Daughter Bukkake).

2. FAVOURITE SERIES 1: BEDDING THE BABYSITTER (And my first 4.80 plus story)
I loved to babysit as a kid. It was my only job, until I took a job as a waitress in college (which I didn't enjoy at all).
And while I never had any sex with the adults I babysat for, I did nurture a few private fantasies about them (both men and women). Megan, the knowledgeable, caring Mistress in this series, is based on a real mom I babysat for (although she was married, not single, like the one in this series). Coincidentally, her name was also Megan.
A Perfect Fall, and to a lesser extent The Complete Submission (which was also a series) plus a Muslim-themed submission story The Sweet Seduction, prompted quite a few emails from girls and women requesting more stories about lesbian seductions. I also learned that for many women, a particularly favourite race (or races) the protagonists happen to be provides an exciting stimulator. (I've received requests for stories about all races, and I've written about most of them, and I currently have an idea percolating for one about a Japanese woman.)
What I was not expecting when I began releasing my stories, was the plethora of emails I would receive as a result. Most were flattering, many requested sequels or suggested ideas for new stories, and the odd one came along that was critical, and occasionally even a hate-filled one (which is very rare, and is usually complaining about an interracial or gay story).
One recurring request is to write a story about a babysitter seduced by her neighbor. But alas, Jenny (my favourite name in the world) is already off and running, and already stars in her own story called Bedding the Babysitter, as well as in the lengthy nine-part series it evolved into.
It's also one of the rare series where I used chapter numbers instead of titles in alphabetical order... I don't typically use chapter numbers, because for some reason they tend to greatly diminish the number of reads. (And something my usually intelligent editor needed me to explain back when, all subheadings within a given series are posted on Literotica in alphabetical, not chronological, order... which is why a series having sub-titles in alphabetic order is so important... it enables my readers to follow the storyline's chronological order from my author page by just reading down the list... Bree's Lesbian MILF Seductress series being the exception.)
The first part of Babysitter has over a million reads, but it was part three that became my first 4.80 or greater story, and it was briefly the highest ranked story ever in the Lesbian category, when it ranked at 4.87 for a while back in 2011 when it was first released.
This storyline led me into exploring another of my constant fantasies: cheerleaders... especially lesbian cheerleaders... especially lesbian cheerleaders wearing nylons.
Although chapter 3 is rated the highest in the series both in regards to score and length of mammoth plot... the entire series has been quite appreciated and successful:
1-4.63
2-4.68
3-4.80
4-4.74
5-4.67
6-4.74
7-4.75
8-4.76
9-4.78
Lastly, this series excluded incest, even though Jenny's mom submits to the head cheerleader, and even though I've been tempted to write a threesome. (Not that I shy away from this genre in general, I write a lot of incest stories.)
Someday... this series dearly needs an epilogue... someday.
Here's my very first picture of a cheerleader orgy (I think I've done a few more of them since).

And just for fun, a pic of Jenny's cameo appearance in the not yet released or finished illustrated rewrite of Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau.

3. MY FIRST TEEN SEDUCTRESS: BREE
I had no idea when I wrote Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor, that the main seductress would become such a beloved character.
Girls with a dominant streak try to learn from her, while many MILFs fantasize being seduced and turned by someone like Bree.
She's sexy.
She's seductive.

She's dominant.
She's irresistible.
She's seduced in the Lesbian MILF Seductress series:
-April 14, 2011... Her best friend's mom in Neighbor (4.64 and currently 505,598 reads)
-June 3, 2011... a bride in the marathon story Bride (4.75 and 363,214 reads)
-Mar 21, 2012... a stewardess in In Flight (4.64 and 284,671 reads)
-July 16, 2014... a black neighbor in Chocolate (4.65 and 164,453 reads)
-Dec 3, 2014... a professor in Secret Santa (4.62 and 95,673 reads)
-Feb 18, 2015... A cop in Cop (4.69 and 119,398 reads)
-Sept 16, 2015... a nurse in Nurse (4.76 and 117,589)
-June 4, 2015... a stuck-up bakery owner in Bakery (4.54 and 100,316 reads)
-May 11, 2016... a birthday girl attending a Broadway-style musical in 30th Birthday (4.62 and 130,800 reads)
-Aug 2, 2016... Selena Gomez in Pop Star (4.70 and 56,508 reads)
-Dec 12, 2016... a conservative Christian mom in Church Mom (4.70 and 151,242 reads)
-Mar 29, 2017.... an Asian spa owner in Spa (4.65 and 87,345 reads)
-May 18, 2019... a librarian in Librarian (4.71 and 62, 842 reads)
-Oct 17, 2019... a former teacher in Halloween (4.77 and 52, 629 reads)
-and in the prequel Pre-MILF (Nov 8, 2014) we learn of Bree's first eight seductions, including many of her friends and peers. (4.78 score and 130,583 reads)
Lastly, in the lone plot twist, Bree's attempted seduction of her mother is flipped when her targeted mother dominates her in Mom, released Sept 17, 2014 (4.65 and 120,742)
This series of stories has been one of my most enjoyable to write, and one I hope to continue in the future... I just need the right plots. So please feel free to send me descriptions of any women or women's professions you think might need to succumb to Bree's irresistible charm and assertiveness.
And here's a picture of a young and beautiful Bree seducing her first MILF (a homework assignment from her own mother no less) following her initial successes with a few friends and peers, as she seduces her best friend's mom (her best friend already being her submissive pet) in Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor (where I used the American spelling, which I rarely do).
I should note this is an adapted scene, since in the written version Nadine, Katherine's mother, is tied to the bed frame. We also added Bree's mom watching from outside (which isn't in the scene at all.... But my editor and artist thought fans would like to see her looking on approvingly (read the mom's special story in the 'brilliantly' named Lesbian MILF Seductress: Mom).

4. KINKY FANTASIES 1: TEACHER STORIES
Actually my first teacher story was Pet Teacher, but this was the first one that really came from my deepest fantasies, as well as from a woman named JULIE, with whom I spent many hours chatting online, back when that was a thing. We roleplayed a lot of scenes... each of us assuming control of the other sometimes, and then the other times serving as the obedient submissive.
Julie was such a cute, sweet-looking teacher... a lot like me... but thinner.
She was passionate about teaching, passionate about her children, and passionate about sex (and alas like me, she didn't live out her fantasies in real life). Unfortunately she'd gone through an ugly divorce, and thus she didn't even get any regular dick at home like I did (and contrary to some of my storylines, I still do).
It's just now that I recall planning to write a story about her, where she turns her ex-husband's new wife into her submissive slut... hmmmm... something for 2021, perhaps.
The story Training Teacher is my ode to making one of her fantasies come true on paper (or I suppose on screen). Like me, there were always those students' parents you imagined either putting in their place, or perhaps them putting you in your place.
While I teach high school, Julie teaches fourth grade, so of course she doesn't lust after her students... she just lusts after some MILF parents, and if I recall correctly, a babysitter.
The first two parts I think still stand up today... almost a decade later... although in an updated edit a couple years ago, I think I spiced it up even more.
Part 1 is the powerful seduction by a strong-willed parent (Mrs. Constance Peterson) who during a single evening, turns Julie into a completely submissive pet.
Part 2 sees Julie exploring her recently revealed inner submissive by also submitting to her principal, and in one of my rare moments of raw intimacy, to her best friend in a sweet, romantic, confessional sort of way.
One final part, that I think was a little too all over the place but still quite hot, has Julie submitting to Mrs. Peterson's daughter and friends for a weekend, but it does end with a fun plot twist.
Oddly as scores go, none of these are even close to my best rated (only 4.62, 4.68 and 4.58), but they are dear to my heart, as I recall a fun time in my life when I did some serious online roleplaying, and I fondly recall my first online lust... for Julie.
Although I do have some real-life pictures of Julie, those are just for me, so instead here's a fictional vision of her submitting to every female teacher's ultimate fantasy (at least if they're lesbian, bi, or bi-curious): a no-nonsense beautiful parent named Mrs. Peterson.
The picture you are seeing her in is actually from part 2, as my editor thought this was the best scene to illustrate. I'd pondered his illustrating the submission in the classroom, as that was so hot (part 1), the raw sex between dear friends (in part 2), or the wild submission to teenagers (in part 3). Yet it made sense to have Constance in the picture, as she was one of my first dominant women, and this scene was indeed hot.
Having Constance unconcernedly resting her leg across her maid while her maid lapped away at the amazing Julie was pretty hot, and although I liked the idea of a pic of Julie (the character was named Hannah in the series, but to me she was my online lover Julie) serving Constance... being able to see her pretty face is also pretty cool.

Another fantasy, written for another fan, for another elementary teacher actually (what is it with elementary teachers needing lots of sex... I'm kidding because I know the answer... after spending a long day with 30 needy kids, you may definitely need to have your own needs met), is Turning Teacher Black, which has a white teacher succumbing to the temptations of BBC. Pam, the protagonist in that story, was also the focus of another BBC story in White Slut Wife: Black Cock Fantasy, and once again years later in one of the Turning Contest stories (this series receives its own discussion later on in this essay) called Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, where one of the seductresses bumps into her daughter's former grade three teacher and... well.. I imagine you can guess what happens next.



I too am in quite a few of my stories portraying myself... often just mentioned in passing, but sometimes playing a starring role... as a teacher being seduced (not once do I ever do the seducing) as recently as in my 2020 Christmas Contest illustrated story Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy (which I think is a super-hot story), to my becoming a submissive pet to a black parent In Straight White Girls: A Teacher's Pet (a three part series I'd envisioned going much further, and who knows, maybe one day I'll go back to it), to a few times in the Jasmine Fantasies stories, including:
-Jasmine Fantasies: Pet Teacher, where I'm seduced by my favourite kind of student... a nylon-wearing one. (Score 4.61)
-Jasmine Fantasies: Going Native, where I'm a bigot stranded on an Indian reserve and discover the humiliation, but also the joy, of being won over and seduced by Native Americans. (Score 4.69)
-Jasmine Fantasies: Classroom Orgy, where a mind control drug leads to an eight-person after-school orgy between my students and yours truly. I'm not going to lie, the idea of my being mentally manipulated to the point of having no choice but to obey has always been a turn-on for me, and also why some of the earliest stories I can remember enjoying were posted on a mind control site. (Back then, finding like-minded people was my way of excusing my kinky fantasies. These days, I guess I hope like-minded people find their way to me.) (Score 4.67)
-Jasmine's Secret: Caught & Seduced is a fun, illustrated romp where I'm blackmailed into sexual obedience. (Another fantasy of mine is to be blackmailed.) (score 4.70)
-Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction, where once again I'm seduced by a secret admirer wearing nylons... I assume you've seen the recurring theme by now. Although this one is illustrated with real photos, starring the amazing, sexy, NYLONSKITTY. (Score 4.71)
-Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome, where I live out one of my ultimate fantasies... becoming a submissive pet to my two sisters (although this one doesn't have much to do with my occupation as a teacher). (4.76)
-There are other stories starring me, including the two epic shemale stories that will be discussed later, as well as my first contest win, Taking Jasmine Walker (also discussed later).
PS: Here is a picture of me... created by me... that even looks somewhat like me....

As you can see, readers enjoy stories about teachers, as my scores for these ones are all quite good; which makes sense, since:
-all readers have had at least one teacher they've fantasized about
-all readers have had at least one teacher they wished they could destroy
I'm sure there are other stories I could list where teachers are the main protagonists, such as my recent Teacher's Halloween DP, but I think you get the point... teachers are people too... and we get off on sucking dick, getting ass fucked and eating pussy (and in my case receiving facials like the one immediately above) just like anyone else... if not a little more than everyone else.
So whenever you're fantasizing about your teacher... just know she (or he) might be fantasizing right back at you.
5. FIRST NOVELLA: SPANKED TO SUBMISSION
It took 29 releases before I branched out into a new fetish... one that doesn't turn me on at all in real life (I hate pain... I'm a wuss... but I can live with that): SPANKING.
It was also one of my first in-depth request stories, and was based on Annie's real fantasies (she's both the one who made the request and the protagonist in the story... I wonder where she is now).
I did a lot of research to explore what gets someone turned on from being spanked, and I discovered it wasn't much different mentally from the traditional (if that's the correct term) sexual hierarchy of a domme-sub relationship.
Once I understood that, I could really get into Annie's mind. I'm criticized sometimes for a rather quick submission from someone walking into the room straight, to quickly becoming a lesbian or bi submissive, and it's hard to argue someone out of what they do or don't like (other than this is erotica, so most readers don't want page after page of set-up... but they do want some set-up), so finding a pleasing balance is always a challenge.
However, in this story I allowed the protagonist's sexual confusion to build for a while, as the older boss Annie was turned into a submissive by her 18-year-old black temp. I felt it was worth the time to really get into Annie's head, and to explore her confusion, her humiliation, her stimulation... and eventually her acceptance.
For me, Annie came to represent myself... my own lust for submission, my own desire to submit to a black woman, and my own fantasy to submit to an eighteen-year old.
And through this lengthy story (I called it a novella in the title, and as it contains just shy of 40K words, I think that's the right call), I came to accept myself with my naughty fantasies, fantasies that contradicted my day-to-day self expectations as a teacher, a wife, a mother, and a feminist (believe it or not, I've fought for and even won a variety of issues for women in my union).
So this story is one of my oldest, and I'm sure I would write it differently in 2020 (or far more likely 2021), and perhaps this is a story I'll need to ask my amazing editor Tex Beethoven to peruse later.
I then wrote a sequel that answered the cliff-hanger of the novella; although surprisingly, the sequel was a little less well-received as I spun it into, I thought, a potential love story.
So... if you enjoy lengthy characterization, soft BDSM, interracial lesbian domination sex, an older-younger coupling and a lengthy plot... this is a pretty good place to start.
And although I do include spanking in a few other stories (such as my very recent Spanksgiving), this is the only story of my 500 that focuses entirely on spanking. So here's a picture of sweet Annie bent over Ms. Audree's knee.

And here's the cover for the book I released very briefly, before deciding I wasn't ready for that.

6. INCEST 1: BROTHER & SISTER
I'd already finished The Complete Submission series (I find my first Mom-Son series rather weak when I read it now: Making Mommy Mine part 2 is particularly bad), and I wrote my first sibling story in the kind-of-fun Cocksucking College Sister, but then I finally polished off my first incest series that I felt was well worth reading: Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister. It's also the reason for one of my most common requests to continue a series, and one I likely should at some point, since I did leave a plot thread hanging with his girlfriend, and perhaps also with his mom. The story was hugely successful in reads, with 1,794,598 of them, and 2,000 favourites.
The story utilizes a plot I've since used in many other stories, which is the shy-ish nerd-ish brother and the hot bitchy sister, and of course the obligatory fact of the brother packing a huge dick, and, of course she's a cheerleader... and oh yeah... of course... he's also a virgin. I know all five themes are as stereotypical as can be... yet the combo is a plot that readers consistently love.
This story was a little different, since the sister originally thought she was playing him, but had the tables turned on her. It's also a little different because the sister Sandra has her own lesbian pets, and our nerd protagonist ends up falling for one of them (Beth) after discovering the power of his having a big cock while fucking his sister.
Then in the sequel Best Present Ever: Cheerleader Orgy, he fucks his sister again, as well as two of her fellow cheerleaders.
A third part has him fucking a MILF neighbor in Best Present Ever: MILF Neighbor, and the final part (for now, but no promises) has his mom coming to visit him at college a little while after he returns there following his epic awakening (because this is erotica, all three of those chapters and Matt going from a virgin to a super stud are encapsulated into a single Christmas break while he was home for the holidays), and she becomes the next woman to submit to him, in Best Present Ever: Mom.
All four stories score between 4.63 and 4.66, and between them they have a total viewership of over 3.8 million reads, with each story attracting almost 600,000 or more.
Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister has received the fifth most comments of all my stories at 240, is sixth in my favourites with 2065, is fifth in most read, and yet it isn't even among my top fifty in ratings (my incest stories almost always receive tons of reads, but they almost never inspire super-high ratings (although there are exceptions I'll discuss later, like the What Mom series, and the Big Fat Cock series).
So this would be fun to read if you want to check out some of my early writing that would set the tone for many of my future sibling stories, including Blackmailing Bitch Sister, where a nerdy brother blackmails his slutty bitch twin sister.
Check out this hot picture of Matt losing his virginity to his sister.

I've written quite a few sister and brother stories, including some more nerd brother / bitch sister ones like Cheerleading Sluts: Big Sister, where a brother discovers nude pictures of his cheerleading sister and blackmails her, and Make Love, Not War: A Sibling Share, where bickering twins back in 1969 both end up first in a foursome, and then in a moresome with the hippy family across the street.
A Sister Surprise garnered a huge response, where a brother loses his virginity to his sister in one wild kinky night when he's drafted to be her emergency date to a sorority party on Halloween night, and ends up having the time of his life. The story was very popular, with over 1.3 million reads, and a score of 4.78, which is great for one of my incest stories. It led to a few sequels, where I took my own hand at creating illustrations (which I'll get into more detail about later on in this marathon essay).
I also reversed the roles, with the brother being the popular one and the sister the shy nerd, for example a brother seduces and takes his cute nerd sister's virginity in "Taking" My Sister's Virginity,which was a pretty hot story (although some people disliked the ending (in retrospect, that final scene could have been left out, or served as a set-up for a part two). It has received a good 4.71 score to this point... so the ending didn't hurt it too badly.
In a similar vein is my most commented-upon story to date, with over 300 comments: Family Affair: Backseat Sister where a brother sneakily takes his sister's virginity during a family road trip without their parents noticing. Not all that sneakily though, since the mom did notice, which leads to some more fun for mom and her two children in Family Affair: Bathroom Mommy, which oddly has a higher score at 4.67, compared to the first part at 4.61. Yet what's crazy is the topsy turvy difference in reads. Released only four months apart, look at this crazy data:
Backseat Sister1, 874,064 reads, 304 comments, 11, 070 votes, 2469 favourites
Bathroom Mommy 442,337 reads, 136 comments, 3, 638 votes, 879 favourites
Crazy, right?
Family Affair: Backseat Sister is number 4 in my all time most-read list, the better rated sequel not even in the top 75. Backseat Sister is also number two on my most favourited list.
So why?
Well... first parts are always read more... almost always.
But two... it's the power of Backseat stories... which I'll delve into in more detail later, when I discuss my most popular story of all time, Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride.
In my personal opinion though, my favourite sibling series where the boy seduces the sister is 50s Family: A Sister's Virginity. Yes, it has all the typical silkstockingslover tropes, including a shy nerd, stockings and so forth, but the story also found a lot of heart as it evolved, and the brother does indeed take his sister's virginity (the title kind of rules out that suspense), but the loving brother-sister relationship is really the heart of the story... or at least I feel it is, and with a 4.75 score, I think I'm right.
Two sequels built on this original 1950s story, including getting the Mom involved in 50s Family: And Mommy Too, and another attempt at backseat sex for both the mom and sister in 50s Family: Backseat Fucking.
Also, in a rare case... part three has the most reads... more than double part two... and over a hundred thousand more than part one. The reason... a single word... 'backseat'... which again, I'll discuss later.
Lastly, building on the idea of romantic or tender sibling relationships, I wrote a Valentine's Day contest story where two siblings end up in New York City while their parents can't get there in time, in a rare sweet story from me: A Sibling Love Story.
There was also the really fun Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story (discussed later in more detail) and My Cum Bucket: My Nerd Sister where brother learns sister is captivated by him, and well....
I've noticed as I write this, I haven't done very many brother-sister stories in the past two years. Maybe something else I'll need to change in 2021... although I did do Sibling Surprise in 2020, and I allowed two sisters to have some wicked anal sex in my Modern Family: A Sisterly Lust parody, and in the sequel, where mom dominates them both anally in Modern Family: Daughter Pets. But indeed... I haven't written very many of those in some time.
7. I CAN BE A ROMANTIC...ISH
Although I'd argue many of my stories contain elements of romance, very few of them are actual romances. That said, I have tried with some success to write a few quality love stories or romances.... Although they often turn out to be rather kinky love stories....
My first attempt was a story called "BEST WIFE EVER!" 12 DAYS OF SEXMAS,about a wife who gives twelve special treats to her man over the course of twelve days, from going under the table at a restaurant for a special treat, to roleplaying, to giving up her ass. The story portrays a happy couple enjoying twelve varieties of sex with each other and keeping their fire alive... something I think all couples should do. So feel free to steal these wicked ideas for yourself.

For every year's Literotica Valentine's Day Contest, I submit at least one romantic story, like:
2011: A Lesbian Love Story - of Sorts my first authentic attempt at a love story, albeit with a lot of kink, where a lesbian plans an elaborate seduction of her straight best friend after her heart is broken. With a 4.77 rating it was one of my first big scores, and it helped build me some confidence in writing longer stories.
2012: Cheerleader Submission - A Love Story, where a female coach and a cheerleader fall for each other.
2013: Serendipity, the only story I've ever posted in the Romance category; and although it received a good score of 4.70, it garnered almost no reads. The plot was about a bored and disillusioned Cupid finally finding love for himself
2014: The Craziest Love Story Ever, where following a very sweet romance, I went for the wildest love story ever. The story includes gay interracial sex, public humiliation, lesbian sex, threesomes, pegging, and oh yes... romance.
2015: Falling in Love with my Best Friend, which returned to the sweetness... a tender lesbian love story.
2016: First Comes Fuck, then comes Marriage, my second romance story, where a nude model and an art professor have sex, and then realize it can become something more.
2017: A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale is a companion story of sorts to "BEST WIFE EVER!" 12 DAYS OF SEXMAS,but this time with illustrations, as once again a wife decides to spice up their marriage. (This story would go on to win best Illustrated Story of February 2017, and will be discussed in more detail later).
2018: Pegged for Love, one of my highest scores at 4.75, for a Valentine's Day contest, as I tried something new in a pegging story, where a straight guy is pegged by the girl of his dreams. That year I also released an interracial illustrated sissy story with BLACK COCK: A V-DAY Sissy Surprise.
2019: Babysitter Cupcake: A MILF Cuckqueaned, my most unorthodox love story yet, where a couple has stopped having sex after childbirth, but then following the stellar recommendation of a friend, is drawn into the world of cupcakes and cuckqueans by a beautiful babysitter. (Yes, of course the enthusiastic friend is already being cuckqueaned by this same babysitter.)
2020: I released two great romance stories during this past year. An unusual one for me (in the mature category), where a girl falls for a much older man after a crazy encounter in a lingerie store, in Love at First Suck, which for a while I thought would win the contest with a 4.80 score. But alas, close but no cigar. My second entry did even better with a 4.83 score, and went on to be recognized as the best Fetish story of February that year... but it too came up a little short of a contest win. Oh, the story was called Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise, and it was about a wife and her husband exploring their same-sex curiosity together.
2021: Just a couple weeks ago I released Grandma Plays Cupid which is another twisted love story. First, it the first time I have had a story focus on a grandma (a grandma has been a member of a cast before, but never the co-lead. Second, she is a BBW black grandma who has a great secret from her family lesbian sex life. Anyways, the grandson comes to visit during a COVID Christmas: discovers her lesbian Mistress life, learns about his family's secret incest history. loses his virginity to her, begins his journey as a big dicked stud and eventually finds love with a beautiful young woman. At the time of sending this in I have no idea how well it will do in the contest, but it is off to a decent start.
So as I reflect on these stories, I realize perhaps I've written more romantic stories than I'd thought... the definition of romance of course being in the eyes of the beholder.



With that said, I must mention two more love stories I wrote: On the Job: Wicked Love/Lust Story (another mature story, where a good car sale on his 50th birthday results in his receiving presents from a hot employee), and although it's highly unorthodox, One Night in Hedo Island, where a couple arrives at the wrong resort, but then unexpectedly end up having the most intense sexual rekindling ever, and with a score of 4.84 it's one of my highest scores ever.
Here is a pic created just for this essay to relive this epic group romantic, group story. Mary gets her first black cock and a facial (look closely) from her husband, while she's being eaten out by the hot just-met woman her husband was fucking, while two strangers watch in awe, the man fingering his cute wife who is stroking his cock, and who openly has the hots for the black man.

8. REVERSE INTERRACIAL: DANGEROUS TERRITORY
Easily my most controversial story (although a couple of others come close), this is also my longest, most ambitious and most intense one to date.
It literally took me over a year to write, going back and forth with the woman who requested this very unique story. It also required a lot of research. It is truer than anyone may believe... although not the incest pieces (that was a fantasy of the woman who inspired the main character).
Many of my stories since then utilise the philosophy of strong women in positions of power, while in the safety of their bedroom once their work day is done, need to let themselves go and become complete submissives for a while.
This contradicts her daily persona... a strong woman... in the story's case a well-respected black woman... a professor... a feminist... a mother... a divorced mother of three.
While the great majority of my interracial stories are about whites submitting to blacks, with a few variations in the submissive's race (Asian, Dominican, Muslim or Latina), this one flipped the usual plot, as a black divorced professor is inexorably hounded into becoming completely submissive to an extremely racist white student. And not just for a while, but 24/7. The story evolves slowly, being 24 Literotica pages long and over 83,000 words after a re-write in 2019.
Is this story for everyone? Certainly not.
The 'N' word is used liberally, and with intent to illustrate the racial hierarchy of a past we never wish to return to. That said, sexual fantasies come in all forms, and I long ago learned not to judge. For example, readers know I have a variety of fetishes... many that other people don't find appealing or exciting. On the other hand, while I don't understand the attraction of scat or golden showers, among others, there are people who get turned on by them.
Each to their own.
And while we live in a 2021 that's about breaking down racial barriers (which is great), there are many people, in my experience at least a third of my readers, who have a sexual fantasy of doing another race. It's not racist... it's human nature... it's curiosity. As my editor is fond of saying, you're only being racist when you're putting people down, not when you're raising them up. (And the blonde, fair-skinned Mistress Madison in this story absolutely qualifies as a racist.)
So while I get excited by the idea of being seduced or dominated by a black man or woman or both, Vanessa (the black woman who requested this story) found excitement in the idea of being seduced, dominated and humiliated by a white girl... so race and racism play central roles in this story. Roles that will offend some. I understand that, and I respect it. But I also respect that each person has their own fantasies and inner demons, and they're worth exploring, if only in fiction.
And this, one of my 500 stories to date, is my very elaborate attempt to get into the mind of a woman who desperately tries to resist her sexual submissive nature, who is mortified by her own fantasies of not only submitting unconditionally to a racist white bitch, but also to her two entitled mixed-race children (which adds yet another layer to the complexity of the main character... that she was once married to a white man).
So, although it is edgy, uses the 'N' word liberally and takes humiliation to entirely new heights... or rather depths... it's a story I'm proud of, and a story that helps people understand how sexual stimulation and desire are qualities everyone has, regardless of their race... their gender... or their social status.
The story is by far, regardless of one's race, the most intense, complete and life-changing submission I have written to date (and going forward, probably ever).
This first pic is the professor finally being allowed to cum, as her Mistress Madison watches and films. Yes, she looks a little intense, but after not being allowed to come for an entire week, the professor's orgasm is understandably so.

Here is a wild one Tex maybe had too much fun creating... this recreation of a dream sequence of the professor's, where she is on her hands and knees side by side with her eldest daughter Keisha (who is fully black, unlike her half-brother and -sister), and they are about to compete to see which of them can get the most sorority girls off. The loser will serve as the bathroom bitch to the sorority, and the winner achieves the privilege of eating white pussy all semester. Madison stands before them explaining, while the sorority, everyone dressed for easy access, watches.

It was years before I once again wrote a reverse race story, and it was again a lesbian story, although this time from the viewpoint of the white racist... as in Deconstructing the Professor. Slave to a White Bitch uses the 'N' word liberally, is based on a true story, and portrays in detail the mental aspects of racial submission. I think I do a good job with white women, since I am one (both white and naturally submissive; but I'm not, in case it needs saying, racist), but having chatted online with a few black women who enjoy submitting to white men or women, I think I've also developed a fair understanding of how black submissive women think... as, in the end, there are many generalities tending to be true for submissives of any race.
Lastly, in my new Best of Both Worlds series (ten parts already written and polished, and by the time this essay is released likely six published), I find a way to get into the minds of both a black female submissive (who submits to a white woman... me... in the first three parts, before I become a willing slave to her black husband), and who loves submitting to white cock such as to my blind-sided husband in the sixth part, Best of Both Worlds: Foursome, as well as the mindset of a white submissive (again me) at my most honest, as I submit to a wide variety of black cock, as well as some black pussy. More on this series later in this essay.
Also, another 2020 entry was BBBW Domination where two big black booty sisters are seduced and dominated by two drop dead gorgeous models while on vacation.
9. INCEST 2: MOMMY SLUTS
My most common story category is either lesbian or incest (I'm not sure which), but when it comes to incest, my most common relationship is mom and son (although truth through be told, I prefer mom and daughter... which is why a daughter often shows up partway through these mom/son stories.. especially in any sequels).
These stories are always the most-read stories, which I discovered with the release of my first mom/son story Making Mommy Mine, which has over 1,168,664 reads, and is my 21st most-read story of all time. In fact many of my most-read ones are mom/son stories, including my all-time most-read story Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride (4,857,107 reads... which I'll discuss in more detail later in this essay), and "Mom-Son": A Love Story (1,149,210 reads), While What Mom Doesn't know Will Fuck Her (1.149,133 reads, and my personal favourite mom/son incest story I've ever written... will receive its own discussion later in this essay), "Incest Submission": Mom & Son (1,265,911 reads), Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (just hit a million reads, and will also be discussed later), and my number two most-read story "Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut, with 2,586,107 reads).
"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut was a revelation in the power of making everything line up at once.



	
A perfect title (it draws readers in).




	
Entering a contest... in this case NUDE DAY 2012 (it places a story at the top of the new page for a day).




	
A good summary: "MILF Mom catches nerdy son masturbating and becomes obsessed" (which many sons fantasize happening to them).




	
A good story (I received tons of emails for this one).






On its day of release, it drew over 70,000 reads (only Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride had more), and in a single month it earned 183,349 reads, even surpassing the great HeyAll and his 'Housewife, Mother and Slut' story by over 40,000. It was a story that had lightning strike it, and I discovered the power a story can have when its title, summary and timing all take off together.
I also learned that faithful readers of incest have one hard and fast rule for their moms... Thou Shalt Not Share. I'll explain.
When I released "Pet Mommy": DP Mommy-Slut! I fielded a surprising number of emails annoyed that I'd included Michael's best friend Frederick in a threesome... even though the score ended up decent, at 4.68. In subsequent stories I usually avoided sharing incestuous moms with friends, although I've learned sharing with siblings or other family members is okay.
Part three... "Pet Mommy": Fucking with Mommy-Slut" has the mom seduce her daughter.
Part four... "Pet Mommy": My Daughter Submits has mom and sister submit to both Michael (son...yay!) and Frederick (friend... boo!).
Part five... "Pet Mommy": Nerd Orgy, where Michael makes a fantasy for his Mom come true by setting up a gangbang for her (where once again I received strongly worded emails against allowing his saintly (but slutty) submissive Mom to be gangbanged).
Here's a rather sweet picture, as Michael carries his mother to bed to fuck her for the first time... and thus to present her with his virginity... an intimate moment within a series containing a lot of raunchy sex.

Other mom/son stories have since become very popular, including:
-Mom Submission: where a mom witnesses her son fucking a neighbor, and it awakens a curiosity she desperately tries to deny... but fails.
-"Incest Submission: Mom & Son: a story back when Earth Day was a contest, and a mom and son independently decide to try and seduce the other. A later sequel Incest Submission": Mom, Nana & Son adds grandma to the mix.
-A popular four-part series explored the more romantic side of incestuous lust with "Mom-Son": A Love Story, where the mother inadvertently falls in love with her son. Part two enhanced the romance, as they went on a date together in "Mom-Son": A Romantic Date. Now a couple, mom loses her anal virginity, in "Mom-Son": Anal Virginity. Lastly, mom and son enjoy dominating mom's best friend in "Mom-Son": Best Friend Threesome.
-Originally it was to be illustrated, but that fell apart; however the story was too fun not to complete, where son catches Mom masturbating, which leads to them making a porno together. I always planned to write a sequel with the daughter catching them... but that hasn't yet been written... oh, the story title? Making Porn: A Mom & Son LUST Story.
-Perhaps my favourite first part, or at least definitely in my top five in the incest category, was a rare non-nylon-wearing story, where spending a day on a secluded tropical beach leads not only to incest, but to an orgy with total strangers, in A Mom & Son Affair: Accidental Orgy. I loved this story, and imagined it becoming a romantic evolution, which I did continue in the more traditional silkstockingslover story A Mom & Son Affair: Blossoming LUV,but it kind of petered out. That said, I particularly love part one... especially because due to the mom's momentary blindness as she left her glasses on a towel while she went to frolic in the water, she had no idea the orgy she was about to join was even happening.
In this pic, one of my faves, she's found her glasses just in time to discover her son is the one sliding his cock into her ass.

Other good stories with moms and sons include the unique "Mommy Slut" A Battle of Wills, where son and mom play a cat and mouse game for who's in charge, BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced (which receives its own discussion later), a fun sexy lingerie romp in Regifted Lingerie Surprise, as well as a mom's obsession with her son with a big dick, in A Mommy's Need: A Big Dicked Son, and My Son's Big Cock.
Oher mom/son stories include Mannequin Mommy (where for a job, the mom needs to endure not moving a muscle while she's being distracted while her son is more than willing to push his luck), Mom's Stockings: My Son's Cum Bucket(where Mom gives her son the best present ever... a live-in slut), a case of mistaken identity leading to extra special Christmas cheer between son and mom when she wraps herself up for her husband coming home, but a storm leads to dad not arriving, but their son turning around and returning home to unwrap his unexpected (from both viewpoints), in Family Tradition: Mom Unwrapped. Lastly, a desperate-to-give-birth mom decides the most effective way to induce labour is to get fucked... and when her husband won't perform the deed, she finds someone who will... her son... in Pregnant Mommy.
10A. WINNING MONTHLY CONTESTS
Over the years, I've won a few contests (although I've never come in first... just in the top three), received an editor's choice once (for Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks), and have won a few end-of-year awards (for years those awards have been given).
I've had many best of the month category victories over the years, especially in the less released illustrated section. Including:
2015:
January
"Stocking Tales": A Face Full of Cum (Best illustrated)... this story to this day is one of my most special, since it's very rare to find a model willing to pose for me, or to allow her pictures to be used in a story. Housewife Kelly allowing this was amazing. I love this story...which I wrote based on the pictures I'd been given, instead of the story coming first (which is a different challenge), and I think it turned out well.
Here's one of her in her sexy nylons, and another one of her face dripping with cum. Want more? Read the story, and check out her website.


February
What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom: a sequel that was named best incest story of the month, as the kinks in this series just continued getting kinkier and kinkier.
March
Stocking Tales: Becoming Boss's Pet was very special for me. Originally illustrated with real pics from a sweet girl, it was recognized as best illustrated story. It went on to be nominated for best illustrated of the year (losing to another illustrated story of mine) But since then it's had the pictures pulled and the story switched to the lesbian category when my model got a prestigious job in real life, and requested her pictures be pulled... which of course I respected.
April
Another picture story of a black BBW who wants to explore her submissive side, in Pantyhose Tales: Black Lez Submissive.
June
One of four stories to go on to win best story of the year, was one of my epic collaboration stories with the cartoonist Rebecca, which have all been very popular. This one was long, fun and kinky, exploring mom and daughter lesbian adventures in "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair. Although I'll go deeper into my collaborations with Rebecca later in this essay, here's one pic from this amazing story, where the daughters give their mom a present for Nude Day... her very own secretary with benefits.

July
Another incest winner, something I don't earn often, with Cheerleader Sluts: Big Sister, where a brother blackmails his sister, which included a couple of fun twists.
October
Was an amazing month with three stories of the month, as well as two of them going on to win story of the year in their respective categories. The companion stories Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband for best anal, and Kinky Tales: Jock Gets Pegged for best fetish, were the same story, told from two different points of view. (The success of these stories and their legacy will be discussed later). Another Rebecca story earned best of the month, with the Halloween superhero-themed Coming Out in Costume... one more tease for you fans of superheroes... well, of lesbian superheroes, anyway.

November
My last officially recognized story for the year was one more Rebecca story, called New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve, where cousins learn of their mom's lesbian past... and her present... and... well... they join in.
2016
January
One of my biggest ever, both in scope (over 40,000 words) as well as score (4.79, which is number four all time on Literotica's top illustrated list), is a collaboration with a fellow writer, and the one that first introduced me to the game where I create many of my own illustrations, Hernandez1983. We'd already worked together on the multi-chaptered Cheerleader Mom series (discussed later), but this one really took on a mind of its own. It stars me. It contains shemale cock. A redheaded shemale. A teacher. Nylons. It went on to be recognized as best illustrated for January, and then went on to win not one, but two year-end awards, both for best illustrated of 2016, and best transgendered character for Annabelle... my shemale seductress. This story was the first to go deeply into many of my twisted sexual fantasies, and it re-created many of them before making some actually happen. Including a black shemale cock, and being dominated by the amazing Annabelle... a redheaded shemale goddess.





April
One of my biggest surprises was the number of men who liked dressing up as a woman, or who at least fantasized about doing so. That led to my first discovery of sissy stories, sissy videos, and the shocking popularity of hypno-sissy videos (which I didn't understand at first, since they're made so the male watching them imagines himself being all the girls in the video). That was the inspiration for a new series (one I really need to finish one day) called Hypno-Sissy: Becoming a Cocksucker, which won best fetish story of the month. I'll talk more later about the explosion of popularity in sissy stories and requests for them.
May
One of two stories from the epic Cheerleader's Mom series was recognized as a best of the month. This win was pretty self-explanatory from the title, as the mom gives in completely to her dominant daughter in Cheerleader's Mom: Fucking Her Ass.
June
The first of four chapters in my favourite Rebecca series to win the monthly prize, in the series switching back and forth from the present day to the 1950s, in 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training. I'll discuss my Rebecca collaborations later, but here's a teaser from this lengthy lesbian series.

July
The final chapter of my marathon Cheerleader's Mom series is perhaps its best (rare in a series, as was each chapter having a higher score than the previous), as the mom dines on a variety of delicious pussies in Cheerleader's Mom: Mom's Lap-a-Thon.
Here are a couple of delicious scenes where the submissive mom is allowed to discover the thrill of being in charge:

But then her daughter arrives for a threesome:

August
Another Rebecca collaboration, in MILF's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy for best illustrated.
September
Rebecca again (both the artist and the principal story character borrowing her name), with the seduction of her best friend in 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, where the entire seduction plot is based on this fun book.

November
An illustrated story with my own artwork this time, where I created many of my own fantasies before fulfilling one of them, in Jasmine's Secret: Caught and Seduced.
A couple of the best fantasies in this one include:
A threesome:

A BBC:

A cheerleader:

But it's a shy nerd who discovers my secret and turns me into her pet.



December
A very different illustrated story, and the only one I've done with Wilt, was based on only a few of his drawings and a twisted as can be plot, where a minister misuses his power to fuck his parishioners, and eventually his own daughter on her eighteenth birthday, in Daughter's Initiation into Kink (the second chapter in a twisted trilogy). The story was as twisted as can be, challenging religion in many ways (by the way, I do believe in God, I just don't always have much faith in churches... yes, pun intended).
Here are some of the outrageous pics from part 1 of this delicious tale, Daughter's Initiation into Incest:



As you can see, these pictures are all very edgy, and although I received a lot of great comments and requests to continue, I was also issued a couple of messages informing me I'm going to burn in hell. (Which hasn't yet happened... so far, so good.) Things went even more taboo in the second part and the monthly winner, which I illustrated myself when Walt disappeared, Daughter's Initiation into Kink. That said, here's the lone wild pic he did create for the sequel:

By the way, although I didn't win, I was nominated for most influential author of 2016.
2017



	
I had four best illustrated stories in 2017, before Literotica took a good 15 months or so off from awarding monthly contest stories, and although they did continue running the story contests, they also didn't do any year-end awards in 2017 and 2018. The four stories were three sequels: Sister Surprise: A Kinky Day (January):







Daughter's Initiation to Lust (April)

1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders (May):

I also did a new romantic story for Valentine's Day, where a wife finds many fun ways to surprise her husband, in A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale. It included kinky surprises like: eating ass at his office, and giving him a cum-coated foot job...

A foot job, and cum all over her soles:

The story was also a how-to guide to spice up your marriage, boasting a variety of sections like 'Tips to make your man act like he is 20 again. Part 1: Things you should already be doing!' (Page 2 of the story)
This list included:
1. Dress classy on the outside, but like a skank underneath
2. Spice it Up: Sex in Public
3. Watch Porn Together
4. Read Erotica Together
5. Masturbate Together
6. Try a new position each time
7. Do a strip tease for him
8. Naughty Texts
9. Roleplay
10. Toys
So... she roleplayed being Batgirl.

Then there was 'Tips to make your man act like he is 20 again. Part 2: Tasks for the Adventurous' (Page 4 of the story). Which were:
1. Fun with Food
2. Blindfold Him
3. Bondage
4. Watch Kinky Porn
5. Make a Home Video
6. Spanking
7. Fisting
8. Anal
9. Threesomes
10. Pegging
It also included a fun top 17 kinky positions all couples should try, including this one (go to page 4 of the story to see all 17 of them). I won't list them all here, but they're worth checking out, and here's the one I thought was the hottest:
15. Mission Possible

This is our favourite unique position, and one that will fuck you deeper than you possibly imagined, and at angles you didn't know existed (this is, for many, the ultimate g-spot position). Of course with such amazing benefits, it is very difficult to execute. As a woman, you almost become a human pretzel and not only have to literally bend over backwards, you have to be able to hold that position while he slams into you (thus the need for both your hands to support your back). He can also use both of his hands on your ass to keep you in position. Often a woman can't hold this position for long, or even get into it at all, but if you're up for this one, you'll likely have the orgasm of your life.
That led to the wife making her own sexual bucket list SOMETHING EVERYONE SHOULD DO... SO GO MAKE ONE... RIGHT NOW... YES, I'M YELLING AT YOU!
1. Get gangbanged.
2. Have a lesbian encounter.
3. Fuck a black man.
4. Walk around in public with a Full Load of Cum on your face
5. Make a porn film
6. Be completely dominated by a stranger
7. Take it in the Ass
8. Public Sex
9. Threesome
10. Go to a swingers' party
11. Pegging
12. Be fucked Air Tight
13. Go to a Nude Beach
14. Go to a Glory Hole and Open your Mouth
15. Obtain a full service massage with the happy ending
16. Fuck Channing Tatum
17. Make a naughty audio
18. Have half a dozen orgasms in a single day
19. Do a sexy photo shoot... maybe a 1950s set
20. Get fisted
LADIES: HOW MANY OF THESE DO YOU HAVE ON YOUR LIST... AND HOW MANY OF THEM HAVE YOU FULFILLED?
How many of these did the Happy Couple fulfill... go check this one out if you haven't already, or go re-read it, as here I've only shown a few of the hundred-plus pics.

2019
January:
Monthly contests returned with the last part of A Sister Surprise: Drunk Mom, which would also go on to win best illustrated of 2019.

March
Another Rebecca story: Twisted: Blackmailed into Incest, although it is scored my lowest Rebecca story by far (it must have been a slow illustrated month).
June
My first essay win. A short different one, called Sissy/Cock Sucker Dictionary.
November
The most recent of the 1950s series, 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be.

December
Two stories earned recognition:
Hedonism Island: A BBC Discovery the first in a series that's both a great collaboration (with Interqueen), and my first actual comic.

A second essay of the month was my third annual Q&A essay, this one called Twenty-Two Questions,which also won essay of the year.
2020
February
Both wife and husband explore their same sex curiosity together, in the hot group sex story that was awarded best fetish story of the month, in Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise.
Here is a fun picture of the couple after submitting sexually to each of their same sex fun; they're now enjoying the recipient couple returning the favour.

March
My favourite model story yet, was a fun new story about my personal fantasies, where the amazingly hot NYLONKITTY once again allowed me the use of her photos, in Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction.

July
My first celebrity recognition came in the sequel to Modern Fuck-ily: A Sisterly Lust, called Modern Fuck-ily: Daughter Pets,both of them anally focused lesbian stories.
November
After a bit of a slump, although I'm still surprised Daddy Daughter Date Days didn't win when it was released (a rare incest story that did really well score wise on its release), I earned my second celebrity recognition with Willow's Way Ch 2, where Willow sodomizes Faith on multiple occasions (obtaining a surprising 4.82 score). And I earned another illustrated best of the month, with a lengthy tale about myself (mainly), called Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy, my editor Tex's first attempt at illustrating. Here's one from that series, depicting a moment in an after-prom party:

December
Just announced as the final edit was being made for this essay, I earned two more best in its category awards. One for my fourth and definitely longest and most ambitious essay Twenty-Two More Questions which is the most in-depth look at the thing I like as well as analysing all my favourite stories I have ever written with commentary (the list, without the commentary is at the end of this essay and is a great read in my humble opinion).
The most recent from the Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC also was recognized as the best... a series that is just beginning to role. Here is pic of me in a double penetration position I can't fathom I could pull off in real life but looks fucking fun.

10B. CONTEST WINS
I have now won many contests... and I think I've also come close many times. I'm still surprised Hedonism Island didn't win. That said, my first win wasn't even one I consider among the best of my stories, although it was the first one about me, Taking Jasmine Walker in the 2012 Summer Contest, where while on holiday, I'm seduced by a younger woman. My editor considered illustrating the scene where she fingers me at a table in a pub, or when we have sex in a hotel elevator, but in the end,q he did this sexy balcony scene (which unbeknownst to him [Until now Jasmine, and that's Way Cool], is exactly what I did during my honeymoon in Jamaica).

Stocking Tales: Becoming Boss's Pet was my second win. An illustrated story originally, the pics were deleted at the model's request. That said, here are a couple that don't hint at her identity:


Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks was a 2018 Halloween Contest win, where a curious girl confirms to herself and others she's a submissive lesbian at two consecutive invitation-only private parties.
My editor loves this story, and decided to create two pics for it. Here's his explanation for the two:
The first one is Mistress Janice Adams fucking our protagonist (Lola's very first time), while Lola licks the amazingly beautiful Lexus to orgasm.
But we didn't get to see Lola's beautiful face (or her scandalous nurse costume). Too bad about the costume, but I seized upon the very last paragraph of the story, so we could get to see her face (and also Lexus's from the front).From left to right, we see Mistress Janice, Lexus and Lola. (Remember: Mistress Janice made a point of requiring her two lovebird subs to wear identical outfits, as they all attend the November occasion together)


10C. YEAR-END AWARDS
I've been nominated for three years so far: 2015, 2016 and 2019 (there were no year-ends awarded in 2017 or 2018).
2015
Incest story of the year: What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom
Illustrated story of the year:"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair
Anal story of the year: Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband
Fetish story of the year: Kinky Tales: Jock Gets Pegged
2016
Illustrated story of the year: A Shemale Submission: A Lust Story
Transgendered Character of the year: Annabelle from A Shemale Submission: A Lust Story
Illustrated story of the year nominee: Stocking Tales: Becoming Boss's Pet
Nominated for most influential author of the year.
2019
Illustrated story of the year: A Sister Surprise: Drunk Mom
Essay of the year: Twenty-Two Questions
Transgendered Character of the year: Kimberly in BBC Shemale: A Beginning
11. REAL PICTURE STORIES
I've only done a few pictures with real models, as they are very hard to come by.
The first was an amazing collaboration with Vanessa in "Stocking Tales": Office Submission. Here are a few of the pics she created especially for this story.








Next up was a collaboration with the Zoli website for a story called "Pantyhose Tales": Blackmailed MILF. I hoped we'd enjoy further collaborations like I did with Vanessa, but alas it wasn't meant to be.

Next was a rare black wants to submit to whiteinPantyhose Tales: Black Lez Sub. Like my other reverse race stories... this was also a request, and Leah was even willing to pose for her own fantasy. Here's a photo of the BBW from the plot of a submissive black housewife dommed by a white woman.

Yes, you've already seen some pics from "Stocking Tales": A Face Full of Cum, but I figure one more won't hurt.

Sweet Daisy Haze allowed her pics to be used in the hot story "Stocking Tales": Blackmailed Wife.
She has a great ass:

Great tits:

She has toes I could suck on all day:

And she looks great with a face full of cum.

She's well worth checking out on twitter.
This model's husband Dan requested the next picture story: the playful, mind control slut-wife story in Cum Slut Wife: Hypnotic Awakening. Here are a couple pics of this all-natural beauty.


Lastly, last year saw the amazing Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction, and although you've already seen a couple of pictures of this nylon-clad beauty, here are a few more:



12. INCEST 3: LESBIAN MOM AND DAUGHTER
Although I enjoy writing all varieties of incest stories, my favourite version is undoubtably about family members lezzing out. I've released many of these throughout the years, including the epic Cheerleader Moms, which I've already mentioned in the awards section, and will discuss some more in my own illustrated section... but here are some of my favourites.
My first good one was Mommy: Becoming My Daughter's Slut, where a mother attempts and succeeds in becoming her daughter's Mommy-slut. Her training continued in the sequel Mommy: Daughter begins Training Mommy.
Next was the epic Catching Mommy series, but that will have its own section later.
A daughter turns her mom, a minister's wife, in the wicked and religiously fueled "Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls. Re-reading it, the story is still wickedly hot, and the community I created was delicious. Two later chapters bring her son into the incestuous mix, and then son and daughter pull the mother more deeply into a wicked web of sin... serving the entire community.
This scene, although not exactly how it happened, is hot, hot, hot, and would have occurred near the end of the first part.

I had a lot of fun with Like Mommy, Like Daughter, even naming each section as a play on words of popular songs. It was a complex story of lesbian submission that I imagined becoming a novella, but part two wasn't as well received as I'd expected. I did plan a part three where we see the inevitable fall of the daughter, that had been set up and foreshadowed throughout. That said, it's on my someday list. That said again, my someday list is super fucking long!
That too said, in case I never get back to it, here's a picture of the mom getting DP'd for the first time in eighteen years, in what was the climactic finale of part one. The only difference is that in this picture, her daughter catches her in the act....

Perhaps my favourite older lesbian incest story that is also a lengthy lesbian story, is Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive. I loved the setting, the insecurity of the MILF, and her guilt for being seduced and dominated by her daughter's nemesis. Serena is an amazingly bitchy Mistress; and Miranda, Mrs. Zimmerman and the MILF's daughter, are equally intriguing women. What makes this one different from others is the complexity of the characters, and the wicked plot twist ending, which I won't spoil by describing here. I also loved setting a story in the ripe-for-lesbianism-world of debutantes. Its 4.78 score tells me I'm right.
Here are three pictures with no explanation, so as not to disclose the plot twist in case you haven't yet read it.



I've written three lesbian stories about my real-life sisters (who in real life don't even know I write stories like these, let alone ones about them). The first was back in 2014, called Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy, and then a completely different version of lesbian submission to my sisters in Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome. The more recent one is substantially better and more realistic, although a conversation in Three Sisters is almost word for word for one that actually occurred way back then... you know... before the story got dirty. And then very recently I turned it around where they submitted to me (and we all submitted to my daughter and to her Mistress head cheerleader) in 2020's Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy. If you've read my previous essays or any of these stories, you know one of my real life fantasies is to submit to my two sisters... although truth be told, I have no interest in having sex with my mom, and I disowned my (expletive deleted) father back when I was a child. In truth, I've thought about telling my sisters about my erotica career, as I think they would understand, although I'm not that convinced they'd be as understanding of these stories about them.
I've already discussed the young goddess Bree, and how the only time she had the tables turned on her was by her mother, in Lesbian MILF Seductress: MOM.
I was always horny when I was pregnant, but my husband just couldn't get past the idea he might harm the baby (ridiculous I know), so I was often more of a raging bitch than my hormones had already made me. So that's where this next idea came from... one sister helping another sister to get off while pregnant and thus even triggering her labor, in Two Sisters: 39 Weeks Pregnant.The idea of inducing labor through sex was also explored in the interracial story Straight White Girls: An Inducing,which isn't about incest, but about pregnancy and lesbianism.
I've always liked and often used the caught in the act plot set-up, which I know may be a little lazy of me, but it works well for an 18-year-old girl to discover her secret lesbian family history by witnessing her mother and grandmother together, in Three Generations of Lesbian Lust.
After quite some time without a mother-daughter lesbian story, I released three of them within thirteen days in November of last year... all of them as part of the 2020 Holiday Contest, and each of them very different.

In Bukkake Mommy, two daughters throw their soon-to-be remarried mom a wild bachelorette party with a male strippers' surprise bukkake, which becomes an orgy, and then later blossoms into an unexpected lesbian orgy of epic proportions.
That was followed by my editor Tex Beethoven's first foray into illustrating, in the kinky Christmas fantasy starring me, my daughter, four cheerleaders, and my two sisters. Yes, it's another wicked fantasy starring a slutty me in Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy. The story includes a bunch of wicked Christmas lesbian gifts presented by my daughter to members of her high school and the community, before culminating in my own submission to the cheerleaders, and especially to my daughter. (She's a very tender and fun-loving Mistress to me and to my two sisters.)
My favourite pic is the lesbian orgy in full swing in a wild lesbian train, while I suck on my daughter's tits.

Lastly, my first ever Thanksgiving story (Canadian Thanksgiving is celebrated 6 weeks before the American one), where two out-of-control sisters are at long last disciplined by their mother and their lesbian soon-to-be stepmother, in Spanksgiving.
13. KINKY FANTASIES 2: SHEMALES...THE PERFECT BODY: TITS AND A DICK
I know it may appear a little crude, and in today's politically correct 2021 insensitive, but I've always been attracted to shemales. I prefer a female body over a male's... sorry, guys. However, I do prefer a dick over a pussy... just barely.
I've written quite a few shemale stories, and most of them became quite popular. My favourite still, is my first. The story was inspired by the many comics on the Innocent Dickgirls website, and I always imagined it being illustrated that way. Those comics show dickgirls with huge dicks fucking women, men and other dickgirls, and they're almost always wearing pantyhose: like in Pantyhose Play, The Car Show, and Direct Sales, just to name a few.
So in another novella, starring me in one of my first lengthy appearances, I transfer to a new school, unaware that all my students are dickgirls. If I had to choose only one story from my past to be illustrated, it would likely be this one, and I've always envisioned this idea becoming an entire alternate universe, like my secret lesbian society (in the 1950s and Church Girl series for example), or the Order of Syndom (from the Bride Submission and Family Shock series), but that hasn't panned out (yet... but again, no promises).
That trail-blazing story (at least it was for me) is She-male School: A Teacher Seduced, and with a 4.82 score already, it likely would be well received as an illustrated story... there's just something so erotic about a woman with a dick... a strap-on is nice too, but nothing can replace a pretty girl's long, thick, throbbing cock which is ready, willing and able to spurt cum all over my face! Yummy!
Here then are some pics that might have been from Chapter 12: Final Submission.
Me kneeling, and waiting for my teen Mistress to arrive. (You can see an unidentifiable pink splodge, which is the butt plug my shemale Mistress instructed me to have inserted while awaiting her arrival.)

Teen Mistress Nicole on my bed questioning me about my nylon fetish.

Me worshipping her nylon-clad feet (oh, how I really want to do this one day).

Me riding her dick... and coming, of course.

Shemale Surprise followed, and it was indeed full of surprises, when a husband drives a friend of his wife's to a wedding, and ends up getting fucked by her living dick, and learning that his loving wife (she's still loving) is also getting fucked.
His sister-in-law later gives a man a massage... with a very happy ending... in Shemale Sister-in-Law.
In addition to the epic "A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story, which was already discussed and showcased above, I've also done a few illustrated shemale stories (did I mention I love shemales?), including Shemale Tales: The Christmas Party:

Shemale Stories: A MILF Fucked:

And Shemale Shock: A MILF Falls, which is my second favourite shemale illustrated story, with a lot of sexy shemale pics, including:


Other shemale stories include Sister's Shemale Friend, which we've already looked at, a wicked surprise for a Step-mom-to-be from her step-daughter-to-be, in the wittily named Man of the House. And a straight guy discovers the joys of shemale cock when he walks into the wrong(?) bar in Shemale Bar, and an 18-year-old shemale discovers the power she has because of her unique equipment in Shemale Beauty: 1st Female, and the award-winning BBC Shemale: A Beginning, where my sexiest transgender character so far tells the story of Kimberly, a transgender black woman who helps a sweet white woman discover the joys of shemale sex, while also taking revenge on her pretentious neighbours.
Here's a pic of what Kimberly would look like... as she fucks her only friendly neighbour, while promising to turn the entire neighborhood of snooty women into becoming their sluts... just like the teen pet watching them, who comes from one of those I'm-better-than-you families.

Then this past July, I wrote my next shemale masterpiece (sorry for being so pretentious... kind of (kind of sorry, not kind of pretentious)), which is the powerful story (I'm still being pretentious, get over it) of a boy who transitions into a girl (with a love of nylons, of course), and years later seduces his oblivious mother, who hadn't stood up for him when his morally uptight preacher father (whom we learn later is a hypocritical phoney) kicks him out of the house for being gay. Yes, this story features some hot sex. Yes, it contains incestual sex. But it also contains a lot of heart, as it examines the family dynamics of parents who can't (or won't) accept their children's differences, hidebound churches that still condemn some people's God-given LBGTQ nature as deliberate sin, the need for loving understanding between us all, and an eventual acceptance that can lead to heartfelt forgiveness... all this, as well as some hot fucking sex, are included in Family Reunion: Mother's Day. I think the story could have been huge in the transgender category, but because of the incest in the plot it ended up in that category, where although it still did well with a 4.75 score, it didn't necessarily reach the target market I was aiming for. This is, in my opinion, one of my best-written stories, and one that balances in-depth characterization with compassion, plus wicked taboo sex. If you haven't yet read it, I highly suggest that you do.
Here are two pics of the epic finale of the lengthy tale, as Mommy finally gets the fucking she's long longed for, and the pornal (is that a word?) ending of the facial that of course must follow. (The blonde shemale is her son-become-daughter, and the Hispanic one is her daughter's significant other, who highly approves of this family reunion with benefits for all.)


14. FAVOURITE SERIES 2: CATCHING MOMMY... PASSIONATE FANS
There have been a few of my stories that have connected with readers in ways far beyond just the sex. I've already discussed A Perfect Fall and Bedding the Babysitter for example, and there are other series I discuss in more detail later on, like What Mom Knows, and Big Fat Cock.
One of these was my epic Catching Mommy series, where each chapter is told from the point of view of Victoria as she discovers her mother has been turned into a submissive, obedient slut to her arch-enemy Olivia, in Catching Mommy: A Shocking Secret.
Victoria then takes her revenge in part two when she blackmails Olivia's mom, in Catching Mommy: Blackmailing a MILF.



Both Mistresses continue their power struggle, as they each turn their arch-enemy's mother into a complete submissive slut, in Catching Mommy: Creating a Slut.
Things become even more complex in Catching Mommy: Daughter Domme, when Victoria attempts to save her mom from Olivia by dominating her mom, and becoming her Mistress instead.
However, no matter how hard and cleverly Victoria tries, Sarah (her mom) continues falling deeper into Olivia's clutches, even while Victoria continues exploring her dominant side by dominating two more mothers in Catching Mommy: Housewife Lesbians. After my encountering an avid fan base for this series, but needing to wrap up the story, I asked the readers to choose which Mistress should win, and their responses were stunning.
Of the over 280 responses to date, most of them in the first few days following its release, the majority wanted Victoria to win:
Victoria 169
Olivia 69 (crazy that both Victoria and Olivia's numbers end in 69... right?)
Both Win 8
Mom 2
Katrina 2
Anna 1
These results surprised me, as I'd assumed they would be mostly for Olivia, since she was the one the plot throughout the entire series had been foreshadowing.
Unsure how to make what the fans wanted into a reality, I released another part, called Catching Mommy: Protecting Slut-Mom, where Victoria desperately tries to protect her mom from Olivia, but instead her mom betrays her yet again, by Sarah reaching new lows while siding with Olivia, who arranges for her to be gangbanged by countless black cocks on the lawn behind a frat house.
Finally I came up with a fresh idea. What if I presented two alternate endings?

It seemed brilliant, and the two endings actually became three.
Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins
Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins
Catching Mommy: Win Win For All
Obviously the first two titles are straightforward, and the third one is where the two foes agree to end their feud and join forces (for a generous definition of the word 'join').
Crazily enough, Olivia Wins has attracted the most reads by a lot, but also the lowest score (4.44), while Victoria Wins earned 4.68, and Win Win For All, 4.67.
What does it all mean?
Perhaps it's that people are obsessed with a villain, but they still want a happy ending.
I guess.
I'd finally finished the series, and yet I kept receiving requests for more... which is why sequels can be so tricky... even when you've wrapped everything up with neat tidy bows, people can still want more... which is flattering, but very challenging.
So unable to decide where to take the series next, but still wishing to return to these characters, I came up with a pretty good idea. To retell the story all over again from the viewpoint of the mom... and to make it even more unique, I decided to illustrate this version. This led to the release four years after the alternate ending conclusions of Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story.
I've also pondered writing yet another alternate storytelling from Olivia's point of view... but we shall see. Regardless, here are the key plotlines and what the main characters looked like as depicted in Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story.
Sarah bowing down to literally kiss her new teen Mistress's feet, who just happens, of course, to be her daughter's nemesis:

Sarah dominated by Olivia:

Sarah's submission grows deeper as she eats out a cheerleader in a library, gets fucked at a gym, and eats out Olivia's best friend Katrina in her bedroom while her parents are home.

Sarah's submission grows deeper, as she gets her arse fucked (she is British after all) by Olivia on her daughter's bed.

Sarah completes her nastiest task... seducing her daughter:

Victoria, Sarah's daughter, learns of her mother's many betrayals and turns her into her own bitch.

But Sarah can't resist Olivia, even after being ordered to by her daughter, and she ends up getting DP'd instead.

Victoria attempts to regain control of her mother by utilising even more forced incest (and some naughty nylon play, of course). PS: I've always wanted to fuck myself on a nylon-clad foot.

Sarah's punishment for trying to desert Olivia is both a punishment, and an overwhelming pleasure... a BBC gangbang, just for her. Of course Olivia's goal isn't to humiliate an obedient slut like Olivia, but to prove to Victoria which of them is the dominant Mistress. (To her horror, Victoria arrives on the scene and witnesses her degraded mother in action.)


15. INTERRACIAL 1: COUPLES SHARE
I have stories about white women obsessed with black cock, I have white guys discovering the joys of sucking BBC, and I have white women submitting to the amazing taste of chocolate pussy (all discussed later in this essay), yet I also have a fourth black obsession category... couples sharing black cock and black pussy together.
I've written quite a few of these special stories, where a relationship grows stronger when both parties come to accept that neither of them can resist the power of black cock, of black pussy, or both.
The first story where this occurred was way back in 2013, in Dark Submission: A Bisexual Journey,in which a couple lives out their differing bisexual fantasies with dominant black teens. The story is my highest scoring, I think, in the interracial category, where it's at 4.77, and it has a wide range of plot highlights, including a white coach submitting to his star basketball player, his girlfriend submitting to the same basketball star's hot cheerleader twin sister, which together lead to the couple's subsequent and lengthy journey together. Here is a yummy re-creation of the couple enjoying some same sex pleasure side-by-side.

There was a kinky illustrated story called Big Black Cock: V-DAY Sissy Surprise, where a wife accidentally discovers her husband (dressed and acting as a sissy no less) servicing a teen with a BBC, and then she joins in. (And believe it or not, she takes an enthusiastic part in humiliating her husband, and does so very lovingly!) I mean, what better gift to give your wife on Valentine's Day than chocolate... and if it's ten inches long and creamy, all the better!

Hedonism Island: A BBC Discovery: my year-plus and still continuing collaboration with Interqueen has a wife and husband on holiday in the Caribbean sharing black cock and pussy... although while the wife is having a grand time sucking black cock, getting fucked by black cock and eating black pussy, her husband is degradingly being fucked by strap-ons, watching his wife worship black dick, being cuckolded, and never allowed to climax.
Here are three pics from the not-yet-released third chapter of Hedonism Island: Chocolate Pussy:



There was also shared BBC and black pussy in the sissy themed Sissification series (discussed in the sissy section later), and there is also a lot of interracial sex (although this time the woman is Dominican) in the DOMINICAN SLUT series that failed epically, not even one of the eight parts ended up reaching 4.50 (ranging from 4.35 to 4.46)... even though I think the series is pretty hot, and it's based on a real couple, who not only do some of these things, but fantasize together about doing all of them.
16 INTERRACIAL 2: GAY FIRST, SHARE LATER
Often gay BBC discovery stories end up turning into couple BBC stories (often with some black pussy mixed in).
Perhaps my best series about couples is one that begins as gay male, but evolves to include his wife and his daughter too. The series is Black Cock, and starts off with Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything,where a completely straight man catches his friend sucking a BBC, and then he's gradually awakened to a side of himself he didn't know existed. After sucking his first black cock, he falls deeper into the trance of BBC, when he becomes a compete bottom for the ten-inch teen in Black Cock: 10 Inch Cock Training.
The story was inspired by one of my editors, who fantasied this happening to him, with his BBW wife eventually succumbing too, in part three, Black Cock: A Wife Falls Too, in which the husband willingly sacrifices his wife to the black teen stud, knowing she's desperate to be fucked by a big dick while being dominated.
PS... within these three parts there are a couple of sub-plots that enhance the overall plot, including some role reversal, as the submissive wife begins dominating her husband, even doing some fun pegging... as well as the couple discovering their daughter and her boyfriend are also enthusiastic sluts for this same BBC.
Although I may write more chapters one day, the last chapter so far has the both members of the couple exploring their same sex submissive sides when they service a female black teen and her grandpa in Black Cock: Addicted to Cum.
In 2018, at the request of a fan, I retold a story he said was true... I hope it was... but either way, I wrote a wild two-part story based on his description. Part 1 is written from his point of view as he succumbs to black cock, in Black Cock Worship: A Man's Fall (with the starring hot BBC not only fucking his prison guards, but fucking their wives inside the prison as well... the mobile home was supposed to be used for conjugal visits with wives visiting their husbands, which in a way they were, since their husbands were allowed/required to watch), and Black Cock Worship: A Woman's Fall, where the central dominated white prison guard's wife succumbs to this BBC too (which is perhaps the hotter story). I really enjoyed this series as I chatted with both the husband and wife as they shared their story and their fantasies with me. It's so nice to be able to communicate honestly and freely with both members of a couple, since usually I only converse with just one.
Here's a delicious pic from the second part, as the woman enjoys the prisoner's irresistible BBC, while (just in this pic) three other women, all of them wives of subjugated prison guards but submissive to the stud on the bed, join the party along with another black prisoner:

17. FAVOURITE SERIES 3: WHAT MOM KNOWS
Now first of all, this is one of the rare storylines I've ever finished. And in this case, it's a very long saga.
It's also a rare story, since although it has a lot of sequels, they don't show up on the Literotica main page as sequels, because the title of part one is worded slightly differently from all the rest.
Back when I released part one, it was only my 39th story, and I really had no idea it would take off and end up becoming a ten-story mammoth series (and that's just so far... I have further plans for 2021) evolving from a simple mistaken identity Halloween story into a long saga, perhaps never ending, about a wild stud recruiting an ever-increasing stable of women to service him... most of them his blood relations, and all of them happily knowing about each other and playing with each other as well.
In part one, What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her, a son named Curtis does his unavoidably detained dad a favour, by dressing up in his designated costume and pretending to be him at a Halloween party when he joins his mom there. So we have a drunken mom, a horny son, and... well... they help each other out with their needs. It's only after they've consummated a new level in their family relationship, when Alexis informs her son she knew it was him all along. This story has only received a 4.67 score, the lowest in this series, but it's my 11th most read, with 1,493,689 views.
Here's an adapted pic from the first chapter, as it was impossible to get a Belle costume for mom, or the son to be fucking her from inside his Beast costume. But at least they're outside, like in the story.

So when part two was written, there was no way to come up with a title and subsequent titles that flowed in alphabetical order, which is my practice now. The obstacle being that by now Mom certainly does know everything. So I did the best I could, by coming up with What Mom Knows Fucks Her Again. I still had no clue I'd be writing pretty much a chapter or two per year for at least a decade, so part two was another simple story, although it did plant the seeds for what would eventually follow in my first younger-older romance, with the introduction of one of my most beloved characters: Miranda... a gorgeous TV weathergirl old enough to be a MILF, with a ferocious sexual appetite, who's a natural switch. Curtis learns his mother not only enjoys lesbian sex, but is Miranda's Mistress... and his wonderful surprise in this chapter: he not only gets to fuck his mom again, but also her celebrity friend, who just happens to have been his most constant stroke fantasy for years.
Here's an amazing pic to introduce you to Miranda, as she dines on Curtis's mom's pussy, and also to give you a great look at Curtis's very impressive cock.

Part three continues the What Mom Knows titles, this time with the rather blunt What Mom Knows Fucks Her Ass, as Alexis invites her son to take her ass.
What makes this series unique is the titles are always centered on mom... but the stories are narrated by Curtis... and they're actually much more about his exploits than his mother's (although she is integral to most of his sexual exploits).
Things get more interesting (or at least more convoluted), when in the next three chapters Miranda and Curtis are now a couple, and they end up flying to Vegas with Alexis and her best friend Ellie (who just happens to be in love with her, and is her former Mistress from their college days together two decades ago, thus initiating a Master vs. Mistress competition between Curtis & Ellie for their loving and submissive Alexis... a rivalry that will continue until the final chapter somewhere down the line.
Next comes the wild What Mom Knows Fucks Her in the Air. Why is it called that? Well, there's a lot of nasty sex aboard the airplane... in first class... involving all four of them, as well as a very cute stewardess... where the dynamics between all the principal characters, including the aforementioned power struggle is established, and battle lines (semi-friendly ones) are drawn. Even the summary is nasty: Mother helps son join the Trifecta division of the Mile-High Club. After a couple of low 4.70 scores, from this story on, every chapter is ranked between 4.76 and 4.81 (except for one that drops to 4.73).
Two chapters that take place in Party City lead us through some of the wildest plots, sex scenes, but also intimacy I've ever written. It tied for the highest score in the series at 4.81, What Mom Knows Fucks Her In Vegas, which begins with a flashback of how Alexis became Ellie's pet while they were in Cancun many years ago, which leads to a very heartfelt and serious conversation between mom and son... which then leads to some nasty mom-son sex, and Alexis's subsequent cum walk through a crowded hotel. The story also portrays the blossoming love between Curtis and Miranda, which is a sweet balance to their hot sex scenes and group sex scenes. Meanwhile, Ellie happily accepts the task of seducing the bride of the wedding they're attending... who just happens to be the bride-to-be of Miranda's snarky ex-boyfriend. Ellie succeeds, and thus the bride-to-be gets the chance to perform as a completely submissive plaything with Curtis and his ladies. This chapter, while raunchy and outrageous (yes, in this series almost every woman is bisexual or becomes bisexual and is submissive to Curtis (although Ellie only grudgingly), and likely will commit incest whenever she's given the opportunity)... given all that... it's also one with a lot of heart.
The story even gets a lot wilder, more ludicrous, and yet more romantic (at least in the fashion I write romance) in the crazy multi-wedding Vegas finale, where Curtis has proposed to Miranda, and before the wedding they actually flew here to attend (the one with the snarky ex-boyfriend and still Miranda's television station colleague as the groom) happens... there are two additional Vegas weddings (one legally binding between Curtis and Miranda, and another symbolic between Alexis and Ellie), which lead to a wild orgy consummation in the chapel (to the ineffective horror of the minister), and later they conclude their wicked trip by consummating Brittney's marriage (the ex-boyfriend's bride), when they sneak her out of her own wedding reception to gangbang her in her own honeymoon suite, even while her groom Mark looks high and low for her. This is the plot of What Mom Knows Fucks Her in White.



Here's a fun pic immediately after the double wedding. In the foreground, Alexis gives the astonished minister a thank-you blow job while being fucked by her Mistress/wife Ellie, and up a few stairs, Miranda gives the chapel's camera girl a thank-you licking while being ploughed by her new husband.

Do things return to normal once they return home? Of course not... what would be the fun in that? No, the next three chapters before the climactic finale contain three straight (well not literally straight) seductions of yet more family members... as Christmas approaches... 'tis the season to keep it in the family (this would have been super good advice in the recent Covid-plagued 2020).
First up, Curtis and Alexis seduce and dominate his Nana, Alexis's mom, in the award-winning top incest story of 2015, What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom. Nana is an amazing character, and one whose long-neglected sexuality is rekindled at a billion-fold intensity, and she becomes completely insatiable for familial cock and cunt.
Next Alexis' bitch sister joins Curtis's growing harem when her mom, sister and nephew join forces to turn Elizabeth, in What Mom Knows Fucks Her Sister.
The only close relative still left untouched is Elizabeth's daughter, and Miranda is given the privilege of turning the pretentious teen into her submissive lesbian pet, and eventually into the family's newest slut, in What Mom Knows Fucks Her Niece.
After three trilogies of shorts... finally after eight years in the making, and following a wild evolution of character and plot... I wrote the final chapter that tied up all the remaining questions. Who's top dog in the hierarchy: Curtis or Ellie? Will Curtis ever get to tap Ellie's ass? What will happen within these complex relationships once Christmas is over? These and many more questions are answered in the wild, wicked, heartfelt finale, What Mom Knows is a Family Orgy.
Could I write some more in this series? Likely.
Will I write any more? Perhaps.
I've considered a series focussing upon Miranda and Curtis as a married couple... but the key would be coming up with plots that are as good as these first ten... that advance the characters... and that can maintain the raw heat I believe this series has achieved.
I've said this many times... sequels are hard to write.
Partly because adding to existing plots and characters can get messy, and details of continuity difficult to keep track of without losing track of any of them.
Partly because of the diminishing reads... which happened with this series too. Other than a blip when an award-winning Mom story was almost triple the reads of the story before it... each succeeding story has fewer reads, and my amazing finale has only 128,000 reads... more than a million fewer than part one.
With that all said, this is a rare series, where I believe the story gets better as it goes along, and the very best chapter is the finale... although I'm also partial to the trip to Vegas, and to the seduction of Nana. The last story is tied for highest score at 4.81, so with over 25 requests for more in the comments section, maybe even once I manage to finish a story, I haven't finished the story.
Here's a pic of the train described in chapter 10, where each person is fucking the one in front of them -- often in the ass -- which is especially true, since at long last, Ellie willingly gives her ass to Curtis, following a week of prepping it for him. From front to back, we have Curtis's cousin Laura, then his wife Miranda, his mom Alexis, Aunt Elizabeth, Samantha (nana), Ellie, and finally Curtis.

So, what the fuck am I saying? After much consideration, re-reading most of the series, and seeing the plethora of comments requesting me to continue the rare series I've actually finished, I've turned around and come up with a few fresh, new ideas for it: continuing alphabetically, of course.
What Mom Knows is Ex-Mother-in-Law
With Curtis and Miranda visiting Paris, and rest of the family all back home, Ellie has planned a special surprise for Alexis... spending New Years Eve at Le Chateau Club. But while they're dolling themselves up for a night out, Alexis's ex-mother-in-law arrives, in a fury over the end of her son's marriage, but ends up learning her place... as the newest bottom slut. This story is told from the point of view of Alexis, since Curtis is unavailable.
What Mom Knows is More Anal Pets
Laura returns at the end of her college semester and moves in as Curtis and Miranda's live-in pet, and she also finally gets her ass fucked by a real cock. Meanwhile Pamela, Curtis's ex-girlfriend, is added to the harem with humiliating results for her, including incestuous submission to her slutty mom (who had participated in the 'orgy of the train' evening, but needed to leave before the actual train occurred).
What Mom Knows is Pregnancy
Ellie and Miranda each discover they're pregnant, provoking mixed feelings, and there's a reunion of the entire greatly expanded family, their first opportunity to celebrate their sexual rebirth since the fateful Christmas awakening, including their hearing all about Curtis and Miranda's honeymoon in Paris, Alexis and Ellie's trip to Hawaii, Nana's discovery of a secret lesbian society, and Elizabeth's new girlfriend... all while being serviced by a few of Laura's new pets (she's obviously not completely submissive) she's recruited since moving in with Curtis and Miranda.
What Mom Knows is True Love
A year later, at the annual Halloween party that kicked off everything, everyone finds their happily ever afters... and the wildest orgy ever.
And finally just for fun, the cast got together for an after-party, which included the minister and camera girl from two of the weddings: Top row left to right is Samantha, Miranda and Elizabeth; next row Ellie, Curtis, the minister and camera girl; and kneeling Alexis and Laura. (The minister is breaking character, and the actor who portrayed him is proudly displaying his enthusiasm for the part.)

18. KINKY FANTASIES 3: LESBIANS... LESBIANS... LESBIANS
I've already discussed lesbian mom and daughter stories, as well as a couple of stories in the earlier romantic section, as well as series like A Perfect Fall and Bedding the Babysitter, and the award-winning Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks, but I've also written quite a few non-incestuous and non-interracial lesbian stories... as lesbian stories are my bread and butter, or to put it more clearly, my favourite kind of story to write.
I love pussy.
I love cunt.
If I had a choice between cock and pussy... I'd choose pussy. (I know, a while ago I chose cock, but that was then!)
The truth is that both are satisfying in different ways, and both male and female cum is enjoyable to swallow... but the unabashed moans of a woman are so erotic, that servicing a woman is more pleasurable than doing a man. Hearing her moans increase, feeling her legs tighten, then finally hearing her screaming in ecstasy... is the ultimate rush.
Thus... my favourite thing to do (although I don't get to do it much) is also my favourite thing to write about.
Young girls seducing older.
Older seducing younger.
Mistresses dominating submissives.
And... a woman in nylons is, of course, something that instantly gets my body tingling.
In addition to the romantic-ish novella A Lesbian Love Story... of Sorts, one of my first lesbian stories... it was the two-part Submissive Soccer Moms series that really took off in terms of requests for more... I still get requests to extend this one. The story is about two soccer moms seduced by their daughters' ripe, young lesbian coach, although the two moms are treated very, very differently.
I discovered that a 'munch' is a real thing. It's where people gather in a safe place to meet others with similar kinks, hoping that later they might be able to explore them together. That, believe it or not, made my main editor of the time begin to explore his own kinks by going to an actual munch, and he eventually became involved not only in the BDSM scene, but found love (literally, this is a true story)... sadly I haven't heard from him in a couple years (maybe even a few.... Time sure does fly). Be sure to explore a munch once COVID fades, if you're curious to explore some unique kink in your life.
One of my most amazing series, and one I should go back and finish one day, is the 2 Mistresses series. The first chapter, 2 Mistresses: A Study in Seduction especially, is one of my very best lesbian stories, and it's definitely one of my best ones that focusses on the mental aspects of Mistress and submissive... especially two styles of mistresses, and how they treat their submissives so differently. My original idea was to lead us towards an epic finale, where Carolyn the Good and Samantha the Wicked (to borrow from the Oz stories) eventually go head-to-head, but the story kind of went sideways on me... as stories often do... so although it's only five parts long at the moment, I do hope to return to this series as well.
Here is Mistress Carolyn being serviced in a chair by her maid, while watching two of her pets getting to know each other.

And here's one of Mistress Samantha where she fingers and turns ex-Disney star Laura Madison in a club full of famous people.

Other lengthy tales of lesbian submission include a boss succumbing to her new employee in Becoming a Lesbian Slave (4.61), Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale (4.79), where a lonely bi-curious MILF falls for an on-line teen Mistress, the somewhat similar Fall of a MILF: A Submissive Tale (4.77), where a lonely MILF discovers her surprising lesbian side online, and the amazing Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet (4.83), where a MILF is seduced by her daughter's popular friend, which is my number two story of all time by score (ignoring essays).
Although there could be lots of possibilities for a photo recreation of any of these epic lesbian stories... how many stories have a mom catching her daughter with a flute in her pussy? This is an actual scene from my classic top-ranked Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet.

19. INTERRACIAL 3: LESBIAN
Sticking with my lesbian theme, I've written many stories about white women submitting to black women. I love the idea of submitting to a black woman myself. Whether it's an 18-year-old student, a BBW like my Big Rosie character, a MILF, or even a black granny... I wish I could be a complete submissive for her. It's a long-held dream not yet CUM true.
That said, here are some of my favourites that I've written down:
After A Perfect Fall, my next interracial story was Beth's Beautiful Blackmail, where a black female coach blackmails a white athlete and her mother. The story only reached 4.36, but I think a rewrite could make this much more delicious than when I wrote it a decade ago.
Cunt Addiction: A Black Euphoria (4.67) was a fun one, where a lonely wife (sounding just a little like me) uses Craigslist (remember when that was a thing?) to rekindle her lust for cunt. I imagined this becoming a series, alas it likely won't be, but the woman's discovery of black pussy and the surprise of Big Rosie made this a fun story, I think.
Two fun stories were released in 2020 too. The wicked BBBW Domination, where two big black beautiful women who are sisters are seduced and dominated by two white models (in one final racial reversal story for now), and All White School BLACKED, where in 1970, a black teen turns her white racist principal.
Here's a pic from the amazing BBW Domination story, my first collaboration with Daddy (more about him and his hot, sexy wife on number 49).

There was also the Straight White Girls series which, as I mentioned earlier, I'd envisioned becoming a mammoth series, where an entire white neighborhood is turned into eager cunt licking submissives to black pussy.
Truth be told... there isn't much that's hotter than a white woman between the legs of a black woman. The colour contrast alone is so stimulating... but add in our tragic historical past, and the act is still rather taboo, and God, does it make my pussy burn.
20. THE ORDER OF SYNDOM
I've created lesbian secret societies in a few stories, like the 1950s series and Church Girl, as well as my own upscale lesbian nightclub Le Chateau Club, and an interracial club for women wishing to experience BBC with the PIT (both discussed later in more detail), PLUS I've also created my own version of the illuminati, or freemasons (although I think mine is a lot kinkier), with the Order of Syndom.
My centuries-old secret society was first introduced in Bride Submission: A Shocking Secret, where a bride-to-be meets her future in-laws just a few days before her wedding, and discovers her entire life has been orchestrated by a secret order, including her job and the love of her life, and even her very own family! It's a male-dominated society, where incest is rampant in all its forms (and yes, her loving father and mother now expect the obvious from her), and once you're in the order, there's no way out. This complex order was explored some more as the series continued through two sequels: Bride Submission: Boss's Bitch, and the lengthy, twisted Bride Submission: Family Gangbang. Almost no other series produces more requests for continuation, and it's definitely on my someday list (although as I write this lengthy essay, I realize that list is getting longer and longer, the more I continue revisiting my past.
Here is a pic of the epic orgy in the first story:

I've revisited this order twice, in Blackmailing a Feminist Bitch,where a protective mother is drawn into the secret order to protect her 18-year-old daughter, and very recently in one of my newest stories Family Shock: Home for the Holidays,that with 139 comments within its first month of release, I'm committed to returning to in 2021, probably illustrated.
The Order is a fun kinky creation of mine, but based on more than one email people have sent me, perhaps it isn't as far-fetched as one might think.
21. INCEST 4: DAD
Much less common than mother-son, mother-daughter or siblings, is daughter and dad (I've also come up with a few dad-son stories). I don't find these latter ones as easy to write, since I'm a mother, not a father (so I can readily imagine myself being the mom in mother-son stories, as well as in mom-daughter stories), and one of my biggest fantasies is munching on one of my sister's pussies (or both), so that's pretty easy too... although I have no brothers). But since my dad is a complete asshole whom I've seen exactly twice in the past twenty years, and both times for only a few seconds before I had to leave... so I have no sexual fantasies about my dad. So again, these have been a little more challenging to write, although once I get into a flow, I just go with it.
None of my dad stories (until the one in 2020) have done particularly well, which has also I suppose, kept me from writing more of them, although they all did okay, like Summer with Dad, Replacing Mommy and Replacing Mom. (I had no idea I'd written two stories around such similar concepts until I was writing this... oops!)
Here is a rare one where my female didn't wear nylons... they were living very near the beach on a small island in Hawaii after all, and doing lots of surfing, in Summer with Dad. The daughter discovers the pleasures of her dad's big dick, and convinces him to put it to better use than just with all those bimbos.

Then last year I wrote two. The less popular Daddy's Double Bonus, and the surprisingly popular and rather epic Daddy Daughter Date Days, which I had no idea until writing this essay it has a whopping 4.83 score, and thus is my highest-rated incest story
22. INTERRACIAL 4: WHITE SLUTS FOR BLACK COCK
Later on, The Pit (my favourite location for white women to indulge in dark chocolate) receives its own attention, but I've written many other stories about white woman discovering the joys of BBC. Some I've mentioned earlier in previous discussions, particularly in the interracial couples sharing category, and others will be in The Pit's discussion later... and there are some more immediately below.
But first I must stress that I believe most women, if they were given the opportunity to indulge in chocolate, would do so... since chocolate pussy and chocolate cock are just so damn inviting!
A few good stories include MILF Teacher: Becoming a Present, Blackmailed into Black Submission, Turning Teacher Black,andSubmissive School: Black-Maled, but one of my favourites is Freshman Feminist Falls, where a white feminist college student named Claudia is certain she can resist the temptation of a BBC, but then is talked into spending an hour alone with an arrogant chauvinistic asshole in his dorm room, but as the clock ticks away the temptation becomes unbearable, and... she eventually tumbles... and then soon discovers her best friend isn't a brainless bimbo after all, but a wicked bitch who'd set her up with the cooperation of her boyfriend. The non-bimbo in the pic is the one being licked, and the guys watching from the doorway belong to the fraternity Claudia will be servicing that evening. They aren't actually in the story, but my editor invited them to drop by for a preview.

Like they say... once you go black....
23. INCEST 5: SISTERS
I realized while writing this essay, that I've written almost no lesbian sister stories, and the three that I have written all tell about me submitting to my two sisters.



This is odd, as I love the idea of sisters exploring each other, so you can likely anticipate a couple of new ones in 2021.
The two earlier stories starring me both share a similar concept of my having sex with my sisters, and while Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy was a little bit out there (but the conversation in the restaurant is quite close to actual history). 2020's Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome, I think is a much better story of my submitting to my sisters... which is one of my ultimate fantasies to this day.

The only other incest sister story I recall writing recently is Two Sisters: 39 Weeks Pregnant, where a woman helps her pregnant sister to go into labour by giving her some up close and personal attention.
By the way, when I was pregnant, I was so fucking horny during the final three months, and my stubborn husband just didn't have his same lust for me while I was big... it's the only thing about him that still pisses me off whenever I dwell on it.
He does make it up to me with some rough dominant sex, whenever he's home. (My fictional reports of his often travelling for work are actually quite true to life.)
Lastly, there is the fun Three Generations of Lesbian Lust, where a recently-become eighteen-year-old discovers her family's generations-old lesbian secret, and is initiated into the tradition by both her mother and grandma.
24. KINKY FANTASIES 2: MIND CONTROL FETISH
Before I became a writer, I used to love reading mind control stories. I realize now it was my subconscious trying to break out, and urging me to accept that I'm a submissive in the bedroom... but I really struggled to accept that originally, since it was the 1990s, and no self-respecting woman was supposed to be compliant in the bedroom.
Funny how some twenty-plus years later, I've not only accepted it, but helped others to accept it in themselves.
Sex and society are two different arenas.
I'm strong-willed at work. I'm a firm mother. I'm a good wife, and I get what I want done in the house... but in the bedroom, I want to switch that side of me off, and just be the submissive slut I truly am.
The favourite story I've ever read, I should search for it again, is The Humiliation of Jane. It's in eleven parts, the first two by an unknown author and the rest by a few different authors, the eleventh in the year 2000, with Dr. Phil of all people, writing part five. The protagonist is a stuck-up bitch who's put in her place by a variety of people over time, after she's given a mind control drug making her incapable of saying no... to anyone. The idea of just being told what to do sexually was such a turn-on for me... such a sexual awakening... that I began to live that life in the bedroom.
Oddly, I haven't written very many mind control stories of my own over the years.
My first one didn't do all that well way back in 2011 in A Fall from Grace, and when I returned to mind control in 2012, I actually put it in the non consensual category, with the very popular Witch's Curse: A Bitch Becomes a Slut. I've also written part of a story using the same concept, but aimed at a guy being forced to service people on Halloween. But that's been languishing in my unfinished pile for years.
That said, here's a picture of the witch's bitch on Halloween night, servicing a variety of people she's treated poorly during her high school reign of terror:

I've also had some success with a Supergirl parody of sorts, in Bimbo-fying Superchick, a romantic lesbian May-December romance in Coming Out Through Hypnosis, and I was able to live out my own mind control fantasy in Jasmine Fantasies: Classroom Orgy.
I've have also used mind control somewhat in my Hypno-Sissy series, but that will be discussed later, as well as nylon hypnosis stories that will also be talked about later in Hypnotic Hosiery: A Professor Falls, and Pantyhose Play: A Teacher Pet.
Yet without a doubt, my most popular mind control series is Revenge of the Nerd (which I've actually completed). It turned into a sweeping series with a ton of sex, lots of incest, and a ton of revenge... it's in essence every living nerd's dream come true... I think.
He takes revenge on his bitch sister, and gets to fuck her fellow cheerleaders.
He gets to make his childhood bully into a cock hungry faggot, and then turns the guy's MILF mom into his eager cum slut.
He fucks his own mother too, and miraculously he succeeds in achieving that without using the mind control drug.
He takes revenge where he formerly worked upon everyone who'd doubted, ridiculed and betrayed him.
It's in many ways an epic tale of the little guy winning... with, I think, a great ending. This scene is from that ending, where the nerd takes particular revenge upon the CEO who betrayed him by arranging her to be triple teamed by blue-collar janitors (peons... gross!), while the nerd enjoys the executive's hot secretary (who along with the janitors, loves everything that's happening to her and her boss).

25. A SURPRISE HIT
Every once in a while I score a surprise hit. I've had quite a few over the years, and most of them are in the incest category. Bedding the Babysitter, Catching Mommy and What Mom Knows were all surprises over time... but as I write this, there are two that stand out: Accidental Gangbang,and Blackmailed: Cheerleader Cherry.
Neither of these have good scores (4.54 and 4.55), but both are in my top 20 of all time in number of reads on Literotica:
Accidental Gangbang, my 6th most read story, has over 1,750,000 reads, and is 135th of all time.
Blackmailed: Cheerleader Cherry, my 11th most read story, has over 1,500,000 reads and is my 181st of all time.
The Blackmailed sequel Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom, has also recently reached the million reads plateau.
Accidental Gangbang is a crazy fun romp with a bride-to-be getting fucked by all of her fiancé's friends, as well as by his and her dads, in a crazy gangbang while her identity is concealed, because she's inside a large gift box with convenient holes in the front, rear and sides (those latter ones for convenient breast groping), and everyone thinks she's a hired stripper, even though nobody admits to hiring one. Well... she's unknown until the fiancé spies a telling text arriving on her phone, then sends everyone home in a huge rush, and while the couple deals with the crazy misunderstanding, they end up in a DP threesome with his best man, as depicted here. (The box is in the background.)

Three sequels five and six years later, allow the sexually awakened bride-to-be first to explore her lesbian side with her best friend (who'd sent the text), and then to really explore it at her bachelorette party, that leads to her enjoying lesbian incest with her mom, and lastly the pre-wedding orgy of the ages spread throughout Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest, Accidental Gangbang: An Incest Show and Accidental Gangbang: Blindfold Orgy, during all of which she and her mom become inseparable lovers.
26. FAVOURITE SERIES 4: BLACK COCK and INTERACIAL 5: GAY GAY GAY
I've experienced many surprises in my over ten years of writing. Everything from the popularity of incest, the shockingly strong distaste for women cheating on their husbands in the Loving Wives category, but it's seemingly more tolerable if it's lesbian or incestuous cheating (a very strange self-contradictory belief), the number of women who are like me in being secretly submissive behind their conservative façades, and also the number of men who either suck cock or want to suck cock or to bottom, is shocking... and the majority of them want to be submissive to a BBC. (To which I quietly say, 'Well, who wouldn't want to do that?!')
I have two favourite series where straight white guys succumb to BBC and never go back. One will be discussed later in Black Dominance, and the other is immediately below, the Black Cock series.
This series is one where I collaborated with one of my editors at the time, and who still occasionally edits the odd work for me (usually only gay works, since he just can't get enough dick now... something I take either credit or blame for, depending on your point of view), and as such, is a person still very dear to me.
All the characters in the story are real, even though the plot is fictional.
All the characters' body types and personalities are real, even if I enhanced them to create more sexually alive characters.
Like many of my straight white guys succumbing to BBC, over time his wife and daughter also discover the joys of BBC (in this case the same BBC), and if I ever write a fifth part, the son away at college will likely become a cock sucking, ass taking bitch for BBC as well.
The four parts are:
Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything: Straight married man walks in on his friend and fellow football coach worshipping BBC, and over time he can't resist the black teen's huge cock.
Black Cock: 10 Inch Cock Training: The not so straight anymore, but still happily (if worriedly) married man becomes a cocksucker and willing bottom for BBC, even while the dynamics in his bedroom do a somersault.
Black Cock: A Wife Falls Too: Straight married man willingly gives his wife (who's also willing, because as someone once said, 'Well, who wouldn't want to do that?!') to his black Master, who very willingly accepts the generous offer.
Black Cock: Addicted to Cum: Husband and wife are shared by a black teen and her grandpa, where both of the whites explore their same sex submissiveness.
Does this series deserve a part five?
Probably.
So just like many others I've mentioned... it's on my list.
Here's a pic of Malcolm and Greg's wife spit-roasting Greg in the couple's bedroom. In the story their daughter Carol has been refused permission to watch, but my editor pointed out this decision was unfair, since she knows exactly what's going on in the mistress's bedroom (formerly the master bedroom), she highly approves of it, and her own Master Malcolm (the very same) is kind enough to share her boyfriend with her to dominate. (But mainly he just wanted to add a sexy observer to the scene, like the famous Rebecca does in so many of her cartoons.) So in this slight twist, Malcolm doesn't see the harm in her watching, so long as she's discreet and doesn't embarrass her parents. Here she and Malcolm share a congratulatory look.

My first gay story was From Straight to Gay Submission way back in 2010, and who knew it would become a genre I'd write in so often. It was written in response to a request for a story about a straight guy at college, who over time ends up being a cocksucker for BBC, and also gets into fucking guys too. That story was followed by I Thought I was Straight,about a white football player who succumbs to BBC while living with a black roommate who has a lot of white cocksuckers dropping by.
Other good white submits to black cock include Learning my Love for Black Cock, the lengthy Summer of Black Cock (my other favourite), Large BLACK Firehose, BBC Summer Surprise, and The BBC with Benefits Thing.
I've also done a couple of father-son based BBC stories with similar titles: Like Son, Like Father: Faggots for BBC and BBC: Like Son, Like Father. Both are hot stories, if you want to read about fathers and sons both taking BBC together.
I'm sure you'll come across another white guy succumbs to BBC from me this year, as it's a very commonly requested theme.
27. INCEST 6: FAMILY ORGY
I also haven't written many family orgy scenes... although Bride Submission, Family Shock and Accidental Gangbang all include epic orgies.
Two specific other ones are A Surprise Family Christmas Orgy,andmy favouriteOne teen, One mom, Three Aunts and a Cousin, where a family wedding (and a bunch of oblivious husbands with a love for golfing) leads a lucky young guy into becoming the designated cock for five of his family members (of course including his mom).
Here's Wade fucking his Mom with his Aunt Carol (who Mom is angry with, since she'd fucked him first) helping out. It's from one of the earlier scenes when they'd first gotten to the hotel, in One teen, One mom, Three Aunts and a Cousin. (The bright, shiny object on Mom's left hand is her wedding ring).

Orgies are tough to write while keeping everyone organized and involved, and so all the action makes sense.... But they're very hot when they turn out well.
My most recent one was Mom's Bukkake, where the bachelorette party begins with some male strippers giving Mom the bukkake mentioned in the title, and then it evolves into a massive family and friends lesbian orgy, and for a while with the odd stripper's cock included in the mix.
28. LE CHATEAU CLUB
This club has become its own identity over time, and it's even morphed itself into a private school (Shemale School), a salon (Roommate Dress-Up), and a restaurant, although with a slight name change: Le Chateaubriand (Prom 2020: Mommy Helps Out), but it's essentially an exclusive lesbian nightclub catering to the rich and famous, the curious, the Mistresses, and their pets.
It first appeared back in Bedding the Babysitter, which also introduced us to Big Rosie and her deliciously addicting pussy and lengthy bathroom queue, as well as to Senator (later Governor) Daphne Greene. (This episode then spawned a sort of sequel years later, in Le Chateau Club: Bride-to-Be Straight No More.)
The club has been the setting of choice for many of my stories, and is located in Boston (which I'd happened to have visited just before I started writing and loved it... although I could never afford to actually live there; the real estate pricing is ridiculous).
Other stories which include scenes taking place there, include:
-The wild bachelorette party in parts two and three of Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest and Accidental Gangbang: An Incest Show.
-the somewhat romantic A Lesbian Love Story... Of Sorts, where the jilted friend is seduced by her lesbian friend.
-Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau, where, as the title foretells, two friends take their straight friend there, where she discovers her unanticipated lesbian side.


-Many other stories have ended up with girls exploring their same sex sexuality at this club, including: Training Teacher: A Seduction, It All Began With a Munch, 2 Mistresses: Pet Training Day 2, Pet Training: A Journey 2 Submission, Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bride, Voodoo seduction, NUDE Lesbian Wrestling: Coed Tricked, Tricked into Lesbian Submission, Deconstructing the Professor,and "Pet Mommy": Fucking with Mommy-Slut.
The club is also mentioned but not visited, in a plethora of stories, including: Spanksgiving, Modern Family: Daughter Pets, Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction, Lesbian MILF Seductress: MOM, straight bride seduced, NylonParty: Christmas Initiation, Hypnotic Hosiery: A Professor Falls, Two Sisters: 39 Weeks Pregnant, Journey of a Submissive, Kinky Tales, Straight Housewife Blackmailed, DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey, and Catching Mommy.
In essence, Le Chateau Club is the place I most wish I could go to.
To be anonymous.
To explore my sexuality.
To be around other women with similar desires to mine.
To find a Mistress.
And fuck yes... to line up for Big Rosie!
29. RECURRING CHARACTERS 1: BIG ROSIE
So... Big Rosie.
She's become such a powerful character over my years of writing.
The idea of a pussy to die for... a pussy so addicting people will line up just to taste it... is just so hot. The idea of an irresistible-tasting pussy is also used as a main concept for Bree, in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series, and as recently as in my recently released BBW's Bottom Boy: A Pegging character Jen. It's simply a concept I can believe in which as a writer, is something I'm always searching for.
Rosie is a BBW or, a term suggested either by my editor or Daddy, who requested the story BBBW Domination, a BBBW is a ...
BIG.
BLACK.
BEAUTIFUL.
WOMAN.
AND ALSO (possibly) BRAZEN.
Rosie has huge tits.
Rosie has thick thighs.
Rosie has a big booty you could drown in.
Rosie has that southern voice that makes you drip.
Rosie has a cunt to worship.
Rosie knows what she wants, and she goes out and gets it.
Rosie is full of confidence, knowing big is beautiful, and she's completely comfortable with who she is.
She's mentioned in many of my stories (perhaps even all of them) at Le Chateau Club, and she's even given her own special room later on, as described in Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest.
Here's a line-up for Big Rosie:

And here's a picture of someone (I imagine it's Jenny) dining on that perfect chocolate box.

She's first mentioned in the Bedding the Babysitter series part two (she returns in parts seven and eight as well), and has since been mentioned and/or had her pussy dined on in a plethora of stories, including:
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bride
Deconstructing the Professor



LEZ AWAKENING: Halloween Hijinks
Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism
Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest
Voodoo Seduction
White Sluts' Club: Bride-to-Be!
Straight White Girls: A Welcoming
Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau (currently an illustrated version is in the works for 2021, and the above 2 pics are from that rewrite that's still in the works)
DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey
NUDE Lesbian Wrestling: Coed Tricked
It All Began With a Munch
Pet Training: A Journey 2 Submission
TRAINING TEACHER: A Seduction
PET TEACHER: 6th Task
A Lesbian Love Story... Of Sorts
She's also pictured in my epic illustrated Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks


Although perhaps the best picture of Big Rosie shows up only in the deleted scenes special chapter called Awakening: A Author's Mindset.

I've been asked for a Big Rosie appearance list many times, and even I'm surprised by how frequently she gets her pussy licked.
She is also mentioned in:
Tricked into Lesbian Submission, Sissification 101 Ch 07, "Pet Mommy": Fucking with Mommy-Slut, Le Chateau Club: Bride-to-Be Straight No More, and Journey of a Submissive.
Lastly, she's also been a main character in two stories:
Becoming a Pet: An Innocent Start
Cunt Addiction: A Black Euphoria
With that all said, what's still missing is a Big Rosie origin story... another thing to add to my growing list of someday to do's.
30. RECURRING CHARACTERS 2: DAPHNE GREENE
Another recurring character also first established in Bedding the Babysitter, is the amazing political goddess Daphne Greene.
Like Big Rosie, she's received many requests for a list of the stories featuring her, as well as for an origin story, which I wrote in Daphne Greene: A Beginning Journey, where she goes to college on an athletic scholarship, and begins the sexual discovery of her true self.
Daphne is in many ways a character who personifies today's ideal woman... at least for me.
Strong-willed.
Beautiful.
Understands the power of nylons.
Sensual.
Submissive (only when she wants to be).
Seductive.
A prominent leader in the revolution to make women truly equal to men.
Here's a list of the stories she's in, for all who've asked:
You can read more Daphne Greene adventures in the following:
She appears as a support character in:
Bedding the Babysitter 2
Nude Lesbian Wrestling
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop
Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau
It All Began with a Munch
A Lesbian Love Story of Sorts
Pet Training: A Journey 2 Submission
Bedding the Babysitter 8
Accidental Gangbang: A Lez Munchfest
NylonParty: Christmas Initiation
Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism
By the way, the only illustrations of her so far are by me in All Girl's School: A Cunt Fest. She's the one standing in this one:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Desktop\New folder (2)\New folder\z0.jpg]
And fucking my mom as I munch on her pussy:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Desktop\New folder (2)\New folder\z4.jpg]
And being eaten out by my mom and me simultaneously:

And lastly, eating me out, while I eat out my mom.

Oddly, I was too dumb to make a pic of me getting fucked by Governor Greene.
Governor Greene is mentioned in:
2 Mistresses Series
A Game of Seduction
Lesbian MILF Seductress: MOM
Lesbian MILF Seductress: In Flight
Bedding the Babysitter 7
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Chocolate
Straight White Girls: A Welcoming
Voodoo Seduction
Submission School: Black-Maled
I'm sure she'll also make more appearances in the future.
31. OTHER GAY
I had no idea I'd written so many gay stories, but that genre is indeed one of my most common requests... so many men either secretly want to suck dick, or they're already secretly sucking dick. I had no idea when I wrote my first gay story From Straight to Gay Submission way back in 2010, it would be a genre I'd write in so often. I got so many emails and requests for more gay stories after that, and although the gay stories tend to score lower, I do enjoy writing them.
I love the idea of straight guys sucking dick, and perhaps bottoming, which is why I often use the word straight in my titles, like Straight No More, where a drunk straight guy goes into gay bar by accident and is turned, then Straight No More: Getting Ahead, where a straight man's interview includes taking cock in both holes, Straight Teacher Turned, where a straight teacher is turned by two ex-students, and Straight Turner: A Philosophy, wherea gay stud's hobby is turning straight guys.
Just like I love innocent girls discovering the joy of cunt, as well as straitlaced MILFs who discover the pleasure of pussy munching, I love the idea of a straight guy on his knees sucking his very first cock... and as I mentioned earlier, WAY more men than anyone could possibly imagine either do it or fantasize doing it... and for many married men, it's seriously their midlife crisis... wanting to suck dick.
I also wrote a lengthy series simply called Cocksucker, where a straight man's discovery of his love for cock leads him along an incredible journey.
One of my favourite gay stories though, is called Cock Sucker App, which is simply a cool idea that should really exist... it's like Grindr, but way more efficient... an app a guy who wants his cock sucked can use to alert nearby cock suckers to the opportunity. In this story, a dad shows up because of the app, and is surprised to be sucking his daughter's boyfriend, in a wicked Christmas story.
OF course, more gay stories will occur in the future, since there are just so many guys out there who want to read about cock.
32. ILLUSTRATING MY OWN STORIES
By 2016 I'd worked with Rebecca on a few stories, and hfernandez1983 had done the illustrations for my epic and award winning "A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story, and my Cheerleader's Mom series, and I then decided to take a shot at creating my own illustrations. Now my work is nowhere near the quality of the amazing Rebecca, or Darkbreezly, or Interqueen (all three of these craft masters profiled later), but I think I've done okay with my many nylon-focused illustrated stories.
It's fun to create the illustrations, although quite time consuming, and with a steep learning curve. Here then without further ado, are some pictures from each story I've created and illustrated.
You'll also notice all my fetishes are here: every woman in nylons, almost always without heels so their sexy feet can be seen, lesbians, big cocks and more.
First was a Halloween contest story, and the rather simple A Mommy-Slut: A Naughty Nurse Mommy:

Up next, a kinky pic from my first shemale story illustrated by yours truly, Shemale Tales: The Christmas Party:

Then I decided to create my own illustrated story of me, and after much playing, I chose this model for my November 2016 award winning Jasmine's Secret: Caught & Seduced. I think I made myself look pretty hot,as I was blackmailed and seduced by a nerd.



Sadly, my illustrator for Daughter's Initiation into Incest disappeared after the first story, leaving me with just a tease for part 2, so I decided to continue illustrating the wicked religiously themed story myself, in Daughter's Initiation into Kink,which was recognized as best illustrated in December 2016.I think the model I chose for the innocent daughter Eve was so perfect (here she's getting fucked in church by her minister father).

After the success of A Sister Surprise, I decided to continue it, but with illustrations. The second chapter, which won January 2017 best illustrated of the year, was called A Sister Surprise: A Kinky Day, and I think I found the perfect models to showcase the super hot college sister and her nerdy younger brother.

Four months in a row, an illustrated story of mine won illustrated of the month: A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale,where a wife gives her husband a great Valentine's Day week, including giving him her ass.

The current final chapter in my wickedly religious series is Daughter's Initiation to Lust, which was recognized as best April 2017 Illustrated Story. Here's a very kinky scene in the church's basement dungeon (don't all churches have those?):

In the fun A Shemale Shock: A MILF Falls,a mom catches her cheerleader daughter with a nerdy teenage shemale, and she eventually succumbs to the shemale cock herself.


Sister Surprise: Cute Cheerleader was the third of four parts, and it had the nerd brother checking another fantasy off his bucket list: a popular cheerleader.

Sister-in Law Slut was a fun story, where a husband desperately tries to resist his wife's hot teen sister, but eventually to no avail. When he does succumb, he decides to teach her a lesson.

Jasmine Fantasies: Becoming a Bimbo,where I'm turned into a complete submissive bimbo for the day.

One of my favorites and number 6 all time on the illustrated list, my fourth highest, and the highest illustrated by me, is the hot A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming.
BLACK COCK: A V-DAY Sissy Surprise,where a wife learns her husband likes black cock, supports his being a sissy, and then gets some BBC herself.

I've already discussed Catching Mommy, but here's one more pic from the delightful series Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story.

A Son's Virginity: A Christmas Tale,where a really hot mom gives her son the ultimate Christmas present.

A Sister Surprise: Drunk Mom was the final chapter in this series, and went on to win, as already mentioned, best January 2019 Illustrated Story, and the winner for best illustrated story of 2019.

All Girl's School: A Cunt Fest is the 8th best all time ranked story, and my second highest from my illustrations, about me having my lez side awakened by a seductive teen while I'm teaching at an all girl's school. My mom, my daughter, and even Governor Daphne Greene all end up being serviced by me. Here's the teen making me do what I crave doing every time I see a girl in my class wearing nylons.

Lastly, after over a year without illustrating a story with my own pictures, I went all out with a dozen-part series called Best of Both Worlds.
I'll talk more about this series when I discuss my unique relationship with Daddy and Babygirl later in this essay, but this series stars them and me sharing some of the kinkiest sex I've ever written.
Released so far are:
Best of Both Worlds: A SurpriseAug 8, 2020
Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave Sept 18, 2020
Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding Oct 30, 2020
Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC Nov 13, 2020
Best of Both Worlds: DPed by BBC Dec 18, 2020
Best of Both Worlds: Foursome Jan 16, 2021
Instead of showcasing this ongoing series from the past, here are a couple of pics from a future chapter:
Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole,scheduledfor a February release:

Then the following three chapters will consist of a dozen tasks for me to complete, such as task 2, a bukkake, followed immediately by a cum walk:

Task 6 is going to a distant frat house, and after being fucked and eating pussy, I'm ordered to ride a Sybian.

Task 8: receive a massage (with a happy ending) from a hot shemale.

Task 11: get my first tattoo.

Anyway, these are all the stories I've illustrated so far... but I'm sure more are on the horizon.
33. FAVOURITE SERIES 5: KINKY TALES
I'd never heard of the term pegging before I had a reader request a story about it. Then when I first read about it, I gasped. The idea of a woman fucking a guy in the ass was so taboo... and so hot!
It actually took me a year or two, and a lot of research before I finally wrote what would go on to become my biggest award-winning series ever, with the dual release of the same story told from two separate points of view, in Kinky Tales.
The wife's story about discovering her husband had some anal intrigue, led to my 2015 anal story of the year in Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband.
The husband's retelling of the same story went on to win the 2015 Fetish story of the year, called Kinky Tales: I'm Pegged By My Wife

The dual stories were fun to write, and led to four more sequels.
Next was where the couple really explored pegging and anal sex in Kinky Tales: Love & Pegging.
Kinky Tales: Love & Sharing followed, where they share their first cock together... a shemale.
Things then went really wild, as they both encouraged each other to go their separate ways to explore their respective same sex curiosities in Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism and Kinky Tales: Many Cocks to Suck.
I've written other pegging stories since, including: Exploring Sexuality: A Pegging, The Best Present Ever: Pegging my Man and Pegged for Love.
The HypnoSissy series also has pegging, but that has its own discussion later.
34. FAVOURITE SERIES 6: TURNING CONTEST
I've done some great lesbian series, but none that had quite the uniqueness of the Turning Contest. The basic idea was simple: five friends competing in a week-long contest (that in real time has already continued for years) to seduce as many straight girls or women as possible, and tally up more of them than any of the others... and once the results are in, the winner is awarded the right to use the other four women's daughters as pets for a weekend. (The daughters have no say in the matter, since each of them is already her mother's obedient pet... and none of them are even aware of the contest.).



So far there have been 17 turns... with the potential for 40 more. Trying to come up with creative, hot and sexy turns has been a lot of fun, and I have a ton more already entitled and outlined. I just need the time to be able to write more of them.
The five ladies are:
CAROL WHITE: white, submissive, married, excessively rich, who loves her husband but prefers women.
CRYSTAL WATSON: black English professor who loves seducing ripe fish-out-of -the-water coeds.
PORTIA JAMES: is in movie casting, and uses her contacts to find eager woman willing to do whatever it takes to get ahead.
VERONICA STONE: runs a clothing shop, and hunts her prey, young and old, within her shop.
JASMINE JONES: is in marketing, loves strap-on fucking, and was once a professional dancer.
The score at the moment is (some stories include two turns, by the way):
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Jasmine: 4
Veronica: 4
Carol: 3
Portia: 3
My favourites so far are:
The opening story, based on the wicked Japanese bus molestations, in Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde .
Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie,based on a long-time reader's fantasy, where she's seduced at a Victoria Secret.
Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis,where an 18-year-old selling cookies door to door for her younger sis is seduced.Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, a hot cuckquean story where a black bitch is caught fucking her boyfriend in Veronica's store, and is cuckqueaned (which actually transforms her life for the better).
Here are two pics from recent chapters:
Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean:

Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter:

So when you're in the mood for some hot, shortish (usually 5000-7000 words) lesbian seductions, you can start here.
35. FAVOURITE SERIES 7: BLACK DOMINANCE
Another favourite: straight white guy succumbs to BBC, in Black Dominance.
Black Dominance: Accidental Text begins a new series, where a straight college student named Joey succumbs to BBC after receiving a text sent to the wrong guy. But like many white guys, at least the ones in my stories, once the idea of black cock is presented to him, it won't go away. After replying to the anonymous sender saying he isn't gay, this next text is sent to him, accompanied by a dick pic:
Cocksucker,
I'm horny and can't seem to get hold of any of my cocksuckers.
You have fifteen minutes to be in the last stall, in the guy's washroom, on the top floor of the engineering building.
It's now or never cocksucker.
Come and get some dark chocolate.
Before the night is done, he's sucked that cock and begun his journey to becoming a full time BBC cock sucker, and eventual bottom. He's also learned of and experienced an on-campus bathroom where white guys go to suck BBC, and to get fucked by BBC. The cock suckers and bottoms include jocks, coaches and other male students. This bathroom is one of my most fanciful and fun creations, and a place I imagine many white cock suckers wish was located near them.
Now addicted to cock, in the sequel Black Dominance: Addicted to Cum, Joey joins a cock sucking app for black cock, and he sucks as much BBC as possible all around town, while feeling guilty about it because he has a girlfriend. Of course it transpires the guilt isn't necessary, since he soon discovers his girlfriend is doing the exact same thing, although she's servicing black pussy, while she's drawn in just like her boyfriend is, in Black Dominance: Addicted to Cunt. Tasha's story follows the same timeline as Joey's, as both of their lives simultaneously take wicked twists.
Because I prefer pictures of lesbians over gay men, even though I like reading and writing about both of them, the main picture for this story is Tasha walking in on her best friend Eliza eating out cheerleader Jazmine, which triggers her inevitable downfall.

Then for fun, because my editor is obsessed with me (his exact words to me were: 'here's a pic that's been scorched into my memory ever since I first read it', he added a picture of a brief sub-plot in this story I'd completely forgotten about... me dressed as a slutty maid and escorting our protagonist Tasha to Mistress Jazmine's dorm room. I wish my ass actually was that nice... LOL.

In the most recent part, Joey discovers the joys of bottoming for black cock, in Black Dominance: Ass Slut Too.
I've begun a prequel, where Joey learns about his girlfriend Tasha's best friend Eliza, and how she became a slut for black cock and cunt; and I also need to add at least one more, where Tasha too gets to enjoy BBC, and to discover she and Joey have something new in common they can share shoulder to shoulder.
Hopefully in 2021.
36. REBECCA COLLABORATIONS
Of all my collaborations, and I've had quite a few over ten years, none have excited me more than working with Rebecca from her voluminous cartoon series, Housewives at Play.
I'd read her comics for years before I even started writing, and many of my lesbian submissive fantasies were inspired by reading some of her early work, especially her long, meandering graphic story of Housewife Cathy and her downfall into lesbian submission. The first few chapters are required reading, if you're going to fully understand my own twisted lesbian fantasies.
I was stunned when she agreed to allow me to use her images for some illustrated fiction. It was incredibly challenging, because I had to write the stories based on her existing pictures (of which there are literally hundreds for me to pick and choose from, and I could arrange them in any order I liked), and I also wanted to do justice to her images, and to promote her work to my readers. (Which now I'm doing again!)
I think we've collaborated nine times (more, if you count the 1950s series as individual stories), and I guess we really should at least hit 10, since that would be such a satisfying milestone.
If you haven't checked out these stories or the rest of her work, peruse the pics below, and then go and search her out... you will not be disappointed! Many of my stories, and many of her works, are marathon sagas of lesbian lust and lesbian submission.
First up, back in August 2014 was Straight Housewife Blackmailed, which was inspired by this wicked drawing.

Next up was the 2015 Illustrated story of the year with the epic incest fantasy "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair, where 18-year-old daughters learn of their lesbian family tradition. You saw a picture earlier in the awards category, but this story deserves another look. Here's a pic I've imagined having done to me by cute students many times:

I wove a few different Rebecca comics into a single wild story that perhaps foreshadowed the then future Turning Contest series, when four MILFs compete to see who can be the biggest slut over a July long weekend. It even includes some rare Rebecca pics with men in them.


Coming Out in Costume was a cute simple story, where a closet high school lesbian discovers her true self whiled dressed as Batgirl. That said, here's the hottest pic of that story:

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve, where two cousins learn of their moms' incestuous pasts... and their own present.

My most ambitious work with Rebecca has been undoubtably my 1950s series (with a long-term vision of doing stories in each of the following decades too, to include more family descendants).
The seven-part series is a wild one, where a great grandchild reads the diary of her recently deceased great grandmother, and discovers a very wild and wicked world in the past. A secret lesbian world, where incest is rampant, including within her own family. A world that in a cover letter, her great grandmother posthumously invites her to join: "PPS: Use the code phrase 'Sit pet' and your mother will know that you are replacing me." The story flashes back and forth between the present day and the 1950s.
Here are pics from the seven existing chapters:
1950s: 1st Time with a Girl

1950s: Housewives Lesbian Society:

1950s: Housewives' Pet Training:

1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends

1950s: Moms & Daughters:

1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders

1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be:

Hopefully one day this series will continue.... But in the meantime, here are snapshots from a few more of my stories featuring Rebecca's artwork.
MILF's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy, where a straight MILF discovers the amazing world of submission.

Best VDay Ever: Mom & Daughter,where a Daughter's soiled panties leads to mom-daughter lust.

And lastly, at least for now, is Twisted: Blackmailed into Incest, a bit of a darker tale, where a vengeful teen dominates a mom to get to her daughter.

Did I mention you should check out Rebecca's website?
37. FAVOURITE SERIES 8: HYPNOSISSY SERIES
First off, at first I had no idea such a niche even existed.
Hypno sissy, or hypno cock sucker, or hypno gay videos.
When I first watched some of them, they made no sense to me. Girls were sucking dick or getting fucked, while a female voice belittled the viewer.
I couldn't figure out why anyone would watch these. They made no sense. But just like many men either fantasize about or actually do suck cock, many men watch these videos to condition themselves into becoming cock suckers, or a sissies, or BBC-loving faggots.
Following some research and watching more of them, I eventually wrote one of my more popular series, one that really crossed a few different lines into new themes and genres, with my HypnoSissy series.
It's definitely one of my most requested for sequels, and like the others I've mentioned in this essay, it's on my list. The question is how much I should feminize him, while still maintaining his submissive, and only sometimes sexual relationship with his own personal guru/goddess?
The first four parts are all 4.70 or higher, and tell the lengthy story of a popular football player being drawn into the world of Hypno videos, guided by a mysterious beauty named Rose... an older college girl he instantly falls for, and will do anything for... ANYTHING!
Part one, HypnoSissy: Becoming a Cocksucker, was named the best fetish story of April 2016, where I created and adapted quite a few hypno sissy videos to draw our protagonist Brian into a whole new world.
Part two, HypnoSissy: Becoming a Cum Slut, found Brian craving cock, craving big cock, and craving the taste of cum, as the videos manipulated his mind.
Part three, HypnoSissy: Big Nerd Cock, Brian services the nerd he used to bully (who later turns out to be Rose's younger brother - oops).
Part four, HypnoSissy: Cum Cravings, Rose takes Brian to a party and turns him loose, where he gobbles down a lot of cock.
Lastly, at least for now, HypnoSissy: Ecclesiastical Sucking, where Brian takes a job at a church, where he's presented with the opportunity to worship all the cock he can suck.
Although not mentioned in the summaries, there is also some lesbian action, and an odd romantic relationship between Brian and his Mistress Rose.
There are a variety of pics that could be chosen to showcase this series... here are three fun ones.
First, Brian is in the midst of coming from his first Hypnosissy video assignment, just as his mother comes in to collect his laundry, and catches him at the moment of climax.

Second, Brian is summoned by Rose to meet her at Victoria's Secret, where she introduces him to her friend Simone. After a very brief conversation, she instructs him to accompany Simone to a back room of the store, and for him to get her off.

Lastly, you finally get to see the mysterious, seductive, beautiful Rose, who invites him to her apartment in the evening for his 'big reward' for doing so well with his Hypnosissy lessons. He interprets that as meaning he'll finally get to fuck her. But instead, she's also invited a black guy with a huge dong over, for Brian to service.

38. WICKED IDEAS
Every once in a while, I get a twisted idea that just stands on its own. I've attempted starting a sex Olympics, and a big brother sex version, but both have stagnated in my partly done purgatory, but I do have two published unique stories I feel the need to highlight.
Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story has a brother show up at a sorority party and participate in a sexual game of musical chairs, only to discover one of the girls competing is his sister. This leads to some sibling sex, when neither of them wishes to out the other, while meanwhile secretly falling for each other. It was really fun to write such a wicked story, and to come up with a different task for each time the music stopped. Another element in the story is that Chris, the brother, has easily the largest dick in the room, a fact remarked upon glowingly by every girl there, including his sister, Tiffany.
Here are two pictures from one of my favourite one-off stories. It would have been awesome to get one of the entire musical chairs game, but virtually impossible with the software being used, there initially being 24 guys and 24 girls playing, plus the older girls in charge; so alas, both pics are after the game is finished, and our protagonist has won.
The first has, from left to right:
Chris standing and looking at his sister, Pledge Tiffany.
Pledge Mary, the first runner-up in the contest, being fucked by Tiffany, and gazing at Chris's impressive 10" dick.
Pledge Tiffany fucking Mary with her strap-on, and sharing a look with her brother.
Pledge Kiesha collapsed in her chair, exhausted and covered in cum, gazing dazedly at the camera. Oh, is someone photographing this? Whatever.
Pledge Josie, as assigned, still riding the Sybian to yet another orgasm - she's lost count of how many so far - gazing at Chris's dick.
Sarah, who's been serving as Amber's chief lieutenant during the evening, tree-hugging an enormous phallus and gazing happily at the camera.
Sorority President Amber, lounging on another enormous phallus, happily taking everything in, but mainly gazing at Chris's dick.

The second is simply the brother finally fucking his sister all out after the crazy encounter, in a sorority house bathroom (a really nice one, lol):

Then I wrote a sexual parody of the amazing American Ninja Warrior, with American Slut Warrior, where a jilted woman breaks out of her devastation by competing in a wild sexual obstacle course full of wicked sexual activities.
Yes, both of these are way out there, but I think they're also two of my favourite single chapter romps.
39. THE PIT... THE PERFECT CLUB
I've already discussed the lesbian club Le Chateau, and now I'll take a deeper look into the amazing BBC club I created for white women to indulge all their chocolate cravings, called THE PIT.
There's even a picture of it in the first chapter of Hedonism Island: A BBC Discovery, although it's missing the required nylons... lol:




When women enter THE PIT, they're required to be wearing nylons, and the colour of those nylons alerts the many black studs and a few black women to the specifics of what they're up for that evening.
The Colour Code for The Pit
The colour of nylon you are wearing tells our patrons what exactly you are interested in.
Beige.............first timer
Black.............full face fucking
Fishnet..........deep ass fucking
Pink...............mouth full of cunt
Red...............double or triple penetration (threesome or moresome)
White............hard cunt pounding
This club was first brought to life in White Slut's Club: Innocent Lawyer, where a lawyer discovers her lust for BBC.
Another episode in this white slut's club was perhaps my most epic Pit appearance, when a woman's rolling fortieth birthday celebration, which began that morning in the teacher's classroom with a cum-laced cup of coffee, continues on to dining in an elegant restaurant, and then ends up at the Pit (all orchestrated by her own mother!) where during the course of the day she swallows, wears, or otherwise receives a load for each year of her life for a total of 40, in the cum-filled and extremely nasty White Slut's Club: 40th Birthday.
White Sluts' Club: Feminist Virgin has a feminist becoming the focus of a black cock bukkake.
White Sluts' Club: Bride-to-Be! where a sweet bride-to-be is introduced into the world of big black cock via a gangbang.
My epic illustrated Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks story also has my main character going to the Pit, where she gets to suck BBC:

And gets fucked by BBC:

Gets spit-roasted by BBC:

Gets fucked air tight by BBC:

Receives a BBC bukkake:

Puts on a lesbian show for BBC:

Gets some anal from BBC:

And is collared by BBC:

Such a lucky girl!
Lastly, in 2020, a blind date goes very wrong... or... very right... when a college girl's phone dies, so she arrives at the wrong address for the blind date on Valentine's Day, and is given a lot of Valentine's Day chocolate, but in rather unorthodox ways, in Wrong Place, Right Time.
The Pit is a place where I know many women would go if it existed. And it's a place that really should exist!
PS: A potential new series with part one done is at a college where every white guy ends up a cock sucking bottom for big black cock and every woman a cunt licking, cock sucking three hole slut.
40. FAVOURITE SERIES 9: CHURCH GIRL
One of the favorite characters I've created is Mary, in my fun Church Girl series. Mary starts out so naïve, actually she remains innocent and naïve throughout, even while having lots of sex by herself and with other women, and the subplot of a secret lesbian society returns with great complexity.
The actual idea for the first story Church Girl: 1 Perfect Turn came from a porn clip starring Charlotte Stokely and Courtney Taylor, entitled Call To Pussy Worship,where an innocent girl is going door to door to spread the Good Word, and ends up instead having her legs spread. It's a hot video, which triggered my first chapter, where sweet Mary is going door to door and ends up with her clothing 'unavoidably' disappearing because of some spilled lemonade, before she worships her first pussy (of many).
Because I love this story and do hope to go back to it, I thought it would be fun to have a picture from each chapter. So here's one from the first chapter: Church Girl: 1 Perfect Turn. In this picture, after having discovered the sweet delicious nectar of a woman for the first time, she is now discovering the pleasure God has given every woman, as Mistress Gloria licks the teen's virgin pussy to her first-ever orgasm. (That's right, until this story began, the poor girl had never even masturbated!)

The series is heavy on twisted religion, which is the focus when Mary services her new Mistress in her at church in Church Girl: 3 Oaths of Obedience.
In this picture, Mary has already licked Gloria to her orgasm, and now the Mistress is fingering Mary to her own orgasm in the church's Ladies room, while wickedly discussing various twisted aspects of The Lord's will with her.

My only story in the toys and masturbation category, is the third chapter Church Girl: 7 Days of Self-Sin, where the virgin Mary (no, not that Virgin Mary) discovers the joys of creative masturbation.
Although the chapter is mostly about Mary's self-explorations, she is also sent by Mistress Gloria to meet someone in a unique and secret room in the library, who turns out to be the school principal; they both strip down to their stockings and share a 69. I had described this happening in a very fanciful room that my editor couldn't replicate, so he came up with his own fanciful room, and he did manage to include the four-poster bed I'd specified in the story.

Mary's lesbian virginity is taken, and she discovers she's a switch, in the aptly titled: Church Girl: A Virginity Taken.
In this scene, we see Mary exploring her dominant side, as she wears the strap-on and Mistress-ly fucks Gloria to ecstasy.

Lastly, for now, Mary completes a task 'for the Lord' by seducing her best friend in the high rated (4.79) Church Girl: Best Friend Turned.
Mary helps her best friend discover the joys of self-love and lesbian sex.

This series has the potential to go really deep into the world of lesbian submission, self-exploration, and the twisted lesbian society I've created. Hopefully I'll revisit this one very soon.
41. DARKBREEZLY AND OUR BRIEF COLLABORATIONS
Weonly collaborated three times in 2018 (he's gone on to illustrating his own stories, with much success), in Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks, Family Play: Brother's Lucky Day, andSister's Shemale Friend.
All three of these stories are in the Top 25 all time on the Illustrated Top Reads List, including first place overall.
1. Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks (4.81)
5. "Family Play": Brother's Lucky Day (4.78)
22. Sister's Shemale Friend (4.70)
So I'd be remiss if I didn't showcase Darkbreezly's talent, since our collaborations were, if you don't mind encountering a little more self-congratulation, quite epic... which of course is demonstrated by two of them being in Literotica's top 5 of all time.
The first one ended up being an over 56,000 word epic novella (not even counting the many illustrations) that spanned 261 pages in Word. It started with a simple idea, but as is often the case when I write, and even more so when I collaborate, it evolved into a mammoth story, with side plots galore.
The basic idea is a woman being blackmailed into completing seven sexual tasks, one each day over the course of a week, and they lead her to discovering her true sexuality (and I hate to wreck the plot for you, SO IF YOU HAVEN'T READ THIS STORY, YOU'D BETTER SKIP THE REST OF THIS SENTENCE, AND ALSO PERHAPS THE EXPLANATIONS OF THE SUBSEQUENT PHOTOS........ but the blackmailer is none other than her own, and as it eventually turns out, her loving son.
The blackmail was pretty simple: an anonymous person had somehow obtained a photo of my main character Ms. Ambrose sucking her husband's cock. Yet because she's a teacher, and the moral expectation is for a teacher to conduct herself with perfect decorum twenty-four hours a day, the photo could end her career. The first picture in the story was also an amazing one stylistically. The nice dick, the cock sucking, and the camera.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\Cell Phone Sample.jpg]
Task 1: You are to buy a dildo or take one from your collection (if you have one, I sense you do) and take selfies of yourself with it in your pussy in two public places.
Of course she was mortified, and tried to negotiate with the blackmailer, but in the end, she completed the task... a task that actually excited her.
Both these pics were hot, as was one of her masturbating in her car afterwards while parked in an alley (how in the world did the blackmailer manage to obtain THAT one?), but here's the one I liked the best:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task1 Park2.jpg]
Task 2: Today you must eat a woman to completion.
Like in her first task, Ms. Ambrose had long been curious about being with a woman, and yet hadn't ever done anything about it. In the end she finds someone... who else, but Big Rosie?
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task2-1.jpg]
TASK 3: A GLORYHOLE
Ms. Ambrose has loads of fun (pun definitely intended) as she sucks cock after cock, taking loads in her mouth, on her face and tits, and even getting fucked.
Here's my favourite of that bunch:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task3Final.jpg]
TASK 4: A strange one... secret voyeurism.
The secret voyeurism has her hiding in a wardrobe, watching her hot daughter having sex with her boyfriend. Where she secretly films the entire thing, while getting undeniably turned on. The hottest of all these pics? This one, I think.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task4-5.jpg]
This leads to her fucking herself on her daughter's bed and getting caught by her, while she imagines herself being fucked by the boyfriend with his dominant nature, while her daughter sits on her face.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task4-Caught.jpg]
The same day Big Rosie sends her to service a friend of hers at work, which she eagerly does, and I have two great shots in this scene of two of my favourite kinks in porn: under the table licking, and getting fucked while conversing on the phone.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task4b-2a.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task4b-5a.jpg]
TASK 5: Take two facials and then go to Starbucks and order a coffee with cum on your face. You can then wash it off.
A great shot of her taking a facial and then of course, a shot of the cum walk.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task5-1.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task5-2.jpg]
TASK 6: You can go to the amateur strip night at Hamilton's and do a strip-tease number or you can go back to the Fenway Men's Club and offer to strip there. You are welcome to wear a mask at either location to protect your identity.
Ms. Ambrose, by now thoroughly enjoying the thrill of each task, does as instructed.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task6-1e.jpg]
She also meets a pretty woman, that triggers the beginning of a close relationship.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task6-7.jpg]
After her first date with this (or any) woman, she enjoys a great nightcap:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task6b-3.jpg]
Where she eventually gets caught by her daughter while being sodomized:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task6b-9g.jpg]
TASK 7: AN HOUR AT THE PIT!!!
She isn't ordered to do anything there, but just like almost every white woman I imagine, she ends up sucking BBC, getting fucked by BBC, spit-roasted by BBC, and even triple teamed by... what else... BBC.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task7-Cum1.jpg]
And because I love phone pics and cum shot pics:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task7-LaurenFinal.jpg]
I myself even make an appearance, doing what I enjoy the most: eating a pussy (no, that doesn't look much like me... but I was leaving the artistry completely up to the amazing Darkbreezly.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\Task7ab-Church.jpg]
Of course the blackmailer is revealed following her 7th task, and she demonstrates her gratitude in many ways, including sucking his dick, getting fucked, and a nylon-clad foot job.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\f1.jpg]
And, for the third time, her daughter catches her in a disturbing act.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\h6.jpg]
But of course this time she joins in:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\7tasks\i1.jpg]
Sadly... a sequel never materialized... although I did release a special deleted scenes chapter to allow others into my twisted mindset, and to showcase more of DARKBREEZLY'S art in Awakening: Author's Mindset.
After the incredible success of Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks , DARKBREEZLY and I hit the jackpot a second time with Family Play: Brother's Lucky Day.
Like the previous story, we created a lengthy sexy masterpiece, which ends with some hot, raw incest.
Like Awakenings: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks, it too become very popular, (as mentioned earlier, it's currently number five all time in score on the Illustrated: Top Reads List with a 4.78 score, and it has over 800,000 reads, with over 3000 votes.
Here are some of the hottest pics in this story, such as this first one, where the sister is being eaten by her cheerleader best friend under the table, while chatting with her mother.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\1d.jpg]
In more than one of my stories, foot sucking and foot fucking is prevalent (and will be again in a future chapter of Best of Both Worlds), but never had it been done as hotly as in this story.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\used\foat1.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\foot2.jpg]
There's also a hot fisting and toy fucking scene.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\9.jpg]
The nerdy brother watches the lesbian threesome for a long time from outside a window, where DARKBREEZLY has some real fun styling the pics.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\13.jpg]



Things really get wicked when the brother is discovered and gets himself recruited to join in. After fucking both of the other girls, he's convinced by the two girls to fuck his sister... and would you just LOOK at her face![image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\37.jpg]
Also, I think, this next is one of the best, if not the very best, pictures of cock sucking... and it being of the sister giving into her incestuous lust makes it even hotter.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\41b.jpg]
Eventually, the sister gets fucked air tight.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\50.jpg]
And of course, the obligatory cum shot.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\60.jpg]
And just in case you thought that was the end, the mom then walks in on the wild orgy, so the dominant seductive Karen has the mother eating her pussy minutes later, and on another day has the mother eating her daughter, while her son gives her back shots.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\spy\epilogue.jpg]
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\81BB70D9466849FDAE3153EB5432490E.jpg]
Our third and final collaboration (I really need to get in contact with him again after writing this, and re-reading some of my best work) was something completely different: a shemale story called Sister's Shemale Friend,where a shemale has fun with an entire family.
The sister first:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Documents\shemale\3.jpg]
The brother second:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Documents\shemale\12.jpg]
This picture of the sister watching her brother getting sodomized is pretty hot.
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Documents\shemale\18.jpg]
The Dad:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Documents\shemale\23.jpg]
The Mom:
[image: C:\Users\Kids\Documents\shemale\24.jpg]
Score wise this one wasn't quite as popular, but nevertheless was still very popular, and the only reason for that was the hint of incest, although none actually happened... and some people not liking to see shemales.
Either way, my three collaborations with DARKBREEZLY produced three of my very best works ever... both in scores and in storytelling.
UPDATE: After the first draft of this was written, I got in touch with DARKBREEZLY, and we've agreed on a new collaboration:
And here from the just begun and hoping for a summer release, is a pic from an untitled sister-brother story, which hopefully will be another epic.

42. STORIES BASED ON VIDEOS
Of course, some of my stories are inspired by porn. I recently mentioned Call To Pussy Worship, and there have also been others.
Reagan Foxx and Lucas Frost in a My Friend's Hot Mom scene, where one of Reagan's son's friends accidentally drinks down an entire dose of Viagra that was meant for her husband, and feeling guilty since the friend's cock is on fire, she dresses up in black lingerie and does whatever she needs to do to end his suffering. Her soft tone and her hypnotic eyes are just so delicious in this scene... as are her sexy black pantyhose-clad feet. My version spun it to incest (of course) with A Mom's Duty: Accidental Hard-On.
Teen Turns: Hot Tub Seduction was inspired by the goddess called Kendra James, who seduces her son's fiancée, girlfriend or wife (I don't recall which) played by Veronica Vain, in Almost Caught Again. Kendra's seduction in the hot tub is so sexy and aggressive, that I simply had to write my own version.
The Girlsway classic Way Better Than Dad: Part 1 stars a devasted to be left by her husband Ava Addams being comforted by her step-daughter, played by the amazing Ariana Marie. The scene is hot but, when Ariana says rather matter-of-factly, 'I'll fuck you,' it's easily one of the most cunt leaking three words ever uttered in a video. My version is a sweet, tender story as well, called Comforting Mom.
So here, unlike most of the pics in this dirty essay, is a sweet intimate pic.

Another Girlsway video stars Alison Rey (one of the cutest girls out there) getting eaten out by Isabella Nice while she's on the phone, in Family Call. I've always enjoyed videos where a woman is talking to her man or her mom on the phone while getting fucked, which led to my kinky version called On the Phone: Seducing My Niece.
Also, the illustrated A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming is based on the many Mother-Daughter Swap Club movies that have been released for years now. The idea of a community where daughters service other people's moms is hot... all while the mom encourages it. I, of course, added incest into the mix, because... well... that's what I do.
Two other videos triggered stories, both based on nylons, that will be discussed a little bit later with Pantyhose Play: A Teacher Pet and Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls.
43. FAVOURITE SERIES: 10 BIG FAT COCK
Perhaps this is a story that showcases my evolution as a writer. It still has nasty sex. It still has nylons galore. It still has a plethora of sluts. And it still has a plot that's way out there.
Yet the journey of Kevin discovering the power of his having a big, fat cock, and what he does with it, both at first, and then while he learns better, is rather fascinating.
Yes, he fucks a bunch of women... all of them in the ass, until he can fulfill his plan of losing his virginity to a woman he totally respects.... his mom... in the lengthy first chapter Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced

Yes, and he then fucks his mom in the ass, in Big Fat Cock: Anal Mommy.
Yes, he DP's his mom, and also his paraplegic neighbour, the wise, randy mentor Ms. Chan, in Big Fat Cock: Double Penetration Fun.

Yes, he fucks a head cheerleader, thus making another fantasy come true in Big Fat Cock: Dumb Cheerleader.
And yes, he enjoys a few horny Asian sluts in Big Fat Cock: Eating Asian.
But this story is also full of heart.
Kevin doesn't wish to become like his chauvinistic, cheating, disrespectful to everyone asshole of a father.
Kevin wishes to protect his mom at all costs.
Kevin wishes to be a good, kind and considerate person, while still enjoying the power he's discovered.
Kevin's journey is guided my a cum-addicted, wheelchair-bound Asian guru, Ms. Chan (think Mr. Myugi from the Karate Kid, but addicted to cum ). He rewards her with his big, fat cock, and creamy cum.

By the way, other than a pair of legs and feet in sheer nylons, there is nothing better than the visual beauty of a big, fat cock.
Every girl wants to be fucked by one, and every straight cock sucker wants one face fucking him.
Lastly, part one has attracted over a million reads in just two years, and I'm sure we'll see it in the top 250 of all time at some point. Also, all five parts are above 4.70, which is super rare.
In the next part, whenever I get to it, Kevin will likely be seducing a teacher in a different school district whose son he's tutoring in math... me.
44. SISSIES
As already said, I've encountered a lot of surprises over ten years... this next section... was one of my more recent surprises... just how many men want to dress like or be treated like women.
Sissies.
I've written a surprising number of sissy stories, almost all of them requests... actually my most common request in the past two years may actually be for sissy stories.
And besides, the majority of my sissy stories have been written within the past two or three years.
My first exploration into this category came following a trip to San Francisco, and a visit to a drag show. It got me curious, which led to a story I think still stands up, although it could likely use a rewrite, which is the lengthy Becoming a Drag Queen,where a guy while in San Francisco begins his journey into the thrilling world of drag queens.
After the success of the earlier mentioned HypnoSissy series, I've written a few sissy stories, including Sissy Surprise, Sissy for a Day, Roommate Dress-Up, If the Shoe Fits, and a June 2019 best essay, Sissy/Cock Sucker Dictionary.
But two of them really stand out.
"Sissified": 12 Days of Sissy-mas is a lengthy novella where a guy is sent many strange gifts over twelve days by a mysterious Secret Santa, all of them crafted to turn him into a sissy while his girlfriend is out of town. This may be my sissy masterpiece [your editor agrees], since it really gets into the head of a sissy, and how even though he knows it's wrong, or at least socially unacceptable, he can't deny his (or increasingly, her) inner desire to be feminized. To suck cock. To bottom.
Be warned though, it's a long read, with a bit of a twist at the end.
My other epic sissy adventure is a seven-part series just completed, called Sissification 101. What makes this one unique is the guy has secretly always had these yearnings, and once his girlfriend unexpectedly catches him submerged in HypnoSissy videos, she astonishes him by proving herself a steadfastly supportive woman who understands and loves him. She guides him in his journey to becoming a complete sissy... mostly submissive to BBC (a journey she also pursues on her own behalf). I think this one too is a pretty massive adventure that gets into the head of a sissy and a complete submissive. It's also the only story where I've employed the idea of caging a cock. (Although that latter will be seen again soon, in Hedonism Chapter 3.)
45. HYPNOSIS PANTYHOSE FETISH/NYLON FOOT PLAY
You know I have a nylon fetish.
And if you've read my most recent essay Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists, you know I love nylon hypnosis lesbian videos and nylon lesbian foot rub videos (I have lists in that essay of all my favourite videos in many categories... check it out).
I've also written stories featuring all these speciality videos.
Nylon hypnosis videos are a rarity, and they're largely commissioned by a reader of mine named Roy, since that's his fetish. He, like I, loves mocha coloured nylons, and purchases lengthy commissions where usually a younger woman seduces an older woman (such as a professor, or a best friend's mom) by hypnotizing her with her nylon-clad feet, soft sensual voice, and foot massages. There'll always be lots of nylon foot play, kissing and tit play. Unfortunately for my tastes, almost never any pussy licking, pussy rubbing or strap-on fucking (although there are a couple... again, see my recent essay for the full list). All this led to my own story that perhaps one day could be filmed, where a student seduces a teacher with her nylon-clad feet and turns her into her pet, but with a lot more sex, in Pantyhose Play: A Teacher Pet.

Also quite rare are nylon rub videos, where a woman uses her nylon-clad feet to rub another woman's nylon-clad crotch to get something she wants (a raise, time off, use of a car, etc.). These are all 8-10 minutes, and really fun to watch (again, my list of the best of these is contained in that recent essay). My version, which should definitely be produced, since it has way more plot than the videos online, features two of my favourite lesbian characters (a cheerleader and a nerd) in the super sexy Nylon Foot Rub: A Nerd Falls.
These stories are indeed quirky and fetish based, but they're two of my favourites in the past couple of years, and I'll definitely be writing more in this vein in the future.
46. COLLABORATION WITH ALISON HALE
My most recent collaboration with an artist (in addition to some with my own accomplished editor and fledgling artist Tex) is Alison Hale, aka Interqueen. She creates hot BBC and sometimes black pussy graphic stories (and occasionally some sizzling hot and very long stories that are straight text) where white woman submit unconditionally to their chocolate cravings. Her work is fun and hot, and together we've created a series called Hedonism Island.
The picture series tells the story of a bored housewife who learns of the power and beauty of BBC from her very slutty sister, so she books a trip (intending all along to cuckold her husband) to a tropical BBC resort.
Unlike the rest of my illustrated stories, which are pictures interspersed into my writing, this is a comic book story (with far better than comic book artistry), where I write the script, and Interqueen creates the visuals while adapting my original words. It's a very different process from anything else I do, and it's fun to receive a picture or two in my email every couple of weeks.
Part one: Hedonism Island: A BBC Discovery,which was recognized as best illustrated for December 2019, has the wife discovering the joys of BBC on a tropical resort island, while in separate locations, her husband discovers the pleasures of being pegged by hot women.

Part two: Hedonism Island: Gloryhole is pretty self explanatory, as she dines upon a veritable smorgasbord of gloryhole BBC cuisine while her husband watches helplessly, and confusingly gets turned on by watching.
Part three: Hedonism Island: Chocolate Pussy is in the works, and it sees the wife discovering the delicious taste of black pussy while her husband is pegged, caged and forbidden any orgasms.
Here are a couple of teasers from this upcoming chapter:
 
By the way, like Rebecca, you can view all her work by going to her website. If you love seeing white women suck and fuck BBC, or be dominated by black beauties, her work is a must.
47. MY ESSAYS
Another weird discovery over time was how popular my year-end essays have been in the past four years.
The first three are all in my top ten highest rated stories, with 2019's Twenty-Two Questions being my highest rated at 4.86. It also won best Dec 2019 essay, and the 2019 essay of the year).
The other two, the original Twenty Questions (2017-4.82 and ranked 9th on my all-time list) and Twenty-One More Questions (2018-4.83 and 5th on my all time list), are also amazingly popular.
It's been incredibly flattering for so many people to care enough to get to know me better. It's also nice for readers to leave comments about me as a person and my work. I write for you... and for me... and allowing a little of myself to be revealed through these essays (including this one) is quite liberating.
Lastly, just released at the very end of December 2020 was Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists, where I made a bunch of lists of my favourite kinks, my favourite twitter feeds, my favourite porn stars, my favourite porn films and producers, and best of all perhaps, my favourite stories of my own in every major category: lesbian, illustrated, incest, gay, interracial, and more. So please feel free to check that out if you haven't yet, as it's a great way to get deep into my massive library, and also to drill down into the stories I've written in your own favourite categories. By the way, it was very difficult to rank my stories, but also quite cathartic as well.
So, if you haven't read these essays yet, please do, and you'll learn lots more about silkstockingslover the writer.
48. THE EVOLUTION OF ME... VISUALLY
Through the years, there have been various pictorial versions of me. Without further ado, here they are in order, for each story when possible, a semi sweet looking one, and then one where I'm involved in some nasty act of sexual debauchery:
It all began with one of my longest stories, the epically long fantasy starring me called Shemale Submission: A Lust Story. Hernandez1983 was given two shots with which to create me. Here's the first... although perhaps I look a little too stern... well, at least in the nice picture... I don't look stern at all in the other, just very happy with that big shemale cock in my pussy.

[image: C:\Users\Kids\Downloads\JASMINE-STORY\4.jpg]
hfernandez1983's second attempt came as a guest appearance in the six-chapter epic Cheerleader's Mom series. I appear as a contrast to some of the intense sex scenes, first in Cheerleader's Mom: Fist Training, where the first picture is from the epic and somewhat romantic finale Cheerleader's Mom: Mom's Lap-a-Thon, and the second pic is of me doing something I've never actually done (tribbing).





My first attempt at myself creating myself was in the hot Jasmine's Secret: Caught and Seduced. I think it may be the hottest version of myself I've ever created. Check out both the sweet picture at my desk and the rough taking it in the ass pic, to see if you agree.


A year later, I pictured myself again in Jasmine Fantasies: Becoming a Bimbo, a mind control fantasy where I eat a lot of pussy and take a lot of dick. I look a little more innocent at the beginning of this one... I also awarded myself ridiculously massive tits in this bimbo fantasy... way bigger than my actual 34B's.


My third attempt didn't see much alteration, as I was quite happy with my look (and I couldn't replicate my look from Jasmine's Secret: Caught and Seduced, no matter how much I tried) in the amazing A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming.

[image: C:\Users\Kids\AppData\Roaming\TheKlub17\Screenshots\end1.jpg]
Again, not a lot of change, yet I feel I'm is sexier in this series, perhaps it's the poses, perhaps it's the naughty shirt in the lengthy private school lesbian munch fest All Girl's School: A Cunt Fest. (In case you can't read it, the shirt reads 'I [heart] Sushi', and this is the final shot in the long story, as I wait to greet my female students for the first time since they've all learned I'm available to them after hours as a completely submissive slut, but never during official school hours.)

[image: C:\Users\Kids\Desktop\New folder (2)\New folder\xx4.jpg]
My most recent attempt to create myself came in 2020, as part of the mammoth adventure that was to become the Best of Both Worlds. Six parts have been released with I hope 6-8 more (5 more are already done and edited) to follow... each one I think gets better than the last. The scores for these aren't as high as some of my other stories, possibly because of the intense racial play and the use of the 'N' word during intense sexually charged moments... but I actually think this is a great nuanced series... although a lot of those nuances will only show up in upcoming parts.
The nice pic of me is from Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise (the opening chapter in this saga), while the naughty pic of me air tight with BBC is from the not yet released (likely not until summer 2021) Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 10-12.


My long-time editor Tex Beethoven took his shot at creating me in the recently released and quite popular Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy. He gave me a slighter older and more realistic look (I'd argue the earlier pics are decent resemblances of me ten years ago... maybe fifteen)... although I'm not that grey... yet.


Lastly, the great Interqueen has created a couple pictures of me. The first was a sample pic and the second you see below is actually from the not yet released third part Hedonism Island: Chocolate Pussy (and you have to look closely, since I'm the one getting fucked on the television screen). The plan is for me to become a main character in the eventual fourth part of the series, where a white slut shows up to serve in a black cock and cunt orgy... I hope.


49. INSPIRED BY DADDY AND BABYGRIL (AKA TEX AND BREEZY)
2020 was a wild year for me, just like it was for everyone else. One of the few positives in this terrible year was an online relationship I began with Daddy and Babygirl, a black couple with kids, who have as wicked an imagination as I do... although they live out a lot more of their fantasies than I do.
Daddy is a dominant black man with a big cock and a fetish for BBW's, for seeing his wife fucked, and giving back shots.
Babygirl is as submissive as they come, even more so than I am, which is saying something, who also loves BBWs, being fucked by white men and dominated by white women, and taking dick in all three of her sweet black holes.
Both of them regularly send me very hot, kinky story ideas, some of which have flowered into some of my very best.
Both want to make me into the white part of a delicious Oreo fuck sandwich.
Both have a thing for shemales.
Both have ferocious sexual appetites.
Both send me wicked videos that turn them on, and then usually turn me on.
As I mentioned, they've inspired much of my best writing in 2020, and I'm certain that will continue in 2021, as Babygirl has already sent me a wicked shemale story I've placed on my to do very soon list.
Here are the stories they requested this year that I wrote:
BBBW Domination, where the new term BBBW (Black Big Beautiful Woman) was first penned, where two large black sisters while on vacation, are seduced by two thin supermodels and turned into eager pussy pleasing submissives, as well as discovering the joys of sibling lust.
Up next is what I ranked in my 2020 top stories of the year as my number one: Family Reunion: Mother's Day. Another thing about this fascinating couple is their wide range of kinky ideas, as you'll see throughout this list. This story was one that ends up with a lot of heart, as a young man dissatisfied with his gender is kicked out of the family after he graduates high school by his minister dad, while his mother watches and weeps helplessly. Fast forward five years later, and the young man is now a gorgeous young woman, but still packing a nice big cock. She and her partner/girlfriend (who is also transgendered and retains a more than adequate cock) own a lingerie and sex shop, where she encounters her mom for the first time in those five years, and they begin a friendship... the mother unaware this beautiful woman is her son. This leads to an amazing sexual encounter and a powerful ending that transcends, I think, this being no more than a simple porn story.
Up next was the series I talked about above a little... the Best of Both Worlds series. This series co-stars me and them, as we explore some of our fantasies together.
Here's Babygirl looking sweet and innocent (except for the wicked t-shirt and lack of any panties).

And here's Babygirl worshipping me:

And here's Babygirl getting spit-roasted. All three of these pics are from part two of the series Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave.

Daddy doesn't show up in person (although there are many fantasy pics of him in the first three chapters) until part four Classroom BBC,where he silently (except for the odd grunt) turns me into his slut in my classroom at school, while I enjoy the best lunch ever. Here he is surprising me:

Here's Daddy revealing his BBC to me. Check out the look on my face.

Here's Daddy face fucking me.

Here he is fucking me:

Being a gentleman, Daddy doesn't neglect dining on my pussy:

Lastly, here's a great pic of Daddy's BBC after exploding a massive load of cum all over my face.

Chapters 2 and 3: Black Slave and Butt Pounding, are both marathon lesbian sexual encounters between Babygirl and me.

Chapter 5: DP'd by BBC, has me going to their house for a fun threesome, and my first ever DP.

In the just released part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome, my husband gets involved in a fun orgy. (My editor thinks it's way cool that the evening begins with Babygirl traipsing upstairs, a hot woman my husband only met a few minutes ago, and quickly overcomes his initial resistance to her giving him a blowjob; he's terribly worried about cheating on me, while Babygirl's husband and I gleefully listen in, thanks to her cell phone.)


Upcoming finished chapters include:
Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole,where I'm annoyed after my husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, so Babygirl takes me out for coffee, then sends me across the street to a gloryhole affiliated with the infamous THE PIT bar, where I enjoy not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 hearty BBCs.

Part 8: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3,where Daddy (with my absent husband's approval) orders me to masturbate in class (my students are distracted by taking a test), then go take a bukkake at a black sex club and do a cum walk into a coffee shop with said cum fully on display, and finally for the long day, go to a female black stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual pantyhose play.

Part 9: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 4-6,where I suck Daddy's cock in public, receive a naughty surprise classroom visit from a current cheerleader at my school, and end up at a black frat house three hours away for a wicked night of fun.

Part 10: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 7-9,where I masturbate in a church while fantasizing about a secret sex dungeon underneath the church, go for a massage with a wonderful happy ending (the masseuse is an Asian shemale who's very submissive... until she isn't), and a marathon session where I explore my Mistress skills first with Babygirl and a surprise guest (my own principal), and later two more surprise arrivals of Babygirl's daughter LaCresha and her friend Becky.

Part 11: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 10-12, where LaCresha turns the tables on me in my (and her) classroom, I'm given a special Queen of Spades tattoo, a golden shower from a hot cheerleader, and I complete my two weeks of tasks with a massive orgy with Babygirl.

Possible future chapters include:
Sharing BBC---Jasmine and daughter share BBC... and black pussy
Shemale Surprise where Jasmine and Babygirl enjoy a shemale party
Swapping Daughters, which is just what the title says
Three more stories originating with this hot couple include two with 4.80 or higher scores since they've been released.
Daddy Date Days Daughter is my third highest rated story at the moment at 4.83, and by far my highest rated incest story. The story is a wild one, where a mom suggests her husband and daughter go out on weekly date days, so they won't drift apart. Each date day gets wilder than the previous, until a weekend camping trip leads to an epic fuck fest, as well as their cuckqueaning the mom. A must read!
Here are four pics where the daughter cuckqueans her mom, fucks her dad, and a surprise guest... me.




A rare orgy story released in October called Book Club Orgy was also a big hit at 4.80, and my 11th top story of all time, in which three woman and a guy have the best Halloween party ever, following many years of flirtation.
Due to Tex's love for this story (my Tex, not Daddy), he went above and beyond, and created half a dozen pics for this great story. One for each participant's fantasy, a group shot and, of course, an orgy scene.
First: Professor Tori imagining getting lucky in her college classroom with a hot, assertive student.

Second: Patrick imagines his hot stripper neighbor giving him a nylon foot job.

Third: Christine imagines her hot, bitchy boss giving her a new position as her personal assistant... beginning with personally assisting her to an orgasm.

Fourth: Tracy imagines herself getting a really personal workout with some deep sodomy from her personal trainer.

Then... the orgy.

Lastly, for fun... a cast photo in their costumes.

The final two releases I'll mention for now originating from this couple, were the incestuous lesbian and my first ever Thanksgiving story, in Spanksgiving with a 4.72 score, and Daddy's Double Bonus (only 4.58, but still respectable), where a BBW girl does whatever it takes to wheedle her dad's boss out of giving him a raise, and once she's successful, she celebrates by giving Daddy a very special Christmas present.
Like I said, my relationship with Tex and Breezy has been exhilarating and rejuvenating.
50. BEST OF THE BEST
These summarized lists are available in more detail in Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists, but this felt like a good way to end.
MY BEST ILLUSTRATED STORIES... EVER
1. Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks
2. 1950s series
3. Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction
4. "A Shemale Submission:" A Lust Story
5. "Stocking Tales": A Face Full of Cum
6. My Daughter's Initiation into Incest
7. "FAMILY PLAY": Brother's Lucky Day
8. "Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair
9. Hedonism Island series
10. Best of Both Worlds series
11. A Mother-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming
12. Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy
13. My Cheerleader's Mom
14. "Stocking Tales": Office Submission



15. Straight Housewife Blackmailed
16. Pantyhose Tales: Blackmailed MILF
17. Sister's Shemale Friend
18. Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge
19. A Sister Surprise series
20. Stocking Tales: Blackmailed Wife
Honorable mention:
Jasmine's Secret: Caught and Seduced, A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale, Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story, Shemale Tales: The Christmas Party and All Girls School: A Cunt Fest.
MY BEST(non-illustrated) LESBIAN STORIES
Top 10 Lesbian Series (meaning at least 2 parts exist)
1. Bedding the Babysitter
2. Lesbian MILF Seductress
3. Church Girl
4. 2 Mistresses
5. Turning Contest
6. Training Teacher
7. Spanked to Submission
8. Blackmail Tarts
9. Straight White Girls
10. Teen Turns
Top 10 Stand-Alone Lesbian Stories
1. Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks
2. Deconstructing the Professor
3. Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale
4. Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive
5. Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet
6. Black Dominance: Addicted to Cunt
7. A Lesbian Love Story of Sorts
8. Taking Jasmine Walker
9. Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau
10. Becoming a Pet: An Innocent Start
MY BEST INCEST STORIES
Series:
1. What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her
2. Backseat Mommy
3. Catching Mommy
4. BIG FAT COCK
5. Revenge of the Nerd
6. "Oh" Submission Town
7. Best Present Ever
8. "Pet Mommy"
9. A Mom & Son Affair
10. Accidental Gangbang
11. Bride Submission
12. A Sister Surprise
13. Family Affair
14. "Mom & Son"
15. Like Mommy, Like Daughter
Stand-alone stories:
1. Family Reunion: Mother's Day
2. "Taking" My Sister's Virginity
3. Daddy Daughter Date Days
4. One teen, One mom, Three aunts and a Cousin
5. Mom Submission
6. Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story
7. "Mommy Slut" A Battle of Wills
8. Family Shock: Home for the Holidays
9. A Sibling Love Story
10. Jasmine Fantasies: Sister Threesome and Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy
11. On the Phone: Seducing my Niece
12. Manipulating Mommy
13. Comforting Mom
14. Mannequin Mommy
15. Three Generations of Lesbian Lust,
MY BEST GAY-SISSY STORIES
1. Black Dominance: Accidental Text
2. Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything
3. Hypno-Sissy: Becoming a Cocksucker
4. Cock Sucker App
5. "Sissified": 12 Days of Sissy-mas
6. Summer of Black Cock
7 Sissification 101
8. Black Cock Worship: A Man's Fall
9. Becoming a Drag Queen
10. From Straight to Gay Submission
11. Cocksucker
12. Curiosity Fucked the Straight Guy
13. Roommate Dress-Up
14. Bottom-Slayer: 1st Bottom Slayed
15. Bully Stories: Faggot Fucked Me
16. Straight no More
17. Accidental Cocksucker
18. Straight Teacher Turned
19. Large BLACK Firehose
20. Mistaken Identity
MY BEST GROUP STORIES:
1. One Night in Hedo Island
2. Book Club Orgy
3. Accidental Gangbang
4. American Slut Warrior
5. Teacher Halloween DP
Other good ones are Swinger's Party: Halloween Train (my first group story), Mistleblow: 3 Nerds & a Lady, Valentine's Day Threesome, Office Party Orgy, and Jasmine Fantasies: Going Native.
MY BEST MIND CONTROL STORIES
1. Revenge of the Nerd
2. Coming Out Through Hypnosis
3. Pantyhose Play: A Teacher Pet
4. Witch's Curse: A Bitch Becomes a Slut
5. Jasmine Fantasies: Classroom Orgy
MY BEST ROMANCE STORIES
1. "Best Wife Ever!"12 Days of Sexmas
2. On the Job: Wicked Love/Lust Story
3. Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise
4. First Comes Fuck, then comes Marriage
5. Craziest Love Story Ever
MY BEST MATURE STORIES
1. Nylon Tease: A Front Seat Fucking
2. MILF for Christmas
3. My Best Friend's Hot Mom
4. Popcorn Pleasure
5. Sexual Awakenings: 1 Christmas Eve
MY BEST SHEMALE STORIES
1. SHEMALE SCHOOL: A Teacher Falls
2. Shemale Surprise
3. Shemale Beauty: 1st Female
4. Shemale Sister-in-Law
5. Man of the House
MY BEST INTERRACIAL STORIES
1. White Slut's Club series
2. Freshman Feminist Falls
3. Turning Teacher Black
4. Wrong Place, Right Time
5. Dominican Slut series
MY BEST OTHER THEMED STORIES
1. PEGGING
The Kinky Tales seriesas well as The Best Present Ever: Pegging my Man, and Pegged for Love.
2. ANAL
Blackmailed: Cheerleader Cherry and the sequel Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom
CUCKOLDING
Willingly Cuckolded for Love
CUCKQUEANED
Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean
Babysitter Cupcake: A MILF Cuckqueaned
CELEBRITIES
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star,
Modern Fuck-ily: A Sisterly Lust, and Modern Fuckily: Daughter Pets
Willow's Way
Tales from Earth 69: Supergirl.
Sexy Best Friends: Maisie & Sophie.
BONUS: EDITOR INSPIRATION
Lastly, a special tribute to all my editors over the years who have helped me be the writer I am today. I can't recall them all, but: Robert, goamz86, Wayne, MAB7991, and Estragon for editing a plethora of stories over the years.
Yet the one who has had the biggest influence, and is on his way to having the longest reign as my main editor, is Tex Beethoven. He has really found a way to enhance my stories, and push me to become better.
He also illustrated my 2020 Christmas hit Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy, is working on an illustrated version of Straight Girl at Le Chateau Club, and of course created most of the new pictures for this essay.
So I suggested as a finale to this epic, self-absorbed finale, he create a picture of himself fucking me. As usual, Tex couldn't just do one... he did six... and he added Babygirl (with her approval and feedback), because he has the hots for her too.
So here are the last pictures you'll see from me until the next Best of Both Worlds returns after a month off because of this essay:






Ok... I lied. I mean I hadn't lied when I wrote that... but just before the final deadline to get this submitted, Interqueen sent me a sample of me for a future chapter... so this is definitely the final final picture, and the very end, since I'm sending this to Literotica before I keep adding any more to it.

This last pic literally makes me hungry, so I'm going to go and suck my husband's big cock until he shoots a load down my throat.
That's it.
I hope you enjoyed this flashback to over ten years (almost 11) of my writing erotica, and I hope to keep writing for a while longer.
Jasmine February 2021.
XOXOXO
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Willow's Way Ch. 03

Summary: Faith can't enough of Willow's dominant treatment.
Note 1: This is dedicated to MLT17 for requesting this series.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this series.
In Chapter 1, Faith tries to seduce and ass fuck Willow, who surprises the aggressive slayer by turning the tables.
In Chapter 2, Still the same night, Faith can't get enough of being sodomized in the highs school while they are supposed to be on patrol.
Willow's Way Ch. 03
"Where's Faith?" Xander asked.
"Yeah, I haven't seen her for a day or two," Buffy remarked.
Willow wondered that too. Following their wild night of wicked sex and sodomy, she hadn't seen Faith for almost two days.
"She didn't seem like her normal self yesterday," Xander said.
"You saw her yesterday?" Willow asked, curious.
"Yeah, she was here for a few minutes," Xander said. "And she didn't criticize me once!"
"Wow, that may be a new record," Buffy smiled, also thinking she'd been acting odd lately. She asked Willow, "You two were together the other day, did she seem off to you?"
"She did seem a little distracted," Willow answered, thinking to herself it was because she'd had her big strap-on buried in her tight asshole all night.
"Maybe she found a guy," Xander said.
"Or maybe a girl," Willow couldn't help but interject. She'd never felt as alive as when she'd turned the tables on the bitchy, overconfident slayer. Fucking her ass, and hearing her moan and beg, were the highlights of her life... and she wanted to do it again. She looked at Buffy and wondered what it would be like to ass fuck her. Just then Cordelia came in, the bitch who treated Xander like shit and yet secretly fancied him. If anyone else deserved some deep anal drilling, it was she.
"Yeah, with her you never know," Buffy agreed, noticing there was also something different about Willow... she just couldn't put her finger on it.
"That would be hot," Xander said.
"Pig," Buffy accused.
"What would be hot?" Cordelia asked.
"Xander wants to watch Faith with another woman," Willow said.
"Pig," Cordelia agreed, in the same tone she always used.
"Any other guy would say the same thing," Xander protested, feeling greatly outnumbered in this conversation.
"Not any other guy," Giles disagreed, having heard the entire conversation while reading about some new mysterious sightings.
"Well, every teenage guy, then," Xander corrected.
"Because you're all pigs," Cordelia summarised.
"Oink, oink," Xander responded, accustomed to being treated like a sexist guy, just because he was a horny teenage guy. Truth was, he'd jerked off at one time or another thinking about fucking each one of these women.
Willow wondered, as she prepared to go to class, where Faith was. She wanted to fuck that tight asshole again, and make the pretty bitch eat her pussy.
Buffy noticed Willow looking preoccupied, and she wondered if Willow knew something she wasn't saying about Faith's odd behaviour. She'd ask her tonight, while they were making their rounds.
.....
That night Willow was doing some homework, having agreed to meet Buffy at ten for patrol, after Giles had concluded an imminent threat was on its way, when there was a knock at the door.
Willow answered it, and saw Faith standing there. Hiding her inner giddy glee, she asked, "What do you want?"
"Look, I don't want a relationship, but I do want some booty calls," Faith said, trying to conceal how badly she needed Willow to fuck her ass again, and to make it appear a casual thing.
"When you say booty call, you really mean you want me to bend you over and fuck your tight asshole again, don't you?" Willow asked crudely, loving the instant rush of power she felt upon seeing Faith at her door looking strong on the outside, but asking on the inside (or begging?) to be fucked. A mixed message if there ever was one.
"Yeah," Faith said, instantly turned on by the nasty words coming from the nerdish girl. She still couldn't believe she was here. She'd resisted for two days while getting fucked by two guys and fucking three more with a strap-on, but none of that had remotely recaptured the pure rapture and pleasure that being forcefully ass fucked and dominated by Willow had. She couldn't explain it, she didn't understand it, but Willow had awakened a side of her she hadn't known existed... a side that she hated, yet a side she couldn't deny... her submissive side.
"Yeah what?" Willow asked, her pussy tingling in anticipation of reaming the slayer's ass again, but also planning to wear her down until she'd admit to everyone she was her girlfriend. Willow wanted the chance to show off her newfound sexual prowess to her friends, and to her bullies.
"Yeah, I want you to fuck my ass," Faith admitted, hating the power this nerd had over her, yet equally turned on by it.
"Because you're my slayer ass slut," Willow continued.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, now let's fuck," Faith said, getting impatient, and really desperate to get that dick back in her ass right fucking now!
"You're also my pussy pleasing pet," Willow added, happy to fuck Faith's ass, but also wishing to make it clear there was a sexual hierarchy where she was at the top and Faith was at the bottom.
"Whatever you say," she sighed, hating this game. Sex was sex. She didn't need all this drama chit chat or some power struggle.
"Good; come upstairs," Willow said, having bought some sexy lingerie for Faith to wear, hoping she'd come back for more.
"About time," Faith muttered, hoping not to be heard, and following the witch up to her bedroom.
"You're such a little ass slut," Willow jibed, not looking back.
"You love this, don't you?" Faith asked, still partly annoyed with herself for being here and doing this... she'd resisted for two whole days, and yet here she was, allowing herself to be treated like a bimbo slut just like she was accustomed to treating others.
"I don't hate it," Willow admitted offhandedly, as she reached her room and grabbed a Victoria Secret bag. "I bought my pet slayer a little something."
"You did?" Faith asked, a little surprised to be receiving a present.
"I expect my sexy slut to be dressed up for me," Willow said, handing her the bag.
"You expect me to wear this?" Faith asked, having never been a lingerie kind of girl, or a dress kind of girl, but always just a dressed in loose clothing to kick ass kind of girl.
"Only if you expect me to plug that asshole of yours, so it's entirely up to you," Willow taunted, going to fetch her strap-on harness.
"I'm only wearing this this once," Faith warned, her ass literally tingling with the need to be fucked.
"You'll wear it anytime you want my cock sodomizing that tight shit expeller of yours. So if that means only once, it's fine with me," Willow countered wickedly, as she slid her harness up her pantyhose clad legs.
"Fuck," Faith cursed, totally frustrated with her own weakness and lust. She got undressed and put on the white garter-belt and stockings, girly apparel she'd never worn before, finding the nylons a lot of unnecessary effort to put on. Her motivation was the big cock now jutting from Willow's waist. She then put on the matching white lace bra and snapped, "Happy?"
"Very, you look very pretty that way," Willow drawled, admiring the perfect, tight body of the slayer. Why did slayers always have such amazing bodies? Buffy too had one. "See for yourself," she said, pointing at her full-length mirror.
Faith felt awkward dressed like a girly girl, until she turned around and saw herself in the mirror. "Wow!" she said, more to herself than Willow.
"You look so fucking hot," Willow said, as Faith admired herself in the mirror.
"I do," Faith admitted as she posed in the mirror.
"Now turn and pose for me," Willow ordered.
"Really?"
"Yes, show me how much you want this cock," Willow ordered, stroking her fake cock just for show.
"Fine," Willow said, looking at her and giving her a few seductive poses... along with looks that had many a man melting, and many a woman dropping to her knees to please her.
"You really are a hot piece of ass," Willow said casually, not revealing how incredibly hot she thought Faith looked.
"Then show me by drilling said ass," Faith demanded, so fucking horny as she turned away, bent over and proffered her ass.
"Such an insatiable slayer slut you are," Willow said, as she moved in behind her.
"You love it," Faith said, willing to encourage any amount of name calling if it meant a dick would soon be in her asshole.
"Yes, you do," Willow agreed but switched the focus, as she bent the slayer over and positioned her cock at her asshole.
"Do I turn you on?" Faith asked, as she braced her hands against the wall on either side of the mirror... able to see herself and also to see Willow at the same time.
"Of course; I only fuck hot pieces of ass," Willow said, uttering appreciative words, but in a detached, unmoved tone of voice, as she spread the slayer's ass cheeks apart, surprised to see how tight the rosebud she'd destroyed a couple of days ago looked now. Once again, it appeared sweet and virginal... just like Willow's.
"Then fuck my ass," Faith said, secretly loving Willow's dominant persona, and desperate to feel her ass filled with her cock.
Willow traced her hands down the slayer's nylon-clad legs. "Fuck, is my girlfriend hot."
"I'm not your girlfriend," Faith protested.
"What are you then?" Willow asked, enjoying the feel of sheer silk on the slayer's amazing legs.
"Just someone who wants to get laid," Faith answered.
"You mean ass fucked like a cheap slut?" Willow asked.
"Yeah, yeah," Faith said, oddly turned on by the name calling, her pussy and ass burning with need, but she sure as fuck wasn't going to declare that to the smug nerd.
Willow suddenly slapped Faith's ass. Hard! "You can lose the attitude, bitch! I expect better answers than those."
Faith yelped, surprised by the sudden burn on her ass cheeks.
"Is that clear?" Willow demanded, giving Faith's ass a second, harder slap.
"Yes," Faith agreed, her snide attitude indeed gone, both turned on and shocked by this humiliating treatment.
"Yes, what?" Willow asked, giving her three rapid slaps.
"Yes, I'll be a good girl," Faith said, not sure anymore what the question was.
"You want to be my ass slut again?" Willow asked, as she circled the tiny rosebud with her cock.
"Yes, dammit, please stop playing games," Faith cried out in frustration... not expressing insubordination this time, just need. "Just slam that cock deep in my asshole."
"Not until you say what I want to hear," Willow stated her terms, loving to have such power... perhaps Macbeth had been right... absolute power does corrupt absolutely....
"Fine," Faith sighed dramatically, sounding more like Cordelia than herself, "I want to be your submissive ass slut."
Willow noticed Faith had included the word submissive. Good.
"Now fuck your ass slut," she demanded.
"Yes, my sexy slut girlfriend," Willow said, sliding the big strap-on into the slayer's ass.
"I'm not yooooooooooour......" Faith began to protest, but couldn't finish the sentence, as pleasure and pain coursed through her when the dick slid inside her.
"There you go," Willow purred, as the cock disappeared inside the slayer, "take my cock in that pretty asshole of yours."
"Oh fuck," Faith moaned, as the rush of her sexual submission coursed through her. She still couldn't believe she'd allowed herself to be sodomized by Willow, nor could she believe she could possibly enjoy being treated like a bottom bitch, nor could she believe she had willingly come here to get ass fucked again... yet here she was. Bent over. In Willow's bedroom. With a strap-on cock buried in her ass. Dominated.
"You love my cock, don't you?" Willow asked, another rush of adrenaline coursing through her... tonight's ass fuck as exhilarating as the first one.
"Yessss," Faith admitted, as euphoria versus pain battled within her asshole.
"Because I own this asshole," Willow continued, as now having fully entered her, she now slowly began to ass fuck Faith.
"Yes," Faith agreed, not really paying attention to Willow's words now, but concentrating on allowing the pleasure to wrap her in a cocoon of euphoria that overwhelmed the pain.
"Yes, what?" Willow said, slamming hard into the slayer, after five slow ins and outs.
"Yesssssssssss, I'm your slut," Faith said, unsure what she had most recently agreed to.
"You're so enraptured by my cock, you don't even know what you're agreeing to," Willow smirked, reveling in this power over someone who had the physical ability to easily crush her if she wanted to... or dared to.
"True, but please just fuck me!" Faith demanded, not wanting to chat, just needing to be fucked.
"Fine," Willow said, beginning to fuck the slayer's ass hard.
"Oooooooh," Faith moaned, as the pleasure she'd been craving for a couple of days was at long last swirling inside her, like a pleasure tornado.
"Such a slut," Willow said as she banged away at the slayer's ass, enjoying the chance to watch herself in the mirror as well as Faith's expressions.
Faith didn't deny it, as she just enjoyed the back door plowing.
After a couple of minutes, Willow decided to push her pet slayer further, so she pulled out and enjoyed the immediate whining and pleading. "What are you doooing? Shove that cock back in my aaasshole!"
Willow admired the gaping asshole. It didn't look as well fucked as last time, but it was still early. Seeing the former tight little rosebud now looking so violated, was pretty fucking hot.
"Hurry the fuck up," Faith demanded.
"Come and ride me," Willow ordered, going to her bed. She wanted to watch the hot slayer wearing the sexy lingerie ride her.
"I'd love to," Faith agreed, as she spun around, pushed Willow onto her back and straddled the cock. This was more like it! In this position she was in charge.
"You can't get enough, can you?" Willow smiled, as she watched the normally dominant slayer lowering her gaping hole onto her cock.
"Shut up and let me take you for a ride," Faith ordered, as she dropped herself completely onto the cock, letting out a little Yelp, since at this angle it seemed to reach new depths.
"You're still my slut, so don't you forget it," Willow reminded her, as she watched the sexy brunette beginning to bounce.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," she said as she rode the cock, feeling a burning fire in her pussy as she did.
Willow enjoyed this position. She enjoyed watching Faith's tits bounce. She enjoyed watching Faith's expressions. Yet after a couple minutes she wanted to be back in charge.
"Get on your back, slut," Willow ordered.
"Oh, you want to be in charge again, don't you?" Faith read her accurately, as she quickly got off of Willow and rolled onto her back.
"I do," Willow nodded, as she got down to stand on the floor, grabbed Faith by the ankles, and pulled her to the edge of the bed.
"Yes Willow, take control of your slut," Faith urged, impressed by Willow's strong demeanor, so opposite to the meek one she always presented at school.
"Oh, I plan to," Willow said, as she held Faith's legs wide apart and admired the gaping asshole. Fuck, there was just something so hot about an ass gaped wide open.
"Shove that dick back inside me," Faith demanded.
"So needy," Willow said. "I was just admiring your gaping shit hole."
"Well, gape it some more," Faith suggested.
"Can do," Willow smiled, as she slid her cock back into Faith's asshole.
"Oh yes, fuck your slut, fuck her good," Faith begged.
"You mean my girlfriend," Willow corrected her again, but still patiently, as she pounded Faith's asshole, loving the ability to see and admire so many things from this position. The cock sliding in and out of Faith's asshole. Faith's body in the sexy white lingerie. Faith's expressions as she fucked her.
"Why are you stuck on that girlfriend thing?" Faith asked.
"Because I want to show you off," Willow said.
"Not going to happen," Faith said, knowing this relationship, whatever it was, had to be kept secret. She had a reputation to protect.
"We'll see," Willow said, a new plan forming in her head. As she fucked her, she moved Faith's left foot and toes to her lips.
"Oh, what are you doing?" Faith said, as she felt her toes being sucked.
"Just a bit of toe sucking to go along with your ass fucking," Willow said, always having had a strange fetish for toes.
"Feels good," Faith said, moving her hand to her clit to intensify the pleasure.
"Don't you dare touch that sloppy cunt," Willow ordered, slapping Faith's hand away.
"But I'm so close," Faith whined, annoyed by Willow's order, but feeling compelled to obey.
"You'll only come when I give you permission," Willow clarified, biting one of Faith's toes but not hard, more of a nibble.
"Then give me that permission," Faith whined.
"No problem. All you have to do is declare you're my girlfriend," Willow stipulated, not slowing down her deep ass reaming.
"Don't want to, but I'll be your slut," Faith bargained.
"You already are my slut," Willow pointed out.
"You can fuck me whenever you want," Faith continued to negotiate, even as her body burned.
"I already can fuck you anytime I want," Willow said, stopping deep in Faith's ass.
"Oh God, Willow, please don't stop," Faith pleaded, so desperate to come.
"Then say it," Willow ordered, giving her three quick, deep thrusts, but then freezing again.
"Willow, please," Faith begged desperately.
"Just say it, and I'll fuck your asshole to euphoria," Willow promised, punctuated by three more deep, mmf! hard, mmf! anal thrusts, mmf!
"Damn it, Willow," Faith said, giving in completely, "fine, I'll be your girlfriend."
"You'll hold my hand in public?" Willow pressed her case.
"Yes, and I'll even eat your cunt in front of the entire Scooby gang if you want," Faith promised, willing to do anything to get that cock reaming her ass again.
"Done," Willow said, keeping her word by resuming her pounding of Faith's ass.
"Oh fuck, Willow, don't stop, please don't stop fucking my asshole with your big cock, "Faith babbled, although that sentence, if you can call it that, took a good thirty seconds to make its way past her lips and into the bedroom.
"Rub that clit, slut," Willow ordered, "and make yourself explode," giving her pet permission to come.
"Oh yes, fuck," Faith moaned, as her now-permitted orgasm rose rapidly.
"Come, my slut, come, my whore, come, my pretty pet," Willow ordered, sweat pouring down her brow from the best workout ever.
"Yes, yes, fuck!" Faith screamed, as the orgasm finally hit her.
Willow watched Faith come, which was so fucking hot, as she kept pounding her throughout her orgasm.
After another minute or two, Willow pulled out, slipped out of the harness, got onto the bed, straddled Faith's pretty face, and ordered, "Now get me off, my sexy girlfriend."
"Okay," Faith said, the orgasm having usurped her energy to an extent no enemy ever had. As the orgasm continued to swarm through her body, she began licking Willow's tasty pussy.
"Good girl," Willow moaned, looking down at the pretty slayer, still feeling a little awe at the power she had over a woman who was so physically powerful.
"You taste so good," Faith said mindlessly, letting her guard down, as the orgasm refused to leave her behind.
"Well, consider this cuisine part of your new diet," Willow said, before adding, "since you'll be eating my pussy a lot."



"Only if you fuck my ass a lot," Faith said.
"Oh, I think that can be arranged," Willow said, enjoying the slayer's tongue eagerly licking her pussy.
For a few minutes she enjoyed Faith's tongue until she was close, and then she grabbed her girlfriend's head, pulled her face deep into her pussy, and roughly ground her pussy against the face.
Faith kept her tongue extended, enjoying the rough treatment, and wanting to taste Willow's cunt cum.
"Keep licking, slut," Willow ordered, her orgasm imminent.
Faith did as she was told, and was rewarded moments later, with a massive gush of wetness splattering her face as Willow screamed, "Yes, slut!"
Faith lapped up as much as she could, until Willow backed off of her and totally unexpectedly... kissed her!
Faith was shocked! She didn't kiss. That was intimate, and she was far from an intimate person. Yet before she knew it, she was returning the kiss, lost in the softness of Willow's lips.
After a few minutes of just kissing, Willow reluctantly broke away and said, "We need to get dressed to go on patrol."
"Do we have to?" Faith asked, feeling an odd sense of serenity... not something she was accustomed to.
"Unfortunately, yes," Willow said, going into her closet and returning to toss Faith a dress.
"What's this for?" Faith asked, holding back an 'Eeww!'
"For wearing."
"I'm not going out in public wearing this," Faith said in distaste, holding the blue, flowery, offensive dress as far away from her body as she could.
"If you want the pleasure of my dick in your ass again tonight, you will," Willow said, then added before walking out, "and your lingerie stays on."
"Fuck!" Faith cursed, as she got out of bed.
Willow waited, and smiled when she saw Faith come outside dressed as instructed.
"I look ridiculous," Faith said.
"You look sexy," Willow said, "and very fuckable."
"I can't fight in this," Faith said.
"You can," Willow disagree, and smiled, "although you may flash your opponents a bit."
"A bit?" Faith said, as they started walking.
"Okay, a lot," Willow said, and then added with a laugh, "you'll likely to quite literally raise the dead."
"Not funny," she said, feeling naked in such a dress, feeling the wind scampering under it going directly to her pussy, which of course was commando.
"It's a little funny at least," Willow chortled, taking Faith's hand.
"So we're really doing this?" Faith asked, forcing back her first instinct, which was to pull her hand away. She'd never admit it to anyone, but Willow was making her feel something she'd never really felt before... happiness.
"Why shouldn't we?"
"Because we're polar opposites."
"Opposites attract," Willow shrugged.
"Well, that explains it," Faith said, giving in and thus feeling a strange sense of contentment with her hand in Willow's.
The reached the graveyard, and Xander gasped, "What's this?"
"It's a practice called holding hands," Willow answered, as if Xander had never seen anybody doing it.
"You know what I mean," Xander said, feeling a little betrayed, since Faith had fucked him only a couple of days ago, but had ignored him ever since.
"Faith and I are a couple; isn't that right, Faith?" Willow asked.
"Yes, we fuck," Faith said bluntly, trying to make the awkward situation more comfortable for herself by being crude.
"No way," Xander said.
"Yes, Willow rocks my world," Faith said, as distastefully as if she were admitting to eating pond sludge.
"And you rock mine," Willow said sincerely.
"Jesus Christ," Xander said, just as Buffy arrived.
"Oh!" Buffy said, everything making sense in an instant.
"We're a couple," Willow told her.
"That's great ," Buffy said politely, although she quite shocked by this... the two of them being so different from each other. She hoped Faith wasn't unfairly manipulating Willow somehow.
"I know," Willow said.
Xander was fuming, but he didn't say anything.
"Let's go on patrol," Buffy said, seeing that Xander wasn't happy.
"We'll go left," Willow announced, without any consultation.
"Great," Buffy agreed, and she watched them leave... equally as stunned by what Faith was wearing as she was by the news they were a couple.
While Buffy and Xander chatted far behind, Xander ranting, Faith certain she knew why, she said as soon as they were alone, "After going along with that lovey dovey stuff, I deserve a major ass fucking!"
"Why not? Bend over that tombstone," Willow ordered.
"Fucking yes," Faith said excitedly, quickly doing as instructed... dying to get that cock back in her ass.
Willow came up behind Faith, flipped up her dress, and surprised her by executing a magic spell.
"What was that?" Faith asked, turning around.
"I just gave you a tramp stamp," Willow said, admiring her handiwork, which was a red heart centred above some elegant, flowing script that read: Property of Willow Rosenberg, just above Faith's ass.
"Are you kidding me?" Faith said, still bent over with her head craned way around, and staring at the sudden tattoo.
"You told me I own this asshole," Willow explained, "so I've simply made it official," as she lifted her own dress and slid her cock up Faith's asshole.
"Oooooooh, you bitch," Faith moaned, her annoyance muffled by the pleasure of the dick in her ass.
"Au contraire, you're my bitch," Willow set the record straight, as she grabbed Faith by the hair and began reaming her asshole.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass," Faith moaned, getting off on the rough treatment.
"Do you really mind the tattoo?" Willow asked as their bodies collided.
"No, it's fine," Faith brushed it off, not really caring anymore, knowing she'd do almost anything to have Willow keep fucking her, and her precious reputation be damned, she'd never really cared all that much about people's opinion of her..
"Fine isn't a flattering word," Willow countered, pulling out of the gaped asshole.
"My new tattoo is sexy. It's hot. I'm honoured to have it. Now shove that fucking cock back in my ass," Faith demanded.
"I concur," Willow said, as she slid the cock back into the slayer's asshole.
"Oh yes; God, you fuck me so good," Faith said, feeling quite the rush from getting fucked in a graveyard.
"And you take my cock in your shit hole so good," Willow said equally ungrammatically, as she resumed slamming into Faith, not really concerned whether they'd get caught, which if Faith continued talking so loudly was inevitable.
"Don't stop," Faith moaned, holding onto the tombstone firmly, as Willow power-fucked her ass.
Three or four minutes later, Faith's second orgasm of the evening was rising, so she begged, "May I please come, Willow?"
"Holy shit," Buffy gasped, having just arrived, and unexpectedly witnessing Faith submissively being fucked by Willow. She was amazed it wasn't the other way around, and happy that Xander wasn't still with her, their having split up when Cordelia arrived.
"Hey, Buffy," Willow smiled, not slowing down from fucking Faith.
"Don't stop because your friend is here," Faith demanded, suffering no shame at all from getting caught being sodomized.
"Not until you come, my sexy ass slut," Willow said, choosing her words to inform Buffy she was fucking Faith's ass, and not her pussy... Buffy likely unable to tell from twenty feet away.
"Yes, drill my asshole, fuck it good," Faith demanded, loving the perplexed look on Buffy's face.
Buffy was speechless. She couldn't believe what she was seeing, and she'd witnessed a lot in this exact same graveyard... things no one would ever believe.... Yet somehow this incident seemed even more shocking than all of those. Doubling her shock was that Willow was ass fucking Faith. If she'd ever contemplated seeing such an act she would have assumed Faith would be doing the fucking, not being fucked.
"Come all over my dick, my slayer slut," Willow ordered in a loud voice, doing her best to demonstrate to Buffy she was in charge.
"Oh yes, harder, ream my asshole harder, harder, harder," Faith begged, somehow not at all ashamed by any aspect of being caught in the act of submissive lesbian sodomy.
After a moment, while Willow focused on drilling Faith's asshole and Faith noticing Buffy still watching with a perplexed look on her face, said, "I think maybe Buffy wants to be a bottom bitch for you, too."
"What? No thank you," Buffy denied, even as she felt some wetness gush out of her. She hadn't gotten laid since Angel had left, and until this moment she'd been fine with it... not even any self-love... she simply wasn't interested any more.
Willow looked over at Buffy, who appeared rattled, and Willow wondered if it was true that Buffy would bend over for her. Did every slayer's ass gape so big as Faith's, and then recover so completely? Was Buffy submissive too? Just like Faith did, Buffy might have some submissive tendencies hidden behind her dominant slayer persona.
"That was a pretty weak denial," Faith diagnosed, confident that Buffy could be broken pretty easily.
"Come, my slayer slut," Willow ordered Faith, while she drilled her asshole, but was looking into Buffy's eyes.
"Yes baby, fuck my ass, fuck me in front of Buffy, show her what a great ass fucker you are," Faith babbled, as her orgasm rose exponentially, Buffy being here and watching somehow enhancing her pleasure.
Buffy's pussy was secretly on fire, so she silently turned and scurried away.
"She'll so take it in the ass," Faith moaned.
"Just like you do," Willow said, yanking on her hair hard, and really reaming her asshole.
"Oh, yesssssss," Faith moaned loudly, and seconds later, her second orgasm cascaded through her.
Buffy found a secluded spot behind a bush and crouched down, frantically rubbed her pussy. She closed her eyes and imagined Angel pounding her from behind like he used to... never in the ass... but God, had she loved being on her knees sucking his cock, or being on all fours while he pounded her from behind.
"Good slut," Willow said, watching Faith come again.
"God, you fuck good," Faith said, as she enjoyed the lasting euphoria of another orgasm.
"Anything for my girlfriend," Willow said as she pulled out.
"Well then, you'll be doing a lot of fucking," Faith logicized, standing up and stretching.
"If I have to," Willow joked.
"Oh you definitely have to," Faith said, as she lifted up her dress and looked around at her tramp stamp. (She was unusually flexible.) "I can't believe you branded me."
"It's just a sexy reminder to whomever, stating who owns that ass," Willow said, giving Faith another spank, this one playfully.
"Oh fuck," Buffy moaned somewhere distant as her orgasm struck her, and her visual of Angel morphed into Willow.
"So what about Buffy?" Faith asked.
"No idea," Willow said.
"Want to fuck her?"

"I wouldn't mind."
"Well, the look on her face told me that although she was in shock just then, she'd love to bend over and take your cock, given the opportunity."
"Interesting, but I don't know," Willow said, turned on by the idea, but not wanting to end a meaningful friendship. Having discovered the power of being a top, she wanted to explore this newfound ability the same way she enjoyed exploring magic... carefully and learnedly while doing as much research as possible.
"Trust me," Faith said, "she'll love your cock buried in her ass."
Buffy was resting against a tree while she recovered from her orgasm. Why had Willow popped into her head at her moment of climax? Why had watching Willow sodomizing Faith gotten her so hot and bothered? She wasn't a lesbian. She had no desire to be ass fucked. Yet there had been something so raw and erotic about that encounter that her panties became soaked and her head started spinning.
"Sure you can't fuck me again?" Faith asked.
"Not right now, we need to find Buffy and make sure she's okay," Willow said, just as a vampire appeared from nowhere and started towards them.
"Duty calls," Faith said, as she went off to fight, feeling totally ridiculous to be wearing a dress and lingerie to a battle.
"Fuck, is that hot," Willow muttered from the sidelines, as she watched her prettily dressed girlfriend now also battling a zombie.
"Fuck," Buffy sighed, shaking her head as she returned to her patrol duties, saying to herself, "Get your head back in the game."
She hadn't been walking for thirty seconds before she saw Cordelia leaning back against a tree while Xander licked her.
Fuck, am I the only one not getting any action? Buffy sighed to herself, as the recent memory of Willow fucking Faith popped back into her head.
She turned the other way, leaving the two (not so) secret lovebirds alone, trying to process all she'd witnessed tonight, and why she was still so fucking horny. God, I need to get laid, Buffy sighed, just as a vampire attacked her, momentarily catching her off guard. But not for long. "Oh, I need this," Buffy said to herself, pushing her sexual frustrations out of her head in favour of battling the vampire... which was always enough... including right now... to give her a wild rush similar to sex.
THE END FOR NOW
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"Do you think your boys could come over and help me set up my new home theatre system?" I asked my older sister Cassie.
"I imagine so, if they can play on it for a while once they're done," Cassie agreed, her twins being great boys, and amazing with technology... which made sense, since they gamed... a lot... and both of them planned to go into computer programming this fall.
"They can stay for as long as they want," I welcomed, always enjoying having them over. At 36 I was single and childless, my last relationship ending a few months ago... badly... like they always seemed to.
"They may never leave, then," Cassie joked; her boys both loved their fun auntie.
"Not until I make them drink another kale health shake anyway," I pointed out, the boys about as nerdy as they get... but also as out of shape as two eighteen-year-olds can be. They did take advantage of the free year-pass to my yoga studio I gave them on their eighteenth birthday two months ago ... but it was soon clear they were only there to check out the women in their tight yoga pants.
The poor kids (not financially, since my sister's husband was the CFO of a tech company, and he made very, very good money) looked very much like their father. Both were overweight at 200 pounds, were short for men at 5'6", with red hair and freckles. (Thus, they were ineligible to make the quip some chubby people make about not being overweight but under-tall, since they were exaggeratedly both!) They also both wore thick, framed glasses that made them look like poster boys for nerds. Which was too bad, since their mother, my sister, was 5'10", with jet black hair and an amazingly firm body left over from her being a competitive beach volleyball player in her younger days.
To this day, nineteen years later, I still couldn't figure out why she'd married her husband (his name was Alfred, for fuck's sake, she should have known better from that demerit alone). He too was over 200 pounds, shorter than Cassie, brown hair, freckles, crooked teeth, and yet he had an odd, confident swagger... which I could never understand. IMHO, he wasn't nearly good enough for my sister. I mean, fuck, he looked like he could have been a fat friend of Kevin James on King of Queens... except fatter and with less personality). But he did keep her financially stable, and as strange as it was to me, she seemed very happy.
"Yeah, they still talk about that green shit their Aunt Cat made them drink," Cassie laughed.
"If they set up my home theatre, I'll make sure to reward them with some greasy fast food crap to binge out on," I said with a sigh. I hated seeing young people not looking after their bodies.
"I'll send them right over, once they wake up," Cassie said.
"It's almost noon," I pointed out, having already worked out, showered, breakfasted, and taught a yoga lesson. Like my sister, I have a very tight body. Although I'm a little shorter at 5'8", I too have great toned legs, plus firm 36C tits, long blonde hair with red tips I just had done, and blue eyes. I've never had a problem getting a man, I've just always found it impossible to select a good one.
I'm not saying I'm picky, but I want someone who knows who he is, has a high sex drive (like mine), can treat a woman like a lady or a slut at the appropriate times, and has a big cock... less than seven inches just isn't worth my time.
"Yeah, so it could be a couple hours," she said.
"Then how can they have possibly come from your loins?" I joked, everyone in my family, including Cassie, being habitual early risers.
"I've asked myself that question numerous times," Cassie said, "but they just take after their father."
"Well, send them over when you can," I said. "I really want to get this equipment set up today."
"Will do."
"Great," I said. "Love you, Cass."
"Love you too, Cat."
I loved having the boys over. They loved to game, and so did I. Sure, I enjoyed online gaming, but there was something special about playing with people who were in the same room. I know, everyone's concentrating on a computer screen so why should it matter, but in your gut you just know they're there.

I knew the boys would love the new 4K projector I'd just bought, as well as the surround sound system. I had both the new Xbox and the PS5.
Plus, with my nephews both going away to college in a couple of months, I figured I should likely give them a few pointers, since their dad likely hadn't had The Talk with them, nor IMHO, would he be qualified to give one.
Shortly afterwards, I received another call from Cassie where she said, "Change of plans. Alfred and I are heading out of town for a few days to visit his uncle and his new, younger wife for the weekend. Can the boys stay with you?"
"Sure," I agreed, always enjoying when they came for a visit, whether brief or extended.
"Awesome, thanks," she said, her tone a little off, yet I couldn't tell why. "We're leaving in five, and of course you're our first stop."
"I'd better hide all my sex toys then," I joked.
"How's the Sybian?"
"A real buzz!"
"You and your lame attempts at puns," she laughed.
"You're welcome to come over for a ride," I said. "I'm sure it will be better than Alfred."
"Oh, I wouldn't say that," she said.
"Sure, sure," I said, assuming Alfred had a tiny dick, just like all fat men seemed to have.
"See you soon," she said.
"Sounds good," I agreed.
I had twenty minutes to clean up, which also meant I had twenty minutes to put away the variety of sex toys scattered around the house. Besides the new Sybian I'd bought myself for my 36th (which was no joke, but an amazing purchase... gaming while siting on it was the ultimate rush), I had a few vibrators, a suction cup dildo, some vibrating eggs, and a few butt plugs.
I had just stowed the Sybian in my bedroom closet with a blanket over the top of it, when my nephews strolled in... with Big Gulps and a bucket of chicken each.
"You guys are going to have heart attacks at thirty," I warned, shaking my head.
"We've been working out lately," Allen said.
"You should be at my studio at least every second day," I urged.
"We enjoy your studio," Alex said.
"I mean besides sitting around checking out the women in their tight yoga pants," I teased.
"That scenario is great, "Allen smiled unapologetically.
The boys seemed to have a bit more swagger than I'd ever seen from them. They'd always had something of a crush on me... boys are pervs... which I'd used to my advantage in getting them to do things for me.
Cass hurried in, gave me a quick hug, and said immediately they had to get on the road. I asked, since she was wearing a skirt so short I could see the entirety of her lace top stockings, "Are you really going to see Alfred's uncle?"
"Yeah, why?" she asked.
"You seem dressed more for clubbing than a family visit," I said, never understanding why she always wore nylons. It was almost 90° today. I wore them for weddings, funerals, and the rare night of passion... but otherwise I enjoyed the comfort of yoga pants... Lulu Lemon was where 90% of my wardrobe was from.
"You know that Alfred likes them."
"Yeah, he's a leg guy."
"Exactly," she said. "Have fun with my boys."
"Oh, I will."
She headed out, and once the boys had finished their chicken and were licking the grease off their fingers, I asked, "Want to see what I just bought?"
"Hell yeah," Allen said.
"Then follow me," I invited, knowing they were likely checking out my ass in my tight yoga pants as I walked ahead of them. So of course I added a bit of extra wiggle.
We reached the basement, and the boys gasped, "Aunt Cat, what the fuck?" Allen gasped delightedly, as he took in everything I'd purchased.
"Language," I rebuked.
"We're adults now, Auntie," he reminded me. "We're allowed to curse."
"Perhaps, but it's impolite, and you'll always be my sister's baby boys to me," I argued, thinking it had been almost two decades since my sister had gotten pregnant with them. Fuck... time flies.
"We're men now," Alex bragged, trying to sound manly, but all I could see were two nerds who were almost certainly still virgins.
Yes, you are," I nodded, my tone indicating I was just humoring him.
"What did all of this cost?" Allen asked.
"Enough," I said, everyone I knew thinking I was nuts to pay so much on equipping a dedicated gaming room.
"This will take a while," Alex said.
"Luckily you have all afternoon and as much of the evening as you need," I smiled. "I'll be back in a couple of hours. I have to go teach a class."
"Okay," Alex said.
"Say hi to Trina for us," Allen added.
"Will do," I laughed gently. They both loved Trina, my chief assistant trainer. She was twenty-three, Latina, and she had an ass like Jennifer Lopez. Trina had taken on the thankless job of getting my nephews in shape. Or rather they were plenty appreciative of her in certain ways, but never applied themselves to perfecting the yoga poses, and gaining the benefits.
I went to work, then after leading my class, I went to the mall and picked up an extra HDMI cord Allen had called me to say he needed, then ended up buying a couple of new outfits, when I walked past Lulu Lemon and saw they had some new ones, and finally picked up a pizza from the boys' favourite pizza place... allowing them to eat unhealthily for a night, since they were saving me hundreds of dollars by installing my system for free.
I arrived home and called them upstairs.
"Except for the HDMI cable, the system is ready to go," Allen reported.
"You guys are amazing," I said appreciatively.
"We really are," Alex agreed, as he flipped open the pizza box and grabbed a slice with each hand.
"A little uncouth," I pointed out casually, as I went to fix myself a cobb salad.
"You're not having any pizza, Auntie?" Allen asked.
"No, I want to live to the ripe old age of forty," I joked.
"You only live once," Alex shrugged.
"Yes, so you should look after your bodies," I pointed out.
"We've been exercising every day since our birthday," Alex said.
"Have you?" I asked. "I've seen more of you two drooling over older women in yoga pants."
"Well, we do that too," Allen said, not denying the accusation.
"We also check out their racks," Alex added crudely.
"Alex!" I gasped.
"Do you prefer the word tits?" he asked.
"Alex!" I repeated.
"Jugs, bazookas, knockers?" Allen jumped in and listed, a big smirk on his face.
"You two," I said. "The correct term is breasts."
"No one calls them breasts," Alex said.
"I do," I said.
"Sure you do," Allen said.
"Okay, while I'm at work I watch my clients' knockers bounce around," I said sarcastically.
"There you go," Allen said, ignoring my sarcasm.
"You two are exhausting," I sighed.
"We certainly can be," Alex agreed, which made Allen laugh, which I found odd.
We ate, and then we headed downstairs to install the HDMI cable, which took all of ten seconds, and then checked out my new set-up. It was awesome! We all stretched out on my huge couch, and gamed for a couple of hours.
Like always, there was some trash talking, and eventually I said, "You boys need to do more than just game in your parents' basement."
"Who says we don't?" Allen asked.
"Do either of you have a girlfriend" I asked.
"No," Alex said.
Allen added, "Who wants one? Girls are too needy."
"That attitude will keep you single forever," I advised. "Tomorrow I'll take you two shopping for some new clothes."
"What for?" Allen asked, wearing sweats and a Walking Dead t-shirt.
"Because clothes make the man," I replied.
"Oh, I think there are other things that make a man," Alex chirped in
"You do, do you?" I asked playfully.
"Plus, we don't want to look like all the jocks and preps," Allen said. "We aren't going to pretend to be somebody we're not."
"I don't want to change you," I explained. "I just want to help you both to look a little more dapper for the girls."
"No point. We aren't attracted to girls our age, anyway," Alex argued cheerfully.
"That's right, we prefer more mature women," Allen added.
"You do, do you?" I asked again, sensing they were trying to flirt with me. It was obvious they'd had a crush on me for a while, but it had previously always manifested in sheepish looks and furtive stares... and this time they were being more brazen. Truth be told, I was a little impressed.
"Yeah, we go for women with experience," Alex said.
Deciding to see just how brazen they'd get, thinking to call their flirtatious bluff by requesting their help. I'd recently gotten a Harley Quinn tattoo on my lower back (don't judge, she kicks ass), and it had begun to itch, which meant it was time to apply some more ointment to it. It was in an awkward location to do by myself, so I stood up and asked, in a playful, slightly sarcastic, slightly sexy tone, "Well, you just so happen to be in the presence of a comparatively mature woman who has some experience, so which of you two 'lover boys' is willing to rub some ointment into my new tattoo for me?"
Alex jumped up immediately, our game having just ended, saying, "I'm the oldest, so I'll do it."
Allen snapped, also leaping up, both of them like eager puppies, or more like horny eighteen-year-olds, "Yeah, older by all of ten minutes, you dick!"
I went and retrieved the ointment, handed it to Alex, raised my shirt a bit and said, "Calm down, boys. Alex, you can do it this time, and Allen can do it in the morning."
"Fine," Allen sighed, clearly annoyed.
As Alex applied ointment to my tattoo, I asked, "So what kind of experience have you boys had with girls your own age?"
"Well, not exactly," Allen said, which didn't quite seem to address the question.
"Not exactly?" I asked. "Have either of you kissed a girl?"
Alex's reply was similarly oblique, as his hands wandered a little lower than they needed to for his task, "Well, not necessarily."
I asked, mostly teasing their lame attempts at bravado, "How do you expect to attract a hot older woman if you've never even been with a girl your own age?"
Alex said, "Oh, trust me, Aunt Cat. We know stuff!"
I turned my head around, just as his hands were moving lower, and asked, "How much 'stuff' could you possibly know, if you don't have any experience?"
Allen replied, "Pornhub and stuff."
I let out a rather obnoxious laugh, "Pornhub and stuff? You're kidding me, right?"
"No, we're not kidding. We know some stuff!" Alex insisted, clearly annoyed by my unimpressed response.
Allen, standing right in front of me, added, still exuding a confidence I'd only previously seen from him when he was gaming, "We know plenty of stuff."
"Is that right?" I asked, deciding to play along and see how far they would go.
"Yeah, that's right," Alex said, not backing down, with a smug smile on his face.
Not backing down either, I challenged, "Well then, show me what 'stuff' you think you know, and then I'll give you a few pointers."
Alex asked, already backing down just like I thought they both would, "Are you sure about asking for that, Aunt Cat?"
I smiled seductively, a smile that had made many men melt, as I continued challenging them, wanting to put them in their place a bit, "Yes, I'm sure. I mean how much could you boys know?"
Allen asked, also a little tentatively, yet also with a hint of underlying confidence, "So to be perfectly clear, you're asking us to put our moves on you?"
Thinking this was harmless, I nodded, "I guess I am. Now show me what you've got."
They looked at each other as I challenged them, thinking either they'd back down, which I expected, or perhaps they'd find a little confidence that could help them with the ladies. So to force the issue, I added, "That is, if you aren't too scared."
Alex asked again, clearly unsure of what to do, "Are you sure, sure?"
I exploded with exasperation for their indecision, as I challenged their experience, "YES! For God's sake! Just show me your cute little moves!"
"Okay, you asked for it!" Allen said, now stalking towards me.
"Ooooh, I'm so scared!" I teased.
"So are we talking a simple kiss, or our actual moves?" Alex asked timorously, just like his 'younger' brother, still unable to act.
"Kiss, moves, whatever you got, kiddo," I demanded, still confident they didn't have the balls to make any moves at all... which was why they were still single and had never kissed a girl.
I then sat back down on the couch and said, giving them one last chance either to make a move or to back down, "It's getting late, so let's make this quick. Either put up or shut up."
To my surprise, after they looked at each other, then actually nodded decisively, with no further hesitation they came and sat down on either side of me, Alex on my right.
Presenting me with yet another surprise, Alex then leaned in and kissed me on the lips. Tenderly. Not something men usually did. My few lesbian encounters had often been sensual, or at least had begun sensually, but my encounters with men had usually included very little kissing if any at all, and certainly not tenderly.
I was so stunned that my nephew had accepted my challenge and was kissing me, I wasn't sure what to do. He then sucked on my bottom lip, before gently biting it.
My head was in a bit of a daze, as I then felt lips on my left ear. I'd never been with two guys before, and had never been kissed by two women before, either. Allen's hot breath on my ear quickly had me shivering deliciously, as Alex continued kissing me.
Allen's lips kissed their way down to my neck, which made me moan into Alex's mouth, since my neck was one of my two most intense erogenous zones, my nipples being the other one.
Pleasure was burning through me, as the boys' lips attacked me sensuously. I was in such a stunned fog, I didn't notice when Alex stopped kissing me, but I did suddenly feel his lips sucking on my breasts through my t-shirt.
"Alex," I moaned in protest; this was going too far. But my words were silenced, as Alex left my breasts behind and resumed kissing my lips.
I should have put a halt to all of this, but my nephews' sensual teasing had weakened my resolve, and I was paralyzed from the pleasure.
Once it was clear I was putting up zero resistance, the boys became even more aggressive. Alex pulled my shirt up, pulled my right breast out and sucked my hard nipple into his mouth, while simultaneously Allen reached his hand between my legs and began rubbing my surprisingly wet pussy through my yoga pants.
I tried to protest, yet still didn't offer any physical resistance, as I stammered, "B-b-boys!"
"You have such great tits, Aunt Cat," Alex praised as he sucked on my nipple.
"She's soaking wet," Allen added as he rubbed me, and leaned his head in to kiss my neck again.
"Oh God," I moaned, completely overwhelmed by their relentless attack on my senses.
As Alex bit my nipple, Allen slid his hand inside my yoga pants, and finally I snapped! I flailed around a bit and clumsily pushed them both away, and cried out, possibly louder than necessary but I wasn't certain, since I was still in a bit of an erotic daze, "Whoa, I think that's quite enough for the night!"
Both boys backed away and Alex said, "See, I told you we knew some stuff!"
I stood up, my pussy on fire, and I nodded my agreement, my head still spinning, "Yeah, yeah... I guess you do. Good night, boys."



"Goodnight, Aunt Cat," they said in unison, in a very amused way.
I staggered upstairs to my bathroom, got undressed, noticing that not only were my panties literally dripping wet, but a pretty noticeable wet spot had soaked through my yoga pants. Thank God I stopped them when I did, I thought, I felt they were about to fuck me! Where in hell had they gotten those skills? Pornhub certainly doesn't teach that kind of kissing!
Shaking my head, I got into the shower and used one of my favourite toys, my shower head, to get myself off. An orgasm later, I climbed into a flannel nightie and headed back downstairs to say goodnight, now refreshed and thinking straight, and not wanting them to know they'd created such an effect on me.
They were watching Top Gun, one of my favourite movies, and Alex invited, patting a spot between them, "Come and join us."
Not wishing them to think they'd won any battles, I shrugged, "Sure."
I sat down between them, and we watched the movie and ate some popcorn they'd made, while they complained it was healthy popcorn.
Somewhere before the movie ended I drifted off and fell asleep, the boys' aggressive moves and my orgasm in the shower having wiped me out.
....
I woke up in the morning lying on my side, feeling refreshed, but in the center of a human sandwich. I could feel someone's morning wood resting between my ass cheeks, my nightie hiked up sufficiently to completely reveal my red thong, and I felt a hand resting carelessly on my tit. I also noticed one of my hands was wrapped around a big cock.
I opened my eyes and saw Allen was lying on his back, completely naked, with his big eight-inch cock completely erect, and his was the one in my hand. I could tell the cock poking into my ass was also devoid of clothing.
The boys had stripped completely naked before joining me in sleeping on the couch!
Had Allen wrapped my hand around his cock, or had I mindlessly done that in my sleep?
Had Alex hiked up my nightie, or had it done so because of my own sleeping movements? It was a little short after all.
I lay there for a couple of minutes, oddly not removing my hand from my nephew's surprisingly long, thick cock. I couldn't even reach my hand completely around it.
As my pussy tingled, I knew I had to get out of here. Two big, hard cocks out in the morning air were a bit too tempting... even if they were my nephews'!
I tried to move stealthily and not awaken the boys, but that simply didn't work.
The moment I began removing my hand from Allen's huge pecker and drifting my ass away from the hard cock teasing it, both boys began stirring towards wakefulness. And it didn't take long for them to arrive.
Alex leaned forward, kissing my neck as he moved his cock between my legs and said, "Good morning, Aunt Cat."
"Yeah, good morning, Aunt Cat," Allen echoed, as some precum oozed out of his thick cock head.
I don't know why I did any of this, but as I intuitively began stroking Allen's big, fat cock, and felt Alex's cock flinch between my legs making contact with my pussy lips over my thin thong fabric, I moaned before coming to my senses, as some fresh wetness leaked into my thong.
I removed my hand from Allen's dick and pushed Alex away, and said, surprised by their aggressiveness, "That's enough, boys."
"We're just showing you some more of those moves you requested, "Alex smiled, his big cock pointing directly at me. Fuck, they both had huge, thick cocks.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I said. "Just remember I'm your aunt."
"We know," Allen said, slowly stroking his cock while looking unflinchingly at me.
"And put those things away," I ordered, even as my eyes lingered on them longer than they should.
"Sorry, they have a mind of their own," Alex said, also stroking his cock.
"You two really need girlfriends," I said before adding, "I'm going to take a shower."
"A cold one?" Alex called out, as I went up the stairs. I didn't pause to inform him that didn't work for women, as I hurried upstairs to the bathroom.
I got undressed, hopped into my marble shower, and turned on the jets. This time I resisted the temptation to use my shower head on my stimulated pussy. I just allowed the warm water to wash over me, as I tried to process everything that had happened since... since the moment last night when everything had begun happening. How had I let this situation get so out of hand? How could two chubby nerds be sporting such big cocks? Why was I so fucking horny? Sure, it had been a few weeks since I'd been dicked, but still.
I soaped up my body and then washed my hair. And then I suddenly felt hands on my back and lips kissing my neck.
"Boys!" I scolded, as I continued scrubbing my hair, not wishing them to know they were getting to me. "You need to get out of here!"
"We're just cleaning up," Alex said.
"And saving water, like you always say we should," Allen added, as he began massaging my scalp through my hair... which felt so relaxing.
"Just let us clean you up," Alex urged, as I felt his hands moving soapsuds around on my chest and my tits.
"This isn't right," I objected, although I didn't shove them away (which was my only hope of escape, since being cornered by them I had no place to go), having never been treated so lavishly while in a shower.
"You really have an amazing body, Aunt Cat," Alex said dreamily, his hands roaming up and down my arms.
"Yeah, and you should see her back end," Allen added, as he kept washing my hair.
"I'm your aunt," I pointed out the obvious, as I felt conditioner being poured onto my head.
"And we're your helpful nephews washing you up," Alex said. "Just consider us your personal spa team."
"I see," I said, not able to hold back a smile upon hearing that, his hands washing each of my fingers individually, which was relaxing, and was making me tingle.
So instead of stopping them in their tracks like a respectable aunt would, I stood there naked and glistening with water in front of my two horny, chubby nerd nephews, as they washed my hair and my body. (And yes, constantly felt me up in the doing of it.)
Alex rubbed his hands down my legs, his face likely positioned so he was looking right into my pussy. I kept my eyes closed, as I didn't want to get conditioner in my eyes.
"Look but don't touch down there," I cautioned, assuming he was seeing his first pussy in person.
"If you say so," he said, as he washed my legs and feet.
"I say so," I said, as Allen brought his hands to my back.
I rubbed my eyes and opened them, and looked down to see Alex washing me.
A moment later, as Allen's hands were washing my ass, Alex stood back up, and I was staring at his eight-inch cock again... and God, it really was as thick as a beer can!
"I think I'm all clean," I said, pushing my way past them and out of the shower.
"Let us dry you off," Alex said. "It's part of the pampering."
"It is, is it?" I smirked, as they each grabbed a towel and dried me off.
"Where's the ointment for the tattoo? It looks a little raw," Alex said.
"I have some in my bedroom," I replied.
"Then let's go there so we can help you with that," Alex said.
"No, I think I can manage that myself," I said, this situation being so far beyond okay.
Suddenly I was picked up by Allen, and carried to the bedroom and to my bed; sadly, the first time a man carried me to a bed, it was my sister's son.
Allen gently placed me on the bed and ordered, "Lie on your stomach, Aunt Cat."
"Okay," I said, thinking at least my tits and pussy would be out of sight. "The lotion is on my dresser."
"Okay," Allen said, going and fetching it as Alex climbed onto the bed... his big, hard dick right in my face, as he placed his hands on my shoulders.
"Why are you so tense?" he asked, his cock literally an inch from my face, as Allen climbed onto the bed near my feet, and instead of putting ointment on my tattoo, began caressing my ass.
"Maybe it's because your big, fat cock is right in front of my face, and your brother is groping my ass," I said bluntly, even though I didn't even remotely try to stop either of them. Actually, Alex's strong hands felt great on my shoulders, and Allen's hands on my ass also felt surprisingly good.
"True," Alex laughed, "but do you like it?"
"I don't hate it," I admitted, "but you boys are my nephews. We shouldn't be doing any of this."
Alex added, his cock actually tapping my forehead, "Remember, you started this last night when you asked to see our moves."
"I know," I acknowledged, "but it's gone too far."
"Now do you believe us?" Allen asked. "That we have moves?"
"Yes, I believe you. You two definitely have some moves," I admitted. "Now get off of my bed and get dressed. I'm still taking you shopping, and maybe you can use these suave moves of yours on someone who isn't related to you."
"I still need to put the ointment on your tattoo," Allen reminded me.
"Okay, then hurry up," I said.
"Okay," he agreed, and a minute later they were off of my bed, but still naked, with their beer can cocks pointing right at me.
"So you can take us shopping on one condition," Alex said.
"Oh? And what's the one condition?" I asked, kind of impressed by his confident demeanour.
"Well," Alex began, "since you want to change the way we dress, we feel it's only fair that we can change the way you dress."
"The way I dress?"
"Well, yoga pants are great, and they really showcase your ass..." Alex began.
"I'm flattered you check out your old aunt's ass," I teased, as I got off the bed and grabbed a robe.
"...but we like a woman who showcases all of her assets," Allen chipped in.
"And how would I do that?" I asked, somehow letting this go on way longer than I should... but curiosity was leading the way; plus, I was enjoying the sight of their big, fat cocks, truth be told.
"I thought you'd never ask," Alex said, then he ran off and returned a minute later with a bag from Savage X Fenty.
"Where did you get that?" I asked, as he placed it on the bed, knowing this was the lingerie brand of Rihanna.
"We ordered it for you," he said, as I walked back to the bed.
"You ordered lingerie for your aunt?" I asked, as I perused the bag to discover stockings, a garter-belt, a couple of negligees, a couple of thongs, and a sexy lace bra.
"That we did," Allen said.
"Why?" I asked.
"Like I said, we like women who showcase all their assets," Alex said.
"But I'm your aunt," I said.
"Doesn't mean you aren't a hot older woman," Alex said.
"Well, that's true," I joked, as I looked at the plethora of sexy sheer stockings in a variety of colours. "I see you like stockings."
"They really showcase a woman's legs," Allen said, sounding like a line from one of silkstockingslover's stories.
"And they're a great accessory to enhance any outfit," Alex added.
"Are you guys from Queer Eye for the Straight Guy?" I joked.
"I don't even know what that is," Alex said, as Allen went into my closet.
"Never mind," I said, shaking my head. "You know I don't wear nylons, right?"
"You do whenever we're here," Alex said.
"I do, do I?" I said, raising an eyebrow at him.
"Yes, or we tell Mom you let us feel you up," Alex threatened.
"You wouldn't!" I gasped; my sister would never understand that happening, or that my intentions were actually pure and helpful.
"Probably not," Alex said. "But just put on the dress, a garter and stockings."
"When did you buy this?" I said, trying to process how they just happened to have bought lingerie for me... their aunt... by blood.
"A couple of weeks ago," Alex said, as Allen returned with a red dress of mine that was made for wearing in bars.
"Why?" I asked.
"To give you a makeover," Alex smiled
"I'm supposed to be doing that to you," I said, as I looked at the dress and said, "You guys can't expect me to wear this in public. It's a bar dress. I'll look like a slut."
"So?" Alex asked.
"And your point is?" Allen added.
"I'm not trying to dress you boys up like sluts. I'm just trying to help you become stylish and cool."
"Okay," Alex said, taking the dress back into my closet and returning with another. "How about this sexy black dress, with a white blouse, plus the white garter belt and bra set with matching stockings?"
"Okay," I said, the leather dress sexy as fuck, but long enough not to look like I was going to a bar to get fucked, "but if I wear this outfit for you, you boys have to behave yourselves for the rest of the day."
"We'll behave," they promised in unison.
"Okay, go and get dressed, while I do too," I said.
"Okay," they again both said in unison before they left... their cocks having never wavered in their salutes to me the entire time we'd been negotiating.
I don't know why I did this next thing, there was really no logical reason, but I quickly went back into the bathroom and shaved my legs and pussy, before putting on the sexy, expensive lingerie. The bra fit perfectly. How could they even know my size?
Once I was dressed, and deciding for some wicked reason to go commando, I took the boys shopping.
As we drove to the mall I asked, "How did you boys know my bra size?"
"Mom told us," Alex said.
"Yeah, plus we sure never went through your laundry hamper," Allen added, displaying the panties I was wearing last night, my very soiled panties, in his hand.
"You took my dirty panties out of my laundry hamper?" I asked, even though it seemed a rather redundant question.
"Yes, and man do you smell good," Allen added.
"Gross," I said, even though I'd been told I have a very sweet pussy scent.
"We're eighteen-year-old boys," Alex said. "What do you expect?"
"Just what you did," I laughed, shaking my head, "but not usually your aunt's."
"Most aunts aren't as hot as you are," Alex said.
"Well, that's true," I agreed playfully, as we reached the mall.
During the next three hours I bought them a few outfits, got their hair styled, and bought them a healthy lunch, where I had to put my foot down before they'd eat it, and then we headed to my studio, since I needed to teach a forty-five-minute class.
The boys did their usual whiplash staring, as they checked out every woman wearing her tight workout attire. I took them to my office and asked Trina, who I knew they each had a huge crush on, even though she was too young for their alleged mature tastes, to look after them while I taught my class.
Trina asked about my attire and I shrugged, "Just trying something new."
"Well, it works," she said.
"Thanks," I said, as I changed out of it and into my yoga attire, realizing when I saw her noticing, that no panties was perhaps a mistake.
I returned after my class, had a quick shower, and got back into my outfit chosen by the boys, and returned to my office, where both boys were busy on their phones.
"Did they behave?" I asked.
"They were a handful," Trina said.
"That I believe," I said, before adding, "let's go, boys."
"Come any time," Treena said.
"Oh, we will," Alex said, in the same confident way he'd been with me, which made me laugh. No way did he have a chance with Treena. She was dating the quarterback of the college team.
"It was fun," Treena added.
"Yes, yes, it was," Allen agreed, also in confident mode.
It was hilarious how the boys had thought Treena's natural friendliness was flirting. The boys left, and I joked, "I think the boys have a crush on you."
"They definitely do," Treena nodded.
"You have something white on your shirt," I said, it really standing out on the black fabric.
Treena scooped it up with her finger, licked it, and said, "Must be from my afternoon snack."
"Looks yummy," I said.
"It was delicious," she agreed, as I headed out.
...
On the ride home I said, "We're going to have a really good meal tonight."
"We deserve burgers and fries, since we were so well behaved today," Alex said.
"You were," I asked, as I suddenly realized that white stuff on Treena's shirt had looked like cum. But there was no way it was. No way they'd gotten to her. No way they'd be that brazen. No way would she cheat on her future 8-million-dollar-a-season quarterback.
"Yep, we were on our best behavior all day," Allen said.
"We didn't use our moves on you at all," Alex added
"I guess," I sighed, it being easier to give them what they wanted than to listen to them whine all night about my starving them to death; so burgers and fries it was for them, while I had a chicken salad.
After dinner Alex said, "It's time for your ointment."
"You're really concerned about my tattoo," I said.
"We don't want it to get infected," he said.
"So caring," I smiled, as I went to the bedroom to fetch the ointment.
"We really are," Alex agreed, as he followed me in.
"I don't need your help getting the ointment," I objected.
"I know, I'm just saving time," he said.
I laughed, "Sure."
I picked up the ointment, and was startled when Alex grabbed my dress and pulled it over my head. "Alex!"
"What?" he said, as he spun me around and pushed me face forward onto my bed. "I can't get to your tattoo with your dress in the way."
My pussy leaked slightly at being roughly pushed onto the bed. God, I loved a man who knew what he wanted, and just took it. "Make it quick," I said, not wanting to encourage him, and not wanting to let myself be tempted again by their surprisingly smooth moves and their big, fat cocks.
"This won't take long, Alex said, as he applied the ointment. "Interesting you decided not to wear any panties."
"I often go commando," I lied, something I actually did very rarely.
"I see," he said, his tone saying he didn't believe me. I've never been a convincing liar.
Once he was finished I went to get up, and was shocked when he grabbed me by the hips, flipped me over, and buried his face in my pussy.
"Alex, no," I moaned, as Allen, who'd stripped and had been watching from the doorway, came over and squeezed my tits through the bra they'd bought me, as his cock poked against my right temple.
"God you're hot, Aunt Cat," Allen observed as he admired me.
"I'm your aunt," I reminded them, as Alex attacked my pussy in a proficient way that only women had ever managed.
"And tonight you're our slut aunt," Alex rebutted, as Allen bent down, his cock suddenly resting on my forehead as he sucked my clit into his mouth, while Alex probed my pussy with his tongue.
It became obvious at this moment, they'd done this before. They'd been playing me ever since yesterday evening. No way could two brothers just out of the blue double team a pussy like this. "Oh God, boys," I moaned loudly, having never had two pairs of lips working my pussy.
"Like our moves, Aunt Cat?" Alex asked, just before I felt him spread my ass cheeks and begin to lick my asshole.
"Very impressive," I admitted with a loud moan, as their tongues were giving me intense pleasure, and the fat cock resting against my forehead was suddenly very, very appealing. Of course I should have pushed both of my chubby nephews off of me, but they now had me completely at their whim, as my arousal grew in response to their aggressive behavior and amazing tongues.
"We're going to give you pleasure unlike any you've ever had," Alex promised, as he licked my butthole and Allen devoured my pussy.
"This is so wrong," I moaned, even though by now I had no intention of stopping it... my orgasm was imminent.
"Do you want us to stop?" Alex asked, as his tongue returned to my pussy.
"I didn't say that," I whimpered, as Allen lay down beside me in a 69 orientation and positioned his fat cock at my lips.
"Go ahead Aunt Cat, you've been craving this meat all day," he urged, as he resumed eating my pussy.



"Fuck, you two are so bad," I said, before I opened my mouth and took his fat cock into my mouth.
"She's sucking me," Allen announced.
"About time," Alex said, as his tongue disappeared somewhere.
I backed off enough to complain, as I felt him get off the bed, "Get that tongue back in your aunt's pussy, Alex."

"Oh, I'm not going anywhere," he reassured me, as Allen slid his cock back into my mouth and began gently face fucking me, as he sucked on my clit.
I felt Alex get back onto the bed, gliding his hands up and down my nylon-clad legs, before I felt him slide his cock into me without warning.
My head immediately fell back spasmodically as he stretched my pussy enormously, and I screamed as I grabbed the bedsheets, "Oh fuck! You're so big! So fucking big!"
"I get that a lot," he said, as his cock kept going deeper into me.
"I can't believe you just shoved your cock in your aunt!" I cried as pleasure consumed me, and as Allen kept pleasuring my clit, and Alex filled me deeper and deeper until all eight inches of his snake were inside me.
He didn't respond, but as he looked down at me I asked, "So are you going to fuck me now, or what?"
"You sure this isn't wrong?" he asked with a smirk.
"Oh, it's definitely wrong, and we're definitely going to hell."
"Then we'd better stop."
"No, you'd better start fucking your aunt's cunt right... fucking... now!" I demanded, my morals blown to hell, because I needed to feel this hugely fat cock really pounding me.
"As you wish, Aunt Cat," Alex agreed as he started fucking me... and as if I were the teenage boy, it took him less than a dozen strokes, along with Allen's pussy licking, and I was coming!
"Oh my God! Fuck!" I screamed, as my entire body shook.
As I came, and as Alex kept fucking me, Allen straddled my upper torso, unclasped my bra, and slid his cock between my tits.
I squeezed them together and asked, even as pleasure continued swarming through me, "Do you like your Aunt Cat's big tits?"
"They're amazing!" he said, as both boys were now fucking me... in a very strange threesome.
As his fat cock fucked my tits, I leaned my head up and extended my tongue to lick his cock with, every time it came within range.
For three or four minutes, my pussy and tits were fucked while my first orgasm finally faded and a second wave was already on the rise.
"I want to fuck her now," Allen requested.
"Okay, then let's spit-roast her," Alex suggested.
"You two are really going to spit-roast your aunt?" I asked, as Alex pulled out of me, and I felt a gush of wetness leak out of me.
"Among other things," Allen said, as he rolled off of me, and I accommodatingly also rolled over and got onto all fours. I was fully on board now, no more resistance to anything!
Allen went behind me and slid his fat cock into my stretched pussy, and Alex knelt before me.
"Do you want Aunt Cat to suck this big, fat cock?" I asked.
"Only if you want to."
"You're such an ass," I said, as I leaned forward and sucked my own cunt cum off of his big dick.
"And you're such a slut, just like the rest of them," he retorted.
I wanted to ask who the rest of them were ... Treena now looking like a real possibility... but who else?
"Fuck, she's so tight," Allen said, as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of me.
"Yeah, she's like a virgin," Alex agreed.
"For cocks like ours she probably is."
After a couple minutes of sucking and getting fucked, I felt Allen's finger at my asshole. "I knew she'd like us."
"How about a finger in your ass, Aunt Cat?" Alex offered, pulling his cock out of my hungry mouth so I could reply.
"God yes, one of you finger my ass while you both fuck me with your big, fat cocks," I answered lustfully, hungrily taking Alex's cock back in my mouth.
"I love this new Aunt Cat," Allen said, as he slid his finger into my rarely entered asshole.
"Yeah, she's our Slutty Aunt Cat, aren't you, slut?" Alex asked, as I bobbed on his cock like a cock hungry slut.
"Yes, yes, exactly! I'm your Slutty Aunt Cat!" I agreed, not wanting this wild, taboo experience ever to end, as Allen's cock and finger worked in unison to fuck two of my holes, as I was triple penetrated for the first time ever.
Alex slid his cock back into my mouth and ordered, "Now you do the work, Aunt Cat. We're just going to hang out here and let you suck my dick and fuck yourself on Allen's."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I obeyed his order, and began rocking back and forth, taking most of Alex's cock in my mouth before bouncing back and taking all of Allen's eight inches in my pussy.
It was awkward at first trying to find a smooth rhythm, but after a minute or so I was expertly bouncing back and forth... another orgasm rising quickly inside me. Truth was, I'd never been so hot, never felt so alive as I was during these moments, while I was spit-roasted by my chubby, big-dicked nephews. It was so fucking wrong, and yet it felt so fucking right!
Another couple of minutes, sweat pouring down my face, I erupted again, collapsing forward as I did.
"I think she's ready for it, little bro," Alex said, as his cock slipped out of my mouth while I lay collapsed on the bed, trembling uncontrollably.
"Yeah, she's definitely ready for it," Allen agreed.
"You want even more? Ready for what?" I asked weakly, the energy in my body completely usurped by the intensity of that second orgasm.
"Don't worry, Slutty Aunt Cat. We're professionals!" Alex bragged/reassured, as he lay down on the bed with his dick pointing at the ceiling.
"Professionals at what?" I asked, knowing both of them still needed to come.
"Come straddle me, Aunt Cat," he ordered.
"I'm not sure I have enough energy left to do anything," I said, even as I dragged myself across the bed to him, wetness still leaking out of my well fucked pussy, likely leaving a snail trail behind.
"Oh, you'll find your second wind, once both of our cocks are inside you," Alex reassured me.
"You two are insatiable," I smiled, as I straddled his cock and wearily lowered my cunt onto it.
"So what are you two boys professionals at?" I asked, as ever so slowly I began to ride him, looking around and not seeing Allen in the room anymore.
"Giving you sixteen inches of cock," he replied.
"Half of it in the ass," Allen added from behind me.
"We're about to DP you," Alex said.
My eyes went wide and I gasped, "DP?! I can't! You can't! You're both too big!"
Allen said, as I looked back and saw him lubing his cock, "Relax, Slutty Aunt Cat. You're going to love this."
"There's is no way that cock is going to fit inside my ass," I appraised. Sure, I'd been ass fucked a few times, and I'd actually enjoyed it. I'd even taken eight inches back there when I was dating a black basketball player; but none of those invaders had come anywhere close to being as fat as my two nephews.
"Oh, you'll be surprised what a slut's asshole can take when she's ready for it," Alex said inexorably, as Allen climbed onto the bed behind me.
Allen had also lubed his finger, and he ordered, "Lean forward, Slutty Aunt Cat."
"Okay," I obeyed, feeling compelled to do as I was told. Besides, he really did have an air of knowing what he was doing.
Alex leaned up and kissed me as I felt a finger slip inside my ass.
For a couple of minutes Alex kissed me while Allen fingered my ass, wiggled his finger around, and was obviously gaping me to prep my backdoor for his monster cock.
"Ready to be DP'd?" Alex asked.
"Not really."
"But you want to be DP'd, don't you?" Alex asked, as Allen pulled his finger out of me and brought the tip of his cock to my asshole.
"Kind of," I admitted.
"Say it, Aunt Cat, tell us what you want," Alex insisted, as I felt Allen's cock poking at my rosebud.
"Fine," I sighed, "Yes, I want to be double penetrated by my two big-cocked nephews. So kindly slide that fat cock in my asshole Allen, and make me your three-hole fuck slut."
"Shit, I knew she'd be game," Allen said, as he slid his dick into my asshole.
"Mother fucker!!" I screamed, as I felt his cock break through my anal ring and enter my rectum, even while his brother's dick was buried deep inside my pussy!
"Not at the moment," Alex quipped.
"Aunt fucker then," I corrected, while until now, I'd never experienced pleasure or pain at such heights. Both huge cocks were filling my ass and pussy to an extent that it was surprising they weren't touching inside me.
"Sixteen inches inside you," Alex smiled.
"I'm so fucking full, "I groaned, pleasure and pain warring inside me.
"Yeah, you look so hot with our dicks buried in your holes," Allen said, as he began slowly to fuck my ass.
"Yes, fuck my ass," I moaned, rooting for the pleasure to consume the pain.
"Oh yeah, I've been looking forward to this moment for a while," Allen said.
"Then show me what you got," I said, not wanting a slow fuck, but a rough one.
"As you wish," Allen said, before asking, "ready bro?"
"Yeah, let's do it," Alex said.
"Do what?" I asked, but I didn't require a verbal answer, as they both started vigorously fucking me in unison. "Oh, fucking God!" I screamed.
"You like this, Slutty Aunt Cat?" Allen asked.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck yes, I love it, fuck, oh God," I babbled, the two cocks pistoning in and out of me like a well oiled machine.
Allen grabbed a handful of my hair and asked, "What's your name?"
I answered in complete lust, "Slut... Slutty Aunt Cat!"
Alex added, as he bucked his ass up to fill me so completely, "And what are you?"
"I'm... I'm... I'm... your cock taking, cum craving aunt!"
"And don't you forget it, slut!" Allen barked, as they both really drilled me, and I flailed around like a Raggedy Ann doll.
"Never!" I moaned.
"You'll be our fuck toy whenever we need to bust a nut?" Alex asked.
"Oh yes, give me lots of your cock and cum!" I agreed.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Alex said.
"Me too, bro," Allen said.
"Come in my holes, studs, fill me with your cum," I cried, always loving the feeling of a load filling any of my holes.
"Fuck then, take it," Allen grunted, and deposited a high powered load that I'm certain was jetted deep into my bowels.
"Yes, fill my asshole," I moaned, another orgasm about to course through me.
Alex erupted seconds later with his own huge load, instantly triggering my orgasm as I screamed, "Fuck, I'm coming!!"
I felt backwards, Allen's cock remaining in my ass as he wrapped his arms around me for anchorage, and as Alex's cock slipped out of my pussy, I fountained excessive pussy juices everywhere, like normally you only see in porn, liberally splashing down onto Alex's body, into his open mouth, and across his entire face.
"Shit, that was new! "Allen exclaimed.
"Fuck, you got me right in the eye!" Alex complained with a wry chuckle.
My pussy and ass were both still in full spasm as I attempted to catch my breath long enough to speak. "I-I-I'm sorry... I-I've never done anything like that before."
Alex laughed, "That's alright, Slutty Aunt Cat. You did well."
Allen agreed, as if I were the young tyro, and they the proficient veterans, "Yeah, you did well. For one thing, you're still conscious!"
"Thanks, I guess," I said, Allen's cock still buried in my ass.
"I'm serious, our Mom passed out for several minutes the first time we DP'd her," Alex said, a wicked smile crossing his face.
His words didn't connect at first, my still being so overwhelmed from what we'd just done, and the orgasm that was still sending post-tremors through me. Then my eyes went wide. "Wait... What? You... you're saying... you two fucked... Cassie? Your mother? My sister?!"
""Yeah, it was our eighteenth birthday present," Allen said, as Alex rolled off the bed and grabbed his phone, that it seemed had been on my dresser the entire time.
"No way," I said, my sister having always been the good girl. They were just bullshitting me.
"We'll explain everything; but before we do, I have to take a pic," Alex said, as he slid his cock in my mouth and I heard a shutter click. And then there was a noticeable pause while he did something, don't ask me what.
When he finally pulled out, I asked, very concerned about having photographic evidence existing of a crime, incest being very, very illegal, "What was that for?"
"You'll see in a moment," Alex said, as I collapsed forward, and Allen's cock at long last slipped out of my very gaped asshole.
"I think you broke me," I said, completely spent.
Alex's phone rang, and he immediately clicked on it. He looked into it saying, "Hi, Mom."
"Mom!" I gasped.
"Yeah, she's right here," Alex said, and then handed me his phone. I was suddenly staring at my sister with my bare tits on full display!
"Oh my God, Cassie!" I said, mortified to be caught doing what I'd just done with her children. "I'm so sorry!"
"Hey Cat," she smiled broadly. "It's okay."
"No it's not, it's horrible!" I moaned, guilt coursing through me at the reality of what I'd just done.
"Hey, slutty sister-in-law," Alfred greeted brightly, and now his ugly face was on the screen.
"What's going on, Alfred?" I asked, thoroughly annoyed at his calling me a slut, even after what I'd just done.
"Calm down, slut!" Alfred barked in a commanding tone I'd never before heard from him.
"I-I-I... I stammered.
"I'm sure you've been wondering how I turned your big sister into my slut. And how I knew my two boys would be fucking your slut holes as well as their mother's once they were of legal age. Well, I'll tell you how. It was easy, because you're both sluts. Sluts for powerful men with big cocks. Aren't you, slut?"
"Yes, Master," my sister said as the camera panned across her, and this time she was the one with her bare tits on full display, along with the red nylons she was wearing, and that she was being fucked by some older guy .
"I-I.I..." I stammered, unable to finish a sentence. I hadn't wondered anything that Alfred had speculated, because I hadn't known any of what he'd assumed I knew. But from what I was seeing in Alex's phone, along with the inexplicably practiced skill with which my young nephews had led me by the nose ever since last night, it was all beginning to make sense!
"As you may already know, I'm out of town visiting family. Then once I'm done fucking my uncle's slutty new wife and he's finished fucking your slutty sister this time around, we'll be arriving home tomorrow evening at 6:00."
He then aimed his phone at his cock, which was being sucked by a girl way younger than any of them. "Stop sucking, slut."
The blonde did, and he pulled out his cock to reveal a massive fucking ten-inch cock, even longer than his sons', that was also just as thick, if not even thicker than theirs.
"Holy fuck," I said without even realizing I was speaking. I was just so captivated by his cock!
"I know," he chuckled. "That's why your sister married an ugly guy like me. Size matters."
"Oh yes, fuck me, please fuck me in front of my sister," Cassie moaned, as she gazed with lust-filled eyes into the phone.
"I expect you to be waiting for me in my house, on the floor in front of my bed, on your hands and knees, with your ass in the air, wearing the outfit I left for you on the bed," he instructed me, as Alex flipped me onto my back and slid his cock back inside me.
"Oooooh," I moaned.
"Is that understood, my sister-in-law slut?" he asked.
After a pause, he aimed his phone back to his cock before he slid it back in the blonde's mouth, and I responded shamelessly, like the slut my nephews had made me into with their big, fat cocks and their well-practiced expertise, "Yes."
"Good," he said. "Tonight I have a young, newly married slut to sodomize," he said. "But tomorrow night this cock is all yours."
"Oh God," I moaned, both because of Alex slamming into my pussy again, and at the reality that tomorrow I'd be the recipient of a ten-inch snake.
"By the way, I hope you like pussy, because I've promised the boys they'll get to watch a sister 69."
"Oh God," I moaned again, my pussy gushing yet again at the realization that even after the wild, taboo sin I'd participated in today... it was only the beginning. I responded enthusiastically, "I'll eat my sister's cunt until she comes all over my face!" Then I raised my voice and called out, "Did you hear that, Cassie?"
"Can't wait!" I heard her call back.
"Fuck, that's so hot," Allen said, as he slid his cock in my mouth... a cock that was recently inside my ass.
"Have fun, sister-in-law slut," Alfred said before hanging up.
Twenty minutes later, I swallowed a load from Alex, and took a facial from Allen.
We then went downstairs, all of us naked except for my stockings and garter, and gamed for two hours like we had yesterday before everything had gotten crazy.
Of course with them being young and virile, the night ended back in my bedroom with a marathon fuck session, a second DP, and two more loads filling my pussy and ass.
We all crashed together in my bed... each of us completely spent... and was cum oozed out of my asshole slowly, a reminder of the wicked sins I had completed today, I was somehow completely at ease with everything we'd done, and oddly excited for everything I'd be doing tomorrow with my sister and her family... especially that ten inch cock somehow attached to a fat boring nerd like Albert.
Fuck... life could be crazy.
Only the beginning.....
Coming soon:
Chubby Fuckers: Birthday with Mom
Cat arrives as instructed to find her sister already there and learns the crazy story of how her sister ended up a Mommy-pet for her two sons.
Chubby Fuckers: Family Orgy
Alfred arrives and the two sisters become complete submissive sluts for the three big-dicked men.
Chubby Fuckers: Grandma Arrives
In the final chapter Grandma comes for a visit and discovers the joys of grandson sex.
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