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        Jasmine goes to a gloryhole for nine BBCs.
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Summary: Jasmine goes to a gloryhole for 9 BBC's.
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 seven 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).
Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret decade-long author identity plus her recent indiscretions, and (without difficulty) convinces him to join in on a wife-swapping foursome. He thoroughly enjoys it (and especially Babygirl), and the future looks bright!

You know when you wake up hungover you regret everything you did the night before... well that wasn't remotely how I felt when I woke up on Sunday morning, still wearing only my sex-soiled stockings.
After our dinner guests (and wild sex partners) had left, my husband ate my pussy to yet another orgasm and we went directly to bed, both of us totally spent from our very first foursome (both individually and as a couple).
I rolled over and saw David still sleeping. I smiled as I replayed the previous night, and how it had gone far better than I could have possibly imagined.
David not only was okay with my being silkstockingslover, he actually read my stories. All of them! He'd turned out to be one of my biggest fans.
Deciding to awaken him in the fashion he considered the only proper way to wake up a man, I carefully, so as not to awaken him before I was ready, pulled the sheets off of him, and moved my face to his flaccid cock.
I didn't do this too often, but it was always fun when I did. Waking a man from his slumber by first encouraging his cock to get up and open its eye to face the day, was always pretty fun. It took longer to harden this way, since I was doing it before his brain was up to processing what was happening, but his cock was soon completely erect, with his enlivened brain also joining in on his morning wake-up call.
He asked groggily, "Didn't you get enough sex last night?"
"Your call, sweetheart. Do you want me to stop?" I asked, looking up at him as he wiped sleep from his eyes.
"I didn't say that," he smiled, as he looked between his legs at me .
"Then keep calm and enjoy your wake-up call," I said, misquoting the hot t-shirt Babygirl had worn the first time we'd been intimate, as I resumed sucking his cock, thinking that a nice load before breakfast was always a good thing for both parties... from my viewpoint it was a delicious homemade protein shake.
"I can do that," he agreed, as I slowly sucked his cock for a few minutes until he warned me he was about to come; he knew I loved swallowing, but was always the gentleman (well, sometimes instead he was a dominant fucker), so he gave me fair warning. "Get ready."

He wasn't asking me if I was going to swallow, he was just letting me know my warm breakfast load was about to arrive.
I continued sucking, and received my sweet/savory treat a few bobs later.
"Oooooooh," he groaned, as he coated my throat with his warm, creamy cum.
I swallowed some of it down, but I also retained some of his load, and recalling his eagerness to eat Daddy's cream pie from me last night, I crawled up and kissed him, surprising him by shoving his fresh cum back into his mouth... my version of recycling.
I usually close my eyes when I kiss, but this time I just had to watch, as he realized his own cum was inside his mouth. It took him a moment to process, but then his eyes went wide, and we were still eye to eye as I kept my tongue in his mouth.
Wordlessly, just using my eyes, I told him Swallow it, it and he did as we continued kissing for another minute or two.
"I can't believe you just did that," he said.
"I can't believe you just swallowed your own cum," I smiled delightedly.
"What choice did I have? he asked.
"Not to swallow it," I shrugged. I then added, "But I'm glad you did! It's hot seeing you eating man cum."
"Really?" he asked, looking a little rattled and uncomfortable with what had just happened, and with the implications of this conversation.
"You've read all my stories, so you must know how much I enjoy the idea of married men secretly sucking cock, or even just wanting to suck cock," I said, wondering whether this was something David was actually interested in.
"Yes, I still can't believe you're the one and only silkstockingslover."
"Are you okay with it?"
"Fuck yeah," he said, "except for you didn't tell me sooner. Do you know how many loads I've shot in bathrooms, hotel rooms, and even in my truck, while I was reading your stories?"
"Nine?" I joked.
"Nine hundred, maybe," he said. "Probably more. And to think that the twisted and inventive woman who originally dreamed up so many of my recurring fantasies is the actual one I sleep with, is fucking surreal."
"I always worried you'd be mad if you found out," I admitted.
"Mad?" he said. "I've even emailed you a few times, and you always responded; which by the way, is damned impressive."
"We've corresponded?" I asked, this pillow talk getting more and more surreal.
"Yeah, you even gave me some good advice," he said, and then paused, suddenly looking like he'd just said the wrong thing.
"What? What advice did I give you?" I asked, curious about whether I'd accidentally enhanced my own sex life.
"Um, nothing," he said sheepishly, now avoiding eye contact.
"What was it? Remember how Daddy said there should be no more secrets or lies between us, and why that's important," I reminded him, now curious as hell to know what secret kink he was ashamed of. I placed my hand gently on his bare leg and added, "You've read my stories, so you know all my fantasies. Some of them are way out there, and you don't appear to be judging me for any of them!"
"I guess yes I have, and yes I do, and no I don't," he laughed awkwardly while I parsed the intricacies of what he'd just said. He appeared to be agreeing with everything I'd just said.
"So what dirty taboo fantasy can I help you to fulfill?" I asked. "Or have you already fulfilled it?"
"I plead the Fifth," he said.
"Tell me," I said. "I won't judge you... guaranteed. Now that you know all my secrets, you should know that for certain."
"Well... ummm... you're not the only one who's explored some same sex activity," he revealed, which actually did shock me. I'd gotten excited by imagining him with Daddy's dick in his mouth, and even in his ass, but I never thought it was a possibility. He was a man's man through and through... although if I've learned only one thing from ten years of writing erotica and corresponding with thousands of people about their feedback, it's that nobody... absolutely nobody... is the way they appear to most people. Not even porn stars who are judged one way and yet are just like everybody else.
I've chatted with people about every possible fantasy there is, and there are some that are real (or at least I've been told they were... yes, I do understand it's the internet, and people can lie about anything at all). For example:
-a family who on their daughter's 18th birthday held a sexual celebration with her that included all of the adults in her extended family, and which culminated in a bukkake all over the Birthday Girl:

-a teenager (of legal age, of course), who's similar to the Bree character in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series, in that she brags of having dozens of pets
-a white girl who only seduces black, Asian and Latina women, and who has dozens of pets of all ages
-a guy who gets paid to fuck women in senior care facilities
-a family celebration held where the women were in charge, and all the men cross-dressed, got pegged, and if they wanted to get off, were expected to service each other orally

-a couple who only fuck other people while the other one watches, but never each other
-a black linebacker on an NFL team who services a few of his white teammates
-a Priest who gets serviced by naughty parishioners while he gives his sermon
-A married woman who pays her babysitter by eating her out every time

-a fireman who loves getting his ass fucked (which if you're like me and picture every firefighter as an Adonis, is wickedly wild)
- a wife who was submissive to every member (regardless of gender) in her husband's family (and he didn't know)
-a nurse in her late forties who loves to fuck her patients

Not to mention the countless men who either do, or who fantasize about, being cuckolded, sucking cock, getting pegged, cross dressing or even being remade into complete sissies. (Far more men have a submissive side than I could ever have imagined before I became a writer.)
Not to leave out the women... I believe that given the opportunity, every woman has a secret sexual side they'd love to set free, including: exploring their lesbian side, and many older women love the idea of being dominated by a younger woman; also, many older women would love to have a 'boy toy with benefits' at their disposal, or some of them just want to be fucked by a stranger; some have BBC fantasies, some want to be fisted, some want to wear a strap-on and peg a man (or their own man), and some even want to be cuckqueaned by watching younger (and prettier, which is rubbed in their faces) women fucking their husbands.
All of these are fantasies people have shared with me many times over ten years. Truth!
The moral of all this is simple, although I've just babbled lengthily about it: all men and women have sexual fantasies they keep very secret from almost everyone, most of us aren't fulfilling them, which often leads to discontent in our relationships, which then often leads to bitterness, frequently followed by either divorce, cheating, or at the least, unhappy marriages.
I said, my hand remaining on his leg to keep him calm and feeling loved, which I think was working, "Whatever you and I did before last night is in the past, and we need to consider that past as just one extremely long hall pass. So going forward there's no judging between us, just acceptance. But we still need to tell each other everything, whether it's things from the past or in the present, so that each of us will know how best to please the other. Plus, I've already told you everything I've done. If you want a refresher, you can re-read my Twenty, Twenty-One and Twenty-Two Questions essays, and also ask me any questions you'd care to."
"In both realms, you've told them to me in vivid detail," he smiled.
"You didn't like my descriptive retelling last night?"
"Oh, I loved it!"
"So spill it, lover, your naughty wife wants to know. Did you do something with another woman?"
"No."
"An alien?" I smiled.
"No," he laughed.
"A shemale with huge tits and a big dick?"
"I wish."
"Good to know. So then, was it a guy?"
"Yes, and the decision was based on your sage advice."
"So it was partly my fault; got it. But I encouraged you to be with a guy?" I asked, wondering which of the many men who email me for advice he'd been. Hardly anyone gives me their real name, of course.
"Your exact words were, 'You will always wonder and regret until you try it,'" he said.
"That certainly does sound like me," I nodded, advice I'd given to many men and women who had a fantasy that had become a curiosity to distraction, or an obsession.
"I've only done it twice," he said. "Both times in the past month."
"So, we each broke our vows around the same time," I smiled, trying to make this confession easier for him.
"Weird, hey?"
"No, it was Fate," I corrected. "With a capital 'W'. We were Fated to explore our true sexual selves, to find out who we truly are, and then both of us to give and receive one hundred and five percent unconditional support from our spouse."
"You certainly have mine," he assured me.
"And you have mine," I said. "So I'll just ask you direct questions, since you're still struggling to force out the words. Did you suck two different men's cocks on two different occcasions?"
"Yes," he nodded.
"Did they suck you?"
"No."
"Did you fuck them?"
"No," he admitted, "but."
"But what?" I asked. "You got fucked?"
"No," he said. "but I wanted to. I just couldn't go through with it."

"Swallow, facial, or spit-it-out?" I asked.
"I swallowed the first guy's load, and the second time I took a facial," he said before adding, "I can't believe I'm telling you this."
"You're telling me all this because you somehow know that I'd love to see you with a cock in your mouth, a load all over your face, and even a dick in your ass," I said bluntly, being absolutely truthful, but also trying to relax my still very clearly ashamed and uncomfortable husband.
"You're just saying that," he demurred.
"Not so. It was only last night that I wished I could see you sucking and getting fucked by Daddy," I told him. "Truth."
"Really?"
"What can I say? I'm a sick fucker," I shrugged.
"You're my sick fucker," he corrected me.
"Yes, I'm definitely your sick fucker," I nodded. "You're stuck with me for life."
"On that note, do you really want to have sex with your sisters?"
"Yes. But don't you want to watch me do it? And to fuck them yourself?"
"I refuse to answer that dangerous question, on the grounds of wanting to remain married to my sick fucker of a wife," he smirked.
"Did you like sucking cock?"
"Yeah, it was very different from being with you," he said, and then added, not wanting to hurt my feelings, "Not in a better way, just a different way."
"No worries, I understand; eating pussy is different from sucking cock," I said. "Which you'll learn when you begin reading the story we're currently living, is why I didn't feel very guilty about cheating on you for having sex with Babygirl, but I really did after having sex with Daddy. When I was thinking at all that is, which I was too obsessed to manage at the time."
"That makes sense," he nodded.
"But both genders are amazing," I said. "In different ways."
"Both genders are," he nodded. "Which I can now say from experience."
"Sooooo..." I said, "Nobody has ever gotten lucky with this cute ass of yours. Is that what you're saying?"
"I can see where you're going with this," he said before asking, "and when did you get yourself a strap-on?"
"Very recently," I said, before adding, "I've only used it once, and that was on Babygirl about a week ago."
"Well, that is a crying shame," he said. "Not that you used it on Babygirl, of course."
"Sooooo... does my husband want to get pegged?"
"I don't not want to be pegged."
"Don't play that game with double negatives that equal a positive with me," I said, kissing him.
After a minute I asked, super excited to explore being the one wearing the cock again, "So, do you want to get fucked... this morning?"
"You know, Jasmine," he drawled, "I'm not some cheap slut you can just fuck on a whim. I need to be romanced," he smirked, a line I often used on him before I ended up with his dick in one of my holes.
"I love you," I said, "sweetheart," getting out of bed. "There. That's the foreplay."
As I went to grab my strap-on, David's phone rang.
"Don't you dare fucking answer that," I demanded, his cell ringing at this time of the morning only meaning one thing... work.
"Hello," he said just as I finished my demand. I glared at him, even though I knew he had to answer it.
I stopped going for my strap-on, waiting to see if he had to leave. He was supposed to be home for at least five days before going away again for several days or more, but this was the time of year when shit usually hit the fan.
"When?" he said, giving me an apologetic look, one that told me he was leaving soon. "Yeah, I understand," he continued, before adding, "you're going to get me divorced, you know." He shook his head in dismay at me before adding, "See you soon."
He hung up and I asked, perturbed, "When?"
"Now," he said.
"Now, now?" I asked.
"There's a major fire at an oil plant in Alaska," he said.
"You're going to Alaska?" I asked, even though it was obvious.
"Yeah," he said, getting out of bed.
"For how long?"
"You don't want to know," he said as he grabbed his robe.
"How long?" I asked again tersely.
"Two weeks, likely," he said.
"Fuck," I said.
"I know," he said. "I'm super frustrated; we still have a lot to talk about."
"And a lot to do together," I added.
"Rain check?" he asked, kissing me.
"Definitely," I nodded. "Have fun up there if you get the chance, and I'll want to hear all about it. But... I'm the one who gets to be the first to fuck your virgin ass!"
"Words I never imagined hearing you saying," he laughed, as I slapped his ass.
"This is just the beginning," I promised.
"I hope so," he said, before adding, "come and join me in the shower."
"For sure! I'm getting one more dicking before you leave, whether you like it or not."
"If I have to," he whined in a begrudging tone, like he often did teasingly when I demanded that he fuck me.



"You have to," I insisted, leading him to the shower.
An hour later my pussy had been filled and then licked clean, then he was gone, and I was alone on my laptop, writing more of this Best of Both Worlds story you're now reading months after I am writing this.
I wrote all morning, wanting to tell the entire story (to date) while it was still fresh in my head.
I'd written and illustrated forty more pages, when my phone rang.
"Hi, Mistress," Babygirl greeted.
"Hey girl," I said, my discouraged tone of voice unable to conceal that I was upset.
She sensed it and asked, "What's wrong?'
"David was sent to Alaska this morning."
"What? Really?"
"Yeah, he's already on a private plane and in the air; I got an 'I love you, I'm truly sorry' text fifteen minutes ago."
"Shit," she said. "For how long?"
"He's not sure, it's an oil plant on fire. But probably a couple of weeks," I said.
"Want me to come over?" she asked.
"Naaaah, I'm just writing part three of our story," I said, not feeling horny at all.
"Then if we're not having sex, you're not my Mistress right now; you're my upset friend, so I'm taking you out for lunch," she said decisively. "I'll be picking you up in thirty minutes. Be ready and dressed, sexy."
"Just for lunch?" I asked.
"Yeah, but you never know what dessert might turn out to be," she said, and then hung up before I had a chance to agree or disagree.
As I worked on an illustration of her ass fucking me, I thought to myself how crazy it would be if we actually did end up as more than just sex partners, as close friends. It wouldn't be the craziest possibility, as we had so much in common in unusual ways.
I wrote for a few more minutes before changing out of my 'I'm-so-sad-and-lonely-sweats', and into some nylons, and a short skirt and blouse. An outfit that was sexy, but casual-ish, for wherever she was taking me for lunch.
We ended up in a quaint restaurant on the other side of town. The place was a little rundown, but they served amazing food.
We chatted about almost everything, agreeing beforehand not to discuss sex at all: our kids, our jobs, our husbands (outside of the bedroom), favourite places to travel and hobbies; and we learned that we really did have an awful lot in common.
It was awesome just to chat with someone who obviously cared about me; and right now I mean she truly cared about my welfare.
To tell each other some personal truths.
To cultivate a new friendship.
God, I hoped our having sex wouldn't prevent us from becoming close friends... neither of us fazed that each other's husbands' dicks had been inside all three of our holes at various points last night.
"So, I have a surprise for you," she said.
"Is it chocolate?" I asked, being the first one to break our rule about no sex talk... although I could have been hoping for some chocolate cake or ice cream for dessert.... Of course, I wasn't.
"It is," she nodded.
"I'm all in," I said, immediately craving her pussy.
"See that place across the street?" she asked.
"Yeah," I nodded. "The one with the sign reading 'The Dive'.
"Yeah," she nodded, "it's not to far off from location you have often written about."
"Wrote about it?" I asked.
"As a woman with your filthy imagination would expect, it's a bar that specializes in making white women's fantasies come true," she said.
"Reeeeeeally?" I asked, intrigued... my pussy tinging... like my 'The Pit' bar where white women wore nylon coloured stockings to let other black men use them in every possible way imaginable.
"Yeah, although it being Sunday, the bar isn't open until later," she said. "By the way, there are no nylon colours involved... but there is lots and lots of clack cock usually."
"You're killing me," I joked, some anonymous black cock suddenly sounding like a great distraction from today's unexpected loneliness.
"But if you go through the side door right there," she pointed, "it leads you directly into a men's bathroom, with a couple of...."
"A couple of what?" I asked, curious.
"A couple of holes in convenient places," she smiled gleefully, as if she were Santa, and I was a little girl receiving the bicycle I'd been longing for. "I shouldn't have to spell it out for you."
"It has gloryholes?" I asked, both surprised and excited about my shiny new bicycle! A gloryhole was indeed an item on my fuck-it list.
"Yeah," she nodded. "And it just opened for the day."
"And you're suggesting that..."
"That you go over there and get your pent-up frustrations washed away by a flood of black dick cum," she did spell it out.
"I could sure use a way to get rid of all this frustration and anger," I agreed.
"Then go," she ordered. "I'll wait here for you."
"Right here?"
"No, just text me when you're done," she said. "There are a couple of boutiques nearby, where I can do some shopping."
"Okay," I said, leaping to my feet with some urgency.
"I'll handle the bill, just go and get yourself some dessert."
"I will," I nodded, leaning down and kissing her lips.
I stood back up, and an older couple was staring at me in shock. I couldn't resist asking them, "What, you've never seen a white girl kiss her black slave?"
Babygirl made my quip perfect by wishing me brightly (and loudly), "Have a great time with all those big black cocks, Mistress!"
I then left, while Babygirl sauntered to the register to pay, I'm sure leaving the couple flabbergasted.
As I crossed the street, I felt a huge rush at the idea of sucking cock through a gloryhole. I'd fantasized about doing this for years, before I'd even started writing... sucking strangers' cock... strangers who would never see me at the time, and thus who couldn't ever recognize me afterwards.
I walked up to the door.
Stopped.
Took a deep breath.
Stood up tall and proud, and sauntered inside.
The bathroom was, not unexpectedly, sketchy as fuck.
But empty.
I sighed.
I'm not sure what I'd expected to find... a line of young, well-hung black studs just waiting for me to show up, perhaps.
I was so horny just from the looks and significance of where I was, that I figured rather than giving up immediately, I might as well wait for a few minutes and see if anything happened. I walked around a corner and found myself facing a couple of toilet stalls with no doors. I went into a stall and sat down on the toilet seat, and sure enough, there was a gloryhole in the right-hand wall. I didn't need to wait even a minute before I heard the door to the outside open and close. I took a deep breath and waited.

Twenty seconds later, a nice, long black cock popped through the clearly labeled hole.

I stared at the stranger's cock for a moment, until a gruff voice informed me, "It's not gonna suck itself, bitch."
"Sorry Sir," I oddly felt the need to apologize after being called a bitch, before I knelt down on the floor, wishing I'd brought something to protect my knees from the filthy bathroom, and I began to stroke his cock.
"I didn't come here for a hand job, bitch," he growled. "Get sucking."
"Sorry Sir," I repeated, before leaning forward and taking my second ever black cock in my mouth (yes, I'd already had Daddy's dick in my mouth a few times, but this was my second different black cock).
"That's better," he said, as I began slowly bobbing.

I bobbed for three or four minutes as he simply moaned and groaned, until he suddenly, without any warning, erupted his load into my mouth.
Unfazed, David having prepared me well, I swallowed every drop.
He pulled out and said, "Thanks, bitch, that was pretty good."
"No, thank you," I replied, as I was suddenly alone on my knees.
Although only for a few seconds, as unbeknownst to me, another guy had entered the bathroom, and his cock suddenly emerged before me.
Not wanting to be rude, and of course, wanting more black cock, I leaned forward and took this much fatter black cock into my mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck my fat dick," a voice groaned, as the thick cock really stretched my mouth.

I bobbed for a couple of minutes, taking the majority of his dick in my mouth, discovering a gloryhole had one fundamental flaw: because of the partition, I couldn't deep throat anyone's entire cock.
"Oh yeah, that's great, keep taking it all," he moaned.
I thought to myself I can't, but I did take all that I could.

A couple minutes later I was swallowing my second load in ten minutes, as he too without warning, silently shot his creamy cum in my mouth, just assuming I was going to swallow. Of course I did, and willingly, but his assumption was a little out there... you should at least tell your cock sucker you're about to deposit your load in her mouth.... It's the courteous thing to do. But I suppose calling your faceless cock sucking whore a bitch is also considered discourteous in some circles.
"Thanks," he said, as his cock disappeared from view.
I replied, "You're most welcome," and sat back up on the toilet seat.
I pondered whether to wait for more, or to leave.
I'd really enjoyed being on my knees and sucking black cock, but it had had an uncomfortable side effect: my pussy was on fire.
I figured I should leave, and have Babygirl extinguish it with her amazing tongue.
As I pondered, my decision was made for me when someone new came into the bathroom.
I mindlessly returned to my knees, my mouth already watering in anticipation for BBC number three.
I didn't have to wait long.
A big cock slid through the hole and its owner said, "Here ya go."
I laughed slightly, saying, "Indeed," before taking it into my mouth.

This cock was huge.
After a minute or so the guy ordered, "Gag on my dick, slut."
I tried to obey, and I deep throated it the best I could... thankful to have had Daddy's big dick to practice on.

"Hold it in deep, so it's tickling your tonsils, slut," he demanded.
I obeyed, holding his long dong deep inside my throat for a good thirty seconds before backing off, saliva dripping down my chin.

"Oh yeah, you're worthy," he said. His voice was beginning to sound slightly familiar, but I didn't think he was anyone I knew.
"Thank you Sir," I said, as I wiped the saliva from my face. "You have a very nice cock."
"Thanks, but I mean you're worthy to have this dick inside that white pussy of yours," he clarified.
"Oh!" I said, a little surprised to hear that. I'd only come here to suck a cock or two, but now I was already on my third, so my pussy was on fire, so I really liked the idea. Yet, I wasn't so sure. Yes, it was big. Yes, it was black. And yes, I needed cock. But sucking a complete stranger, and fucking one in plain sight, perhaps face to face, were two very different things.
"Back that sweet pussy onto my dick," he ordered. "We both know you want it."
I did want it.
I did want it very bad.
And the way he wanted it, unlike how I'd visualized doing it, was still completely anonymous.
I sighed to myself, and thought Fuck it... literally... as I hiked up my skirt and slid my very wet pussy directly onto his cock, which slipped inside with ease.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "what a tight wet pussy."
"Your big cock got me all hot and bothered," I moaned, as I began to move back onto the cock, using the opposite wall of my stall for balance.
"You white sluts can't ever get enough of this dick," he bragged.

"I can certainly see why," I moaned, as my orgasm was already building quickly, from the wild cock sucking and from this kinky situation.
"Faster, slut," he ordered. "Fuck yourself on my big black cock."
"Okayyyy," I moaned, as I began to bounce back on his cock more rapidly.
He wasn't fucking me, I was fucking him, while fucking myself. I furiously bounced on his cock, giving myself quite the workout, as I desperately tried to get myself off.
"I want you to come all over my dick, my little white slut," he ordered, sensing I was close.
"Oh yes, just tell me what to do," I moaned, as my orgasm was imminent.

"Come, you dumb white whore," he ordered.
"Oh God, oh God yes," I moaned loudly, the orgasm imminent.
"Come right fucking now on my nigger dick," he ordered.
That broke the dam, and I erupted all over his cock screaming, "Oh fucking God, I love nigger dick!"
I collapsed forward, and as my cum leaked out of me he ordered, "Now get out here and finish me off."
I wordlessly obeyed, staggering weakly out of the stall and falling back to my knees, where I gasped to see a young black nerdish guy, looking like he'd just come from church.
As I stared up at him in shock, he shoved his dick into my open mouth and began to face fuck me, full throttle. "Oh yeah, gag on my dick."
His balls bounced off my chin for twenty seconds or so, before he pulled out and exploded a massive load all over my face, hair and blouse.
Once he finished his target practice, I stroked his cock and said, "That was amazing, stud."

"Catch that last drop, slut," he ordered, looking down at me, apparently spent, himself.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I felt his warm cum all over my face, and I licked a little of it that was hanging from his cock head.

"The church choir would love you," he said, confirming my guess, as I took his cock back in my mouth.
A moment later I expressed, "If they're all this hung, I'll love the church choir."
"Most of us are," he said, as he tucked his dick away.
"Well, you certainly had me screaming the Lord's praises a moment ago," I smiled, looking up at the kid.
"I hope to see you here again," he said. "I come here every Sunday after church."
"Well then, this may be my new Sunday place of worship," I smiled wickedly, having not been inside a church in quite some time.
"Next time I'll bring the choir along," he offered.
"Mmmmmmmm," I purred, that prospect sounding utterly delicious.
He handed me a card. "In case you ever need some black dick, or a passel of holy black dicks."
"Thanks," I said. Looking at the card. His name was Eugene, and he was a DJ I listened to occasionally.
"Later," he said casually, walking out.
I quickly went back and sat in the stall, not wanting anyone to come in and see me, especially all coated in cum.
I didn't realize for a moment I'd gone into the other stall, as I sat there still weak in the knees, the final tremors of my orgasm just leaving me. I began to rub myself, as I was still so fucking horny.
The door opened again, just as I was considering leaving once I got myself off again. Shit, I may never get out of here at this rate, I smiled to myself, as an older looking guy, late fifties at least, began to walk into my current stall, saw me and must have noticed my adornment, smiled, then changed course and entered the stall next to mine. The absence of doors on these stalls don't make this adventure overly private, I sighed to myself, as I waited for my newest cock to appear, deciding to wait for it before I got back down to my knees.
I sat there filled with anticipation, it taking longer than I expected for it to pop through. But once it did, it was glorious!

I dropped to my knees and stroked the nice hard shaft, before taking it in my mouth.
"Ooooooh," he groaned.
I bobbed hungrily, savoring the idea of sucking off an older man... even though I had no idea why I felt it mattered. I'd read somewhere while doing research on something (no idea what anymore) that many older men take a long time to come. That was not the case this with this gentleman, since he grunted and deposited a load in my mouth in less than two minutes.

"Shit, you're fucking hot," his voice said, as I swallowed a delicious load, that literally oozed from the older man's cock.
I took the cock out of my mouth, and saw young black kid watching me... with his cock out... that he was stroking. It was absolutely huge!
I asked in a playful voice, "Are you eighteen yet?"
"A week ago," he smiled.
"Then I hope you're my next... umm, client," I smiled, as the old man walked past us and back out the door.
"I guess I am. Think you can handle this cock?" he asked.
"Yes, or I'll die trying," I smiled, and he walked into the other stall. I almost offered to have him just come fuck my face in the stall I was in, but the moment passed. But so much for the anonymity I'd counted on when I entered.
He slid his big cock through the hole, as I wondered how many black cocks went through it in a given day. I was already on my fifth, in only twenty minutes or so.
I took the extra-long cock in both hands and began to double stroke it, while also taking as much of it as I could in my mouth.

"Oh yeah, ma'am," he groaned, as I worshipped his cock in my new place of Sunday worship.
"You have an amazing cock, young man," I complimented him.
"Thank you," he moaned, as I devoured his cock like it was my final meal.
I sucked his cock for a couple more minutes, thinking how great it would feel in my pussy. He was a sweet boy, no older than some of my students, and he seemed so grateful for the opportunity to get sucked.
When he didn't shoot his load quickly, I couldn't resist any longer and asked, "May I please fuck this lovely cock, my sexy teenager?"
"Oh God, would you really dothat for me?" he asked, sounding like an insurance commercial.



"Yes; do you think you could let this old white woman take your cock in her pussy?" I asked, as I stood up and bent over like I'd done for Eugene the church-going DJ, facing away from the gloryhole,.
"Yes please," he said, clearly stunned by my offer and follow through. This was either his first time here, or his first time getting fucked here. Either way, he clearly didn't have a lot of experience with gloryholes. (As if I did!)
"I'm going to slide your big black cock into my pink white girl's pussy, sexy," I said, as I did just that, backing up onto his cock.
"Oooooooh," he moaned.
"Such a wonderfully big cock," I moaned back, as I began slowly fucking his dick.
"I've never..." he groaned, as I slowly rubbed myself with my hand, while fucking his big dick.

"You've never what?" I asked, wondering if he could possibly be a virgin... that would be the ultimate: to be a hung black kid's very first pussy.
"I'm a virgin," he blurted out.
"Not anymore, you're not," I moaned, fucking him more eagerly. "Now you're a stud who fucks white MILFs."
"Holy shit," he groaned.
"Are you okay with fucking a white slut who loves your black cock?" I asked, going a little faster.
"Yesssss, ma'am," he moaned, clearly having the time of his life.
"Most white women will bend over backwards to get this big black dick into their pussies, you sexy man," I purred, wanting to give him some confidence that perhaps he lacked.
"Really?"
"Oh yeah, all white women who know what's good for them crave black cock, and we just love young black meat, especially older women like me," I informed him, as I decided to try a position I'd seen once in a porn film. It was supposed to really milk a cock, and to feel amazing when the load filled you.
I crossed my legs and said, "Now sexy, fuck me... fuck your horny white slut."
"Oh fuck," he said, as he began to pump his dick into me and I rubbed myself at the same time, my second orgasm in this... establishment?... rising inside me.

"Oh ma'am, fuck ma'am," he groaned, clearly getting close.
"Faster, sexy, fuck my cunt, fuck it hard, get us both off," I moaned, wishing that damned partition wasn't between us to obstruct how deeply he could fill me.
"I'm going to come," he warned me; at last, a gentleman!
"Shoot that big load of yours in my white cunt, sexy, give me that load with your big fat dick," I moaned as I frantically rubbed myself... so fucking close!
"Oh shit, yes ma'am," he groaned, before I felt his warm cream fill my pussy, which triggered the next orgasm inside me.

"Oh yes, you made me come, you wonderful black stud!" I screamed, wanting him to know he'd fully satisfied me.
"Yes," he moaned, sounding excited to have gotten me off, too.
"Such a big cock," I purred as he slowed down.
"That was amazing," he said.
"Agreed," I said, as I leaned against the partition to recover, while his cock was still inside me.
"Thanks, ma'am," he said, while he finally pulled out.
"No, thank you, sexy," I said. "You're an amazing stud, with a huge cock."
"Thanks," he said.
"I'm serious; any white girl... fuck, any girl at all, will be begging you to fuck them, once they know what you're packing," I said.
"That hasn't been my experience," he said.
"Oh, it will be once the word gets around," I assured him as the door opened again. "Trust me."
"Thanks again," he said, as I reached down to grab some toilet paper to wipe the sweat and cum off of my face.
"Anytime,' I said, although that wasn't really true.
He walked by, stopping for a good ten seconds to gaze at me once again, as if to forever burn into his head the face (and hopefully the hot body) of the first woman he'd ever fucked.
I blew him a kiss as I cleaned up, deciding I was now done, at least for today's gloryhole visit.
Yet a voice behind me asked, "Think you can take one more?" There was yet another 'client' poking through the wall.
I smiled, thinking this afternoon might never end, and agreed, "I think I can handle that."
I turned around, returned to my knees, and took his cock in my hand.

I'd only stroked it for a few seconds, not even long enough to get it in my mouth, when a chubby trucker looking guy appeared, in a white muscle shirt and his jeans halfway down to his knees, and said, "It looks like you could use another nigga dick."

"Oh my," I said, looking up at him. Then I smiled and said, thinking When in Rome, "I have always been pretty good at multi-tasking."
I stood up, still holding onto the other dick...

...before he bent me over and slid his cock right into my still cream pied pussy, the very definition of sloppy seconds.

I grabbed the first cock again and stroked it awkwardly, as the guy behind me began to pound me.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as this guy really knew how to fuck a woman.
"You like that, Snowflake?" he asked as he drilled me.
"Yes, I love it," I moaned, although I'd never heard the term 'Snowflake' before; 'Snow bunny' yes, but not 'Snowflake'.
"Hey buddy, come on out here, I think this whooty needs some double black cock action," he called out.
"Oh yes," I agreed, as I wondered what 'whooty' meant.
The other guy's dick left the hole, and he asked from nearby a moment later, "You sure?"

I wasn't sure if he was asking me or the guy fucking me, but I responded anyway, "Yes, please do come and join us," as politely as if I were inviting him to tea.
He squeezed past me, sat down on the toilet, and suddenly I was being spit-roasted in a stall. Shit, I thought, this is turning into yet another wild day!
"This little slut needs it bad," the fucker behind me observed, as I bobbed on the younger kid's cock.

After a couple of minutes I needed to stand up, the position beginning to hurt, so I said, "Let's take this action out of the stall."
"Yeah, sure," the big guy agreed.
He pulled out of me, sidled out, and I turned around and went to him, bent down, and before taking his cock in my mouth to taste my pussy on it, I invited the other guy, "Slide that dick right into my pussy."
"Yeah, sure," he agreed, moving behind me, and soon I was getting spit-roasted in a more traditional way... a position where I could rocking-horse myself back and forth, taking one cock deep in my mouth, and then the other deep in my pussy.

For three or four minutes I was spit-roasted, with the big guy calling me a bunch of names, which of course enhanced my pleasure, until he said, "Let's double penetrate this pawg."
I knew pawg meant phat ass white girl (I learned later on that so did whooty), and although I didn't think my ass was all that large, I could sure use a cock inside of it.
The quiet guy worried, "You think we should?"
"This slut wants it, don't you?" he asked me, pulling out.
"Oh yes, gentlemen, please fill my pussy and asshole with your nigger dicks," I requested.
"Shit, she's a bigger slut than I thought," he laughed, as he walked over to a chair. "But almost no white woman can resist nigga dick."
"No, we certainly can't," I agreed, as I went over to him, straddled him, and lowered my asshole onto his cock. "Oooooooooooh," I moaned, grateful that my asshole had lately gotten used to being stretched and fucked by some serious meat.
"Well get over here nigga, she can't double penetrate herself," the big guy said.
The other guy came over and I said, "Welcome, stud! Just slide that nigger cock up my cunt."
"Crazy," he said, as he slid his dick inside me, and I wondered how often gloryholes ended up becoming fuck sites, or in this case a DP site.
"Oh yes, fuck me; fuck my white cunt," I moaned.
The two really fucked me over, both of them filling me in sync with each other, as a third orgasm rose through me quickly, and then erupted. "Oh fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as my body quaked.

"Oh fuck," the top guy grunted seconds later, and shot a load in my cunt.
When he pulled out, cum leaking out of my cunt, the trucker dude ordered, "Now bounce on my cock, slut, I'm going to deposit a load up that phat asshole of yours."
"Yes Sir," I agreed, although by now I was exhausted.
Thankfully not even thirty seconds later, I felt his load of cum flooding into my asshole.
"Oh yeah, Snowflake, take my load up that white asshole," he groaned, as the other guy was leaving.
"Oh shit," I moaned, as his cum kept spewing in my ass, and I looked up to see yet another guy looming above me, looking down sporting the biggest fucking cock I'd ever seen!

"Yeah, it is big, isn't it? You couldn't handle this one in your ass," he said.
"Oh, I wouldn't say that," I said, since physically my body was done for the day, but my lust was not.
The guy still inside my ass said, "Go ahead, slut; I know you can't resist that big nigga cock."
"No, I most certainly can't," I agreed as I got off of him, cum oozing out of both my nether holes, approached the gay looking (although obviously he wasn't), black stud with a missile where his cock should be.
"Knees, bitch," he ordered.
I obeyed, feeing so slutty, as cum still leaked out of me.
"How bad do you want this big black dick?" he asked as he held my head steady, making me admire it. Not that I resisted. Nope, not one little bit.
"I've never wanted a dick more in my life," I answered earnestly.

"You don't suck my dick, I fuck your face," he dicktated, as he slid his cock into my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned; I couldn't say anything else, since I had a mouthful of cock.
"Enjoy the slut, Harold," the trucker said.
"Oh, I will," the new guy said, as he face fucked me deep, making me gag on his impossibly long dick.

He used my mouth for a minute or two before ordering, "Get up on that counter and spread those legs, slut."
"Yes Sir," I replied because that what I was calling studs today, even though he was younger than I was, easily by a decade plus... probably two decades... but I definitely had to feel what a cock that enormous... twelve inches maybe... would feel like inside me.
"You want this nigga dick?" he asked, as he sauntered over to me with a confidence that told me that totally unlike my virgin today, he fucked a lot of women, and they were all as enamored by this dick as I was.
"Sooooooo badly," I answered, shamelessly rubbing my cum-filled pussy, as I stared at his cock.
"Beg for it," he ordered, as he rubbed it up and down my pussy lips.
"Oh please, slam that nigger dick up this useless white slut's cunt!" I pleaded without hesitation.
"You like nigga dick?" he asked.
"Sir, I fucking live for it," I answered, which recently had become more and more true.
"Take it, slut," he said, as he slid inside me.
"Mother fucker!" I screamed, as all twelve inches filled me.

"I do mostly fuck mothers," he chuckled. "They appreciate this dick more than those dumb young chicks."
"Dumb bitches don't know what they're missing," I replied; and fuck, they didn't... although when I was young, I definitely would have appreciated this dick.
"But white MILFs love it," he said as he slowly fucked me.
"Oh yes, it's so fucking amazing," I moaned, knowing a fourth orgasm was on its way.
He pulled my legs up, shoved my body down, and really began pounding me.
My orgasm was rising at an accelerated rate, and I was moaning like a bitch in heat, when an authoritarian voice demanded, "What is going on in here?"
My eyes went wide, as I turned to see a cop glaring at us.

"Oh shit," the guy inside me groaned, disastrously (to me) pulling out, when I was so close to my next climax.
"Get out of here," the cop ordered, "before I arrest you."
The big-cocked guy hurried out in lighting speed, as I sat up, trying to come to grips with my surroundings.
"What's your name?" the cop asked me.
"Jasmine," I whispered, ashamed.
"Come over here, I need to frisk you," he ordered, pointing to a stall.
I was mortified! I was about to get arrested at a gloryhole! My teaching career would be over! My daughter would learn the very worst about me, and hate me forever!
Fuck!
"Yessir, officer," I began trudging in the required direction pleading, "Please don't arrest me, I'll do anything."
"Just do as you're told," he ordered, his tone firm and cold.
I was so fucked.
Which I know is ironic.
I got to the spot, didn't turn around since I knew from TV and movies that frisking happened behind the perp, which I guess is what I was, and after a moment he informed me, "Indecent exposure is a serious crime, Jasmine."
"I know; I'm so sorry," I apologized, tears forming in my eyes. "It won't happen again."
"Oh, with white sluts like you, it always happens again," he judged, as I heard the unmistakable sound of him unzipping his pants, and them dropping to the floor.
Really?! Was he going to fuck me? Good news!
Could I get out of this predicament by fucking him? Or sucking him?
I'd already sucked (or fucked or both) eight cocks (in addition to my husband's this morning)... so one more was definitely no big deal, especially since he had the courtesy to be black. Plus, I was still so close to coming from before he'd walked in and caught us in the act.
"Please, I'll do anything," I said again, more hopefully this time.
"I know you will," he said, as he moved behind me and unceremoniously slid his cock into my pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, trying to be seductive. "I hope I can convince you to let me go with just a warning."
"Oh, you'll be getting lots more than just a warning," he said ominously, his tone concealing what he meant by that.

"I could use a punishment, Officer," I said, continuing to be seductive, "I've been very, very bad."
"You want my night stick, slut?" he asked, as he slowly fucked me.
"Yes please, Officer," I moaned, "I definitely need your night stick used on me, and however you wish."
"Bend over that toilet, slut," he ordered, pulling out.
"Yes, Officer,' I agreed, as I went back into the stall, braced my hands against the wall and asked, "Are you going to frisk me?"
"Just a cavity search," he said, as he slid his 'night stick' back inside me.
"Oh yes, Officer, get right in there," I moaned. "Please search very thoroughly!"



After a couple minutes of backshots, he ordered, "Come ride me, it's time you did some community service for your crime."
"Yes Officer," I agreed, as we switched places, he sat on the toilet, and I straddled his cock... his 'community cock', whatever that might mean... since there's just something about a man in uniform regardless of his race, that gets me all revved up.
As I lowered myself onto his cock, he looked sternly into my face and said, "Now convince me I shouldn't take you downtown and book you."
"You bet, Officer," I moaned, and began riding his cock... the space rather ramped for any comfort.
After a couple dozen ups and downs, I turned around so I wasn't facing him, and used the stall partitions to really put some oomph into bouncing on his cock.

"That's it, you're really performing that community service well," he encouraged me.
"Best community service ever," I moaned.
Over the next few minutes I rode him, and then he pushed me against the wall and fucked me from behind, while I was in the perfect position for getting frisked. An Officer of the Law does always say "Spread 'em," doesn't he?

And then he spun me around, lifted me into the air and impressively fucked me while he was holding me up, similar to how Daddy had done it last night.
The angle was perfect, and he gave me my fourth orgasm of this wicked gloryhole visit.

As I was orgasming, he actually carried me out of the stall and set me down on the sink, where he spread my legs and ate the cum (his and some other guys') from my leaking pussy.



"Oh, yes, Officer, inspect that pussy," I moaned.
He licked me for a minute before guiding me to my knees, and sliding his cock into my mouth.
I bobbed hungrily, loving my own taste on a chocolate dick, a chocolate glazed dick, until he pulled out and unloaded on my face.
"Yessss," I moaned, as his warm cum splattered all over me.

"What is taking you so...." Babygirl asked out of nowhere. "Ooooooh," she gasped, as she came inside and saw me on my knees, with a load of cum all over it, with my supply cock still standing proud in front of me.
"Just doing my civic duty for our brave men in blue," I smiled, as I licked cum off of his dick.
"Your community service is fulfilled, ma'am" he said, back into his 'courteous cop' mode, as he grabbed his pants and stepped into them.
I hopped onto the counter, my knees by now quite sore, and said, "It was a pleasure, Officer."
"I'll give you girls some time to clean up," he said.
Babygirl said, "Yeah, there was crime scene tape all over the outside, so I was freaking out."
"Sorry ma'am, I just wanted some alone time with your naughty friend here," he said.
"I'm flattered," I said.
"Have a good day," he wished us as he strolled out.
"I've already had one," I smiled, waving goodbye.
"Well, we have the place to ourselves, and I'm pretty hungry," Babygirl said, as she dove between my legs.

"I've already had four orgasms since I got here," I pointed out.
"Then let's make it five," she said, lavishly eating my pussy.
Fifteen minutes later, I did reach my fifth orgasm, on her face.

Five minutes after that, I was slumped exhaustedly in her car, and she was driving me back home.
"So, did you have fun?"
"It was crazy fun!"
"We'll have to do a gloryhole together one day," she said. "I'd have liked to join you today, but I didn't wish to distract you during your first time."
I replied, "That would be awesome."
After a minute, I said, "And thanks."
"For what?"
"This may sound weird, but by now I see you as so much more than just my pet or Daddy's wife, although I still do see you in those ways, but I also see you as a true friend," I explained. "Is that weird?"
"Oh honey," she smiled warmly, squeezing my leg . "I feel the same way!"
"I mean the sex with you, and with Daddy too of course, is amazing," I clarified. "But having someone to talk to, and to be able to share anything at all with, who knows the real me and doesn't judge me for any of it, is the best gift of all."
"Better than Daddy's dick?" she asked, with a sly smile and a raised eyebrow.
"Don't tell Daddy I said this," I said, "but yes."
"You can call me anytime," she offered. "To talk or to fuck."
"Or for both?" I asked.
"Or definitely for both," she nodded. "But on a different note, David apparently phoned Daddy before he got onto the plane this morning, they chatted for a while, and between them they've decided you need a variety of tasks to complete."
"Like what?" I asked.
"No idea," she said. "But knowing Daddy, they'll be amazing, they'll push you to your limits, and they'll make you even more submissive to him. And I guess after last night, to David, too."
"Is more submissive even possible?" I asked.
"He's taken a liking to you, totally unlike he has to any of the other women we've shared," she said. "He used the term 'soul mates', and I feel the same way about you."
"I'm flattered, and I feel the same way about you both."
"Yes, we seldom spend more than a single night with a couple, never more than three, but he seems to be forming long-term plans for you, as well as for David and me."
"That's great," I said, before adding, "I can't imagine going back to the days before you rampaged into my classroom all angry, and then you melted and changed my life."
She laughed, "Well, there's definitely no going back for any of us."
Once we reached my house, I invited her, "Want to come in for a bit? I need a snack."
"Yes Mistress, I could use another lap at your pussy as well," she smiled, slipping seamlessly from my treasured friend and confidante to my submissive slut.
Five minutes later we were enjoying each other's pussies, as I wondered what nefarious plans our two men could have plotted for me.
Although I wasn't worried about it at all.
I was only curious and excited to find out.
The world had now become my oyster, and I was determined to live every day as if it was my last.




        Shemale Next Door

        Black stud gets the surprise of his life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/shemale-next-door

Title: Shemale Next Door

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Black stud gets the surprise of his life.

Tags: shemale, stockings, anal, threesome, orgy, bbc, interracial, submissive, asian, silkstockingslover




Summary: Black stud gets the surprise of his life.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Babygirl who requested this twisted tale.
Note 2: This is an April Fool's 2021 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
Shemale Next Door
Until the Cheungs moved in next door, I had no idea I had a thing for Pilipino women... but ever since I first saw her walking into the house ten years ago, I've been obsessed with her.
First, she's utterly beautiful. Petite, which I like, just 5"2' and 110 pounds (which I heard her husband mention to my Dad long ago). She has nice c-cup tits (I snuck into her bedroom once while visiting for a barbeque, and I also stole a pair of light blue panties (which I still have ten years later... yes, I'm a perv). She also has an amazing ass, that she likes to flaunt in the bikinis she wears in her backyard. Lastly, and at least for me the icing on the cake, she often wears nylons, which has always been my sexual kryptonite, leading to some awkward boners at inappropriate times (for example when I was giving a speech in my senior year while my teacher kept slipping her pantyhose-clad feet in and out of her heels, or one Christmas when my elder brother's wife was walking around in mocha-coloured nylons).
Also, when she moved in she was just 23, almost a decade younger than Mr. Cheung but only eight years older than I was.
Lastly, although she's 100% Pilipino, she has a sexy American name: Lacy.
Mr. Cheung (not a Pilipino) isn't the prototypical Chinese man; for although he's short in stature (matching the prototype), he's really built.
Anyway, for ten years she was my most frequent jerk-off fantasy, even though during the latter portion of that time I fucked a good fifty women of a variety of races and a variety of ages... the oldest being a 63-year-old Latina at a fundraiser, a few MILFs, two of my professors, four cheerleaders, and many other women.
I guess I should introduce myself. I'm Andre... although I usually go by Dre. I'm 25 now, a college graduate, an all-star college linebacker who'll be attending the New Orleans Saints training camp in a month. I'm 6"3', 225 pounds of solid muscle, and I have an impressive eight-inch cock all the women seem to love. Oh yes, and just like the rest of me, my cock is black. Many women seem to like that about me as well.
As I looked out the window, home for the summer to work out for the Saints camp and also to work as a lifeguard at a local pool, I saw Lacy strolling out of her house to lie on her back to begin sunbathing...which made me reminisce back to the summer before I headed to college.
One of my most mixed memories of Lacy, and one of my constant stroke fantasies to this day, was when I was 18. She'd invited me over for a swim, and after I'd been in the pool for a few minutes, she asked if I could rub some suntan lotion on her back... she'd declined to join me in the pool... sadly. That said, she did seem to be admiring me, or at least in my 18-year-old mind she was. She asked me to put some suntan lotion on her back and legs, which made my already hard cock flinch. Even though I'd banged a few women that summer, working as a lifeguard giving me lots of opportunities to find willing women, both young and old, I was super nervous around her.
I'm not going to lie, as I stroked my hands up and down her back, admiring her amazing ass while doing her legs, I actually came in my pants... the only time before or since I've ever come without the aid of a hand, mouth, pussy or ass. She must have noticed, but she didn't say anything.
While reminiscing, I ended up jerking off as I admired her present day ass, which seemed to be as perfect now as it was that day seven years ago. Now with the experience I hadn't had all those years ago, I knew I'd play that suntan lotion moment a lot differently. I now knew most women would do almost anything for my BBC, and I wondered if Lacy would be among that 98% of women who secretly craved a big black dick, if given the opportunity. I assumed I was substantially bigger than her husband, and I would definitely have the stamina and quick reload I'd learned older women loved.
After spewing my load and cleaning it up, I was heading downstairs just as the front door opened and closed... neither of my parents having been home when I arrived... since I'd told them I wouldn't be home until tomorrow, wanting to surprise them.
"Dre!" my Mama greeted boisterously, and rushed over to give me a body-squeezing hug. I was a big man, but my mother was a strong woman. She was tall at 5'9" and 165 pounds with huge 40 DD tits (I'd checked her dresser drawer too out of curiosity one day... I know that sounds weird, but I was younger back then, and trying to understand breast sizes) and she had what's called a ghetto booty (which is exactly what my buddy Jake had always said about her... which had always pissed me off, and I paid him back by ass fucking his mother during the entire summer I turned eighteen... I actually still fucked her whenever I was in town, as she loved BBC, and was actually quite the freak).
"Hi, Mama," I said, as she squeezed me hard, her huge tits pressing against me. If she weren't my mother....
"Dre," my Dad echoed, but his greeting was delivered in that off-handed casual way a Dad always says hi to his son... even though it had been six months since we'd last seen each other.
"Dad!" I said, not at all reticent about showing my enthusiasm, wishing to shake his hand, but my mother wasn't ready to let go of her baby boy.
"You're going to suffocate the boy to death," Dad joked.
"Yeah, right, I'll overpower him just like that! But I missed him," Mama explained, giving me a kiss on the cheek and reluctantly letting me go.
"I missed you too," I replied as I noticed something odd... she was wearing pantyhose... white pantyhose. She never wore pantyhose except to funerals, expounding if asked, they were only for black women if they wanted to look white. So I asked, "Were you just at a funeral?"
"What? Why?" she asked, as she slipped out of her four-inch heels... also something she never wore... since even without them she was tall for a woman.
"You're wearing pantyhose," I pointed out, recalling vividly her criticizing my high school girlfriend Josie, a black beauty I went to prom with (I wonder where she is now), who wore pantyhose that night.
"Your mother's fashion sense has changed," Dad said.
"Yeah, what can I say?" Mama shrugged, as I noticed her toenails were also painted... red... yet another thing I'd never seen her do. "I've become fashionable."
I laughed, "That's not something I thought you'd ever say."
"What?" she asked. "Your mother can't be fashionable?"
"Of course you can," I hurried to explain. "It's just that I recall your lengthy tirades about black women wearing pantyhose."
"Yeah, I remember those too; but I was wrong."
"Okay, sister," I said. "Who are you, and where are you hiding my Mama?" My mother not one for ever admitting she was wrong.
"Brat," she said, slapping my ass... one more thing she never did. She then changed the subject. "Hungry?"
"Am I ever not hungry?" I asked.
"I guess not; some things never change," she said, as she headed into the kitchen.
"Nope, I'm a growing boy," I joked, as I followed Mama into the kitchen and noticed her nylons actually had seams down the backs of her legs. Hot! Weird... but still hot.
We chatted all night, played some cards, and reminisced.
.....
The next morning I noticed Mama was again wearing nylons while she made breakfast. Again that seemed very curious, but I didn't ask about them this time.
Early that afternoon I was mowing the lawn, shirtless, as it was hot as fuck outside, when Lacy pulled up... driving a Porsche... crazy!
Lacy got out and sauntered over to me wearing (in her case typical) five-inch red heels, "Andre," she said, coming and giving me a big hug as if she were my mother, and not just a neighbour.
"Hi, Mrs. Cheung," I greeted, admiring her body and then enjoying her surprising (and atypical) embrace.
"It's Lacy," she corrected.
"Sorry, Lacy," I said. "You haven't aged a day in the ten years you've been living here."
"How sweet you are," she smiled, as she stepped back and placed her hands on my left bicep. "I see you have changed."
"365 days a year of working out will do that," I said, enjoying the feel of her hands on my biceps, and receiving a look I'm used to getting from women, especially from older women, not that she was all that old. Like I said, she was still eight years older than I was.
"Well, it paid off," she said, moving a hand, rather possessively, to my other arm, so she was now standing directly in front of me looking way up (two thirds of a foot in her heels) into my face.
"Yeah, we'll soon see whether that's true," I replied, excited but nervous about my upcoming Saints tryout. If I didn't make at least their practice squad, all those years of working out and eating healthy would be for naught.
"Yes, you're trying out for the NFL, right?" she said, her hands, surprisingly, still resting on my biceps.
"Yeah, New Orleans," I nodded.
"Well, that's very impressive," she said.
"We'll just have to see," I shrugged.
"I'll have a use for these muscles if you have some time later," she said.
"Oh? For what?" I asked, with my usual suave swagger.
"I need some things brought up from the basement, if you're able and willing," she said, not seeming to notice my sly flirtation.
"Yeah, I'm sure I can do that for you," I said, a little disappointed she seemed unfazed by my irresistibility... that tone usually worked like a charm.
"Great, just stop by when you can," she said. "Mr. Cheung is gone for a couple of days, and I could really use a man around the house."
Her tone might have implied something more than just physical labour, but I wasn't certain as I was getting mixed signals from her.
"I can be there in twenty," I said.
"Great," she said, giving each of my biceps an admiring squeeze before finally removing them. "Wow, just wow!"
'Thanks," I chuckled, beginning to think there was at least a slim chance I could flip that skirt up and pound that pussy.
She headed to her house, and I admired her figure as she walked away. She turned and saw me staring at her, and just smiled. Busted! Yet I could read women, and this one wanted me.
I finished the lawn, quickly went and showered, and was heading back out when Mama asked, "Where you off to?"
"To help Mrs. Cheung," I answered.
Oh? With what?" she asked, looking a little startled.
"I'm not sure," I said. "Some man stuff, since Mr. Cheung isn't in town."
"Oh, I see," she said, her tone odd.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Oh yes, just go; I'm sure she can use the help," she said, waving me off.
"Okay," I nodded, having found Mama acting a little weird ever since I got home the previous day. Like why was she wearing nylons in the house when she didn't have any plans to go out? Weird. "Love you, Mama," I said, giving her cheek a kiss and heading next door.
"Have fun," she said as an afterthought, and I thought to myself, If you only knew the kind of fun I'm planning to have once I'm there!
I knocked on the door and Lacy called out, "Come in, Andre."
I walked in and she called out again, "Come into the kitchen."
I walked into the kitchen and saw she was having a smoothie. "Thanks for coming over."
"Anything, anytime," I replied, hoping she'd catch my real message: I'd fuck you anytime!
"Be careful what you say to a lady, she could take you up on it," she smiled, sipping her smoothie.
Gaining more confidence, I asserted, "Oh, I meant it quite literally."
"Good to know," she said, before a silence descended between us.
Always hating silences that were too long, I asked a few moments later, "So what can I do for you, Lacy?"
"I need a big box carried up from the basement to my bedroom," she said, this situation beginning to feel like a badly made (but super awesome) porn movie.
"Sure, just show me where it is."
"Follow me," she said, before leading me downstairs, giving me a great view of her big booty, framed so perfectly by her tight skirt.
She pointed out a box. "That one, please."
"Sure," I said, walking over and picking it up, which was a little heavier than I'd anticipated when I bent down to lift it.
"Be careful; it has a lot of books, but also some fragile items in it," she cautioned.
"Yeah, and it's heavier than I thought," I agreed, as I followed her back upstairs, getting an even better view of her ass, plus a pleasant surprise... she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings, since I caught a glimpse of the lace tops and the clasps ever so briefly. My already hard cock flinched.
"I bet you can handle whatever is thrown at you, and not just footballs," she replied, her ass wiggling back and forth directly in front of my face, and her tone undeniably dripping with innuendo.
I replied, as reassuringly as I could, "Yeah, I can handle pretty much anything."
"That's very good to know," she replied equally reassuringly, as two scenic flights of stairs later, I followed her down the hallway to her bedroom.
"I really am up for anything," I said, by now feeling I was being a bit too obvious, as we reached the bedroom.
"Just set it on the floor beside my dresser," she said.
"Sure thing," I said, doing just that.
"So, any girlfriends?" she asked brightly.
"Not at the moment," I replied, as she sat on the edge of her bed and crossed her legs... not exactly in a Sharon Stone Basic Instinct sort of way... but not far off. Once they were crossed, there was no hiding the garter-belt and stockings.
"It's hard to believe you're still single," she said, openly admiring me as she spoke.
"Oh, I've had my share of women," I said, adding, still flirting excessively, "both young and old, but none that led to love, at least not yet."
"You've 'had' older women?"
"Yeah, I like women with experience," I said, feeling my suave normal self returning.
"You do, do you?" she smiled meaningfully.
"Yeah," I agreed equally meaningfully.
She then mused, as she dangled her heel from her toes like a hypnotist's watch, "Do you remember a few years back... when you were applying suntan lotion to my back? And then you left in a hurry because you came in your shorts?"
I was startled by the question, as I tried to maintain my suave, "Well... I, uh, yeah I do."
She laughed, "It's okay, sweetie. I tend to have that effect on men."
"You knew I um...." As I was shocked to discover she knew and still remembered I'd come in my shorts.
"Yeah, sweetie, how could I not notice the wet cum oozing through your swimming trunks, you bad boy?" she asked, her tone so seductive I thought I might come in my pants again!
She stood up, slipped back into her heels, and sauntered over to me like a cougar on the hunt, and she whispered into my ear, "Tell me, do you ever fantasize about me, Dre?"
"Um...." I said, her hot breath driving me wild.
"Tell me Dre, have you ever fantasized about me?" she repeated. "Sexually?"
"Y-y-yeah, all the time," I stammered, somehow rattled by her suddenly direct approach... even though I was used to being hit on... particularly by older women... but this being my first older woman fantasy apparently about to become fulfilled, I was completely out of sorts.
"And what do we do to each other in these nasty fantasies of yours?" she asked, as her hand slid down my chest. "I... want... to... hear... every... nasty... detail."
"Truth?" I asked, as her hand reached by very hard cock.
"Tell me exactly what you wish you could do to me," she whispered, tugging my ear with her teeth.
I bluntly answered, "I wish I could fuck you."
"Just like that?" she asked, now slowly rubbing my cock through my pants.
My confidence returning, I replied, "I fantasize about fucking you hard and deep with my big black cock."
"Tell me more," she said, as she moved her hand away from my cock and teasingly squeezed a tit through her dress.
"And then I cum all over your beautiful face," I answered, having always loved spewing my load all over a pretty girl's or woman's face.
"No foreplay?"
"Oh yes. You suck my big cock first, and get it nice and ready for that pussy of yours," I said, confidence oozing throughout me now.
"Actually, I prefer it in my ass," she said wickedly, as she stepped backwards to the bed and again sat on it, again crossing her legs.
"I can do that too," I said as I stepped towards her.
"I want you, Dre," she said, as I now stood immediately before her.
"And I want you too, Lacy," I replied, this preamble progressing even better than I'd ever imagined.
"But what I really want is for you to submit to me, Dre. Right here, right now," she said much more loudly, as she stood back up.
"Hell yes, I'll submit to you," I said, not even attempting to process her words, so focused on my being about to fuck my dream woman.
"Will you do as you're told?" she asked.
"Yes ma'am," I agreed, liking a woman who took charge.
"Will you serve as my nasty black pet?" she continued, using my race, like many older women did... they all loved the taboo of fucking a black man... they all wanted to suck and fuck a BBC... they all loved bragging about it later... without disclosing my name, of course.
"Yes, I'll be whatever you want me to be," I agreed willingly.
She pulled out one of her firm tits and said, "Suck it for me, Dre."
"Fuck yeah," I said, as I leaned down and sucked her hard nipple into my mouth.
After a moment she said, "I want to get really nasty."
"Oh yeah," I moaned, as I sucked her tit, but couldn't get to her other one.
"May I be nasty with you, Dre?" she asked.
"Hell yeah," I agreed, having done a lot of crazy shit with women, especially older ones. I'd one fucked a big bootied white woman in a dressing room at a clothing store while her husband asked through the flimsy door if she was okay; I'd ass fucked a woman while her roommate fisted her cunt; I'd pissed all over a woman after coming on her face, and that was the part that got her off. I'd learned the more innocent a woman looked on the outside, the wilder and wickeder she actually was once she got going. I added, "I like lots of freaky stuff."
"May I stroke your big black dick, Dre?"
"Hell, yeah," I said, dying to see her with a mouthful of my cock.
"Have you ever imagined my sucking your big black cock, Dre?" she asked, as she lowered herself to the floor before me.
"Almost every day since I was fifteen," I answered, which wasn't an exaggeration.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she squeezed my cock through my pants. "Now be my good boy and show me that big black cock, Dre."
I quickly obeyed, unzipping my pants and pulling them, along with my underwear, down in record time.
"Wow, that is an impressive cock," she admiringly.
"So, I've been told," I said, a compliment I was used to hearing, but which I enjoyed every time it was said.
"Mmmmmmm, it looks so delicious," she said admiring it like so many girls and women had before her.
"I'm told that it is," I said, waiting impatiently for her to suck it.
"How badly do you want me to deep throat this big dick?" she asked as she slowly stroked it, driving me wild.
"I've never wanted anything more in my life," I moaned, so desperate to see and feel her lips wrapped around my throbbing dick.
"What will you do for me if I suck this big cock and swallow your load... or take it all over my face?" she asked, so sultry, sexy and nasty.



"I've already promised to do anything for you, and I meant it. Anything, I'll do fucking anything you want," I said, her teasing driving me wild.
"Yes, but now I want some specifics. You'll be my obedient fuck boy?" she asked.
"God, yes," I agreed.
"You'll obey me without hesitation?" she questioned.
"Yes, yes," I nodded my urgent agreement, as she licked my long, hard shaft.
"Do you want to come?" she asked, my balls already boiling just from her teasing.
"God yes," I nodded, as she stroked my cock.
"Then jerk off and come for me," she ordered.
That certainly wasn't what I'd been hoping to hear, but just as soon as her hand left my throbbing cock, I grabbed it and stroked it like my life depended on this orgasm.
"Yes, fill my hands with your big load, Dre," she coaxed, cupping them together.
I was a little disappointed, preferring to coat her pretty face with my load, but obediently I aimed my dick at her hands, and seconds later shot five big gobs into them as I grunted, "Oh, God!"
"Such a good boy, such a big boy," she crooned as I filled her hands with a small white lake.
Once I was spent, she brought her hands to her mouth and sucked and licked all my cum into and around it. She then stood up and leaned forward (while I leaned way down of course) and kissed me.
My eyes went wide when she shoved her tongue into my mouth and surprised me by returning what might have been my entire load back to me. With any other girl or woman I would have backed away and spit it out, but for her I swallowed my own cum.
A minute later, she said abruptly, "Now you must go away, but return to my house at 6:30. I want to suck this big cock, and next time I'll be the one to swallow your load."
"For sure," I said, finding this entire assignation very surreal.
"You may let yourself out," she added. "I need to deal with a few things."
"Yeah, sure," I nodded, pulling my pants up and leaving, suddenly feeling awkward, my head spinning with what had just transpired. It had all been so hot, yet so strange. As I walked downstairs, I could still taste the aftertaste of my own cum... which, to my surprise, didn't taste too bad.
.....
Mama was on the couch with her nylon-clad feet crossed reading a book while Dad was watching sports when I quietly snuck out, not wishing to explain where I was going.
I knocked on the door, and after only a moment she let me in saying, "You're right on time."
"I've been staring at the clock for the past hour," I joked. "The wretched thing refused to move fast enough."
She took my hand, led me into her living room, then simply dropped to her knees and fished out my cock. "I've been craving this dessert all day."
"Well, it's all warmed up and ready for you," I joked.
She leaned forward and took it into her mouth... deep throating me with ease. Something only a couple of MILFs and not a single one of the girls my own age had ever been able to do.
"Shit," I groaned, "that feels amazing!"
She bobbed for a couple of minutes before she backed off and asked, "So are you ready to experience the orgasm of your life?"
"Yeah," was all I could say.
"May I lick your asshole?"
"Um, yeah, sure," I said, not expecting that offer.
"You'll love it," she assured me, adding, "bend over the couch."
"Uh, okay," I said, a little tentatively.
"Trust me, you haven't lived until you've had your asshole eaten," she said.
"Okay," I said, bending over, and then feeling her pull my ass cheeks apart.
"What a nice puckered little asshole you have, Dre," she praised, easily the weirdest compliment I'd ever received.
"Uh, thanks," I said, unsure what else to say. I'm still not sure what a 'nice' puckered asshole might look like opposed to a not-so-nice one. Has anyone published some guidelines for the uninformed?
"Oh yeah, this asshole was made for eating," she said, as I felt her tongue licking it. It was easily the weirdest, yet kinkiest thing that had ever happened to me. It felt sexy and erotic, dirty and nasty, and yet oddly relaxing... all at once.
"You like this, Dre?" she asked as she licked my butt.
"Yeah, it feels really nice," I admitted
"Good, the asshole has a lot of erogenous triggers," she said.
"I never thought of that."
"Oh yeah, and if I dig a little deeper, a man's prostrate is the equivalent of a woman's clit," she expounded.
"Really?"
"Yeah, a man hasn't really truly orgasmed until he's experienced a prostate orgasm," she said, as she spun me around and devoured my hard cock.
"Oh fuck, Lacy," I moaned.
She sucked me briefly before she pulled back off and asked, "May I stick my finger in your asshole, Dre?"
Things were continually getting kinkier and weirder as now she swirled her tongue around my thick cock head.
"Um, yeah, if you like, I guess," I allowed, her request weird, and another thing I'd never considered before, but her tongue had really felt good back there, and her prostate exposition had gotten me curious. "I'll do anything you wish."
"Don't say that if you don't really mean it, Dre," she cautioned, sucking just my cock head, but making my entire body quake.
"Yes, I'll do anything you ask me to," I emphasized, eager to explore whatever kinks she had in store. She was definitely on a roll with 'so far, so good.'
She reached her hand behind me and moved it to my butthole, as she resumed sucking me.
I tensed up a little as I felt her finger at my asshole, and then I gasped a bit as it slipped inside.
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, as she sucked me while finger fucking me. It was my newest Most Surreal Moment of my Life, overtaking her recent ass eating, that had oh so briefly held the record for the Most Surreal Moment of my Life.
It felt so weird.
A little uncomfortable at first.
A little painful.

A lot awkward.
But her mouth wrapped around my cock both dissipated and distracted me from that weirdness, discomfort, pain and awkwardness.
Lacy was incredibly coordinated, and she was soon sucking and finger fucking me smoothly and in complete unison, and my slight pain faded completely, with a new pleasure coming to the fore ... partly it was the blow job, but largely it was her finger clearly rubbing my prostate through my thin, ultra flexible, anal membrane.
After only a couple minutes of this double pleasure I knew I was going to burst, and like a gentleman, I warned, "I'm about to come!"
She kept sucking me. She kept finger fucking me.
And I erupted a load into her mouth, as an intense orgasm making my entire body spasm quaked through me as advertised, totally unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.
She continued sucking but slowing down, before she eventually pulled her finger out of my butt and allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth. "Well, that was a delicious dessert."
"That was wild," I said, as out of breath as I got when I did wind sprints.
"Yeah, like I said, prostate orgasms..." she shrugged, standing up.
"I'd never have let any other woman do that to me," I stressed.
"Which makes sense, because I'm not just any other woman," she smiled.
"That's indeed the truth," I said.
"But it gets even better. Next, if you want to get fucked, and I mean fucked within an inch of your life, meet me downstairs at midnight tonight, and I'll make all your remaining dreams come true."
"Midnight. Got it," I agreed, just before she kissed me.
"Make sure you don't awaken your parents."
"I won't," I acknowledged, knowing my parents weren't remotely night owls and were very sound sleepers; which had been convenient when I snuck out back in my high school days, and would be convenient again tonight.
She slapped my ass and said, "I'm now off to shower, and to shave down there just for you."
"Oh fuck," I said, my hard cock not remotely going down.
"Oh, just you wait until I've fucked you like you've never been fucked before," she smiled, gave me a wink, and disappeared behind her ensuite door.
I returned home, thinking those five hours were going to be an eternity.
...
As anticipated, my parents crashed early, and feeling a little tired and wishing to be fresh for what promised to be the best night of my life, I settled down for a nap, setting my alarm for 11:30.
My alarm jangled irritatingly (because that's what alarms do), but also delightfully (because of what it was portending).
I got up.
Had a quick shower.
Put on some cologne,
Donned my bamboo Cariloha boxers I'd purchased in Hawaii... easily the sexiest and softest underwear I'd ever found... plus, they really showcased my ass and my other chief asset.
As I was finishing getting dressed, I received a text.
It was from Lacy.
Weird.
I'd never given her my cell number.
I shrugged as I read it: Sneak silently into my backyard, the patio door will be unlocked, and just come in.
I texted back: Sure, be there in five minutes.
I did my hair, brushed my teeth, and silently crept my way downstairs, making sure not to wake my parents. Once outside, I looked up to see if my parent's bedroom lights were still off... they were.
I quietly made my way around the side of the house to Lacy's backyard, feeling like a spy... like the 007 spy who was about to hook up with the hottest girl in the entire movie.
I entered the patio door as instructed, but while I was walking past the kitchen towards the living room, I saw something that suddenly made my surreal ass eating and my even more surreal ass fingered prostate orgasm seem utterly tame... my mind was completely blown!
My Mama was on her hands and knees in the living room wearing all-white lingerie... that so amazingly contrasted with her dark black skin... while Mr. Cheung, who was allegedly not home, was fucking her from behind.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole with that big cock," Mama moaned, as Mr. Cheung really gave it to her.
If the sight of my mother having extramarital sex while wearing white lingerie wasn't too surreal for me... and if seeing her taking that cock pounding deep inside her big bootied asshole wasn't too surreal... what I noticed next shocked me to the core!
My Mama wasn't being all that extramarital, since Dad was in the same room, also on his hands and knees, and also getting ass fucked... by Lacy.
I didn't realize at first she wasn't wearing a strap-on, as I attempted to process the shocking scene before me, as Lacy greeted me casually, as if she weren't fucking my Dad in the ass, while her non-truant husband fucked my Mama in the ass, "Hey, Dre, glad you could make it."
"Mama? Dad?" I said, not believing what I was witnessing with my own eyes.
"Relax, Dre," Lacy said, not slowing down her ass fucking of my Dad, whose head hung down in shame, but his moans making it obvious he was unavoidably enjoying his hard ass fucking.
"But what are my parents doing here?" I asked, bewildered.
"Your parents are my black pets, Dre," she explained.
"Oh fuck, please don't stop," Mama moaned, as she began bouncing back on Mr. Cheung's dick... not at all embarrassed to be caught in such an act by her son.
"Aren't you, my pets?" Lacy prompted them.
"Yes, Mistress," my Mama agreed, as she looked up and... get this... actually smiled at me... unashamedly and lovingly!
"And you?" Lacy demanded imperiously, pausing in her fucking of my Dad, with her cock buried deep inside him.
"Yes, Mistress, I'm definitely your 100% pet," Dad said, looking up at me with utter shame in his eyes (in contrast to Mama), but with no shame in his words or tone.
"Knees, sluts," Lacy said, and I watched as both my parents disengaged and crawled quickly around to face her... when I discovered one more surreal truth. Lacy had a cock! A real cock. A huge cock. A nine-inch fat monster! Mr. Cheung's cock was also an impressive eight-incher very like my own, except of course his was a lighter colour.
As my parents both knelt before her, Lacy asked, "Do you still want to be my pet, Dre?"
"Um, I don't know," I said, this all just a little too much to take in at once.
"Yes, or no, Dre?" she asked. "It's a straightforward question. If yes, then drop to your knees and join ranks with your slut parents. If it's no, then about face, march out of here, and never experience the pleasure I can give you ever again."
"Do it, son," Mama urged.
"Yes, son," Dad added, "join us in serving our Mistress."
"And your Master," Mr. Cheung added.
"Yes, and our Master," Dad nodded his agreement.
I had no idea what saying yes meant, at least not entirely, yet as I looked at Lacy in her all-black lingerie and with her huge cock, I knew I had only one option.
"Yes, I still do want to be your pet," I answered, after a very brief contemplation.
"Good boy," Lacy smiled, as she pointed to the floor and snapped her fingers, upon which I immediately dropped to my knees. "Crawl to me."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I obediently crawled to her... unable to take my eyes off of her body... or her cock.
"You will do anything I order without hesitation?" she queried.
"Yes," I answered, knowing this commitment likely meant taking her sizeable cock in my ass... something that a few hours ago wasn't even worth considering, but now appeared inevitable.
"Suck my cock, Dre," she ordered.
Her cock was beautiful.
Hypnotic.
Huge.
Thick.
And it had just been inside my Dad's ass.
"Suck it son," Dad said. "You'll love her cock in your mouth."
"Just like you love my cock in your ass. Now get over here, faggot," Mr. Cheung barked. I couldn't fathom anyone calling my Dad a faggot and living to tell the story, but not only did my Dad fail to object, he obsequiously crawled over to the man saying, "Yes, Master."
Mama worshipfully grasped Lacy's cock to rather formally offer it to me, just as I saw Mr. Cheung slide his eight-inch dick inside my Dad.
In complete lust and disbelief, I opened my mouth and took Lacy's big, fat cock in my mouth.
"Good boy," Lacy moaned.
"Yes, Dre, soon you'll be a great cock sucker," Mama said, which was undoubtably the strangest compliment a son can receive from his loving mother.
A cock in my mouth felt weird.
Yet, it also felt exciting... my own cock in my pants, rock hard and begging for release.
It also felt... well... as bizarre as this sounds... natural.
"Oh yeah, keep sucking, my pet," Lacy moaned, as I awkwardly and slowly bobbed on her cock, taking only about a third of the massive missile in my mouth.
"So hot," Mama said.
"Yes, fuck me, Master, fuck me in front of my son," Dad moaned, his shame having faded.
I had so many questions, but those would have to wait, as I focused on sucking my first cock. I couldn't fathom taking all of it in my mouth. It didn't seem possible. I now had only about four inches of it in me, and I already felt completely full.
"Show your son how to suck a cock, pet Tasha," Lacy ordered my Mama.
"Yes, Mistress," Mama said, as she gently pulled me back and explained, "The key is to worship her cock."
"How do you do that?" I asked, incredibly eager to become a good cock sucker for Lacy.
"You must treat her cock the same way you'd want your own cock to be treated," she said before adding, "and learn to breathe through your nose. Watch and learn."
Mama then inserted Lacy's cock into her mouth and slowly deep throated it.
"Your mother is an amazing cock sucker," Lacy said.
"Wow!" was all I could muster as not only did I watch my Mama sucking a shemale cock, I watched her deep throating all nine inches of it!
"Your Dad is a pretty good cock sucker too," Lacy said.
"Oh fuck," Dad moaned, as I glanced over to see my Dad really getting drilled by Mr. Cheung.
"Although he prefers getting dicked," Lacy shrugged. "Don't you, my pet?"
"Yes, I love a big dick in my asshole," Dad moaned, and then he whimpered in a feminine way I could never have imagined hearing escaping his lips. Although I also couldn't have imagined hearing any of the other words escaping his lips in the last few minutes either.
I had no response, for what could I say? I just watched Mama expertly suck that nine-inch cock with ease.
"You'll need to become able to take all my nine inches in both of your pretty holes, Dre," Lacy said, as Mama bobbed back and forth as well as... or even better than... any porn star.
"You're just so big," I said admiringly.
"And with practice, you'll soon be taking both of our dicks in your holes, just like your Mama and Dad have learned to do," Lacy assured me.
"I still can't believe it," I said, glancing back to look at Dad moaning like a bitch in heat as he really got fucked... his big black cock hard and swinging all over the place.
"They never stood a chance of resisting me," Lacy said, "any more than you did," as she pulled out of my Mama and slid her wet cock with my Mama's saliva all over it as deeply as I could take it. "Now suck me, Dre."
"Remember to focus and breathe, boy," Mama reminded me, as she placed her encouraging hand on my back.
"Good boy," Lacy said, letting out a little moan, as I bobbed faster than I had previously... although I was still taking only about half of her cock in my mouth.
"Oh fuck," Dad moaned loudly.
"Your Dad just came all over the floor, just from getting ass fucked," Mama informed me.
"He loves cock more than cunt now," Lacy said.
As do I," Mama joked.
"Yes, you certainly do," Lacy chuckled back, as I managed to take over five inches into my mouth, wondering how long my parents had been Lacy's pets.
"You're doing well, son," Mama said, as I bobbed on my first dick.
"Think he's ready to get that pretty backdoor deflowered?" Lacy asked.
"May I prep him?" Mama asked.
"You likely should," Lacy said.
"Get on all fours, son," Mama instructed me, as Lacy pulled her cock out of my mouth.
"I'm not sure I can take that monster in my ass," I worried, intrigued to get myself ass fucked, but equally terrified.
"Oh, son," Mama said, as she guided me into position and caressed my ass in a way no Mama ever caresses her son's ass, "this muscular black booty was just made to be dicked."
"Mama!" I objected.
"What?" Mama asked. "You're Lacy's pet now, which automatically means you're a cock sucking, ass taking plaything for her and our Master."
"How did this even happen to you?" I asked, as Mama pulled my ass cheeks apart.
"Larry, fetch the lube," Mama instructed.
"Yes, honey," Dad said, as I felt Mama's finger probing my asshole.
Lacy explained, "First I seduced your Mama, and then she brought your Dad over so I could seduce him, while she reassured him she wouldn't consider what he was about to do as cheating. Quite frankly, very few men or women can resist me or my cock."
"That's the Gospel truth," Mama agreed, as her finger slid inside me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, stunned to have my own Mama's finger in my ass.
"Over half the families on this block are my pets by now," Lacy added.
"Mrs. White for one," Mama said, as she wiggled her finger inside me, which felt different from when Lacy had finger fucked me.
My eyes went wide, as the widow Mrs. White was over seventy, and an ex-model.
"And Mr. and Mrs. Jones," Lacy added, a couple of lawyers who lived across the street.
"The entire Carter family," Mama said, as Dad returned with the lube.
"Wow," I said, as Mama pulled out her finger. The Carter family was a nice family with two daughters, two and three years younger than I. Both of them hot, hot, hot.
"I can set you up with Cameron Carter," Lacy offered. "She had a crush on you, back when she was a freshman and you were a senior."
"Really?" I asked, as Mama slid two fingers in my ass, making it burn.



"This may burn a bit," Mama warned me a little too late.
Lacy said, "Really. And she's one kinky bitch."
"And she does a great job of eating my pussy," Mama added, as her two fingers wiggled around in my ass.
"She's gone down on you?" I asked, surprise after surprise being revealed.
"Your Mama is my number two," Lacy explained. "I share all my conquests with her."
"This situation just keeps getting stranger and stranger," I said.
"Stranger than your Mama's fingers in your ass?" Lacy asked.
"I can't deny them," I said, "but I can't comprehend them being there either," as Mama slowly finger banged me, stretching out my asshole for our Mistress.
"So I get to fuck him real soon, right?" Mama asked.
"What?" I gasped, this having now become the next Most Surreal Moment, in a day filled with Most Surreal Moments.
"You may use him however you wish once I'm done with him," Lacy shrugged, as she maneuvered herself behind me.
"Awesome," Mama said, reaching under me and stroking my cock. "I'm so into having these family jewels inside my pussy later, Dre. You're going to fuck Mama good, and you'll become the block's newest mother fucker before this night is over."
I looked up at Dad, whose face gave away nothing.
"Mama, I...." I began.
"Dre, you're my pet because you've pledged to do anything I say; and now I'm telling you to be your mother's pet as well," Lacy said, as Mama pulled her fingers out of my ass. "Which means whatever she tells you to do, you must do; not that you'll mind, because she's a hot bitch. Do you understand?"
"Yes Mistress," I replied, in awe of everything that was happening, and now not only that my mother wanted to fuck me, but that she would be doing it soon!
Lacy's hands were on my hips, and I felt her cock poking my gaping hole.
"Larry, crawl under your son and suck his big cock," Lacy ordered, just as her cock slid inside my ass.
"Oooooooooooh," I moaned as I took my first cock into my ass.
"Yes, Mistress," my Dad obeyed, as I watched him crawl over to me and then slide his body underneath me.
"Dad," I moaned.
"I'm a dedicated cock sucker, son, and whenever you want to blow a load into my mouth or ass, they're now available to you," he explained.
As Lacy's cock invaded my ass, she said, "Like I said, your Dad loves cock, and he can never get enough of it. You may have just become your Mama's bitch, but he's just become yours."
I then felt Dad's lips around my cock, as Lacy began slowly to fuck me.
"Oh God," I moaned, as I received pleasure from both ends, glancing up to see Mr. Cheung filming the proceedings with an old school video camera, as my Mama sucked his cock.
"Such a tight ass," Lacy moaned.
"So big," I said, loving the feeing of a cock in my ass... the pleasure enhanced by the surreal reality of my Dad having my cock in his mouth.
"You like my cock in your pussy, Dre?" Lacy asked.
Yes," I moaned, noticing her feminizing my asshole.
"Good, because I'll be fucking this pussy all summer," Lacy said, as she began going faster.
"And I'll be your cock sucking, ass taking bitch, just like my Dad," I declared, knowing everything I thought about myself had been shattered by only a single day of shemale cock. I loved cock... perhaps just like Dad... although I also loved pussy... and that wasn't ever going to fade away.
"Like father, like son," Lacy said, as she began bucking her hips, which made her cock somehow reach new depths inside my ass... in my pussy... causing a new slight pain... but Dad's mouth on my cock kept my pleasure level at an all-time high.
"Oh God," I moaned a minute or two later, as I could feel my balls beginning to boil.
"Come in your Dad's mouth, while I come in your pussy," Lacy instructed, as her breathing was also getting heavy.
"Oh yes, fill my pussy with your cum," I moaned, the idea of feeling her cum filling my ass suddenly exciting.
"Get ready for my load, my newest pet slut," Lacy ordered, really reaming my asshole now, an ass that had indeed clearly been made to accommodate a big cock.
"Oh yes, fill me, breed me," I moaned, as I too was about to erupt.
"Come in your Dad's cock sucking mouth," Mama ordered, as I looked up to see she was watching me now.
"Fuck!" Lacy grunted, as I felt her warm load fill my ass, which instantly triggered my own orgasm as I exploded into my Dad's mouth!
"Aaaaaah," I groaned, as my most intense orgasm ever, breaking the record from earlier this evening from my first prostate orgasm... but a cock multiplied the pleasure over a finger by multitudes.
"So hot," Mama said, as she anticipatorily rubbed herself.
"Such a good boy," Lacy said, as she slowly fucked my ass.
"So good," I moaned, feeling so spent.
"I hope you're not tired," Mama said. "You have your Mama to fuck yet."
"Oh, I'm sure I'll be up for that," I smiled at my play on words, as Lacy pulled out of me.
"But first, get over here and get some homemade pie," Mama said.
"I'd love some," I said, pulling my cock out of Dad, and crawling to Mama, who'd always had great pies in her oven.
"Let's give the three of them some alone time," Lacy prescribed.
"Sure," Mr. Cheung said, having been silent almost the entire time.
"Keep taping this, Larry," Mama ordered, as I began licking her sweet trimmed pussy... her scent strong and enticing.
"Yes, honey," Dad said.
"Oh yes, lick your Mama," she moaned, as I licked her.
"You taste so good, Mama," I said, liking how kinky it felt to use the word 'Mama' instead of 'Mama'.
"You'll be doing this a lot this summer," Mama said.
"I'm your mother-licking and mother-fucking son," I said, loving the wicked sound of that.
"Yes, you are," she said, putting her hands on the back of my head and pushing me deeper into her wetness.
I hungrily licked her sweet pussy for a couple minutes, loving the sound of her moans, before Lacy returned to the room and interrupted us with, "Sorry, but I want to get fucked too."
Mama let go of my head and said, "Do you think... you soon-to-be NFL linebacker... you have the stamina to fuck both of us?"
"Yes, or I'll die trying," I joked, as I sat up.
"What a way to die," Dad joked.
Lacy got on her knees, as did Mama, and I was staring at two great asses. One was a nice big Filipino butt, the other was Mama's delicious big black booty.
"I guess you'll have to fuck Mama's asshole, since it wouldn't be very sanitary to go from ass to pussy," Mama said, as she wiggled her ass invitingly.
"If I must," I joked, moving behind my Mama.
"Me first," Lacy corrected.
"Sorry," I said, moving instead to her.
"Just slide it in, stud," Lacy said, as I positioned my cock at her ass.
"Okay," I nodded, and then pushed forward, and watched my cock disappear between her big ass cheeks
"Fuck her son, fuck her good," Mama encouraged.
"Yes Dre, don't make love to our assholes, fucking pound the living shit out of them," Lacy growled.
"No problem," I said, this a position I was used to... being in control. I placed my hands firmly on her hips, and began really fucking her.
"That's it, fuck me with that big cock," Lacy moaned.
I did a dozen hard, deep strokes, and then pulled out, sidled over, and slid easily into my Mama.
"Oh yes son, fuck Mama's asshole," she moaned, as I slammed into her from behind, loving to see her big ass cheeks wobbling.
"Such a nasty mother fucker," Lacy said, as she watched our incestuous act.
"Yes, you're fucking Mama's ass, fucking Mama so good," Mama moaned.
"Back to me," Lacy ordered, after less than a dozen deep strokes
For the next several minutes I went back and forth, pounding two women's big booties... and by the end I was beginning to sweat, before my balls were again boiling. I asked, "Who wants my cum?"
"Come on your Mama's face," Lacy ordered as I pounded her.
"Yes, come on Mama," Mama eagerly agreed, spinning around and offering me her pretty face and big tits.
I did a few more deep thrusts into Lacy's tight asshole before I pulled out, and instantly spewed my load all over my pretty Mama.
"So hot," Lacy said, as she watched me coating Mama's face.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, as rope after rope painted Mama's black face snow white.
As soon as I was done, Lacy pushed me to my knees and reminded me who was in charge, by sliding her dick into my mouth and beginning to face fuck me.
I focused on breathing through my nose, as I helplessly took far more cock into my mouth than I'd managed when I was the one in control.
Luckily she was close, and she warned me after just a couple minutes, "Get ready for my load, cock sucker."
I just focused on my breathing, until she grunted and I felt her warm cum filling my mouth and warming my stomach... making my cock flinch.
Once she was done, she pulled out and said, "We'll get you swallowing those nine inches with ease before the summer is over."
"Okay," I nodded.
"You guys can let yourselves out whenever you're finished," Lacy said.
"Thanks, Mistress," Mama said.
"Yes, Mistress, thank you so much," Dad added, as he finally stopped filming.
"You're welcome," Lacy said, and strode out.
"So now what?" I asked.
"Want to fuck your Dad?" Mama offered.
"Really?" I said.
"He must be dying for some cock after watching our marathon fuck session."
"I could definitely use my son's dick deep in my ass," Dad said, as he got onto all fours and offered it to me.
"So fucking surreal," I said, shaking my head, knowing that after all the loads I'd deposited here and there today, this final lap would be a marathon session.
THE END
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Mother-in-Law Lust
I arrived at my mothers-in-law's house a little later in the evening than anticipated for a weeklong stay, while I did some building contractor work at a site close to her house... and a good eight hours from my home.
I did this usually a few times a year, as Anna was a widow, lived in one of the regions I was responsible for, and had the space.
She was a great host, and it was always fun, as we had a great, albeit slightly flirtatious, relationship.
The fact that she's 5'2", slim, with a 32C chest (yes, I snooped), amazing legs, and was very much an older facsimile of her daughter, my wife, helped. The fact that she wore skirts, pantyhose and heels every day, even after dinner most nights, although her heels would usually come off early in the evening, kept me rock hard pretty much every time I was in her presence.
She could pass, on most days, for her daughter, other than the shades of grey mixed into her brown hair.
She was a cougar among cougars, and I'd be lying if I denied that many of my stroke fantasies, especially while staying in her house in a bedroom right beside hers, were about her.
I should note that although I had many fantasies of fucking my mother-in-law, my sex life with my wife Christa had always been pretty good... until recently. Christa is bisexual, and we had a few threesomes with her friend Maria (there aren't many things hotter than watching your wife in a 69). She had even set me up to fuck her widowed friend Susan on a couple of occasions. Yet in the last three or four years, as her menopause really set in, our sex life had become rare and boring.
Now I know this will make me sound pathetic and unfaithful, but I often rummaged around in the spare bedroom's dresser (where I slept when I was visiting) as, for some reason, Anna had left a lot of her lingerie in there. I assumed it was because she no longer wore any of it, since her husband passed a few years ago. Yet, she had a wild array of lingerie, and Christa's dad must have been a lucky man. There were a variety of sexy garments, old school Cuban heel stockings, garter-belts, lace teddies (some with garters) thongs and more.
Did I use them to rub my cock while I masturbated while thinking of fucking her? Of course I did.
I especially loved using her sheer hosiery on my cock, imagining getting a nylon-clad foot job from her... something my wife had never done for me, even after repetitive requests.
And although I'd never done it, I had considered sneaking into her laundry basket to find some of her used panties or pantyhose... I just assumed her scent would be intoxicating.
Anna was already in her nightgown and robe when I walked in... I was a little disappointed she was already out of her nylons, but excited to imagine what lingerie she might be wearing underneath her robe.
She did what she always did when I arrived that first night, she gave me a hug... her large, soft breasts crushing against me. I always wondered if she felt my hard seven-inch cock flinch slyly against her leg... which I did three times during our brief hug... her perfume surprisingly strong for someone ready for bed... as if she'd just put some on.
"How was the drive?" she asked.
"Long and boring," I said and added, "thank God for the Classic Vinyl station on Sirius XM."
"I like that station too, there's something special about a classic," Anna said.
Her tone was odd as I pondered to myself how she was indeed a classic lady. Yet I agreed, "Any station that plays Styx, Bon Jovi, Chicago, the Doors and Meatloaf in a row is amazing."
"Which Meatloaf song did they play?" she asked.
"Two Out of Three Ain't Bad," I said.
"I saw him live back in '78," she said.
"Really?" I asked. "That would be amazing. I saw him a couple years ago, but his voice isn't what it used to be."
"Have you eaten?" she asked.
"Not since lunch," I said. "I was hoping you made something like you always do... like Meatloaf."
"You hoped right," Anna smiled warmly at me. "It's not Meatloaf, though. Chicken parmesan. I'll heat it up for you."
"You're a lifesaver," I said, as I looked at her legs, still a little disappointed they weren't in nylons.
"Anything for you," she said as I followed her into the kitchen.
"That's sweet," I replied, musing on how I'd love to test the 'anything' aspect.
We chatted about a variety of things before I went to shower, and she watched NCIS. I lathered my cock and stroked myself, daydreaming about fucking Anna, or having her pretty lips wrapped around me.
I spewed a load all over her shower.
I joined her for the end of NCIS, and then went to crash... I had an early start to my day tomorrow.
.....
I tossed and turned for half an hour, and then needed to pee. I got out of bed and heard moaning coming from Anna's bedroom. Curious, I tiptoed the few feet to her door, which was thankfully ajar.
I was expecting to see her under her covers pleasuring herself, but what I saw instead was wickedly hot. Anna was on her bed, on all fours, completely naked, bouncing on what must have been a dildo suction cup attached to her headboard. I had to speculate about the dildo, since she was facing the same doorway I was peeking through.
My cock went from flaccid to erect in a heartbeat.
Just when I thought it couldn't get any hotter, Anna moaned, just loud enough for me to hear her, "Yes, fuck me, Dave."
That was my name!
She was fucking herself, imagining she was fucking me.
Holy shit!
Anna's body was even more amazing than I'd imagined... and I'd imagined it a lot. Seeing her slim naked body bouncing so erotically on a dildo I couldn't see, was the hottest thing I'd ever seen... and I'd seen my wife in a 69.
It got even hotter when her moans increased, she buried her face in a pillow to muffle her screams as she came... she came while fantasizing fucking me!
Not wanting to get caught like some perv, I snuck back to my room.
I got back into the room, pulled out a pair of her silk panties from her spare dresser, got back into bed, fished out my cock, and stroked it furiously.
Not surprisingly, I didn't last long after watching such a hot scene, and especially replaying her moaning my name.
As I tried to get back to sleep after cleaning up, and finally going pee, I tried to process the reality that my mother-in-law got as turned on by me as I did by her.
Fuck... could my ultimate unfulfilled fantasy come true?
.....
In the morning breakfast was already made, pancakes and bacon, and Anna was already dressed for work - she was a secretary at a law firm - in a black skirt and nylons... her red painted toenails looking so appealing in the sheer nylons.
Interestingly, I was pretty sure her toes hadn't been painted last night.
We chatted, and all I could think about were her tits swaying, her body bouncing, and her declaration of: 'Yes, fuck me, Dave.'
I headed out hard as a rock, and my head spinning with possibilities.
The day was a long brutal one, both because the workday didn't go as planned, and because I couldn't stop thinking about Anna.
I got home around seven-thirty, and she was still in her workday attire... thankfully. She said, "I ordered pizza the moment I saw your truck pull into the driveway."
"Delicious," I said, applying that to both the pizza and my mother-in-law.
"Go shower," she said. "I'll pour you a whiskey."
"Please make it a double," I requested. "It's been a long day."
"Will do," she smiled warmly as she sipped on some white wine.
I went and had a quick shower, resisting stroking my cock, which was begging for my attention, and headed back to the living room... in a spur of the moment decision, I came out in a t-shirt and sweats... sans underwear, so my seven-inch erection might become noticeable at some juncture.
I wasn't sure what to do with the information I'd accidentally garnered last night, yet I knew I needed to do something with it. So this was stage one.
Anna was on the couch, her nylon-clad sexy feet resting on her coffee table, still sipping her wine. I walked towards her, my cock hardening instantly at seeing just the soles of her stocking-clad feet... imagining her stroking my cock between them.
When she saw me, she smiled in a way my wife no longer did when she saw me, and asked, "Have a nice shower?"
"It was rejuvenating," I answered, as she pointed to the coffee table... just a few inches from her crotch-raising nylon-clad feet, "Your drink is there."
Deciding to go directly to stage two, I reached down to grab the drink, and fake stumbled, so I had to grab her feet for support from falling, and made it look like a complete accident.
"You okay?" she asked, concerned.
I was surprised by how silky her nylons were, way softer than the ones my wife wore for me on rare occasions... she'd pretended to be into my fetish when we were younger and wilder, or at least to tolerate it, but now she saw nylons as just an inconvenience. I stammered, as I ever so slyly rubbed her feet, "S-s-sorry, I lost my balance."
Anna surprised me as I let go of her silky sheer feet and said, "I know. My legs can do that to a man."
I laughed awkwardly, surprised by her words, and yet going along with it, "I imagine so. Especially in sheer silky nylons like those ones."
"You like?" she asked, actually wiggling her perfectly manicured red painted toes at me. "I buy them online from Europe."
"They're very nice," I said, now given courage by her startling comment, openly admiring her legs and feet.
"Nice?" she objected. "No one likes to be called nice."
"Sorry, you're right," I apologized as I reached for the whiskey this time. "They're amazing, and they really accentuate your delectable legs and feet, that can knock some men off balance if they stare too hard."
"That's much better," she smiled, as she looked at my crotch, which was sticking out pretty impressively.
"I aim to please," I replied, allowing my not-so-hidden erection to poke directly at her, hopefully in her full view.
"I do too," Anna smiled back, both of us reaching a new level of flirtation.
I wasn't sure what I was going to say next, but the doorbell rang.
"Pizza," Anna said brightly as she stood up, but added a whole new level of aggressive flirtation, "although I've just realized I was actually craving sausage."
And with that, I was rendered totally speechless for a while. Yes, I'd wanted to fuck her for years. Yes, I wanted to fuck her right now. Yet this was a whole new level of innuendo... I didn't think there was any way to interpret the sausage reference other than sexually, especially as her eyes were boring into my very erect cock.
She walked past me, her perfume strong, and went to pay for the pizza. I was rock hard, and yet wondered if there was any significance to the pizza arriving just when things were getting potentially naughty. As I pondered this, I downed my drink.
She returned a minute later carrying a pizza box and said, "Come meet me in the kitchen."
"Sure thing, Anna," I agreed, following her into the kitchen.
She set out two plates, and served a couple of slices onto each of them. She also poured herself another glass of wine, and me another whiskey.
I picked up the plate nearest me as she asked, "Does Christa wear nylons for you?"
"She used to," I answered, but added, "but never anything like what you're wearing."
"She doesn't wear stockings and a garter-belt?" she asked.
"No; no, she doesn't," I said, Anna continuing to surprise me.
"She never did like them," Anna reminisced. "Wouldn't even wear them to weddings or funerals."
"She did for ours," I said, remembering my bride's legs in white nylons.
"She must love you," Anna said in a joking way.
"Well, if we're measuring quantities of love based on nylon wear, she loved me dearly on our wedding day, but now she hates me," I joked back.
"She never did understand that being a woman, and more importantly a wife, necessitated doing things to please your man," Anna said, actually sighing.
Feeling the need to defend my wife, I said, "She's done other things to please me."
"I'm sure she has," Anna said as she sipped her wine. After a pause, she asked about my day, and the conversation devolved to generic topics... which was a huge disappointment after all the earlier sexual energy... I silently cursed myself for getting us off track by defending my wife.
I finished a second drink, she finished a second glass of wine. We finished the pizza.
She filled both our glasses back up, and invited, "Come watch television with me."
"Sure," I said, wanting to find a way to direct the conversation back to sexual teasing, to jump to stage three (touching in some form), and also to admire her nylon-clad legs and feet some more.
She sat on the couch where she always did, but patted the spot beside her, something she'd never done before. I'd always sat in the upholstered chair placed beside her couch at an angle.
I sat down beside her, and she surprised me again by swinging her feet into my lap and asking, "Will you please give me a foot massage?"
"Well, since these silken-clad beauties are already in my lap, how can I refuse you?" I joked, as I moved both hands to her left foot, and stage three unfolded on its own.
"You can't," she said, letting out the softest of moans as I put pressure on her foot.
"Nor would I," I smiled, as I was really good at giving foot massages. Early in my marriage, a good foot massage often led to a blow job or sex... often both.
"That feels nice," Anna said, in a soft, sensual tone.
"So do these stockings," I said, in awe that not only were my mother-in-law's feet nestled in my lap, but her silky sheer feet were in my hands... so of course my cock was completely erect, and her heel was resting right on top of it.
"They make me feel sexy," she said, as I massaged her foot.
"They look and feel equally sexy," I replied.
"Thanks," she said. "But I'm just an old woman."
I disagreed, switching to her other foot. "Au contraire! You're a beautiful radiant woman, and age is just a number."
"You're so sweet," she said, giving a slight moan as I continued massaging her foot.
"Just being honest," I said, flinching my cock three times, after having controlled myself rather impressively until then.
"Well, I like such honesty," she said, as she noticed my not so sly salutes.
I wanted to say more... but wasn't sure what to say. We were definitely flirting. We were definitely blurring the line between mother-in-law and son-in-law, versus... something else. We had definitely pushed ourselves into uncharted territory. Yet, although I was confident she was into me, I wasn't a hundred percent confident she'd be willing to do anything about it, and that prevented me from going any further without some very clear signals from her.
When I was single... I would have risked it... worst case, I'd be wrong. I've been wrong lots of times, usually with little consequence.
But being married and Anna being my mother-in-law, if I was wrong this time, a few lives could fall apart very quickly.
I kept massaging her feet as she asked, "Do you know the last time I had sex?"
My eyes went wide.
"Have you been with anyone since Jake died?" I asked.
"No," she said, "and we didn't have sex for the last three years of our marriage."
"Oh my God," I said, that meaning she hadn't had sex for almost ten years.
"I haven't brought that up to anyone in ten years," she added with a wicked, playful smile.
"I thought going a few months was a dry spell," I said.
"You're telling me Christa isn't performing her wifely duties?"
"Not as often as she used to," I admitted, thinking I liked the term 'wifely duties'.
"That's inexcusable," she said, seeming very annoyed at her daughter. "Jake and I quit having intercourse only because he no longer could get it up, even with the special pill."
"I'm sorry," I said, as I moved my hand to her calf, slyly giving hints of my interest without going too far, too soon.
"Sorry for what? He could still give me orgasms with his tongue and, as you saw last night, toys today are amazing," she said, shocking me to the very core.
Had I heard right?
Did she know I'd watched her fuck herself last night?
"Y-y-you saw me?" I stammered, shocked by that revelation.
"I staged that show for you," she said.
"You did?" I asked.
"I did," she said sultrily.
Now ninety-nine-point-nine percent sure she was as interested as I was, I turned on my charm, and responded, "Seems to me, you staged it for yourself as well."
"Oh, it was definitely for me too," she said, her tone dripping with sultry seduction. "Although it took you a long time to hear me. I was holding back my orgasm for a good ten minutes. And then when I came for you, that orgasm definitely wasn't staged!"
"Sorry, I was busy trying not to jerk off thinking about you," I revealed.
She pressed her foot firmly on my cock and asked, "Which must mean you think I'm hot. So is this because of me?"
Now a hundred percent certain, I answered, "It's been saluting you like this for years."
She began to rub my cock with her foot and said, "Does my daughter at least give you nylon-clad foot jobs?"
"Sadly, never," I admitted.
"Stupid girl," she sighed, as she rubbed both her feet on my crotch.
"Stubborn anyway," I corrected, her feet on my crotch working wonders.
"Did you like watching me fuck myself, and did you imagine it was your cock doing the honours?" Anna asked, making me a hundred and ten percent sure she was interested.
"It was the hottest thing I've seen in years," I admitted. "So yes, and yes."
"Just in a number of years? Not the hottest ever?"
Figuring why not, I said, "It's in a dead heat with watching your daughter in a lesbian 69."
"Yeah, she ate a lot of pussy in high school; I actually thought for a while she might be a complete lesbian," Anna said, moving her foot away and adding, "since you saw me not only naked, but coming like gangbusters while screaming your name into my pillow, I think it's only fair I get to see you naked."
"That seems reasonable," I said, as I wondered how much pussy my wife ate in high school. I stood up and took off my shirt.
"I haven't seen a man naked in almost seven years," she said, admiring my body and looking lustfully at me... a lust I hadn't seen aimed at me by a woman in decades.
"Well, you could probably do better than me," I joked. I mean I had a decent body, but I was slightly chubby. Pretty normal for men my age.
"No, you're perfect," she said, as she laid herself out on the couch, rolled to her side and watched.
"I feel like such a piece of meat," I joked, as I pulled my sweats down to reveal I wasn't wearing underwear, and was completely erect with a tool pointing directly at my beautiful mother-in-law.
"I very much want a piece of that meat," she said, as she moved again to swing her feet up towards me.
I moved to her feet, entranced by their beauty, and admiring her flexibility and long legs.
When I was within reach, she moved her feet to my very hard cock and said, "Let's rectify that whole never-had-a-nylon-foot-job thing."
"Oooooooh," I moaned, her sheer stocking feet on my cock causing electric pleasure currents to spark through my entire body.



"You have a bigger cock than my husband had," she said, as she slowly stroked my cock, her two feet in surprisingly impressive synchronicity.
"Thanks," I said, flattered she was impressed.
"So big and hard," she said, staring at my cock with awe, as I stared at her feet with similar awe.
"This feels amazing," I said, thinking it was even better than when I used her panties or pantyhose to jerk off to.
For the second time this evening we were interrupted just as things were getting sexy... this time by my wife... Anna's daughter.
My phone rang.
It was her distinctive ring tone. Barbie Girl by Aqua, because she thought it was hilarious to have that play on my phone when I was with a bunch of macho construction guys.
"It's Christa," I sighed dramatically, thinking this was perhaps a second sign that this secret rendezvous wasn't supposed to happen.
"Answer it," she said, as the annoying chorus repeated itself.
I reached down to the coffee table where I'd placed it earlier and answered, just as Anna returned her feet to my cock, surprising me, "Hey, babe."
"How are you?" she asked.
"Pretty good," I said, as Anna resumed giving me a nylon-clad foot job.
"How's Mom?"
"Really good," I answered.
"You sure?" she asked, as Anna moved one foot under my balls to caress them, and her other foot to my chest where she rubbed me. Fuck, it felt amazing. So fucking erotic! Enhanced even more by the wickedness that her daughter was on the other end of the call.
"I think so."
"She's seemed a little off lately."
"She's seemed just like herself to me," I said, smiling down at Anna.
"I think she's really lonely."
"That I can't really tell," I said.
"Well, I want you to do anything she wants while you're there," my wife offered.
Anna was close enough she could hear the conversation, and she moved her feet away, sat up, moved her hands to my ass, and pulled me closer to her.
"I can do that," I agreed, as her mom took my cock in her hand.
"Take her out for a night," she suggested.
"I can do that," I repeated, just before Anna leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth, making my entire body tremble with lust and pleasure.
"I mean it," she said. "Show my mother a good time."
I said, as Anna swirled her tongue around my cock, "I guarantee I can do that."
"Good. Give her whatever she wants," my wife said, unaware of the sweeping extent of the permission she was giving me.
"I'll do anything and everything she asks, or that I think she needs, even if she doesn't ask," I said, as Anna began to slowly bob on my throbbing cock.
"Great," she said, sounding excited. "Maybe I don't give you enough credit sometimes, but you're a prince!"
"That's great," I repeated, although I was referring to the pleasure I was feeling as my mother-in-law sucked my cock while I kept her daughter in the dark.
"How was work?" she asked, changing the subject.
"It was okay, although like most first days, it was kind of a shit show."
"Yeah, mine too."
"What happened?" I asked like a good husband, but like a bad husband, I wasn't really listening. I just knew she was about to give me a lengthy answer where I wouldn't have to talk much... just make agreeable noises every now and then.
As expected, she went into a lengthy story, as I concentrated on watching her mother really begin to bob on my cock.
I moaned on a couple of occasions, especially when Anna took all seven inches in her mouth and held herself there... I hadn't been deep throated in years, and it felt fucking amazing. I also knew I'd be coming very soon.
Christa asked, "What do you think I should do about it?"
Fuck! I had no idea what she was talking about, and now she wanted insights? Like I often did when asked such a question where I had no idea what she was talking about, I answered her question with a question, "What do you think you should do?"
Anna was now bobbing like a porn star, really working over my dick and making my balls boil.
Christa answered, "Do you think I should talk to her about it?"
I replied, tying to hint to Anna about my very imminent ejaculation, "I think it's best if it comes from you." Where I stressed the indicative word.
Anna caught on, as she squeezed my ass, before surprising me again, when her finger moved to my asshole, and she slid it inside me.
Instantly, I groaned and erupted a massive load inside Anna's magical mouth, as I had a blow job plus prostate orgasm, "Oh, fuck."
"You okay?" Christa asked, concerned.
I replied, as Anna extracted my entire load, "Oh, I just spilt."
"Well, clean it up," Christa said.
"Your mother already is," I replied wickedly, as Anna slowed down and nursed my cock after swallowing my entire load... something else my wife hadn't done in at least a couple of years.
"So, you're saying I should talk to her?" Christa asked.
"Definitely," I agreed, still with no idea who she was talking about or what the issue was. God, I hoped I wasn't setting her up for some huge failure.
Anna took her mouth off my cock, and her finger out of my ass, and asked, "Is that my baby girl on the phone?"
"It is," I answered.
"Let me talk to her," Anna said, reaching up for my phone.
"Your mom wants to talk to you," I said, as I handed Anna the phone.
"Hey, honey, how are you?" Anna asked, as she leaned back on the couch, lifted up her skirt, spread her legs, and pointed to her very inviting pussy.
I dropped to my knees and moved between her stocking-clad legs held up by a garter, and admired her recently trimmed pussy since she, like me, had chosen to go commando this evening.
She had some pubic hair, a mixture of black and grey, but not a lot. Her pussy lips were already glistening with wetness, telling me my foot massage, my cock, and this entire encounter was turning her on.
"Yeah, I just finished eating dessert while you and Dave were talking," Anna said, as she reached for my head and pulled me into my dessert. "It was delicious."
God, the truth to her statement that would seem so innocent to Christa, was a major turn-on to me. Anna's scent was sweet, and as I parted her pussy lips with my tongue, so was her taste. I loved getting head (what guy doesn't?), but I equally enjoyed eating pussy. I loved hearing a woman moan, I loved her natural scent and taste, and I loved being able to give her in return the pleasure she had given me.
"Oh, it was a homemade milkshake Dave whipped up for me," Anna said, making me smile.
Their conversation shifted to bland, as I explored every nook and cranny of her pussy for a couple of minutes.
"Yes, I already have him helping me out big time," Anna said, before adding, "and I'm going to have him using his hammer very soon."
God, I wish I could hear my wife's words, but alas, everything was muffled from my current position. I could hear Anna clearly, but not my wife at all.
"Yeah, he's very handy with tools," Anna agreed, as she pushed my head a little deeper into her wetness. I took that as a not so subtle hint to lick her pussy more aggressively. I wiggled my tongue up and down between her pussy lips, as she continued talking.
"I plan to work him all weekend," Anna added, making my cock jump at the possibility of all we could do this upcoming weekend... tomorrow being Friday.
I flicked her clit three times, having purposely avoided it until now, and felt both of her legs twitch each time I did.
"Yeah, I have things for him to do in pretty much every room in this house," Anna continued with the wicked sexual innuendos that my wife wouldn't catch at all... why would she?
I took her clit between my lips and shook my head a little sideways and Anna let out a loud moan. "Oh nothing, honey. Please just give me a second."
I assume she put the phone on mute, as she ordered me to "Suck on my clit and finger bang me, baby."
I slid two fingers inside her pussy, and sucked on her clit with reckless hunger, knowing I needed to get her off as quickly as possible.
"Oh yes, finger bang me, while your wife waits upon my literal pleasure," she moaned loudly, clearly enjoying the taboo sin this was.
"Come all over my face, Mommy-in-law!" I ordered, knowing Mommy was a trigger term in many of the erotica stories I read.
"Oh yes, fuck, eat me, finger bang me, fuck, yes," she screamed, as she came violently.
I pulled my fingers out, and buried my face into her flooding pussy, wanting to taste as much of her pussy cum as I could.
"Sorry about that," Anna said, apparently returning to the call with her daughter.
I kept lapping up her pussy juice as she kept talking to my wife. "No, he isn't an inconvenience at all. Actually, he's super helpful."
I smiled at how helpful I was being at this very moment.
"Yeah, it's great to have a real man in the house again," Anna added, flattering me.
A moment later Anna said, adding to the wicked wild innuendos, "I'll go check, he was just finishing up my homemade pie."
I gasped at the blunt truth of her words.
She looked down at me and winked.
I got up, her sweet wetness on my face and lips as she got up too. She took my hand and led me into her bedroom as she said, "Here he is."
"Hey, honey," I said, as I followed Anna.
"I'm jealous, you rat," she said.
"Of what?"
"You got to eat her homemade pie. She makes the best pies," Christa said.
As we reached the bedroom I agreed, piling on the naughty innuendos, "It was possibly the best pie she's ever made. And it was fresh from the oven."
"I hate you," she said playfully.
"What can I say?" I asked, as Anna got out of her clothes... but thankfully kept on the garter-belt and stockings, "I love your mom's homemade pie."
"Well, since you're there and I'm not, enjoy it for me too," she added, unaware of what she was really suggesting.
"I'll likely enjoy it the entire week I'm here," I said, as I walked over to my mother-in-law, who was sitting on the edge of her bed, ready for stage five... or maybe six.
"I really hate you," she teased.
"You mother seems to have been saving up chores for me forever. Now I need to go help her with something that needs hammering," I said, as I reached Anna and she took me back into her mouth, a little worried my innuendo might have been too blunt.
"Well, hammer away," she said, somehow not catching onto the naughty innuendo. For someone who was once a pretty wild slut, she seemed so oblivious, which somehow made this sexual encounter even hotter.
"I will," I promised, as I pulled out of Anna's eager mouth, and pushed her onto her back. I grabbed her hips, and pulled her towards me.
"Have fun," Christa said.
"It'll be a blast," I responded, as I grabbed her ankles and held them together... impressed with her flexibility.
"Dave, I need you to come help me now," Anna called out, muffling her voice a little to make it sound like she was in another room instead of right beneath me.
"I'll let you go," Christa said. "Love you."
"Love you too," I said, just as I slid into her mother's very wet pussy.
I hung up, tossed the phone on the bed, and said, as I spread her legs wide and looked into Anna's eyes, "That was fucking wild."
"Yes it was. Now fuck me," Anna said, looking at me with lust. "It's been a decade since I've had a real throbbing cock inside me, and I want to be fucked hard and deep."
"Fuck, you're hot," I said, as I began bucking my hips into her, as I held her nylon-clad ankles spread wide.
"Oh yes Dave, hammer my pussy," she moaned as she watched me... the same way her daughter used to watch me back when we fucked like rabbits.
"All night," I groaned, as I slammed into her hard.
"Oh fuck," she screamed.
Over the next couple of minutes, I fucked her hard, as she moaned and talked nasty, including, "Oh yes, fuck me with that big dick," and "Yes, harder, harder, baby," and "Slam that dick up my cunt."
Thankfully I'd already come down her throat, or this would have been a rather prematurely terminated fucking, like back in high school.
I pulled out, got onto the bed, flipped her onto her side, and slid back into her from behind.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "I love a strong man who knows how to handle a woman."
"And I love a hot woman who lets her inner slut out to play," I said, pounding her from behind.
"Ooooooh," she moaned, as I reached around and grabbed her tit. "Fuck me, baby, fuck the shit out of me."
For another couple minutes I fucked her hard, and her moans increased exponentially until it was obvious she was close to coming.
"Don't stop, baby, don't stop," she pleaded, even as I began to get a cramp. Yet come what may, I wasn't going to stop until she came. I'd been told by her loving daughter to do whatever she told me to... so I sure wasn't going to stop, until she was good and ready.
"Come all over my dick," I ordered, pinching her nipple as I kept fucking her.
"Oh yes, fuck yes, you mother fucking stud," she said, before she screamed, "Fuck!"
I kept pumping my dick in and out of her, ignoring my cramping, as she trembled through her second orgasm.
Suddenly she rolled away, pushed me onto my back demonstrating some surprising strength, and straddled me. "My turn to do some work."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as she lowered herself onto me. "You really are a beautiful woman."
"Thanks," she said, as she began slowly grinding on my cock, cowgirl style. "Fuck, I've always loved this position."
"I'm loving it right now," I said, as I admired her tits and face.
"I want you to come inside me, Dave," she said. "I haven't been come inside in a decade, and I've always loved the feeling of a big load of cum spewing inside me."
"If you keep working my dick the way you are right now, I won't last much longer," I said, as she was somehow tightening her pussy muscles around my cock.
"This is something I learned years ago," she said. "It's my go to milking move."
"Well, it's really working, you'll have my milk real soon," I moaned, feeling my balls rumbling, even though she was fucking me so slowly. She was moving her hips in a circular manner, while also slowly riding me up and down, while simultaneously somehow milking my cock with her suction-cup-like pussy.
"Come inside me, baby, shoot a big load of cum up my cunt," she said wickedly and seductively, moaning so erotically as she did.
"Don't stop," I moaned, knowing I was just seconds away from my eruption.
"Come up my cunt, baby," she moaned, as she squeezed her tits.
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, about to burst.
"Fill me, baby, fill my cunt with your cum, explode your big load up my pussy," she said, in the most seductive way I could ever imagine possible.
"Fuck," I grunted, as I began filling her pussy.
"Oh, yes, fill me baby, fill my cunt," she moaned, continuing to milk me.
"So good," I groaned, as the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced coursed through me.
"So good," she moaned too, seeming to enjoy my orgasm as much as I did.
She kept milking me for another minute before rolling off me and collapsing beside me. She said, "I'd forgotten how good sex could be."
"I never knew how good sex could be until now," I said, completely spent.
"How long will you be here?" she asked.
"A week," I said.
"Good," she said.
"Why's that?" I asked.
"I have a lot of places in this house that need hammering," she said.
"Well, I brought along a lot of nails," I responded, not sure the metaphor worked that well.
.....
Epilogue:
I fucked my mother-in-law on the kitchen table for breakfast; she gave me a foot job under the table at the restaurant that night, as I did as my wife suggested, and took her out... coming all over her feet; I fingered her to orgasm in the movie theatre, and she jerked me off using her buttery hands, and then ate my cum; that night I fucked her again in her bed, before we fell asleep and slept in each other's arms until morning.
The rest of the week we fucked and ate each other every chance we could.
I fucked her on the washing machine; we 69'd in my bedroom; we fucked in the bathtub; I went down on her a dozen times; she blew me just as often, most of the time with her fingering my asshole and stimulating my prostate. We fucked in every room of the house, and in the family bathroom at a Denny's. I came on her face, moments before skyping with my wife.
I deposited two loads in her before I left that last day... one down her throat, and one in her pussy.
Epilogue 2:
When I got home, Christa was dressed in a red dress and black pantyhose, and her nails were painted the same red as her dress.
She walked up and gave me a big kiss and asked, "How was your week with my mother?"
"Great," I said, not trying for any sort of inuendo, as a sudden wash of guilt coursed through me at the reality that not only had I cheated on my wife, I'd cheated on her with her own mother... multiple times.
"She kept mentioning hammering. What did you do for her?" she asked.
"A little of this, a little of that," I answered, which I felt wasn't really lying.
"Mom said she's never had as much fun with you as she did this week," she added.
"Oh, did she?" I asked. Something very odd was happening here, yet I couldn't place it.
Then the bombshell.
"So, my dearest husband... did you enjoy fucking my mom all week long?" she asked with a knowing smile.
My eyes went wide as she said, rubbing my cock, and not at all angry from knowing what she apparently knew, "Hey, I knew she needed to get laid, and I've kind of lost my sexual libido, so I thought I'd do both of you a favor."
"Y-y-you planned this?" I asked, although the answer seemed obvious.
"Of course I did," she said, as she dropped to her knees and fished out my cock.
"I can't believe it," I said this more shocking than everything that had happened at my mother-in-law's.
"Mom and I had lots of fun talking about you behind your back, this past week. And you know when she muted your phone that night during our conversation?"
A chill went down my spine, and I just nodded.
"Well she didn't. 'Come all over my face, Mommy-in-law!'" she quoted, "and then you ate her to a screaming orgasm! I was so proud of you."
"Proud?"
"Yep, proud. Now Mom says you like this a lot," she said, as she took my cock in her mouth and slid a finger in my ass.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, trying to process these shocking revelations, as well as the fact it had somehow led to an apparent sparking of our rather dormant sex life.
Shocking me once more, she took my hard cock out of her mouth and said, "Mommy says I'm supposed to keep you happy and perform all my wifely duties, until she arrives tomorrow."
She returned to sucking my cock and fingering my ass, as I stood there stunned. She added a moment later, as my orgasm was already close, "I can't wait to watch you fucking Mommy."
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, as she resumed sucking my cock, and in a few more bobs, I was depositing my load down my wife's throat.
THE END



        Mom's Motivation

        Mom does whatever it takes to motivate her lazy son.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-s-motivation

Title: Mom's Motivation

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Mom does whatever it takes to motivate her lazy son.

Tags: mom, son, slut, stockings, mommy, seduction, siblings, silkstockingslover, submissive




Note 1:This is dedicated to Larry who requested the story.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
Mom's Motivation
Stephanie sighed as she examined her newest text. The same one she seemed to receive every single day. Mom, we need your help.
She loved her children, all three of them, but she wished they'd become more self-sufficient. Or at least her two sons, who at 23 and 26 were living on their own together, should do so. Her daughter, at 18 and in her senior year of high school was still living at home, which was fair enough, and she was substantially more mature and self-sufficient than her elder brothers.
At 44 Stephanie was still quite young, very young to have a 26-year-old offspring, but one wild party and a torn condom, and she hadn't gotten the chance to finish high school.
Her marriage to her deadbeat ex had ended years ago, she hadn't heard from him in years (no loss), and he'd never once given her as much as a penny in child support. So she'd worked a variety of jobs over the years, mostly waitressing, the most recent eight years at Hooters. A pair of 34DD's purchased by that creepy ex who'd tried to get her to do some porn, made her a star attraction at the restaurant, as did her long, toned legs. The pay was shit, the job was exhausting, but the tips were good... very, very good.
Yet because she still had a child at home, and she'd still do anything for her two rather unmotivated sons, it meant she lived from paycheque to paycheque, and she always felt stressed about paying not only her own bills, but for whatever her sons needed... which appeared endless.
I'm on my way, she texted back, as she left work after a nine-hour shift.
She drove to the boys' trailer, one she'd purchased for them from a small inheritance left by their grandpa, plus almost all her savings.
As she drove there, she returned to a thought she'd had lingering for the past few weeks... what was she going to do about her boys? They were way too dependent on her still, which was getting more than a little ridiculous at their ages, and yet she also liked to be needed. She was terrified about the empty nest syndrome that would become an unavoidable challenge in a few months when her daughter Haley went off to college. Haley was very hard working and ambitious, the complete opposite of her boys.
But she was so desperate for her boys to love her and not turn out like her asshole ex... years of that failed relationship dragging on having gotten her completely jaded to all men other than her two sons.
She sighed, weary from her long shift, and wanting just to go home and have a long bath. She arrived, parked, and walked into the trailer, which looked exactly the way you'd think the home of two twenty-something single males would look.
Like a tornado had struck, and then a second tornado had come along to add insult to injury.
She sighed again, tired and annoyed at how she'd cleaned this place up so often, and yet it always ended up looking worse than the time before. "You two really need to start cleaning up after yourselves," she said, feeling like a broken record, as she walked in on them reclining on their lazy boy chairs, Christmas gifts from her, while playing some video game, another gift from her.
"We try." Alex, her younger, said, glancing up to admire his mother's big tits and amazing legs in those sheer Hooters hosiery. He wondered what she'd think if she knew they always timed when to ask her over so they could perv on her body in her work attire. He also wondered what she'd think if she knew they both talked all the time about fucking her. The brothers were slobs, but good looking ones, who on many occasions had tag teamed a MILF they'd picked up and made her roleplay being their mother, as they spit-roasted or occasionally double penetrated her.
"Do you?" she sighed, picking up a pizza box that had clearly been sitting there for a couple of days. "It looks to me like you haven't budged from your chairs since the last time I was here."
"Appearances can be deceiving, Mom. We have to get up to pee sometimes," Andrew quipped, always the smart ass.
"I'm surprised you don't just put some diapers on your lazy asses to solve that one," Stephanie said, a little tired and a lot annoyed.
"That's not a bad idea," Andrew said.
"I was being sarcastic," she sighed, shaking her head. "What did you need me for?"
"The oven isn't working," Andrew said.
"You actually use it?" Stephanie said, more surprised that they'd tried using it than it wasn't working.
"Yeah, we tried to make nachos," Alex said, distracted by his Mom, and not focusing on the game, which led to his avatar being killed off.
"Dumb ass, how did you not see that sniper?" Andrew accused.
"I got distracted," Alex said.
"Of course you did," Andrew smirked, knowing exactly what had distracted his younger brother. They both found their Mom hot, both talked about fucking her, but Alex was obsessed with her.
"Let me take a look," she said, curious what the problem would be.
"Thanks Mom. You're the best," Andrew said, continuing to game.
After a couple of perplexing minutes, Stephanie checked the breaker and saw it had tripped. She had no idea why it had gone, but she flipped it over and the oven clock came back on.
Stephanie returned and asked, "How did the job hunt go today?"
"Good," Alex said.
"Where did you apply?"
"A few places," Alex lied, having not left the house.
"I hope you two are taking getting full time jobs seriously," the mom said. "I can't afford to keep bailing you out."
The sons had heard this statement hundreds of times, and yet she managed to come up with the necessary funds every time.
"We'll get out there tomorrow, I promise," Alex said. "Right, Andrew?"
"Yeah, tomorrow," Andrew agreed, unsure of what he was agreeing to, and assuming he wouldn't actually back up whatever it was. He worked twice a week at a theatre, the same job he'd had when he was sixteen, and enjoyed doing it for the free movies and the free popcorn.
"You two had better," Stephanie said, really beginning to get worried about her boys. What if something happened to her? They'd literally starve without her.
"Promise," Alex said, admiring her body, and feeling a little guilty for never following through with his promises. But Andrew had convinced him their mother loved looking after the two of them.
"You'd better," she said, giving her son a big tit-crushing hug.
Alex knew he'd be in his room in a couple minutes, jerking off about those tits.
"Bye, Andrew," she said, knowing he wasn't getting off his ass, so she went over to him, bent down, and kissed his cheek.
"Bye Mom, love you," he said, as he shot someone dead.
Alex stared at his Mom's amazing tight ass while it was briefly bent over. God, he'd love to fuck that ass... he couldn't deny it, he definitely preferred a woman's ass to her mouth or pussy.
Stephanie then stood up and noticed her younger son staring at her ass. This was something she'd become more and more aware of in the past few months. She was accustomed to being ogled by men, and even some women... she knew she had an amazing body, from top to bottom... her only physical insecurity had ever been her tits, which now after the surgery were fantastic. Being a former gymnast and prominent beauty pageant contestant, she'd always had a pretty face, a tight ass, and great legs. Yet she always ended up going for men who seemed too good to be true when they met, and then they always were. She'd finally sworn off men a year ago, and her only orgasms since then had been from her rabbit, which was a damned fine and hassle-free replacement for the real thing. That said, she'd admittedly been craving cock, real cock, for some time.
That night she went online to read about how to motivate one's children, and most of the discussions were aimed at younger children; but she found one that shocked her to the core. It was a tiny niche about how a few Japanese women were motivating their lazy sons to try harder at school by giving them sex... usually blow jobs. She couldn't believe it! It seemed too far-fetched to be true!
This led her on a lengthy internet search that blew her away. There were dozens of incest discussion groups online, hundreds of allegedly scholarly forums about it, and thousands of porn and erotica offerings.
She read about the Oedipus Complex by Sigmund Freud, and was shocked to discover the psychology pioneer's theory that all sons at one point or another wished to have sex with their mothers.
She scrolled through a website she'd never encountered before called Literotica, where she discovered a plethora of author-submitted incestuous stories. She noticed the majority of them were mom and son stories, and those were by far the most-read stories on the internet.
Out of curiosity, or at least that's what she told herself, she ended up reading a good dozen-plus of those mom-son stories from the website, and by the end, her pussy was on fire... for a long while she hadn't even noticed she'd been slowly rubbing herself as she read. Before she knew it, she was coming while she read about a son turning his Mom into his... the term used was Mommy-slut... in a wicked story called 'Pet Mommy: Becoming a Mommy-Slut'!
Stephanie was in such awe as she read these stories, especially the ones about sons turning their mothers into submissive sluts.
She'd always been very submissive. She came from a very Christian background, and had always been someone who loved to serve, Not sexually at first, just frequently doing things as innocent as baking cookies that would make other people happy.

Over time, this tendency led to her being equally submissive in the bedroom, and doing some very nasty things. Things she did willingly... even eagerly... in the heat of the moment, and then afterwards more times than not, felt intense guilt about having done them.
She'd never once considered her sons in a sexual manner, not even an idle thought, but after reading these stories, plus the many supposed true confessions from sons and moms, as well as the rare dad with daughter, or even other crazy pairings such as grandsons seducing their grandmothers (or the other way around), she couldn't help but wonder about bringing this idea closer to home.
Both of her sons were very good looking.
Even though her sons' personal ambitions were nowhere to be found, they both truly loved her and always treated her with respect (albeit lazily), unlike the many fake declarations of love she'd received in the past from men just wanting to fuck her and leave her.
She trusted her sons.
She'd do anything for her sons.
But committing incest with her boys... would she do that? Could she do that?
She shook her head at the insanity of her own thoughts. This practice was wrong. Incest was wrong.
Yet that night she had her first sex dream in a long, long time, and it was unmistakably about her two sons Andrew and Alex spit-roasting her... a position she'd never tried, but had always found fascinating in porn. She did love sucking cock, and she missed the thrill of a hard dick in her mouth and a warm load exploding on her face (men always wanted to come on her face, she'd literally taken more loads on her face than anywhere else... this largely because even with a condom, she'd refused to allow a man to come inside her ever since her accidental pregnancy all those years ago). She of course also loved getting fucked... and fucked hard.
She woke up in a cold sweat, realising those twisted thoughts from erotica had now seeped into her subconscious mind.
Fuck!
.....
The next night the boys came over for dinner like they did every Wednesday, a family tradition, while Stephanie, Wednesday being her only guaranteed day off, would make a big home cooked meal for the four of them... although this time it was five... since Haley brought home her new boyfriend of a couple of months Joel... who took quite the ribbing from the boys for 'robbing the cradle' by dating an eighteen-year-old, since he was all of twenty. Stephanie liked him instantly, as he came from a good family, went to the same church as Haley who was very religious, and even volunteered at the church. (Stephanie didn't often go to church, almost always having to work on Sundays.)
During dinner, on more than one occasion Stephanie looked at her sons in a way she hadn't before looked at her sons. In other words, not in a very motherly way.
Like their father, they were very good looking; and also like their father they were habitually lazy, and the more she thought about it, the more she worried her sons could easily end up just like their deadbeat dad... as useless bums.
Which made her wonder... would her crazy idea of having sex with them... perhaps just oral... be enough to motivate her two boys into starting to act like responsible men? It would even be the motherly thing to do!
Yet even as she pondered this crazy approach to mothering, she knew it wasn't the answer... nor was it even legal.
The guys went downstairs to the basement immediately after the meal, as usual not helping with clearing the table or rinsing off the dishes; this was just the way it had always been, although Stephanie was disappointed in Joel that he'd joined them.
So Stephanie and Haley did the womanly thing and cleared the table, rinsed the dishes, and placed them into the dishwasher, and prepared dessert like good girls. (Yes, I'm being ironic.) Once they were done, Haley went to the washroom and Stephanie slipped downstairs to tell the boys dessert was ready, when she stopped and eavesdropped.
"No, we haven't done anything," Joel was saying.
"Nothing at all?" Andrew asked. "No blow jobs, hand jobs, nothing?"
"Just kissing and holding hands."
"By date five, if she's not letting me fuck her ass, it's over," Andrew said, which was generally true. Although once he'd taken someone's ass... after already getting head, giving her a facial and fucking the girl... he usually dumped her anyway. He just got bored easily... and for him the pursuit and conquest, especially the buildup to fucking a woman in the ass, was the ultimate high.
Stephanie should have barged in and interrupted, but she didn't. Instead, she listened intently.
"Andrew likes to ass fuck every woman he meets," Alex explained. He didn't mind fucking a woman's ass either, but he did prefer a little more intimacy than his brother.
"I also like to face fuck her, come all over her face, and share her with my brother or some other buddy too," Andrew bragged, talking shit, but oddly it was shit he could back up. Women swarmed to him.
Fuck, he's just like his father! Stephanie thought to herself, pissed off... yet confusingly feeling wetness in her panties.
'You two tag team your women?" Joel asked, not recognizing the sexism in his possessive pronoun, having himself only fucked two girls to date, and gotten head from two more.
"Yeah, mostly older woman," Andrew said. He then added, "Alex here likes to imagine every older woman is our Mom whenever he fucks them. He even gets most of them to roleplay they're her."
"Andrew!" Alex gasped. "You didn't have to say that!"
Stephanie's eyes went wide. Sure she knew her sons checked her out, especially Alex, but hearing it said out loud not only confirmed her vague suspicions, but also added to her personal intrigue after all she'd read and pondered yesterday.
"What? You'd fuck Mom in a heartbeat," Andrew accused.
"So would you," Alex countered.
"Of course I would, she's fucking hot as hell," Andrew admitted, since deep down, every MILF he fucked he wished were his Mom.
"You two are so fucked up," Joel added fuel to the accusations, even though he could see why they'd say that. Ms. Friesen was easily the hottest woman he'd ever met. And except for her small boobs, so was Haley.
"Unlike you," Andrew quipped. "You too would fuck our Mom in a heartbeat."
"Sure I would," Joel admitted, feeling a little guilty at talking like this but trying to fit in. "But she isn't my mother."
"Incest is best," Andrew shrugged.
"Keep it in the family," Alex added, trying to keep up.
"So my hot sister really doesn't suck your cock?" Andrew asked.
"Not yet," Joel said defensively.
"Well, that's just wrong," Andrew said.
"Haley is an amazing woman," Joel defended.
"So are all the women I fuck," Andrew said.
"That's not the least bit true," Alex teased.
"Well, they're all hot anyway," Andrew amended.
"That isn't true either," Alex followed up.
"Okay then, Mrs. White isn't all that attractive, but she has huge tits, loves it in the ass, and she's a complete freak," Andrew defended.
Mrs. White? Stephanie thought to herself. Mrs. White was their neighbor. Who used to babysit them both. Who was also almost 60, and grossly overweight.
"She does love getting DP'd," Alex agreed, having lost his virginity just after turning eighteen to his elderly former babysitter.
"She'd suck and fuck you in a heartbeat," Andrew 'graciously' offered their guest.
"No thank you," Joel refused primly, but knowing he'd be jerking off the minute he got home.
"You'd better find an outlet, or you'll start cheating on my baby sister if she doesn't begin putting out," Andrew said.
"And then we'd have to kill you," Alex joked.
"I can wait," Joel said, although he wasn't certain for how long.
Stephanie heard the toilet flush, and she quietly fled back upstairs, her head spinning with far too much shocking information.
"You okay?" Haley asked, noting her Mom's red cheeks and flustered appearance.
"Huh? What?" Stephanie asked, in a complete daze.
"I asked if you're okay?"
"Yeah, yeah, just a little tired," she tried to cover.
"Did you call the boys for dessert?"
"What? No."
"You sure you're okay?"
"Yeah, yeah," Stephanie nodded, still processing the revelations from her boys. "I really need to get some sleep."
"Well, let's have dessert, and then we can kick the boys out and talk," Haley said, something being really off with her Mom.
"No, no," she still tried to fend her off. "It's okay." After a pause, she went to the top of the stairs to the basement and called down, "Dessert's ready, boys."
The boys came stomping up, and within about five minutes had devoured the angel food cake their Mom had baked and iced.
"Well, we don't hate him," Andrew said to his sister.
"What?"
"Joel," he said. "He might be a keeper."
"I'm so happy you approve," she responded sarcastically, seeing both of her brothers, but especially Andrew, as chauvinistic pigs. She'd told them both so many times while accusing them of treating their Mom like a servant and just using her, to grow up.
"You'd better start doing what you need to do, if you want to keep him," Andrew warned.
"What does that even mean?" Haley said, although it was obvious to Stephanie what he meant, after what she'd overheard.
"Nothing," Andrew shrugged, glancing over to Joel.
Stephanie said, quickly changing the subject, "How many jobs did you two apply for today?"
"One fewer than one," Andrew admitted jokingly, adding, "but I already have a job."
"Two shifts a week is hardly a job," Haley said, constantly annoyed at her brothers' laziness.
"Do you do your job?" Andrew asked snarkily, taking another shot at his prudish sister.
She didn't catch on. "School is my job."
"Is that your only job?" Andrew pursued, loving to pick on his hot younger sister.
"Alex, how about you?" Stephane deflected, trying to protect her daughter, who wasn't catching on, and who certainly didn't need to know her boyfriend had been disclosing their lack of a sex life to her randy brothers.



"I really planned to go out," he justified, once again feeling guilty for failing his Mom, but he just couldn't find any motivation to get a job.
"Alex," she sighed.
"He really isn't qualified for anything," Andrew quipped.
"I have an Associate's degree in Business Administration, while you have the ability to make popcorn," Alex shot back.
"And which is paying better?" Andrew countered, not at all ashamed of his job.
"Asshole," Alex retorted, not finding anything better to say.
"Boys," Stephanie rebuked, hating to see her boys fight.
"Sorry, Mom," they replied in unison.
"Alex, I don't start work until three tomorrow. I expect you here at eleven. We'll go through your resumé and hash out a real game plan," Stephanie ordered, knowing he wasn't as stubborn as his brother, and the fact he roleplayed fucking her she could use to her advantage, to manipulate him like she'd manipulated so many men in the past. (She was highly skilled at flirting men out of big tips while she was on the job, although as has been mentioned, in anything hopefully long term, the men were always the ones who manipulated her.) She wasn't going to do anything wild like in the stories she'd read recently, but a little flirting, a little provocative attire, and he'd be putty in her hands.
"Okay, Mom," Alex agreed.
"Yeah, Alex," Andrew snarked.
"You're next, popcorn man," Stephanie said, angry at their laziness and their overheard talk about how they treated women. There was no way she'd allow them to turn out like their fucking asshole of a father! And now she realized her enabling had probably been doing just that. And she was beyond caring that Joel, not a member of the family, was listening in.
"Hey, just focus on the unemployed," Andrew protested, holding both of his palms up.
"Tomorrow at eleven Alex, don't be late," Stephanie barked, stalking out of the kitchen before she totally lost it, and towards her bathroom for a much-needed bath.
"You two really pushed her too far this time," Haley pointed out.
"What did we do?" Andrew asked.
"That's exactly it. You never do anything!"
"She likes looking after us," he replied defensively.
"Yeah, she just loves working extra hours to support two bums in their twenties living in a trailer she paid for, with no job prospects or any future," Haley snapped, really angry.
"Haley," Joel said, taking her hand.
"What? I'm sorry you have to hear our family garbage, but I'm just sick of these two layabouts treating Mom like a servant!" Then redirecting her attention to her shiftless brothers, "She works her ass off for you two, and you treat her like crap," Haley completed her tirade, before she too jumped up and stalked out of the room.
"Wanna play some COD?" Andrew asked (meaning Call of Duty), not at all fazed by this altercation, while Joel left to pursue his girlfriend.
"I think she's serious this time," Alex said.
"Oh, she's probably just having her period," Andrew placated. "She'll be fine."
"I don't know," Alex worried.
"Well, just come over tomorrow and appease her," Andrew advised.
"Okay," he agreed.
Stephanie heard the front door close and a car start, as she got into the bathtub. She couldn't believe what she'd heard. Her grown sons found her hot. They fucked other women imagining they were her. They even fucked Mrs. White!
Worse, their idiotic advice to Joel might lead to his dumping Haley... and Joel seemed like a great guy, if a bit too willing to go along with an ill-considered flow.
Fuck!
Her head was delirious with fury.
But her body was burning with need.
She couldn't comprehend why she was so horny right now. Did it turn her on that her sons... and Joel too, for that matter... wanted to fuck her?
She'd rejected literally hundreds of overtures from men in the past year, always getting anywhere between three and twenty offers from men during a single shift at work. In the past, she'd occasionally taken a hot customer up on it and ended up at his house or a hotel for a one-nighter. But while she enjoyed the encounter in the moment, she always felt empty the next day. It was a cycle she'd decided to set aside a year ago, which had been necessary for her not to continue that cycle of need followed by self-loathing.
As she pondered her present quandary, she stood up, grabbed the shower head, laid back down and turned it on. She closed her eyes and allowed the tumult of the water stream directly on her clit to give her the orgasm she was so desperately craving.
An orgasm later, well two if you really need to know, Stephanie began planning for tomorrow. It was time to begin motivating her grown boys... starting with Alex.
.....
Although she wasn't heading to work for several hours, she was already dressed in her Hooters outfit when her son arrived... surprisingly, on time.
Alex was surprised to see his Mom already wearing her Hooters attire, which of course got his cock instantly hard. Fuck, his Mom was without a doubt the hottest women he'd ever met in real life!
"Hey, honey," Stephanie said, not planning to have sex with him or anything, but having decided to use some of her sexual wiles that worked so well at work to get amazing tips from horny men.
"Hey, Mom," he said. "Are you going to work early?"
"No, no," he said "I just figured I'd get dressed earlier so it would be out of the way and we could focus on you."
"Oh, okay," he said, as he couldn't take his eyes off her legs behind that shiny nylon, or her feet with their cute, red-painted toenails.
Instead of their working at the kitchen table, she grabbed her laptop, went to the living room, sat down to allow her long legs to continue being admired, and patted the couch and said, as she noticed he indeed did have a bulge in his pants, "Come and sit down."
"Okay," he said, still unable not to stare at his Mom's long, nylon-clad legs.
"So let's get into your head; why are you not applying yourself?" Stephanie asked, as she crossed one foot over the other on top of her coffee table.
"I don't know," he said, as he stared at her legs and her sheer, sexy nylon-clad toes.
"I believe that if you think about it, you do know," Stephanie countered gently, noticing her son's constant focus on her legs and feet. "Or at least you can come up with a guess."
"It's just that... I don't know why, but... I'm just not motivated to do anything," he answered, which was the truth. He just hadn't found his passion. He had a two-year diploma which wasn't really a degree, but he'd even found that boring, and had struggled to finish.
The word 'motivation' piqued Stephanie's interest as she draped one shapely leg across the other, enjoying the avid attention her body was receiving from her son. She considered it wrong, but she couldn't help but recall the article she'd read about the efficacy of motivating one's son with a blow job. "You aren't drawn to business?"
"No," he admitted, "not really," trying not to stare at his Mom's legs, but she was making that impossible for him, seeming rather restless.
"What would you like to do instead?" she asked, continuing to slowly move a shoeless (but undeniably nylon-clad) foot up and down her other foot and her calf.
"I just don't know," he said with obvious frustration.
"You have no interests at all?"
"Of course I do."
"Then tell me one," she urged, but also wiggling her toes, noticing he seemed even more obsessed by her feet than her legs... the only other man who'd loved her feet more than her other impressive assets had been her ex-husband. (Who we're trying not to mention, so let's move quickly on.)
His first thought was her legs, feet and ass. But he said, "Well, I do like gaming programming."
"Is there a school and a market for that?"
"I think so."
She surprised him by swinging her legs onto his lap (and onto his hard cock) and said as she opened her laptop, "Okay, that gives us something to go on. Give your Mom a foot massage while I look it up."
His eyes went wide as his cock flinched directly beneath her feet. Stephanie's ex had loved massaging her feet, since it usually led to a foot job and her getting his load all over her feet... something she hadn't done since the asshole had left. (But we're still not going there.)
"Let's see if any schools are in this area," she said, as she felt her son's hands beginning to touch her left foot.
"Okay," he agreed, willing to agree to anything at the moment.
For a good twenty minutes Stephanie looked up schools, finding three, meanwhile enjoying a great foot massage. She ordered her obsessed son to switch feet couple times... to do each toe individually... and to massage her calves. It was very relaxing... and very erotic.
But for the past five minutes Stephanie had no longer been looking at schools, she was reading an erotic incest story. Eventually she spoke, deliberately pressing her heel into her son's hard cock, wondering how big it was... it felt nicely long and thick under her feet, "I've found three suitable schools in the area. So what can I do to motivate you into pursuing this interest?"
"I don't know," he said, so fucking horny.
"You have no idea?" she asked, shifting to the soft sultry voice she employed at work every day or night, as she adjusted her feet so they were both resting directly on her son's crotch. "No ideas at all?"
Alex's eyes went wide at the sudden pressure on his cock. His mother's tone had changed, and if he didn't know better, he'd think she'd moved her feet directly onto his cock deliberately.
"What could Mommy do to get you going?" she asked meaning that in two ways, loving the way the term 'Mommy' was often used in incest erotica, it was just so hot. She then slyly moved her feet back and forth slightly as she added, "To ensure you'd excel in school?"
"Ohhhhh," he groaned, the accidental... he assumed it was accidental, although he was no longer certain... rubbing on his cock almost making him come in his pants.
"You like the look of Mommy's legs and feet in nylons, don't you?" she asked as one foot remained firmly on his cock, but she moved the other up to his face.
"M-M-Mom!" Alex stammered, this advance shocking him completely, while also seeming too good to be true.
"I'll tell you what," Stephanie offered, toying with her own flesh and blood just like she did with so many customers over the years to get big tips, "You apply to all three of these schools today, and then go apply for at least five jobs in any field at all, and you can come and massage my feet again tomorrow."
"Okay," he agreed without thinking, so enraptured with what was happening.
"Are you hard because of me?" she asked bluntly, setting all innocent pretence aside as she rubbed his cock with her foot, and his face with the sole of her other foot.
"Yeah, "he groaned, worried he might come in his pants for the first time since high school.
"Yeah, what?" Stephanie asked, sensing what was about to happen.
"Yeah, you make me so fucking hard, Mom," he groaned, trembled, and then DID spew his load in his pants. "Fuck!"
"You just came for your own sweet Mommy," Stephanie grinned, feeling a rush of power at making her son come, and at her confidence he'd be doing what she instructed him to do today. Which was a miraculous step for him to take!
"Yeah," he admitted sheepishly, as even more cum secretly oozed from his cock.
"So you'll be a good boy and do what Mommy said?"
"Yes, I promise."
"Is that an actual promise, or just another of those bullshit pretend promises you've been handing me for so long?" she asked, her feet still resting against his cock and his face.
"I promise, promise," he said convincingly.
"Good," she said, swinging her feet away and standing up. She handed him the computer (after closing her erotica site), "Apply to all three of these; the first one begins in two weeks with an online course for two months. Start with that one."
"Okay," he said, still in a complete daze over what had just transpired.
She looked at the large wet spot in his pants a considerable distance from his groin, and she couldn't help but wonder how large her son actually was! Yet although the idea of committing full-fledged incest with him now had her curious, and admittedly a little turned on, she didn't intend to cross that line. She would just use her beauty, her body, and her mind to manipulate her son into doing what she wanted, and what he desperately needed to do for his own sake.
"I'm going to go make a late lunch," she said. "Do you want a grilled cheese sandwich?"
"Yeah, sure," he said, thinking how quickly things had returned to normal after such a surreal exchange.
"You will not tell your brother anything about this happening, or even drop any hints, or I'll find out, and you'll never be allowed to touch my nylon-clad legs and feet ever again," she threatened. "Do you believe me, and is that clear?"
"Yes, Mom," he nodded, "absolutely," thinking there was no way Andrew would believe him anyway, plus he wanted to keep this hot... she'd called herself 'Mommy'... just for himself. For once, he was getting something Andrew wasn't.
"Good boy," she said, looking longingly down at his wet crotch one last time, not even trying to hide her interest, before she walked away, trying to look casual.
She prepared their sandwiches with sliced tomatoes on the side, they ate, she helped him (as usual but now perhaps not as always) by paying the online fee for two of the three, the other one not requiring a processing fee. By that time, she had to go to work.
"Shoot," she sighed. "Tell you what... come back tomorrow, and we'll do some job searching together online, and make sure your resumé is up to date."
"Okay," he said. "Then should I still apply for at least five jobs?"
"No, you've fulfilled your commitments for the day," she said, standing up and stretching, tacitly encouraging her son to take a really good look at her body. "I'll reward you tomorrow."
"Okay, he said, trying to appear casual, even though his dick was twitching, and about to burst again.
She noticed, and was tempted to do something about it, but resisted. Partly due to time, partly due to the idea it was wrong, and partly because she knew the power of a slow burn tease.
She went off to work, he went home... both of them pondering what tomorrow might bring.
.....
"What's wrong?" Andrew asked.
"Nothing," Alex denied.
"You're acting weird."
"How so?"
"You just are."
"I don't even know what that means."
"Whatever, just get your head in the game," Andrew said, annoyed.
"Yeah, sure," Alex said, although he was having a hard time concentrating while he replayed today's surreal encounter with his Mom.
.....
Alex arrived a few minutes early. Stephanie wasn't wearing her Hooters attire today, but a cute sundress and sexy red thigh highs, having also decided not to wear any panties, thinking she might 'accidentally' flash her son her shaved snatch at some point.
This time they sat side by side in the kitchen as they first examined his resumé, which had five obvious spelling mistakes just in the first paragraph. "No wonder nobody calls you back; five spelling mistakes leap right off the page at me, and your formatting is atrocious!"
"Oops," he joked, as he admired his Mom in red nylons today, not a colour she wore too often, wearing the shiny mocha hosiery most days, as required for work.
"No oops are allowed anymore," she scolded. "You're going to do things right and to the best of your ability from now on, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mom."
"And whenever we're alone, it's Mommy," she corrected him, using her seductive voice.
"Yes, Mommy," he complied, his cock suddenly aching with anticipation and hope.
"Fix these, and then we'll begin looking for jobs," she said, as she glanced down and noticed he was definitely hard. "Does that snake ever go to sleep?"
"Not when you're around," he blurted out before realizing what he was saying, so then stammered, "S-s-sorry, Mommy."
"No worries, I get the same reaction from men all day at work."
"I imagine you do."
"Tell you what, go ahead and make your corrections, and then you may massage Mommy's feet again, while I proofread and reformat it."
"Okay, thanks."
"Good boy," she said, then she got up and poured herself another coffee.
He hurriedly fixed the mistakes, excited for whatever else might transpire.
"Done?" she asked as she turned back around.
"Yes, Mommy," he said, really liking for some reason to address her by this term he hadn't used in years.
"Good, come and join me on the couch," she said, grabbing her laptop and departing for the living room.
For the next twenty minutes Stephanie repaired her son's resumé, reformatting it and discovering a few more typos, while he replicated yesterday's focused foot massage.
Just like yesterday, Stephanie unflinchingly rested her feet directly on her son's hard cock.
Once done, she said, "Okay, now it's perfect."
"Thanks, Mommy," he replied, resisting the temptation to lick her soles or to suck on her sexy sheerly-covered toes.
"Are you still hard?"
"Yeah," he admitted.
"It can't be at all good for you to be hard for that long and still be confined in your pants," she diagnosed with fake concern... but really curious finally to see how big he'd grown in the last twelve years.
"If you say it's okay, my little soldier could definitely come out for some air," he agreed, as he lifted up her feet and openly adjusted himself.
"I have an idea," she said.
"What is it?"
"Let's go back to the kitchen table," she said, which wasn't at all what he was hoping for.
"Okay," he said, his tone concealing his disappointment not at all.
She took her feet off his hard cock, set them on the floor, and walked back to the kitchen with her laptop. She placed it down and ordered, "Sit down right here."
"Okay," he said, as he reluctantly opened the computer.
Stephanie sat directly across from him and slid her chair in. "Why don't you pull out your penis, son?"
"Really?"
"Yes, in this arrangement I can't see it, but you can let it breathe; the poor guy is likely suffocating in there," she suggested.
"You sure?" he checked again, still surprised.
"Go ahead, Alex," she encouraged.
"Okay," he said, more than happy to do just that. He fished out his throbbing cock, and let out a sigh of relief.
"Is it still hard?"
"Yeah."
"Well maybe giving it some air will help," Stephanie said, as she straightened her legs and brought her feet to his cock, technically giving it less air, not that he'd point that out.
Alex's eyes went wide as he felt her feet grazing his cock.
"Just relax. I'm providing a little motivation for you to choose those five jobs to apply for," she explained, and after a little awkwardness from addressing her target blindly, she had her feet nestled on either side of his cock.
"Ooooooh," he moaned, this pedal attention too good to be true.
"Do you mind my doing this?" she asked faux courteously, as she began slowly moving her feet up and down.
"No, it feels really good!"
"Now here are my conditions: you aren't allowed to come until you've chosen at least five jobs for you to apply to today," she explained. She gave really good nylon-clad foot jobs; her ex had used to love them. (Mentioned him again. Damn!) She was also incredibly flexible, so she could do this with ease.
"Okay, it's a deal," he agreed, beginning to look for job openings, even while he was in awe of what was happening, and the intense pleasure she was giving him.
"Good boy," she encouraged, as she took her phone and began scrolling through twitter.



For a few minutes Alex looked for jobs, choosing five he felt he could do well, all while receiving a slow, teasing, nylon-clad foot job from his Mom... his very own Mommy! This still felt so surreal. Meanwhile Stephanie scrolled idly through twitter to kill time, while slyly watching her son totally break character by working his ass off.
"Done," he announced proudly.
"You have five?"
"I do."
"And you'll apply to them today?"
"I promise."
"And you'll always keep your word to me from now on?" she asked, drifting the sole of one foot up to his cock head and rubbing it.
"I promise," he moaned.
"Then you're my Good Boy. Does my Good Boy want to come on Mommy's feet?" she asked, having always loved the feeling of warm cum on her feet.
"Y-y-yeah," he stammered, his balls boiling.
"So is the new me motivating my Good Boy?" she asked, as she impressively rubbed one curled set of toes on his cock head and the other around his shaft... something his asshole dad loved, which had led to him blowing his top pretty quickly. (Sorry, but it's an unavoidably pertinent part of her backstory.)
"Oh yes, Mom," he groaned, about to erupt.
"For being such a Good Boy, you're allowed to come all over Mommy's feet if you wish," she offered.
"Oh fuck, Mommy," he groaned, as he instantly began spewing his load all over his Mom's stocking-clad sole.
"Oh yes, coat Mommy's foot with your hot man cum," she encouraged, loving the feeling of cum on her foot, and loving the expression on his face while her son came.
"So good, Mommy," he said weakly as he finished coming.
"Mommy will do anything to motivate her son into becoming the man he's capable of being," she pledged, as she rubbed his cock for just a moment longer.
"I'm certainly motivated all right," he said, although for the moment he was completely wiped out.
"You'd better be," she said, horny as fuck, "most Mommies would never do this for their children."
"I know," he said, as she moved her feet away.
Stephanie moved her chair back and looked at her cum-coated sole. "You really shot a big load on Mommy's feet."
"I know, and I'm sorry," he said, still in awe of what just happened.
"It's okay, I invited you to," she pointed out, as she scooped some cum off the sole of her foot, "so long as I motivate you to get a job."
"It certainly does," he agreed.
"And once you've successfully scheduled a job interview," she began, as she licked her son's cum from her fingers into her mouth, making his eyes go wide while she felt so wickedly wild, "I just might come up with another motivation for you to actually get the job." She took another lick.
"I-I-I'll get that interview today or die trying," he promised, stunned to watch his own mother eating his cum off of her foot.
"Mmmmmm, she smirked, "I haven't tasted any cum in such a long time."
"I can regenerate as many loads as you'll ever need," Alex asserted, trying to regenerate his usual suave self with the ladies.
"Good to know," she smiled, scooping up another big wad and eating that too. It was good, but not as good as swallowing it directly from the source. "Now go home, put on some nice clothes, and go get a job."
"I will," he said, as he stood up and absentmindedly revealed his eight-inch cock to his Mom.
Stephanie spied her son's cock and absentmindedly said, "Oh my."
"You gave me this tool," he smiled, fully aware his dick was big and thick... women, especially older women, loved his cock. It seemed that perhaps his mother was just another cock admirer in a long string of them.
"I guess I did," she said, staring at it before he hid it away.
"So may I stop by tomorrow?" he asked, hoping for more of whatever this was.
"If you have a job interview scheduled, or even better a job, then absolutely," she agreed conditionally as she too stood up.
"Great!"
"On that note, I need to get ready for my own job," she said, knowing she also needed to take the time to fuck herself first, since after seeing and feeling her son's big cock, her pussy was on fire.
"I love you, Mom," he said, coming around and giving her a sincere hug.
"I love you too, son, "she said. "Now go out make Mommy proud."
"I will," he said as he turned to leave, and he got his ass playfully slapped by his Mom.
"I really did do great birthing work," Stephanie said as she turned and headed off to her room for some self-love.
"Yes, you really did," he agreed, shaking his head at his sudden sexy good fortune.
.....
Stephanie was on break, when she checked her phone and saw her son had followed through with his promise, and hadn't just gotten one interview, but three of them for tomorrow afternoon.
Thrilled, she texted back her congratulations along with an invitation to come over at noon tomorrow for a celebratory lunch.
Alex texted back while playing COD: I'll be there.
Andrew asked, "Who're you texting?"
"No one," Alex said, wishing to keep this secret to himself, because 1) he finally had something Andrew didn't, and because 2) Mom had told him to keep it to himself, and he sure didn't want to do anything to shoot himself in the foot.
"Some new slut?"
"Something like that," Alex said vaguely, recalling his mother eating his cum. Would she also suck him? Even fuck him? A few days ago these would have seemed like ludicrous thoughts, yet she'd rubbed him to orgasm through his pants yesterday, and then escalated to giving him a foot job today and eating his cum. Suddenly anything was possible... such as getting a job, beginning a career, and especially moving out from under the shadow of his big brother, who he was now beginning to realize had been bringing him down.
He would also do anything to make his Mom happy, anything to maintain whatever this new relationship was. Anything at all!
That night Stephanie felt extreme guilt for what she had done... this was a lot more inappropriate than just rubbing her son's dick through his pants. She knew she couldn't keep this sinfulness going... yet when she went to bed, she ended up fucking herself to multiple orgasms while replaying stroking her son's big fat cock with her feet, feeling his warm cum on those feet, and seeing that big cock... God, did she need to get laid!
.....
Alex of course arrived exactly at lunchtime.
Stephanie was still unsure what she was going to do... she'd swung back and forth like a hypnotist's watch as she pondered her plans for today, without coming to any resolution.
Yes, she'd not only allowed, but openly instructed her younger son to massage her nylon-clad feet.
Yes, she'd dressed in nylons, just for her son.
Yes, she'd rubbed her son's cock through his pants until he came, and they'd both known that was no accident.
Yes, she'd once again dressed up in sexy nylons just for her son.
Yes, she'd gone further than before by giving him a nylon-clad foot job.
Yes, she'd allowed her son to... no, she'd actually made him come on her feet!
Yes, she'd openly eaten some of her son's cum from her foot so he could watch.
Yes, she'd seen his cock and gotten hot from it.
Yes, she'd fucked herself while obsessing about her son's big...fat... cock. On two subsequent days.
But... a foot rub and a foot job were both rather harmless ways of rewarding her son... and together they'd motivated him to take action, with an efficacy that her harping at him... for years!... had never done.
But now... having felt and seen his cock, and having felt his cum spewing on her feet... had resulted in her wanting more... and in knowing he too would expect more.
Of course her rational mind knew she shouldn't have done what she already had... but her irrational pussy didn't care. Her recent experiences had led to multiple orgasms last night, as she'd fucked herself with her rabbit, imagining a real cock in her mouth... a real cock in her pussy... and of course it being her son's cock.
So even though she knew she shouldn't, and even while she kept telling herself this was just to continue motivating her son, and promising herself she wouldn't cross any more lines, she dressed in sexy black thigh highs, something she hadn't worn in over a year at least, underneath her flowery sundress.
"Hey honey, I'm so proud of you," she greeted, giving him a close hug.
"Thanks, Mom," he said, feeling her big, solid tits pressing into him.
"I'm serious," she said, as she released him and stepped back, "I knew you could do it!"
"I just needed the right motivation," he said, hinting at 'more please' like the past two days, as he glanced down at her nylon-clad feet.
"And what motivation was that?" she asked.
"Um... I... well..." he began, but faltered into silence. He was always so suave with women, especially older women, but his Mom, his dream fuck, was an entirely different matter!
"What?" she asked, playfully aghast, "are you staring at Mommy's nylon-clad feet... again?" She really enjoyed his attention, as well as how badly she could rattle her son.
"They're just so sexy," he admitted.
"What are?" she asked.
"Ummmm..."
"My feet, my legs, or the nylons?"
"A-A-All of them," he managed before adding, "plus your perfectly painted toenails."
"I dressed up for you today," she said. "It's your reward."
"I love how you look."
"I thought you would," she said as she took his hand and led him to the couch. "Now you can massage Mommy's feet, while I ask you some interview questions for practice."
"Okay," he agreed.
For the next twenty minutes she questioned him as if she were a complete stranger about his life, his job experiences and his particular talents and goals, while he massaged her feet, her toes and her calves. She then broke character and asked, as she slowly rubbed her feet on his cock, "Does my son's Little Willy want to come out and play?"
"I'm not sure about little, but Willy definitely wants to come out and play."
"Well, let's bring out Big Willy then," she offered, as she brought her feet up to his face. "And why doesn't my Big Alex suck on Mommy's toes?"
"Yes Mommy," he obeyed, sucking a toe into his mouth while he fished out his very hard and excited Willy.
"Good boy, suck Mommy's toes," she moaned softly, loving to have her toes sucked.
"Anytime, Mommy," he said, in awe that he was sucking his Mom's toes through her sheer nylon, as his hard cock was now out and peering around for any action to be found.
"You have a very nice cock, son," she said as she admired her son's big, fat cock. God, she would love to suck that cock... or to feel that cock in her pussy.
"Thanks, Mom," he said, then feeling rather playful and witty he added, "You did create it, after all."
"Yes, yes, I did," she agreed. "I do damn good work."
"Yes you do," he agreed, as she moved her feet to his cock right out in the open, where they both could see the action.
"Oh, Mom," he groaned.
"Mommy," she corrected.
"Oh, Mommy," he amended. "That feels so good."
"So did you think about Mommy doing this to you last night while you were in your bedroom?"
"Yes," he admitted, having jerked off while reminiscing about yesterday.
"Have you fantasized about Mommy in the past?" she asked, slowly stroking his cock... staring at his fat dick.
"Yes," he admitted.
"Tell Mommy," she ordered.
"You sure?" he asked. "It's pretty inappropriate."
"Don't be so sure. I think you can tell Mommy anything, so long as it's true."
"Okay," he said, and then blurted out, "I've long fantasised about you sucking my cock and letting me fuck you."
"Oh my," she said, her pussy on fire, as she pretended to be shocked by hearing this.
"I'm sorry," he said, worried he had gone too far.
"No, I asked the question, so I deserved the frank answer," she said, as she pondered whether she should make this fantasy come true. God, that cock was tempting. If he wasn't her son, she would have that dick tickling her tonsils without any hesitation, and then she would ride it good.
"It's just you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he said.
"Alex," she said, her heart warmed by her son's words.
"I'm serious, Mom," he said. "You're my fantasy woman."
"Son," she said.
"Mommy," he said.
"Well..." she said, as she moved her feet away from her son's cock, quickly dropped to her knees before him and took the fat cock in her hands, "...you do deserve a serious treat for getting those job interviews."
"Mom," he moaned, then corrected himself, "Mommy."
"Do you want Mommy to suck your big, fat, cock, my love?" she asked, as she stroked the throbbing cock.
"God yes," he moaned, this encounter even more unbelievable than the past two unbelievable ones.
"Tell me son, tell me what you want," she said, as her mouth watered at the cock before her.
"I want you to suck my cock," he said.
"You can do better than that," she said, as she leaned forward and licked his thick shaft. "Tell me what to do."
"Really?"
"Yes, right now I'm your Pet Mommy," she said, using a title from the hottest story she'd read about incest so far.
"Suck my cock, Mommy," he ordered, in awe of what was happening, and yet desperate to see his pretty Mom's sexy lips wrapped around his cock.
"Yes, my son," she obeyed, leaning forward and taking his cock in her mouth, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her at the reality of having her son's dick there.
"Oh my God!" he groaned, as he watched and felt his Mom sucking his cock.
Stephanie couldn't believe how good this felt. A cock in her mouth after all this time! Her son's cock in her mouth! Just the natural feeling of being submissive to a man she loved... it didn't seem wrong, it didn't seem like incest, it just felt right. What she said next though, contradicted her incest thought, since after a few halfway bobs she backed off and asked, "Do you like Mommy sucking your cock?"
"Yes, Mommy," he said, looking down at her.
"Should Mommy suck you some more?"
"Yes please, my pet Mommy," he said, hearing her call herself that earlier, and finding it so fucking hot.
"You like having your own Pet Mommy?" she asked, as she swirled her tongue around his thick cock head.
"Yes, Pet Mommy," he nodded "I love having my own Pet Mommy. Now suck your son's cock, like a good Mommy."
"I'll be a very good bad Mommy for you," she purred, as she devoured his cock and began bobbing hungrily, really truly wanting to be a good Pet Mommy just like the one in the story.
"Oh yes Mommy, suck my cock," Alex moaned, knowing he wouldn't last long, and super happy he'd jerked off before heading over, so he wouldn't have too quick of a trigger.
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as she took almost his entire cock in her mouth, wanting to get him off, wanting to taste his full load.
After a couple minutes of every son's dream blow job, from his Mom, he knew he was nearly there. He warned, unlike what he would usually do with a hot MILF (he would just deposit a load down her throat without warning, or pull out unexpectedly and coat the MILF slut's face), "I'm about to come, Mommy."
She pulled back and said lustfully, "It's your call, baby. You may come down Mommy's throat, or all over Mommy's face, as you please," before she dove back forwards and resumed sucking the dick.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, both choices equally appealing and fantasy fulfilling.
She bobbed, and just like her son, was torn between swallowing his load or feeling it on her face.
Alex decided to do a little of both, as he exploded his first big rope into his Mom's mouth, and then pulled out, surprising her, and shot the following four ropes all over her face, the first one right into her open left eye.
Once he was done shooting, he slid his cock back into his Mom's mouth, and she resumed sucking it, albeit more slowly now, as she nursed any last remaining cum into her mouth, enjoying the aftertaste of the cum she'd swallowed before her face was plastered with his warm, creamy cum.
After another full minute, she backed off and asked as she scooped cum off of her eye, "Did you enjoy Mommy sucking your big cock, sweetie?"
"That was the most amazing blow job I've ever experienced," he replied sincerely, gazing down upon his cum-coated Mom.
"Well, get a job and I'll reward you again," she promised, as she licked his thick shaft.
"Well, that certainly is motivation."
"This cock is a pretty big motivation for me too," she smiled, still stroking the still hard cock.
"I'd be the CEO of something by now, if I'd had this motivation years ago," he joked.
"Well, go for it; but I need to go clean up before work, and check my eye," she said.
"Sorry, giving you that facial was a very last-minute impulse."
"Oh, I loved it, son, "she said, "I just wasn't expecting it after I felt your cum exploding in my mouth."
"Yeah, I figured two birds, one stone."
"Well, you were certainly decisive," she said as she stood up, and Alex noticed her black stockings were thigh highs.
"I expect you to be in thigh highs from now on," he said.
"You do, do you?" Stephanie asked, liking a man who took charge.
Alex couldn't tell whether she was being playful or not, but sensing it was playful, he nodded as he stood up, "Yes, I expect my Pet Mommy to dress up properly for her son."
"Yes, my son. I'll dress like a sexy, slutty, properly improper Pet Mommy for you," she agreed, her pussy on fire, before adding, "but only if you're my Good Boy and get a job."
"What happens when I land one of those jobs?" he asked with supreme confidence.
"Then Mommy will serve as your submissive Pet Mommy for an entire night," she said, not believing what she was promising, but God, did she want to fuck him right here and now... and was exercising all her willpower not to just bend over and demand he fuck her.
"Oh God," he said, unable to believe what had happened and was still happening.
"Is that enough motivation for my son?" she asked, reaching down and fondly stroking his cock.
"Oh God," he repeated.
"I'll take that as a yes," she smiled, giving his cock one firm tug before leaning forward and kissing him on the lips once, and turning to leave, saying, "I need to go clean up. Someone just came all over my face."
"I think that might have been me," he joked.
"I think it might have been," she smiled as she disappeared into the bathroom.
In the shower, Stephanie got herself off with her showerhead, and after coming, scolded herself for what she'd just done.
She'd not only crossed the line, she'd blown it to smithereens!
What was coming over her?
What had she just promised?
She got out of the shower, knowing she'd really fucked up... but she also knew the genie was out of the bottle, and there was no coaxing it back in.
.....
At work, she received a few queries about the red in her eye, cum usually did that for a day or two, and she just said she must have gotten some blowing dust in it.
She was unbelievably horny.
She was also super nervous, when her son suddenly showed up at the Hooters. A few minutes later she went on her break, and he sat her down at a table and announced, "I got a job."
"You did? "she asked, both excited and terrified by those four words.
"Yeah, I start on Monday."
"That's great," she enthused, very happy for him, but still fearful for herself.
"It was all because of your motivation," he added with a smile.
"Oh, you just needed a little push," she brushed it off, knowing she needed to put a halt to things before they went any further.
"Here," he said, handing her something.
"What's this?"
"A key."
"For what?" she asked, and then realized exactly what it was... a hotel key.
"Haley will be home so we can't go to your place, and Andrew will be home so we can't go to mine," he explained.



"Alex, I...." she began, but he cut him off.
"The Cosmopolitan is five minutes from here, so I expect you to be there ten minutes after your shift is over," he said in a firm voice, noticing she was wavering, and he couldn't have that. And then he handed her a bag she hadn't noticed before.
Stephanie was in a daze, as he added, "The extra five minutes is for you to change. I expect you to arrive dressed in this outfit I bought for you."
"You bought me an outfit?" she asked as she went to open it.
"Don't open it, or even look at it, until you've finished work," he ordered.
"Okay," she said, her natural submissive nature taking control, as some wetness gushed into her panties.
"Good Mommy," he said as he stood up.
Stephanie was speechless! Curious! Horny! Guilty!
"See you soon, Mommy," he said, as he took a moment to admire his Mom in her sexy Hooters attire.
"Okay," she agreed, in a daze.
He left. She went to the back, and wanting to check out what her son bought for her, she resisted the impulse and stored it in her locker. She had a bite to eat, and completed the final three hours of her shift with a complex cocktail of thoughts and emotions spinning through her over and over again: curiosity... lust... guilt... anticipation... intrigue... hunger.
When her shift was done, she went to her locker and opened the bag. It was all-white virginal, but very sexy lingerie. A lacy chemise with garters, and sheer white silk stockings. And to her surprise... it was the perfect size for her: generous ass, tiny waist, and more than generous boobs.
She rushed to get out of her uniform and into the sexy lingerie, keeping her panties off (they didn't make sense with this sexy lingerie, and besides, Alex hadn't provided any), and then she paused to admire herself in the mirror. She looked fucking hot! She put on her jeans and t-shirt (she'd have used a long coat if she'd had one with her, but she didn't) and only wished she had a pair of white heels to match the sexy lingerie.
She made the five-minute drive to the hotel... the Cosmopolitan was a nice one... and parked.
What was she doing?
Was she really going to obey her son?
Well, she already had, by putting on this lingerie for him, and driving straight to the hotel. But...
Would she go into the hotel?
Would she go into his hotel room?
Would she allow herself to become his Pet Mommy?
Well, she already had, when she'd sucked his cock and taken his load in her mouth, and on her face.
Even while she asked herself these questions, she felt herself getting out of her car.
She needed to do this.
She needed his dick.
She needed to get fucked.
She needed to reward her son for fulfilling his end of the deal.
This was what a good mother does... she motivates her son... she guides him in the right direction. She demonstrates her love and approval when he succeeds.
In the stories she'd read, the mother always questioned her lust for her son, she always denied it, she always resisted it, and yet she always gave in, and thus discovered the truly raw pleasure of committing incest with someone she loved more than any other.
She arrived, and paused outside her son's room, feeling oddly giddy with excitement... and not any regret at all.
The door was ajar, so she walked into the room and to Alex, who gave a quiet sigh of relief to himself, and said the instant he saw her, "Get undressed, Mommy."
"Yes, my son," she said, loving his firm voice, her submissive persona assuming complete control of her actions and emotions.
She did feel a little nervous. She knew she had a great body, but she wasn't sure a 42-year-old could compete with the young women she assumed he'd been banging. She slipped out of her shoes and her jeans, and posed nervously, saying, "I'm not sure I can compete with the young women you must be used to."
"Oh Mom, you're way hotter than any girl I've ever been with," Alex said as he watched his Mom undress, and noticed she wasn't wearing panties, and he was soon staring at his Mom's neatly trimmed pussy for the very first time ever. (He assumed he'd been born with his eyes closed.) She was a natural blonde.
"Really?" she asked, noticing he was staring at her pussy. She wished she'd have shaved completely, but she hadn't done that for years, since she hated the feeling of being completely shaved... It was fine for the first several days, but then she hated the stubble.
"Yes Mom," he said. "You're a hot MILF."
"MILF," she smirked as she pulled the t-shirt over her head, as flattery was getting her son everywhere.
"Wow," he said.
"Yeah, you did well, and got pretty lucky," she said, as she posed for him, almost in the nude.
"You're so hot!"
"Why are you still dressed?" Stephanie asked, seeing he was still in his jeans and t-shirt.
"Good question," he said as she stood up and he ordered, "Come and undress me, Mommy. Just like when I was a little boy, but then everything will get very different."
"Yes, my son," she acknowledged, as she walked over to him and pulled his t-shirt over his head. She tossed it away, and then bent down slightly and sucked her son's nipple.
"Oh yes," he moaned, "things are already getting different," having never once had his nipple sucked, and discovering it felt fucking amazing.
Stephanie then went to the other one and sucked it too... she'd discovered every man loved having his nipples sucked, even though he typically didn't know that until she did it to him.
"That feels amazing," Alex said, stunned by how good this felt.
She then unbuckled his belt and tugged his pants down. She helped him out of his pants, and then squeezed his hard cock through his tighty whitey underwear, observing, "We need to buy you some sexier underwear."
"Okay," he said as he looked down at his mother, with her mouth so close to his confined dick.
"God, you have such a big cock," she said as she pulled his underwear down. "And it always seems to be hard."
"When I'm around you, it is."
"You flatter me," she crooned as she stroked his cock.
"So, what's my reward for getting that job?"

"I'm only your obedient Pet Mommy; what do you think it should be?" she asked, as she slid her tongue up his long shaft.
"Well, you've already given me a foot job and a blow job."
"So, are you thinking this time we should go all the way, and you should be allowed to fuck Mommy for getting that job?" she asked wickedly.
He pulled her up, spun her around and pushed her onto the bed, "Actually, that's exactly what I'm thinking," he agreed, as he spread her legs, "but only after I've eaten your sweet pussy. You wouldn't mind, would you?" he finished, knowing full well she wouldn't mind that a bit!
"Oh my," Stephanie said, as she watched her son dive into her pussy, something her useless ex never did, and only two guys ever had.
"You taste and smell so good," he said, going for the gold in charm, as he began to lick her pussy.
"Oh yes, son," she moaned, her body beginning to tremble the moment her son's tongue made contact with her fevered, long neglected, pussy.
"I've wanted to do this for years," he said.
"Then you should have gotten that job and turned me into your Pet Mommy years ago," she moaned, as she ran her fingers gently through his hair.
Then for a few minutes, four or five (but no one was counting), Alex licked his mother, listening to her moans, enjoying her sweet nectar, and doing his utmost to get her off with just his tongue.
"Oh yes son, don't stop, Mommy is so fucking close," Stephanie moaned, as her orgasm rose inside her.
"Come all over my face, Mommy," he said between licks, "just like I did to you," and knowing she was close, he attacked her clit, knowing from experience that usually set a woman off.
"Oh fuck yes, son!" she screamed as her orgasm exploded out of her.
Alex lapped up his mother's cum, excited he'd gotten her off this way.
Stephanie was overwhelmed with the pleasure swarming through her, and she knew she had to have her son's dick inside her! "Fuck me son, fuck your Mommy right now!"
Alex didn't have to be told twice, which was a rarity in his life, as he leapt up and quickly brought his hard cock to his Mom's leaking pussy. "You sure?" he asked, as his cock just barely parted her pussy lips.
"Yes son, I've never wanted anything more," Stephanie begged, looking into her son's eyes with raw hunger.
"Okay, "he said as he slid into his Mom's pussy.
"Oh yes, son, she moaned, "it's been so long since I've had a real dick inside me."
"Really?" he asked, having assumed based on where she worked and how hot she was, she never had any problem attracting men.
"Yes," she said, wrapping her nylon-clad legs around her son, and pulling him deeper into her.
"Well, I'm always here for you now," he trothed, balls deep inside his Mom.
"Oh yes son, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy with your big cock," she begged, desperate to get fucked, pounded, drilled....
"Oh yeah," he said, in awe that he was actually fucking his Mom, and actually in awe of everything. But one thing he was good at was fucking older women, and he was going to give his Mom everything he had!
For the next three or four minutes, Alex fucked his Mom without a lot of talking from either of them... just moaning... both enjoying their own pleasure, as well as the other's.
As a second orgasm rose in Stephanie, she begged, "Harder, son, really fuck Mommy like you've always imagined doing."
Alex, taking that as permission to be more aggressive, pulled out, flipped his Mom onto her stomach, and slid back into her from behind.
"Oh yes, son, take whatever you want," she moaned.
"You love my cock, don't you, Mommy?" he asked, triumphant in the wild reality of what they were doing.
"Oh yes, baby, Mommy loves your cock deep inside her pussy, "she agreed, so enthralled with lust, she could only think of his cock.
"I want you to come all over my cock," he said.
"And I want you to come inside Mommy," she added, dying to feel a load of her son's cum shot into her pussy.
"Oh fuck," he moaned, that request making his balls boil.
"Yes, you nasty mother fucker," she cried wickedly, as her son slammed into her, the wickedest words she'd ever uttered.
"Oh fuck," he grunted from hearing those words, and exploded inside his Mom.
"YES!" Stephanie screamed, the feel of her son's cum shooting inside her triggering her second orgasm.
Alex collapsed onto his Mom's back, and they both trembled and shook, as euphoria cocooned the two of them, transforming them forever.
"Wow," Alex groaned, as he lay on top of his Mom, his cock still inside her.
Stephanie was speechless... she hadn't come so hard in years... and she felt so at home with her son inside her... pushing out the guilt that had been lingering in the back of her head.
"I love you, Mom," he said.
"I love you too," she returned sincerely, but unsure of what should happen next. She knew everything had changed. She knew she couldn't go back. She wasn't certain she'd ever want to. Yet she also knew they were both flirting with fire.
Yet those concerns and decisions... and those problems, if problems they were... were for another day. Tonight she was simply her son's lover... his slutty and obedient Pet Mommy... and the long night had just begun.
THE END...for now.
Do you want to read about Stephanie's second son?
If so, let me know... already partly written is:
Mom's Manipulation: 2nd Son
After days of fucking her younger son, she gets caught by her eldest and…
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"So we need four new MILF recruits again this year," Josie, the head of the sorority stated, while one of last year's new MILFs, a mother of nine who'd never graduated high school but was now about to begin her sophomore year in college, licked her pussy.
"What about the new waitress at Vern's?" Candy asked, as she slowly ass fucked a pet MILF, another second-year pet named Sandra, who'd been drawn into their wicked sorority during a welcome tour last year.
"Yeah, she's cute," Veronica agreed, as her nylon-clad toes were worshipped by a MILF pet and her 18-year-old daughter, the latter to be starting there in the fall semester, which began in a couple of weeks, and was signed up to pledge this sorority.
"So what exactly are the rules?" Amy asked, a third year student who'd recently been invited to join the Inner Circle after two years of paying her dues, which included eating pussy, getting fucked, and seducing a MILF at least once a month during each of those years, one of them being Cassandra, the mom of one of her high school enemies, who at the moment was eating her asshole; Amy loved having her asshole eaten. It was an honour to be invited to join the Inner Circle, which by tradition was always three seniors and two juniors. The other third year, Amber, was returning to the campus tomorrow, since she'd spent the summer in Europe.
"Not so much rules, per se," Josie said, as she brought her hand to her pet's head, "but more of an inspired plan where we recruit married, unhappy housewives who missed out on their higher education when they were younger."
"And," Candy added, "they missed out on the fun of sorority life as well."
"Well, that goes without saying," Amy agreed, as her pet Cassandra really probed her asshole.
Veronica added, "And we're able to awaken their hidden lust for pussy. That is if it's hidden at all."
"Well, that too," Amy giggled, having discovered the power of seduction, and just how high a percentage of older women were dying to explore some same-sex play, and how most of them were submissive, and once their sexual truths were awakened, how quickly they became eager lesbian sluts. Or just plain sluts actually, since this sorority also had lots of sex with men, just not primarily.
"Hey, that's not all: last year four of our MILF pets graduated with honours," Josie reminded them. Truth was, the sorority had a reputation to maintain on campus as:
• one with scholarly elitism and accomplishment,
• nasty lesbian orgies,
• wild and kinky initiations,
• and their sexual hierarchy.
Except that last point was actually a deep secret that went back decades... beginning during the 1950s, when the sorority's founding girls decided they needed a sorority that wasn't just focussed on chasing men.
"Actually, almost all of our alumni in the past 65 years graduated with honours," Veronica added.
"And many of them with distinction," Candy added, as she really reamed her MILF pet.
"Actually, you know whose mother is fucking hot?" Josie asked pointedly.
"Whose?" Candy asked.
"Someone who's in this room right now," Josie hinted.
"Well, I know it's not my mom," Candy laughed, since hers was an alumnus of this sorority, and also a US Senator from Wisconsin.
"And it can't be my mom," Veronica Walker added, since her mother Jasmine was a professor on campus and a regular visitor to the sorority as a pussy munching pet, but also often permitted to use a MILF pet or a freshman sorority slut for her own pleasure; kind of a slave who had benefits.
Amy took a few moments to process the recent conversation before her eyes went wide. "W-w-what, n-n-not my Mom?"
"She's really hot, Amy," Candy pointed out.
"Plus, we're already targeting Afaf's mom," Josie said, and aren't they neighbours?"
"You mean Mrs. Rafi?" Amy asked, meaning their Muslim neighbour and her mom's best friend. Despite their cultural differences, Amy and Afaf were also best friends while they were growing up, and now as sorority sisters, they were still very close.
"Yes, we've never had a Muslim MILF pet," Josie said.
"Yeah, we've only sampled Latina, Norwegian, Japanese, Canadian, and Italian," Veronica listed, as if that was a paltry collection.
"Hey, don't forget about Pilipina," Candy pointed out, as she drilled the Pilipina she was mentioning.
"No way Afaf will stand for that," Amy said, although Afaf was a senior this year and she'd learned that seniors in this sorority, regardless of their personas during their first three years, tended to emerge as gifted Mistresses. But Afaf was a sweet, shy girl, and also the most submissive pussy licker in the sorority. Whenever she and Amy had sex, which was often, Amy always played the dominant role, even though Afaf was a year ahead of her. And besides, her mother was extremely religious, as evidenced by her always wearing traditional Muslim attire, such as a burqa.
"We don't require her permission, and she won't even find out until it's a done deal," Josie pointed out, "and to be blunt, we aren't asking for yours either; although we are giving you the courtesy of including you in the process."
"Oh," Amy said, taking note of Josie's indomitable tone.
"Remember... you may now be in the Inner Circle, but you still rank significantly below the three of us," Josie pointed out.
"Yes Josie, I understand," Amy nodded, knowing from witnessing some pretty extreme incidents that you didn't question a sorority house leader. In her freshman year when a new recruit had questioned the then sorority leader Zelda, she'd then served as all of the girls' urinal for a week, followed by being loaned out to The Pit for a week, a tavern catering to black studs and the women who craved them. She came back defeated and unfortunately pregnant, and soon afterwards she left both the sorority and higher education. (On a positive note, she'd moved in with her new black boyfriend, was now raising her mixed-race daughter with pride, and was doing her best to get pregnant again at The Pit... and in case you're worried, that would be no financial hardship, since her boyfriend was an affluent stockbroker. Plus, he'd done the numbers and concluded there was a 3% chance he was the biological father of their daughter which he considered good enough, and he would possibly father their next child as well. Sometimes everything works out for the best!)
"It was wild the first time Angela sprayed her pussy cum all over Afaf while she was still wearing that weird Muslim outfit," Candy said.
"She sure doesn't dress that way now," Veronica added, Afaf dressing like every other sorority sister... in sexy short skirts, nylons, and tight blouses or sweaters.
"Good," Josie nodded. "So, it's done. We'll send an invite to Mrs. Watson."
"Fun!" Candy chortled, always finding it hottest when the MILF they turned into a complete lez slut was the mom of an existing sorority member.
Amy sighed quietly to herself. No way could they convince her mom to consider joining her sorority as an elder member. She'd only gotten her GED last year, since she'd had to drop out of her senior year of high school because she'd gotten pregnant with Amy's older brother Joey just days after her eighteenth birthday. (Sadly, it was even the first time she'd had sex.) Yet during the past two years Amy had seen firsthand the efficacy of this sorority, and she couldn't recall a single instance when the target hadn't eventually succumbed. Plus, the power of her sorority in the outside world was undeniable. From movie stars, to lawyers, to famous musicians, to CEO's, to politicians like Governor Greene, the sorority had secret influence no outsiders knew about. Fuck, were things about to get weird at home whenever she went for a visit!
* * * * *
Amy wished she was like Afaf, oblivious to the impending seduction of her mother. Knowing made it worse, especially when she was not only helpless to resist it, but was even a participant in the team doing its best to make it happen.
As Amy pondered all this, she did realise her mother loved her being a member of this sorority, and deep down she wished she'd had the opportunity to belong to one too. She also knew her parents' marriage had long since become one of convenience, and she was surprised they were still together... she'd figured they'd divorce once she left for college... but she now assumed they'd accepted their fate and decided it was better to live with someone than to be alone. It was kind of sad.
This year for the first time, Amy wouldn't be required to seduce any MILFs. That was a requirement for the freshmen and sophomores, and at first she'd been terrified of the expectation. She'd considered herself totally straight before a couple of sorority games had introduced her to the sweet delicacy of pussy, the fun of tribbing, and the thrill of a strap-on both giving and receiving. In fact she now preferred pussy to dick! She still dated guys occasionally, most of her sorority sisters did, and they all visited The Pit once a month for some wild hetero fun getting themselves blacked, but these days more times than not, she got off from the eager tongue of a freshman sorority sister, or from dining on the pussy of a senior.
And regardless of her initial doubts, the more Amy thought about it, the more she realised her mom would be easy prey for the seductive appeal of her sorority sisters. And although she thought it might become awkward once she became directly involved, she knew her mom's tumble was inevitable, and perhaps it would even be best for her.
* * * * *
"Hey, honey," Amy's mother greeted her on Friday a week later.
"Hey, Mom," she replied, seeing her mother arriving in the meet and greet room of the sorority house dressed in a gown and nylons, in accordance with a requirement of the sorority. The sorority was secretly financed by a number of prestigious companies, including the sexy Elegance Stockings line, owned by Carolyn Adams (from my 2 Mistresses series, which I mention in an instance of shameless self-promotion), who was a powerful Mistress. As a sorority member, you were expected to wear Elegance hosiery at all times. It could be pantyhose (the least confining), garter-belt and stockings (a lot of work) or thigh highs (the most common choice), but they were a required accessory to be worn while at school, in the sorority house, and even to bed. So Amy had been wearing nylons twenty-three plus hours a day for the past two years... showers and baths the exception (although she'd even bathed while wearing them numerous times, and had sex in said baths while wearing them). "You dressed up for us!"
"The invitation you brought home requested me to dress in a gown and nylons," Mrs. Watson said.
"Oh," Amy said, not having known that was part of the plan.
"I've noticed you and your sorority sisters always wear nylons," Mrs. Watson said, as she glanced down at her daughter's legs in nylons accessorising her cute plaid skirt, "I think it adds some class to your sorority."
"It does?" Amy asked, that being one of the reasons she'd been told they wore them. Other reasons included they were sexy, they were a symbol of power, they were a recognizable item to slyly imply you were a sorority member, and except for pantyhose, you could look classy and still be dressed as a slut underneath.
"Yes, most girls put zero effort into their appearance, they just assume showing some skin is all they need to do," Mrs. Watson complained. "But there's just something so classy about your sorority. By the way, you look really nice."
"Thanks," Amy smiled, "it's standard sorority issue." Although her pantyhose being crotchless and her not wearing panties made her outfit a lot more wicked than its cute outer appearance as revealed to a casual (as opposed to an intimate) viewer.
"Well, it's still a cute outfit," Mrs. Watson said, wishing she was young again like her daughter, so she'd be allowed to wear such an outfit.
"I'm sure you could pull it off just as well, Mrs. Watson," Josie said like a mind reader, strolling up to their MILF target.
Amy felt immediate discomfort upon hearing her sorority leader's voice.
"You really think so?" Mrs. Watson asked, as the strikingly pretty girl gave her a hug.
Amy sighed to herself, fully aware of the power Josie had over women... even including herself. Although Josie hadn't been her first lesbian lover, she was the most seductive and dominant of all her sorority sisters... literally impossible to resist, having a pussy to sample that was a delicacy, and her confidence and raw fucking power were orgasmic and all consuming.
"For sure, Mrs. Watson, you look amazing for a mother of two," Josie said, knowing precisely how to use flattery to manipulate someone. Although Josie wasn't above using false flattery, with Mrs. Watson she didn't need to... the woman was beautiful, and literally a perfect potential pledge for the sorority's MILF program.
"Thanks," Mary said, appreciating the flattery, something she didn't get anymore from her husband... in name only. Truth be told, she had the divorce papers hidden away in her desk, but she hadn't yet found enough self-confidence to give them to him. The fear of being in her forties and alone was preventing her from doing what she knew she needed to do.
"I'm serious, you look amazing," Josie said, openly looking the mother up and down... already imagining Amy's mom between her legs lapping away, or on all fours taking a strap-on in her pussy and ass.
"I'm flattered," Mary said before adding, although she didn't know why she was sharing it, "And I'm not accustomed to getting compliments."
"What?! That's inexcusable," Josie exclaimed, "don't you think your mom is hot, Amy?"
Amy knew her mom was hot, since her boyfriends back in high school used to regularly check her out, and she hoped she'd look that good when she was in her forties. "Well," she said with a smile, knowing Josie would expect a response that backed her up, "all those people who tell me I look just like her gaze at me like I'm eye candy while they're saying it, so yeah, she's hot!"
"That makes perfect sense," Josie chuckled.
"By the way, please call me Mary," Mrs. Watson offered, being called Mrs. making her feel old, while this delightful conversation was making her feel young.
"Sure, Mary," Josie agreed. "Do you have some free time at the moment?"
"Um, I'm not sure what Amy has planned for me."
"Amy won't mind if you come with me for a bit. I have a very intriguing offer for you," Josie said, as she gave Amy a look making it clear she was to agree.
"Yes, Mom," Amy agreed. "You should go with Josie. She'll look after you very well."
"Indeed I will," Josie agreed, entwining her fingers with the MILF prey's, and leading her deeper into the sorority house.
Amy watched them leave, knowing unless her mother had far stronger convictions than every previous MILF target, everything was about to change for her... and thus for Amy as well!.
* * * * *
"So I have a unique proposition for you, Mrs. Watson... I mean Mary," Josie began, as she sat on top of her desk, her legs crossed while the unsuspecting MILF sat before her in an office chair.
"Oh? And what's that?" Mary said, feeling rather enamored towards this pretty young woman. She couldn't decide whether it was her strong yet sweet demeanor, an oxymoron for sure, or if it was her red hair, or her hypnotic green eyes, but something drew her in. She'd never been with a woman, but she'd definitely considered it in the past two years, because of her growing resentment of men as her marriage fizzled, but the feelings recently building inside her just from having her hand held by this girl confused her.
"You never went to college, right?" Josie asked, even though she knew the answer. She was always well informed.
"No, I got pregnant during my senior year of high school," she said, oddly distracted by the teen's legs, and unable to stop looking at Josie's heel, which was dangling haphazardly from her toes.
"Oh? With Amy?" she asked, drawing the MILF in with harmless questions to build some trust, even though she knew this answer too.
"No, I had my son first."
"Oh, right, I knew that," Josie said, purposefully dangling her heel on her foot. Men and women were visual beings, and regardless of whether they had a shoe fetish, a foot fetish, a nylon fetish, or none at all, the dangling of a heel always distracted her prey... always drew them in.
"Yeah, the Pull Out in the Nick of Time method didn't work," Mary joked, wondering why she was being so forthcoming with this relative stranger... although this conversation oddly seemed so comfortable, and one she needed.
"It often doesn't," Josie laughed.
"Sure didn't for me," Mary smiled, as she couldn't help but admire the shiny sheer nylons on the college girl's legs... they literally shined and shimmered. She wondered where she got them.
Josie noticing the MILF admiring her legs, which were indeed one of her many fabulous assets, decided to go with that, "I see you're admiring my nylons."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Mary said, feeling embarrassed to be caught being so juvenile as to stare.
"No worries," Josie shrugged. "I happen to have great legs."
"Yes, you certainly do," Mary agreed, then felt her face go flushed at saying such a flirtatious thing.
"And my great nylons really accentuate my great legs," Josie added.
"They do have a really smooth, sheer shine," Mary said, unable to tear herself away from admiring them, since they were now the topic of their conversation.
"I see you wore the nylons, as we instructed," Josie observed.
"I've always been a rule follower," Mary said. She'd always been submissive too... always a people pleaser... both in and out of the bedroom.
"Do you often wear nylons?"
"Yeah, I was my church dad's daughter," she shrugged. "So they were always part of the ensemble."
"Most girls today are too lazy to dress with class," Josie said.
"That's what I always say!" Mary exclaimed, excited to hear a young woman saying the same thing she'd long considered to be true. Amy had never worn nylons when she lived at home, so it was good to see the sorority had influenced her at least in that regard.
"At this sorority," Josie continued, really enjoying this slow seduction. Mary was actually behaving like the perfect candidate so far, and would likely be one of the easiest seductions ever, "nylons are a mandatory clothing accessory."
"Nice," Mary said.
"Are your stockings Elegance Stockings?" Josie asked.
"No, I've never tried those," Mary said, having recently seen the commercials with popular movie stars. She assumed, even though the nylons looked glamorous, they were crap... her experience with purchasing things celebrities hocked almost always ending in disappointment.
"Oh, that's a shame," Josie commiserated. "They'll change your life, you know."
"Really?"
"Oh yes," Josie said. "Can you keep a secret?"
"Sure," Mary agreed, still feeling so much younger in this conversation.
"The creator of Elegance Stockings is an alumnus of this sorority," Josie revealed.
"Really?"
"Yes, as are almost all the celebrities promoting the product," Josie continued, knowing Mary had already bitten her hook... she just needed to be reeled in.
"Wow!"
"Yes, this sorority has a lengthy list of famous alumni," Josie said.
"Interesting," Mary said, as she admired the heel dangling precariously from the sorority girl's toes.
"Yes, thus all of our members and pledges are expected to wear only Elegance Stockings," Josie explained.



"Maybe that expectation should also apply to the moms of your sorority sisters ," Mary joked, knowing she'd be picking up a few pairs of Elegance Stockings the next time she went shopping.
"That's an excellent point," Josie nodded, as she slipped completely back into her shoe and hopped off her desk. "Wait here."
"I have no place else to go," Mary joked, although she likely should be with her daughter instead of here weirdly flirting, if that's what she was doing, with a girl half her age. This encounter kind of reminded her of some of the lesbian erotica she enjoyed reading, where younger women seduced older women... women just like her.
Josie went to a cupboard, extracted a pair of mocha-coloured thigh high stockings, and returned. "Here."
"Oh, you don't have to," Mary demurred, recognising the Elegance Stockings logo on the package.
"I insist," Josie said, holding out the package and offering it to her pretty prey.
"Well okay, thank you very much," Mary said with sincere gratitude, accepting the package.
Josie hopped back up on her desk and crossed her legs, saying, "Try them on."
"I certainly will," Mary said, curious whether these ones would have the same shine as Josie's, and also wondering if they'd feel as silky sheer as they looked.
"No, I mean now, Mary," Josie clarified in a firm tone.
"Right here?" Mary asked, a little surprised by the words and tone.
"Why not here?" Josie shrugged.
"I guess," Mary said, thinking it wasn't that big of a deal, and feeing strangely compelled to obey this assertive girl. She could slip out of her heels, pull her pantyhose discreetly down from under her dress and then slide on the new pair similarly. It would be a little weird, but not inappropriate.
"Like I said, those stockings will change your life," Josie smiled, her foreshadowing so wicked, and yet her prey was completely oblivious.
"They do look amazing," Mary said, as she opened the package.
"They are," Josie said and then added, continuing to butter the mother up, "and they'll look particularly amazing on those great legs of yours."
"Thanks," Mary said, appreciating yet another compliment, as she slipped out of her heels, enjoying this almost continuous praise as she became increasingly certain this beautiful redhead really was flirting with her. Why she'd do that didn't make a lot of sense, yet it appeared she was right.
"Reinforced toe," Josie pointed out disparagingly. "That style of hosiery isn't allowed in our sorority."
"Really?" Mary said, that being the only kind she purchased, since they lasted longer.
"Yes, we make an exception for classic old school hosiery such as Cuban heel, but otherwise clear toe, or sandalfoot to be exact, must be worn at all times," Josie continued as she allowed her heel to drop to the floor.
Mary instinctively bent down and retrieved the heel.
"Could you be a dear and slide my heel back on for me?" Josie asked, ever so slyly drawing the MILF into the wonderful world of submission.
"Oh certainly," Mary agreed, placing her hand on the back of the teen's ankle, incidentally feeling the silky sheer nylons but not making a point of doing so, before sliding the heel back on.
"Thank you so much," Josie said, doing her best Sharon Stone from Basic Instinct re-enactment, although she'd never actually seen the movie, as she uncrossed her legs, allowing her recently trimmed pussy (she always kept a tussle of natural red hair and wasn't wearing panties of course, just a garter-belt and stockings), to emerge into full view for her future pussy pleasure pet, whereupon she paused.
Mary's eyes went wide at suddenly staring at a college girl's pussy. She was transfixed. Of course she might have looked away, she could even have stood up. Yet instead, she stared at the pussy, noticing it seemed to be glistening slightly.
Josie smiled as the older woman did what almost all older women did when they first caught sight of her pussy... she became captivated... paralyzed.
It was only a few seconds, five, maybe six, before Josie crossed her other leg, and her ripe pussy disappeared from view.
Mary gave a slight head shake as she sat back up.
Josie continued, "Now try on the Elegance Stockings, I'm dying to hear what you think of them and to see how they'll accentuate your legs."
"I really should get going," Mary said, suddenly rattled by the feelings stirring inside her. They were confusing, and she was beginning to worry this young lady was definitely flirting with her with a purpose in mind, and that she was flirting back.
"Mary, please, we have a lot to discuss," Josie remonstrated. "But first, the nylons."
"If you insist," Mary said, feeling an odd compulsion to obey. She finished opening the package and pulled out the nylons. It was then she noticed they weren't pantyhose, but stockings, something she'd only worn once in her life... on her wedding night. "These aren't pantyhose."
"No, they're thigh highs," Josie explained. "At this sorority we tend to wear thigh highs or, like I'm wearing now, stockings and a garter."
Josie raised her skirt to reveal the stockings and garter, even though she knew the MILF had seen them during her earlier tease.
"Oh," Mary said, as she couldn't help but stare at the stockings and garter, the college girl's pussy almost returning to view.
Josie hopped off the desk again, then did something she rarely did, dropped to her knees before another woman, and ordered, "Stand up."
"Josie, you don't have to... I can take them off myself," Mary objected, even as she obeyed Josie's order and stood up, her mind and body on different pages.
"I'm just here to help," Josie said, not even able to remember the last time she'd been on her knees before another woman... her sophomore year perhaps? She'd serviced a few of the alumni during a welcoming party, including Governor Greene. Before the dazed woman could react, Josie had reached her hands under her dress, grabbed the top of the pantyhose, and pulled them down.
"Oh my," Mary gasped, having another woman touch her like this feeling so wrong, and yet so right. She couldn't explain why, but that simple incidental touch had made her pussy tingle and had actually dampened her panties. Maybe it was her complete lack of a sex life for several years, maybe it was just the thought of being touched in an intimate way, maybe it was the seductive power of the pretty redhead... but whatever it was, it had awakened a side of her that had been lingering inside her for the past weeks and months... a curiosity that was suddenly flaring up into something stronger.
"You seem nervous," Josie said, as she pulled the pantyhose to the MILF's feet, who mindlessly lifted up her feet to allow them to be taken all the way off. She tossed them aside and said, "You won't need these anymore."
"Not according to your sorority rules," Mary joked, trying to make light of this surreal situation.
"Exactly," Josie smiled, as she ordered in a soft tone, "Sit back down, Mary."
"I feel like your Barbie doll," Mary continued to make light of the situation as she again obeyed, and watched the beautiful redhead reach for the new nylons.
"That would mean I could bend you in any position your limbs can go," Josie said wickedly, as she rolled up the first nylon, knowing her words were now a lot more forward than before. While today had started as a fact digging mission to learn more about Amy's mom to aid her in her seduction, she realized she already had her drawn in.
"Josie!" Mary gasped and then giggled like she was a schoolgirl again, as Josie began drawing the first nylon onto her foot, as she imagined Josie doing something completely inappropriate to her, "I'm old enough to be your mother!"
"You're a dozen years younger than my mother," Josie said, as she slowly drew the nylon up the leg in the smoothest, most sensual way she could. "And a lot hotter."
"Josie, you have me all flustered," Mary said, finally 99.9% certain Josie would soon be going beyond just flirting with her.
"Not hot and bothered?" Josie asked, as her hands moved up to the MILF's creamy white thigh.
"Josie, I think this is getting a little out of hand," Mary said, although she made no attempt to push Josie away or to move away herself, and a tingle went up her back.
Josie looked at the light blue panties on the MILF and saw a wet spot. As she retrieved the other stocking, she said, "I guess I should have said hot and wet."
"Josie, please," Mary began as the second nylon began to be put on, as she couldn't help but wonder if the girl was going to simply bury her face in her pussy... which both excited and terrified her.
"Please, what, Mary?" Josie asked, having seen this flustered, horny, confused look many times in her life. It was such a hot, sexy moment. The one where the mind and body fought against each other... moral obligations warring with inner lust.
"I don't know," Mary said. "This is just all a bit much."
"Is it?" Josie said, as she slid the second stocking up to the pretty woman's thigh. Josie stood up and hopped onto her desk once more. This time not crossing her legs, but letting them dangle, her legs mostly together. "Feel your nylons, Mary."
"Okay," Mary said, as she glanced at her legs and admired the shimmer. She brought her hands to her own legs and felt them. "Oh my," she said, shocked by how silky smooth they felt... these were unlike any nylons she'd ever worn, even though she went out of her way to buy silky sheer ones.
"I know," Josie smiled. "Life changing, right?"
"I can't ever go back to what I was wearing," Mary said, mesmerized by the feel of the nylons.
"I often hear that," Josie said. After a pause, as she watched the older woman slowly rubbing her own legs, "so Mary, I have a proposition for you."
"Oh," Mary said, her head spinning with the possibilities of what the proposition could be... and each of them was sexual. She was so confused... why would such things pop into her head?
"Do you ever wish you'd been able to go to college?" Josie asked.
This surprised her, and oddly slightly disappointed her. Had she been reading Josie's flirtatious, happy-go-lucky personality wrong? She responded after a moment's thought, "Yes, that's definitely one of my regrets." She then added, wanting to make it clear she didn't lament the entirety of her decision, "but I don't regret having my kids when I did."
"Oh, I'm not judging you or lamenting your past, I just think you'd be a perfect candidate at this stage of your life," Josie said, reeling in her fish with such grace and ease.
"A perfect candidate for what?" Mary asked, compelled by this intriguing conversation as much as by the girl she was having it with.
"Well you see, we have, for the past ten years, well actually, this year will be the tenth anniversary, and thus the eleventh time we've done this," Josie began, "our sorority has awarded four full-ride scholarships per year to women who qualify."
"Women who qualify?" Mary repeated, trying to process what this young lady was saying.
"Yes, women like yourself who never had the opportunity to attend college nor also, well, to experience sorority life," Josie continued.
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"What I'm saying exactly, is that I would love to offer you a scholarship, and to have you pledge our sorority," Josie said.
Mary was speechless.
After thinking she was being hit on, what Josie was really offering was the chance of a lifetime!
"You don't have to decide immediately," Josie continued. "But it does have to be soon. We would need all the paperwork filled out by the end of the weekend, and you'd begin your classes on Tuesday."
"This Tuesday?" Mary asked, her head spinning with the offer being made.
"Yes, and you'd begin your official pledging on Tuesday as well," Josie said.
"Pledging?" Mary asked, unable to properly process all that was being said. She knew vaguely what pledging was... some sort of hazing... and she knew her daughter had pledged two years ago almost to the day. But they weren't going to make her pledge at her age... were they?
"Yes, you'll get the full college experience. Classes, sorority life, room and board included of course, and a wild week of pledging," Josie explained.
"Wow! And you're seriously offering me this opportunity?"
"Is there anything to hold you back from dropping everything else and doing this instead?"
Mary considered her current life for a moment. No, there wasn't anything at all meaningful she'd be leaving behind. Her son was away at a different college and not requiring any financial support from her, her daughter already belonged to this sorority, and her marriage was a façade that she hated. This was literally a solution to all her problems. Empty nest had been a killer, and she didn't have any viable plan for what to do next. Now she would have one. Yet she still wasn't sure. Attending college full time, joining a sorority at her age, this wasn't just a small change, but a life-altering one. But why the hell not? "No, there really isn't anything to stop me. So it's a done deal just like that?" Mary asked, having not even said yes.
"Yes, I have the final say in all four of our scholarships, and I've chosen you for one of them, if you seriously want it," Josie explained.
"Wow, this is a lot to consider," Mary said.
"I understand," Josie said, "You have a lot to ponder."
"Yes, I mean I'm in my forties."
"You're still younger than most of our MILF recruits," Josie said.
"MILF?" Mary asked; she knew the term from erotica, and was curious if it was being used in the same way by Josie.
Josie hopped off the desk for the final time, pulled Mary up from her chair and said, "Yes, I called you a MILF, and I can see you're familiar with the term. Because I should mention there are many fringe benefits, both during and after your pledge week."
"Oh," Mary said, the pretty green-eyed goddess standing right before her, as suddenly a soft pair of female lips were resting upon hers.
Josie kissed Mary, and after just the briefest hesitation, Mary kissed back... melting completely into the young woman .
Mary couldn't believe she was kissing a girl... and not just any girl, but a friend of her daughter.... She also couldn't believe how soft Josie's lips were... so much softer than a man's.
Josie knew the power of a kiss with a straight woman. Knew the power of intimacy. Knew the power of a soft pair of feminine lips.
Josie reached her hand under the MILF's dress and went directly to her pussy.
Mary moaned into Josie's mouth as she felt fingers slowly tracing her pussy lips through her panties.
Josie broke the kiss and said, "Have you already decided to pledge, Mary?"
"Yes indeed," Mary said without hesitation, the finger slowly touching her driving her wild.
"You'll be expected to perform a few pretty wild tasks," Josie warned.
"How wild?" Mary moaned, as Josie slid her finger inside her panties.
"Oh, pretty wild," Josie said. "And sexy. We'll require complete loyalty and obedience from you."
"Oh," Mary moaned, as a for example finger slid inside her.
Josie fingered the MILF for just a few seconds, enough to trigger more obedience and lust from her, before she pulled her finger out, placed her hands on the MILF's shoulders and gently pushed her to her knees.
Mary was in complete fascination... mindlessly following along... curiosity and lust leading the way... as she allowed herself to be guided to her knees.
"Have you ever eaten a pussy, Pledge Mary?" Josie asked, gazing down at the lustful MILF.
"No, never," Mary answered, as Josie raised her dress to offer an up close and personal view of her pussy.
"But you want to eat mine, don't you?" Josie asked.
"Yes, absolutely," Mary admitted, completely entranced by the pussy on display before her.
"Go ahead Mary, lick my pussy," Josie instructed, loving to watch a virgin pussy licker lean forward towards her first pussy... the look of lust in her eyes... the sensation of her very first lick.
"Okay," Mary nodded, her eyes transfixed on the pussy as she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and licked.
Josie enjoyed this moment... just a long moment... fifteen seconds... no more.
Mary licked tentatively, entranced by the coed's pussy, intoxicated from the sweet scent, and in awe of the subtle, unique taste.
But then Josie gently backed away, dropped her skirt, and said, "Be a good pledge, and you'll get this pussy again later, and so much more."
Mary looked up... shocked... wanting more... needing more....
Josie said, "I'd love for you to lick me to completion, and I promise you'll get the opportunity fairly soon, and to taste my heavenly nectar, but unfortunately I have another engagement in a few minutes."
"Oh, okay, right," Mary nodded, dazed and disappointed.
"Don't worry, Mary," Josie said, pulling her up and kissing her again. And after breaking the kiss a few seconds later she added, "you'll get to eat lots of pussy as a pledge."
Mary was speechless. Overwhelmed. Bewildered. Horny. Disappointed. Confused. Hungry.
Josie led Mary out and sent her to find Amy before she texted Valerie to meet her in her bedroom.
Five minutes later, Mary was in the washroom rubbing her pussy, as she replayed her surreal, unbelievable encounter with Josie.
Josie spread her legs and had the sophomore pet get her off, as she imagined herself fucking that sexy MILF Mary.
* * * * *
The next Monday, the day before the first day of college, Mary, in a sudden wave of feminism and strength after her time with Josie, mixed with her daughter's surprisingly enthusiastic support, and reading a lot of lesbian erotica (and coming hard from it, all stories of younger girls seducing older women), finally summoned up the nerve to hand her husband the divorce papers.
To her surprise, he begged her to stay. But her mind was made up: she was going to college. It was time to live the life she'd missed out on more than two decades ago. It was time to finally become Pledge Mary instead of any variety at all of Mrs. Watson.
Three sophomore sorority sisters helped her pack and move out while her husband was at work, each of course wearing nylons.
Cassie, a pretty blonde, gave Mary a dozen new pairs of nylons, a gift from Josie, in a variety of colours. Mary was happy, since she'd purchased three more pairs, and this would give her a wide range of variety.
She felt a dozen years younger while hanging out with these college girls, and Amy's support really helped. At first she'd worried Amy wouldn't want her going to the same college she did, never mind pledging the same sorority she was already a member of. Amy listened, asked questions not to dissuade her, just to confirm this was what Mary wanted, and once they had both agreed it was, Amy supported her 100%.
"You... are one hot MILF," Cassie said blatantly, hoping she'd get a chance to eat her pussy very soon, knowing it wasn't a question of if, just when. Cassie had already been a lesbian before joining the sorority, and she now dined on at least three pussies a day, and that minimum would be a slow day. She also had a goal of at least one new pussy each week, something she'd succeeded in doing for ninety-nine weeks now... and it would be yummy to make this sexy MILF her hundredth.
"You're so sweet," Mary said, having received more sexy compliments in the past week than she had in the prior two decades... it had rejuvenated her confidence.
"Oh, yes I am," Cassie said, nothing subtle about the innuendo in her response or tone, or when she added, "and I bet you are too."
"I agree with all of the above, but let's hurry and get this sweet pussycat out of here before her ex shows up and creates a scene," Hannah, another blonde, although with purple streaks, urged.



"We'll continue this conversation another day," Cassie smiled, knowing she and this MILF would likely be enjoying a lengthy sixty-nine in the very near future.
Two hours later Mary was settling into her room at the sorority, waiting to meet her roommate, which seemed crazy. She was excited to meet whomever it was, all she knew was she'd be female and a pledge, and she was curious whether she'd be a young freshman, or another MILF like herself. She'd quickly come to enjoy being called a MILF. Although she'd rename herself to a MILL if she could, a Mom I'd Like to Lick, or a MILS, a Mom I'd Like to Service me (she knew that latter wasn't a perfect acronym, but hey, all these pretty girls coming on to her had her pussy tingling. She knew it was only a matter of time before she'd willingly explore some same sex play with some of them... perhaps even all of them... and her only real concern was her daughter. She lived in the same house... and she certainly didn't want to be caught having sex by her!
She was examining the campus map to figure out how to reach each of her classes, when the door opened. "And this is your room," Amy greeted, as Mary's eyes went wide upon seeing who her roommate was going to be. "I believe you two have met before," Amy smiled, as Mrs. Rafi and Mrs. Watson were suddenly staring at each other.
"Mary!" Mrs. Rafi gasped, thankful to see another person she knew besides her own daughter and Amy. This decision had been the toughest one she'd ever had to make since reluctantly agreeing to marry a man she was coerced into marrying. A man her mother had promised she would eventually learn to love... but alas, that never came to fruition. But with both of her parents now dead, and her marriage a sexless one for over a decade and a loveless one for two decades, she'd made the choice to finally step out and begin fulfilling the one dream she'd always had... to become a doctor.
"Zarima!" Mary gasped right back, each of them equally shocked to see the other standing before them.
"I'll leave you two to chat," Amy said, "goodnight Mom."
"Goodnight, Honey," Mary said, as they were suddenly both alone in a room together. Two weeks ago they'd had coffee together before either of them had been invited to attend this college, chatting about life, their useless husbands, and their wonderful kids... both had been more than honest about their unhappiness with their marriages... each understanding the other's plight of a lonely wife... so their meeting here while each of them was taking bold steps into a new life was incredibly ironic.
"So, you're beginning college too?" Mary asked, Zarima looking very nervous.
"Yes, I know it's crazy, but once I put some thought into it, I figured why not," Zarima said, noticing that Mary, like everyone else here, was wearing nylons, including her daughter. She'd never worn nylons in her life, not once, before Veronica (who you may recall is a senior in the Inner Circle) had convinced her to try some on a few days ago. Since that moment, she'd worn a pair every day, fascinated by their sexy feel on her legs, and how they just made her feel sexy... something she hadn't felt in years, and truthfully never to this extent. In her culture sexy wasn't anything most women aspired to be... although Bollywood movies indicated otherwise.
"Well, I couldn't have asked for a better roommate," Mary said, noticing that although Zarima was still wearing her traditional cultural attire, she was also in nylons.
"I'm so relieved I'll have someone I already know in this crazy journey," Zarima said, having dithered back and forth for days... yes, no, yes, no, yes, no... until her daughter, who had perhaps been westernized a little too much, insisted she'd kick herself every day of her life if she didn't do this. Her daughter pointed out things had changed so much since she'd first gotten married, and in 2021 she was welcome to explore all her dreams. So here she was.
"I don't know which is crazier," Mary sympathised. "Going to college in my forties, pledging a sorority, or being in the same college and sorority as my daughter!"
"I have the exact same thoughts," Zarima laughed, the two both sharing the exact same predicament.
Suddenly Cassie, who had helped Mary move, knocked at the door, and then let herself in. "Are you two getting settled in?"
"We are," Mary spoke for both of them.
"Great," Cassie said, wishing she could just push this pretty MILF to her knees right now. "Josie has chosen your clothing for tomorrow."
Cassie placed two identical outfits on one of the beds. Well, identical save for the different slogans on the two shirts.
Mary stared at the outfits and gasped. They each consisted of a white shirt with the slogan 'Better Late Than Never', on one and 'Everything is Better with Age' on the other and a very short plaid skirt. Mary joked, "I can't wear this, I'll look like a slut."
"Exactly," Cassie smiled. "And you'll look so hot in it!"
"Well, that goes without saying," Mary joked, having really begun to blossom with the constant compliments that had begun with Josie, were confirmed by her supportive daughter, and had been echoed by just about every sorority sister she'd met so far.
"You don't expect me to wear that, do you?" Zamira asked, mortified.
"Josie does," Cassie nodded. "Pledge Week is about casting aside your former shell."
"But..." Mary began.
"And also demonstrating your loyalty and obedience to the sorority," Cassie added. "Remember your promise?"
"Yes, of course I do," Mary nodded, feeling compelled to just do as expected. Wearing a slightly provocative outfit wasn't overly extreme. Plus, she was curious what she would look like in such an outfit, and truth be told, she was even more curious how the ultra conservative, traditional Zamira would look.
"Great, see you in the morning," Cassie said. "Get ready for a week of fun and games."
"I can't wait," Mary said, actually meaning it. She had no idea what lay ahead this week, but she was excited to find out. Her decision was made... there was no going back... and she knew, deep down at least, that pledging wouldn't be as simple or as innocent as wearing a nice gown this upcoming Saturday. She'd watched the movies. She'd read the stories.
Cassie winked, "Me neither. I can't wait to see you two getting up to all sorts of wild and wicked debauchery."
Cassie turned and left, with Mary just a little flustered.
"That was rather startling," Zarima said, as she walked to the bed and peered down at the outfit she was expected to wear tomorrow... which went against her entire life's moral code.
"She can't wait to witness our debauchery. I'm beginning to think that's one of the sorority's mottos," Mary was only partially joking.
"I cannot wear this," Zarima said.
"Zarima," Mary said, taking both of Zarima's hands in hers, "you can; we can; let's just do this together."
"But...."
"No buts," Mary said. "We've both been living other people's lives instead of our own for decades."
"I've been doing that since the day I was born," Zarima admitted, more than a little resentful at her parents, her husband, and her restrictive religion.
"So tomorrow we're reborn," Mary said, knowing that sounded corny, and yet it seemed true. She couldn't explain why, but she sensed that by accepting this amazingly generous offer, even while it included some very kinky requirements she couldn't even begin to predict, she'd taken the very best step towards her future life it was possible to take. Leaving her husband behind but not her daughter, joining a sorority, starting college in her forties wasn't just a mid-life crisis, it was a complete shake-up of the world she had known. Was she frightened? Of course she was... but she was also thankful to have Zarima with her, along with the added comfort of her daughter.
"I'll have to be reborn to wear one of those outfits," Zarima said, glancing at the shirts and the skirts.
"Then to new beginnings," Mary declared.
"To new beginnings," Zarima agreed but more reservedly. However as she spoke, she realized it was time to break free of the invisible but very tangible shackles that her family, her religion and her race had anchored her with. Today she'd worn nylons for the first time ever, and she'd found them pleasantly comfortable and subtly sexy. She'd admired her body in the mirror for the first time in over a decade when she'd first put on the strange clothing accessory. She was surprised how the mocha nylons really did seem to accentuate her legs. She'd spent her entire life hiding her body, and often even her face from men, from society, and as she had admired herself in the mirror, as she moved her hands up and down the silky sheer nylon fabric, she couldn't help but wonder about the allegedly God-ordained male hierarchy and the restrictions placed upon women that were obviously for the sole purpose of protecting them from any contact at all with men. And thus from taking any part at all in her own decision making. She'd noticed her daughter's transition to fitting into the western world, almost completely disregarding her cultural heritage and dressing like a western girl. At first she was angry with Afaf. Then she became a little envious. Now... now... now... she was joining Afaf in setting out to embrace a completely different side of herself. This was why she'd agreed to this crazy beginning college in her late forties deal.
"Trust me," Mary said, even though she too had very little idea of what they were getting themselves into, "everything will be kosher."
"Kosher? Me? Funny," Zarima smiled, Mary always able to relax her and make her laugh... two goals her husband had certainly never even attempted. He was furious when she informed him she was going back to school with or without his permission, doubly furious when she added she'd be living on campus, she hadn't informed him it was with a sorority... especially the same one as his daughter... he was infuriated by the horrible influence Those White Bitches (his words) had had on his daughter. He had, as she had expected, forbidden her to go... and for the first time ever... except to defend her daughter's higher education... she stood up for herself. He was aghast! He even raised his hand as if he was going to strike her, although he didn't follow through. But the almost insane anger in his eyes still lingered in her head. Because of her lifelong conditioning to be less than any man, she almost caved at that point, but deep down she knew she had to do this... and although she wasn't completely ready to acknowledge this next point, she knew deep down this was the beginning of the end of her marriage.
"I'm a regular laugh riot," Mary smiled, letting go of her friend's hands.
"You should really go on tour," Zarima smiled, always feeling encouraged to be herself around Mary... what she really needed to do now was to begin discovering who that true self really was. At forty-seven she still didn't know!
"We should turn in and get some sleep," Mary suggested. "I have a hunch tomorrow will be a long day full of surprises."
"I haven't attended a school in almost thirty years," Zarima pointed out.
"Nor have I," Mary said, "although my span is just over twenty years; I'm not as ancient and dusty as you are."
"You're such a brat," Zarima said, shaking her head at her teasing friend.
"Don't worry, in your outfit tomorrow you'll look twenty years younger."
"A forty-seven year-old-college freshman," Zarima said, shaking her head again, yet kind of liking the ring of it.
"And a hot one at that," Mary said, always trying to boost her friend above her constant insecurities, brought on by her family, husband and strict religion.
"Well, that goes without saying," Zarima smiled, repeating Mary's earlier words to the college girl, so much more relaxed with Mary here.
They both got ready for bed... both excited... both nervous... both ready to take on this new world they were about to become involved in.
* * * * *
The ladies woke up. Showered. Put on their completely inappropriate attire, with Mary wearing the 'Better Late Than Never' shirt, while Zarima reluctantly donned the other one that said, 'Everything is Better with Age'.
As they'd just put on their skirts and shirts... and were both pondering which of their nylons to wear... there was a knock at the door.
Mary opened it to Cassie and another girl she hadn't seen before, who both entered, and the unknown girl said, "Pledges, sit on the edge of bed."
"Um, what's going on?" Zarima asked.
"I told you to sit, peasant pets," the brunette, with her hair in a ponytail, ordered.
"Until Saturday's ball, you girls will do whatever you're told without hesitation by any girl wearing nylons in black, white or any shade of brown... is that clear?" Cassie explained in a firm tone, totally unlike the lovable, flirtatious girl she thought she knew.
"Okay," Mary said, sitting on the edge of the bed and noticing both these girls were wearing mocha-coloured nylons... which were the colour she felt best accentuated her own pale legs.
"And you'll address us as Mistress for the remainder of the week," the brunette added, as she semi-gently pushed a bewildered Zarima to the bed.
"Yes, Mistress," Mary responded, an honorific she'd read in a lot of lesbian erotica lately... last night the first night since her encounter with Josie she hadn't spent at least an hour reading lesbian porn while touching herself... truth was, the way a dominant woman, especially a dominant girl, used the word made her pussy tingle and dampen. That had happened just now, and she actually had a slight gush into her panties as she said that powerful word of submission.
"And you?" The brunette asked, looking at Zarima.
"Don't try to think or to analyze things, just do as you're told," Mary advised her gently, knowing this domination by her juniors would be a lot more difficult for someone as sheltered as Zarima.
Zarima was shocked by the harsh tones of these pretty girls, and surprised by Mary's obviously kind advice, so she went along, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good," the brunette said, as both arrogant girls knelt before the older pledges. "Right foot up."
Mary did so, but Zarima just looked down, confused.
"Give me your right foot, for fuck's sake," the brunette ordered tersely.
Zarima obeyed this time, and watched as the girl placed a green nylon on her leg. This was the first time in her life that a woman, or any other person for that matter, had touched her in such a way. It was harmless, yet it sent a confusing rush through her body and into her long-neglected pussy.
Mary enjoyed watching Cassie on her knees before her. Sure, in most of her fantasies she was the submissive, but the idea of just grabbing this pretty girl's head and shoving it against her already wet pussy was enticing. She gave her head a slight shake at the naughty thought, as Cassie slid the bright green nylon up to her thigh. Shit, these were thigh highs... which meant their tops wouldn't be even remotely hidden by her short plaid skirt. She was oddly relieved to see the green nylon did match the green in her plaid skirt. She was always about her outfits being colour coordinated.
Why is this getting me wet? Zarima asked herself as the mean brunette moved her hands to her thighs. The green nylons against her black skin looked somewhat ludicrous, yet it somehow made her feel sexy.
Both sophomores glanced between the legs of their soon-to-be pets. The brunette, whose name was Belinda, saw the bland black panties, while Cassie saw Mary's light blue lace panties and noticed a slight wet spot.
Mary noticed Cassie looking at her pussy and blushed, sensing the wet spot inspired by this pretty girl would be noticeable. Thankfully, Cassie didn't say anything as she reached for the other green nylon.
"Other foot, pet plaything," Belinda ordered, loving being a sophomore and finally ascending from being a bottom feeder. Sure, she liked eating pussy, who didn't, but she was already looking forward to two years from now when she was a senior, and would be wearing the traditional black nylons that symbolized they were seniors and mistresses.
Cassie, on the other hand, was a natural switch... although whenever given the choice she always chose to be submissive. She just loved eating pussy... especially older women's... she'd been the freshman winner last year with fifty-eight MILF seductions, which was twenty-one ahead of the second-place finisher, Kendra. She had also been just seven off the record of sixty-five, set by the legendary Daphne Greene, now the Governor of Massachusetts. Right now she was tempted just to spread this pretty mom's legs, yank her panties to the side and dive right in. God, was she craving a fresh pussy. No way she would head out to her first class without having some fresh peach for breakfast. Once she was finished here, she'd be going to offer her services to any senior or junior who would allow her the privilege of eating her breakfast in their bed.
Zarima mindlessly obeyed as she tried to process the weird feelings stirring in her body. Obviously she'd had sex with her husband, but that had been robotic and had never lasted more then three minutes. He'd never given her an orgasm, although she'd heard there was such a thing. And she'd never masturbated since that was a sin. And like Mary, she'd only been with one man, so her sexual experience was extremely limited. So these feelings tingling inside her were unlike anything she'd ever felt before. She felt flustered... she felt her body warming up as the girl slid a second green nylon onto her leg... a nylon she was only now realizing was different from the pantyhose she'd been given by Veronica last week.
Once the girls were done putting the nylons onto the freshman MILFs, Belinda ordered, "Both of you freshman pets stand up."
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said, really loving the way that phrase felt as it rolled off her tongue.
"Um, yes, uh, Mistress," Zarima repeated Mary's words, although she was so distracted by her unprecedented and very confusing physical reactions to being touched by another female... a girl her daughter's age no less... even if it was in a mostly innocent context.
"Pledge pets never wear panties," Belinda informed the two MILFs, as both sophomores reached their hands under the plaid skirts and pulled the panties down from their stunned and speechless pets.
Zarima's eyes went wide.
Mary inadvertently let out the softest of moans.
Cassie pulled the sexy lace panties down and off of Mary's legs, and then held them to her nose. "Hmmmmm, you smell good."
"Oh my God!" Mary gasped, as she saw the pretty college girl smelling her wet panties, and her cheeks went bright red.
"I think I'll keep these for now," Cassie said, as she stood back up, rising from her favourite position, on her knees, although she also liked to be lying on her tummy between a pair of legs, and of course she never minded having a woman on her knees before her, or between her legs while lapping away.
"These are garbage," Belinda pronounced judgement, looking distastefully at the grannie panties. "Pledges only wear panties or thongs during their time of the month. But do you still even get your period?"
"No Mistress, I don't," Zarima shamefacedly replied, humiliated by the harsh assessment of her underwear, doubled when Belinda tossed them in the trash, as well as her revealing she was in menopause, which emphasised just how much older she was than these college girls. She was beginning to question why she was even here!
Belinda went to Zarima's dresser, opened it, glanced at her underwear, then grabbed it all and tossed it into the garbage bin. "If you're in menopause, I guess you won't need any underwear ever again."



"If you say so, Mistress," Zarima said, shame coursing through her entire being, even as a little dampness leaked out of her vagina... which confused her even more. Why was her body reacting this way to such verbal humiliation?
"Have a good first day," Cassie said, leaning in and kissing Mary on her red flushed cheek.
"Thank you, Mistress, you too," Mary said, completely captivated by Cassie, even while she felt bad for Zarima.
"You have a good day, too," Belinda said, and for the first time since she'd entered the room, her tone softened.
"Thank you, Mistress," Zarima replied, thankful she no longer needed to weather the cold wrath of this pretty coed. Did I just think of her as pretty? She's terrifying, but yes, I have to admit she's also very pretty. "You have a great day, too."
"Oh, I certainly will," Belinda said, already knowing she'd soon be ass fucking the owner of a nearby bakery whom she'd turned last year. The woman was in her early sixties, but easily one of the nastiest sluts she'd ever met... preferring to get ass fucked over anything else. She'd even brought her eighteen-year-old granddaughter into the room to watch when she was visiting during spring break last year, and eventually the girl had become a submissive, pussy pleasing, ass taking slut just like her grandma. She was pledging the sorority this year too... so alas, she was off limits during pledge week, unless new orders came down from the Inner Circle.
The two sophomores left, and Mary tried to make light of what they'd just experienced by saying, "Well, I guess pledge week has officially begun."
"That was humiliating," Zarima said, trying to hide the way it had also somehow sexually stimulated her.
"I bet our humiliation is the point of pledge week," Mary said, "they want us to prove we can take it," thinking this had likely been just the first of many upcoming interactions that would be even more intense.
"Not sure I can take a whole week of this," Zarima said, still trying to process her strange mixed feelings and a tingling in her vagina she wasn't used to feeling.
"Well, the good news is pledge week lasts only five days," Mary said, always the optimist.
"Then maybe I will survive," Zarima said, suddenly realizing she was famished. "But again, if I don't get something to eat, I still won't survive."
"I'm starving too," Mary said, needing something to distract her from the naughty thoughts spinning in her head.
They slipped into their shoes... Mary's a pair of four-inch black heels, while Zarima was in a much more practical pair of black flats.
They arrived downstairs and were surprised to see an entire buffet awaiting them. Josie came over, hugged each of them and said, "Welcome to the sisterhood."
"Is every day like this?" Mary asked.
"We make sure our pledges always leave for the day satisfied with their breakfast," Josie explained.
"Well just from the sight of this spread, I'm very satisfied already," Mary said.
"Oh, trust me, you'll be enjoying a wide range of breakfast treats here," Josie said, in a less than subtle tone... one Mary caught instantly, which made her pussy leak a little again with anticipation for something unpredictable except it would include sex, which seemed inevitable, while Zarima didn't catch on at all.
"I'm looking forward to it," Mary responded, not at all naïve or rattled by the implied innuendo.
"Oh, it will change your life," Josie promised.
"Everything lately has been life changing," Mary responded right back, her curiosity growing with every moment, and deciding to be a little brazen, a side of her she'd lost years ago, she added, "in truth, I'm curious to try as many new experiences as I possibly can."
"Then you're in the right place," Josie said, as Mary glanced down and saw she was wearing black pantyhose. She wondered if perhaps the colour of nylons was a symbol of anything. Josie was wearing black, the sophomore girls earlier were in mocha, and Amy, who she saw chatting to another MILF pledge she had briefly been introduced to yesterday was in white... while the MILF and a couple other freshman pledges were all in the identical green she was wearing.
"I hope so," Mary said, as Zarima looked on, bewildered by the entire conversation.
"Soon," Josie said, then walked away.
"Let's eat," Mary said, and they proceeded to dine on an amazing breakfast, while also meeting most of the other pledges, both younger and older.
The school day flew by. Mary received lots of looks because of how she was dressed, including a few catcalls, some whistles and even a few catty glares from girls. It felt like she was in high school all over again. She'd once been popular and had attracted lots of attention, very much like she was attracting today, almost all of it good, and she felt the rush of that long-forgotten time. Her psychology professor, Professor Lane, a tall, pretty woman with long auburn hair, greeted her warmly, and said how excited she was to see her pledging the sorority... she confided she was an alumnus, and recalled to Mary that her own pledge week (as a teenager) had been one of the most thrilling ones she'd ever experienced.
Zarima was far more self-conscious throughout her day. She too received catcalls, whistles and glares... all three were completely new to her. She was accustomed to being a wallflower, completely ignored except by the odd racist who might taunt her based on superficial biased judgements. Part of her was mortified by all this attention; this wasn't who she was. But another part of her felt alive. After more than four decades of being completely ignored in public, it was quite exciting to be noticed wherever she went. Yes, it was because of superficial things. Her big breasts not remotely concealed by the tight t-shirt, her strong wide legs encased in the ridiculous bright green nylons, and the way her tight plaid skirt showcased every curve of her big booty. She'd always been taught to hide these assets behind completely loose-fitting and all-concealing garments, taught that showing any skin except for tiny portions of her face was a sin; yet every catcall, every whistle, and even every glare instilled her with a strange confidence... which was countered by the guilt piled upon her head because the way she was dressed was sinful.
Back at the sorority, in their dorm room, Mary asked, "So how was your first day of college?"
"The classes were amazing," Zarima said, having always loved learning, and today doing it with real professors instead of secretly on YouTube on her iPad, was life changing.
"Yeah, I felt so alive!" Mary enthused.
"Yeah, I'd forgotten how much fun it is to learn and to just be open about doing it," Zarima said.
"Did you get any attention because of your outfit?" Mary asked.
"More than during the rest of my entire life," Zarima said.
"Well, you couldn't hide those big tits of yours or that big booty in that outfit they gave us," Mary said, having never seen the shape of Zarima's body before today. She was actually as beautiful on the outside as she was on the inside... not too many times you learned about a person that way around... usually you saw the outside first, and then you discovered later on whether the beauty or ugliness of the inside matched the outside.
"Mary!" Zarima gasped, even though she was used to such bluntness from her white friend.
"I'm just saying that today I learned you have great tits and an amazing ass," Mary said, enjoying razzing her Muslim friend.
"Well you have a pretty great body too," Zarima complimented back.
"I know," Mary said, then laughing.
"At least you're not vain."
"No, I'm certainly not vain," Mary said. "I'm just a gorgeous realist."
"Okay, my mistake," Zarima laughed.
"I forgive you," Mary said.
"You're so generous," Zarima shook her head.
"And humble, you mustn't forget how humble I am," Mary pointed out.
A knock on the door, and Amy walked in.
"How was your day?" Amy asked, looking at the moms both dressed like coed sluts.
"Great," Mary said. "Yours?"
"Not bad," Amy said, having been unable to really focus while she worried about her mom. "And you, Mrs. Rafi?"
"Good," Zarima responded, "but please call me Zarima."
"So what's with the white nylons?" Mary asked. "Last year in all your pictures you wore tan ones."
"It identifies the hierarchy," Amy said. "Seniors wear black, juniors white, sophomores any shade of brown, and freshmen a variety of shades." She neglected to get into the down and dirty details of how each shade of brown indicated something different about the variety of sex the wearer was indulging in that day, as did each colour of freshman nylons. And alas, her mother would learn soon enough the true sexual meaning of each colour at the sorority... plus she imagined... her mother would also learn, as she had, the different colour codes for The Pit, a nightclub for white women to discover the joys of BBC... a freshman tradition for every Friday, as well as one for the entire sorority on the last Friday of each month.
"I see," Mary said. "I'm not sure green really flatters me."
"It definitely doesn't flatter me," Zarima joked.
"Well, you may be wearing a new colour tomorrow, based on how you do tonight," Amy said, wondering how well her mother, and even more so Mrs. Rafi would survive the first night.
"And what happens tonight?" Mary asked curiously.
"I'm sworn to secrecy," Amy said, "but it will be a lot of fun." For her it was and always had been, and she assumed her mother would get right into it once she immersed herself in the wildness that was pledging. Of course, that was what she was worried about. How would her mother react when she learned the truth about the sorority... about what she'd had to do two years ago to pledge, and what her mom would have to do in the next five days?
"Well, that's intriguing and completely useless information," Mary said playfully.
"Always happy to disappoint," Amy replied.
"Well, then your mission is accomplished," Mary said.
"See you at seven," Amy said.
"Okay," Mary said.
Once Amy was gone, Mary asked Zarima, "Have you seen Afaf?"
"We had lunch together," Zarima said, the entire lunch awkward since her daughter, like Amy just now, had refused to tell her anything about the upcoming week.
"That's nice," Mary said.
"Are you worried what they might make us do?" Zarima asked.
"Worried. Curious. Excited," Mary said. "I'm just going with the flow. I'm finally living my twenties, albeit two decades tardy."
"I wish I could be that relaxed and carefree," Zarima said.
"That's why you're so lucky to have me with you," Mary said, as she collapsed onto her bed, suddenly realizing how exhausted she was. It had indeed been a long first day, and reading between Amy's nondescriptive words, it wasn't close to being over. "I'm going to take a nap."
"Good idea," Zarima said, as she too collapsed onto her bed. It was a lot smaller than her bed at home, but having it to herself felt quite liberating.
Both ladies were indeed exhausted, and they slept through supper, and were awakened by an abrupt knock at the door and then their blankets getting pulled off of them.
"Get up, you peasant pledging pets," Belinda ordered belligerently.
"What? Where?" Mary babbled, not sure where she was. "Oh, is it seven already?"
"Right now, sluts," Belinda demanded, making both women's eyes go wide at being called sluts for no apparent reason.
"Okay, okay," Zarima said, getting up groggily.
"Both of you on all fours," Belinda ordered, as if she were a drill sergeant in the military. She loved this power... maybe a little too much for someone who was still a pet most of the time.
Both Mary and Zarima obeyed, wordlessly glancing at each other. Zarima radiating utter fear, while Mary's vibes were more about curiosity.
Both Zarima's fear and Mary's curiosity were answered moments later, when a collar was fastened around each of their necks... each collar attached to a leash.
"Now remain on all fours, my submissive sluts, and crawl behind us," Belinda ordered, as she tugged on Zarima's leash harder than necessary.
Zarima looked at Mary helplessly as she began to crawl, following the mean bitch.
Cassie far more gently tugged Mary's collar and said breathlessly, like Marilyn Monroe might have spoken, "Follow me, my sexy MILF."
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said happily, in awe of what was happening, and trying to imagine all the wicked things that were likely about to follow.
"You'll be a good pet, won't you?" Cassie said, looking down at the hot older woman.
"I'll obey without hesitation, Mistress Cassie," Mary vowed, ready to do whatever it took to successfully pledge this sorority.
"That's the perfect attitude," Cassie approved, as she began walking and gently leading her sexy pet.
Mary followed her out of the dorm room, her pussy tingling, and suddenly realising that crawling like this would result in her flashing the entire sorority with her recently shaved pussy... having shaved it the day before coming to the sorority in anticipation of whatever might lay ahead. She considered the term MILF to be such a promising word.
Two minutes later, they arrived in the large living room, and their leashes were removed, but not the collars. Mary saw that all the girls who weren't pledges were either standing or sitting in a large circle with six Sybians in the middle.
Mary had always wondered what it would be like to ride one of those... and she was undoubtedly about to find out, but while everyone in the room watched. Zarima, on the other hand, couldn't possibly fathom the purpose of the six contraptions.
Josie greeted, "welcome, pledges, sorority sisters and especially alumni."
Mary looked around and saw a few older women not wearing green nylons. One was in black, three in white, and the friendly Professor Lane she'd chatted with earlier in the day was in mocha. This was curious... very, very curious.
"So, all twenty-four of you pledges were personally recruited. Your mother might be an alumnus, you may come from a powerful family, you may have earned a scholarship, and in two cases your daughter is currently one of our sisters. But regardless of how, you're the chosen few... you're among the fortunate ones in the world."
There was clapping by all the sorority sisters and alumni.
"Of course, first you must prove yourselves worthy of becoming members of the most elite sorority in the nation," Josie continued, dressed all in black and looking completely stunning.
More clapping from the sisters, while all the pledges remained on all fours like the pledging pets they were.
"You'll all be assigned some very extreme tasks to perform during the next four days and five nights," Josie said. "Understand that everyone standing or sitting around you has pledged at some point in her life and thus completed these same tasks. Understand that these tasks are to test your loyalty to the sisterhood. Performing them will enable you to become part of a hierarchy that evolves as you rise through it. Understand that some of your most embarrassing tasks will be filmed as security for you, come what may, to keep the secrets of this sorority that goes back decades. If you have any doubts about going forward or your ability to keep all our secrets, now is the time to leave."
Mary had no intention of leaving, she'd meant it when she'd promised to obey without hesitation, no matter what the task was. It was becoming apparent there would be no small amount of sexual hazing, and she was eager to take part in it, even though she'd obviously have to do everything in front of her daughter... who'd already accomplished every scandalous task she was about to undertake.
Yet she was very concerned about Zarima. She glanced over and saw the complete look of terror on her face.
Zarima was paralyzed. Josie's words were so foreboding. She looked around, knowing that whatever she was expected to do would not only be filmed, but be watched by everyone here. As she puzzled out the strange contraptions in front of her, she realized that on top of them were implements that could only serve as penises. Would she be expected to sit on one of them? They were each way bigger than her husband's! Yet even as terror coursed through her, a strange sensation also coursed through her, making her pussy once again get wet. So although she'd heard and understood the warning, she didn't budge. Partly because she was overwhelmed by what was happening; partly because she felt the need to see what would happen next; partly because she wanted to feel even more of those strange sensations coursing through her body; partly because even though she knew it was sinful, she wanted to experience what one of those big dicks would feel like inside of her; partly because she didn't want to disappoint Mary or her daughter; but mostly because she was feeling incredibly horny!
"Last chance," Josie said, then after a minute while nobody left, she tossed two dozen packages of nylons onto the floor and said, "Crawl over and grab a pair. Then put them on."
Mary crawled out and grabbed a pair of red ones, since she loved that colour on herself, although she'd never worn it as nylons. It was awkward to remove her green nylons and put on the red ones while sitting on the floor wearing a short skirt and no panties, but she did. After the first few moments she realized there was no way could accomplish this change of clothing without flashing her pussy to half the room, so she just kept her eyes down while she went ahead and did it anyway.
Mary glanced over to Zarima, and saw she was equally struggling to put on a pair of purple nylons. She looked around the room and saw the other two colours available were pink and blue.
Once all the girls had their new nylons on, Josie continued, "so for the rest of the night, everybody wearing the same colour you're wearing are your five teammates."
Candy then added, "The colour also determines which task you'll do first."
"And tonight you'll each complete four tasks," Veronica continued.
"Pledges wearing blue, crawl to the Sybians, straddle one and lower yourself onto the dildo," Veronica instructed. "Then sit still and await further instructions."
"Pledges in pink, crawl to one of the six girls in black nylons and wait," Candy instructed.
Amber, the other junior member of the Inner Circle spoke up for the first time, "Sluts in purple, crawl to any sorority sister wearing white nylons, and kneel before her."
Zarima crawled, her head still in a bit of a daze, to the first girl wearing white she spied. It was a chubby blonde girl with a big smile on her face.
Lastly Amy spoke, and as fate would have it, her mother had picked the colour that placed her on the team she was leading, "Girls in red, crawl to a girl wearing any shade of brown nylon; she'll also be wearing a small strap-on."
Mary overheard someone mentioning the word tail, and she wondered what that meant, as she crawled over to a Japanese girl who looked so sweet and innocent, except for the strap-on hooked to her waist.
Josie began explaining the rules. "Girls in blue on the Sybians, you must remain seated for as long as you can without coming. The member of each team who comes first will wear a special tail for the rest of the night... inserted in her ass."
"Oh my," Zarima said out loud.
"Did you wish to say something?" Josie asked, looking down at Zarima.
"Certainly not, Mistress," Zarima replied immediately, learning the rules quickly.
"Good," Josie said as she continued, "Girls in pink, your first task is to crawl between the legs of the sorority sister before you and eat her pussy. The one who gets her future sister off first will qualify to compete in a special final round."



"One that every one of you sluts will wish you were part of," Amber added.
"Girls in purple," Josie continued, "you shall lick every inch of your future sorority sister's feet."
Zarima's eyes went wide again as she heard the three tasks so far described... they were all so extreme... so much more than she could have possibly imagined.
Afaf, seeing the distress in her mother's eyes, went over to her and whispered, "It's okay Mom, you can do this. I was just as scared as you are my first time, but I got through it, and boy am I glad I did!"
"Okay, thanks," Zarima nodded, "I won't let our family down," so many emotions swirling inside her she couldn't possibly think straight, as she looked down at the small feet before her waiting to be licked.
"Lastly, girls in red," Josie said, "you'll receive the ultimate sinful gift of sodomy. But don't worry, we're starting you off with tiny beginner dicks."
"But eventually you'll be taking much bigger ones like we all do," someone called out.
Mary had never experienced anal sex, although she'd been slightly curious about it. Had even done some research on it, yet hadn't even stuck a finger in there... but now that status was about to change.
"All right, on three, round one begins," Josie declared.
All the sorority sisters counted together, "One, two, three!"
The Sybians began, as did the moans. Girls crawled between legs and began licking.
Zarima felt humiliation course through her as she bent down and began licking the top of a girl's nylon-clad foot.
Mary expected to feel a cock slide into her ass, but instead felt her skirt flipped up and somebody's breath on her ass. Her heels were pulled apart, and then a hot, wet tongue was probing her rosebud. It felt amazing!
"Eat those pledge assholes and get them ready for your dicks," Josie urged, as the moans from the girls on the Sybians began to increase.
Zarima's blonde girl lifted up her foot and ordered, "Lick my sweaty sole, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Zarima obeyed, humiliated by the demeaning task, and yet oddly stimulated as her vagina continued tingling with need.
Mary was just beginning to really enjoy the anal tongue bath when she felt a wet finger slide inside her ass.
"Oh my," Mary moaned, surprised by the sudden rectal intrusion and slight discomfort, as she joked, "You're not even taking me out for dinner before fingering my ass?"
"Just getting it ready for my dick," the Asian girl said pleasantly enough.
"It feels really nice," Mary purred, as she felt the finger wiggle around inside her... which felt weird, a little unnatural, and yet conversely erotic and quite natural. Yes, she knew those descriptors were oxymoronic, but so were the feelings and sensations swirling inside her. A little pain... but also a growing pleasure.
Zarima was surprised by how the salty sweat of the girl's foot wasn't at all disgusting like she'd feared it would be... but oddly tantalizing... and she began to lick with a bit more aggression... wishing to savour more of the unique taste.
"Yes, fuck my ass," Mary encouraged her invader, the finger prepping her was teasing her wildly. She wanted to feel a dick in her ass... truthfully, she just wanted to be fucked... any hole would do... she was so fucking horny... the anticipation was killing her... she just needed a dick inside her right... fucking... NOW!
Hearing her mom begging to get it in the ass was a bit surprising to Amy. She'd had a hunch that once her mom broke through her conservative exterior she'd really come alive... yet watching it happen was quite surreal.
"As you wish," the Asian girl said, as she pulled her slender finger out of the MILF's tight ass and secured her hands on her hips.
"Please just shove it in," Mary begged. "I haven't had a dick inside me in forever."
"Your mom is quite the lively one," someone said.
"Mary, have you ever had a dick in your ass before?" Josie asked, assuming she hadn't, but impressed by the raw sensual lust showing in this MILF she herself had personally chosen.
"Not until noooooooow!!" Mary groaned, as the cock slid inside her ass.
"Well, you appear to like it," Josie said, looking forward to using this MILF very soon.
"Soooo good," Mary agreed, the slight pain that began coursing through her the moment the six-inch cock filled her quickly being swallowed up by the increasing euphoria consuming her body, even as she heard someone screaming from somewhere behind her from an obvious orgasm.
Zarima worshipped the other foot with more focus and eagerness as she discarded her demure humility, abandoned her past, trashed the cruel, moralistic expectations of those others who'd controlled her life for all those years, and just did what suddenly felt natural. Enthusiastically, she sucked on each toe individually... wanting to be the best foot pet there ever was!
"Good girl," the blonde girl praised her, triggering a rush of pleasure up her spine, while a gush of wetness leaked from her vagina. Zarima was overwhelmed with serving and obeying... just like she'd done her entire life... but this time instead of beating her down, it was raising her up, and she was thoroughly enjoying it!
"Oh yeah, give me that dick," Mary moaned, wishing it was bigger, yet getting an extra rush knowing she was being watched as she was sodomized for the first time... and wanting to be the centre of attention, wanting to be the pledge of all pledges, she kept talking nasty. "Yes, slam that dick up my asshole."
Just as Mary could feel an orgasm rising, the rush of getting ass fucked witnessed by a roomful of women, including her beloved daughter Amy and her college crush Josie, was driving her to the brink of ecstasy.
But Josie, wishing to keep her prize pet, along with all the others, off balance on a yo-yo of pleasure, suddenly announced, "Rotate! Purples go to the Sybians. Reds to some pussy licking. Pinks, it's time for some sodomy. Lastly, blues, go do some foot worshipping."
Mary felt the cock leave her ass and she felt so empty. Yet she understood her place. Bottom girl. No choices, just obedience. She crawled urgently to the first spread open legs she could find, and just dove right in... her next fantasy becoming reality within a heartbeat.
"Oh, just go right to it," the girl moaned with a giggle, as Mary began to lick. She hadn't even noticed her face... just the girl's hairless wet, inviting hole!
Zarima straddled the big, sturdy toy, approaching a plastic cock a good two inches longer than her tiny dicked husband's, wondering what it would feel like. As she lowered herself onto it, she moaned, immediately feeling so full.
"Well, we'd better get started on round two, if Mary has already begun," Josie laughed, "and someone insert a tail into Zelda."
"Sorry," Mary said, as she licked her first pussy, experiencing a completely different rush from when she was having her ass eaten, her ass fingered, and her ass fucked. She'd always loved giving head because she loved giving pleasure, but this was an entirely new level of going down on someone. Even though she'd never eaten a pussy before, she felt she was meant to do this, that doing it was a natural extension of herself as a completed person. She probed this pink pussy with her fingers, lips and tongue, exploring every crevice with wonder and excitement.
The moment the vibrations started, Zarima uttered out a load moan/scream... instantly feeling pleasure tremoring through her body unlike anything she'd ever even remotely imagined. This was what sex could be like? Even though she was vaguely aware other women were watching and listening, she couldn't care less. The pleasure being released inside her was completely in control of her mind, her body, her core existence! Is this what people had been denying her for her entire life? This all-encompassing experience of unbridled pleasure? Then fuck them... fuck them all! Having never come from sex before, having never even masturbated, this was a revelation unlike any she'd ever experienced... one that was, as Josie and Veronica had promised her earlier, life changing!
"You taste so good," Mary said as she hungrily licked the stranger's pussy, having not even looked up to see whose was her first ever pussy.
"Do I? Well no worries and welcome home," the girl moaned, "from now on you'll be inundated with all the pussy you can possibly eat."
"Mmmmmmm," Mary moaned in reply, feeling like the stereotypical fat kid in a candy store... so much pussy, so little time... although perhaps she had all the time in the world. Four years! Four whole years of endless young pussies willingly allowing her to dine on them.
"Oh fuck," the normally well-spoken Zarima moaned loudly, as she attempted to control herself through the rising pleasure literally vibrating inside her. She didn't want to be the first in her group to come, like that poor girl who now was crawling around with a tail sticking out of her ass. But she'd never had a climax before, and knew she had no control over the power of this pleasure rising inside her.
Although Mary had never eaten pussy before this moment, she had, of course, had her pussy eaten (poorly) many times by her husband (although not for at least fifteen years), and she could remember what had gotten her stimulated and what hadn't. She'd also read dozens of lesbian stories in the past week, and many of them had given detailed descriptions of various cunnilingual techniques. One she recalled vividly because it was so simplistic yet effective, was using her tongue to inscribe the alphabet upon a girl's pussy. So she began doing just that... A-B-C...
"Oh, fucking dammit," the model-like hot blonde sitting beside Zarima screamed as an orgasm struck her. Zarima sighed a huge sigh of relief she hadn't come first, and she was now free just to close her eyes and allow this brand new pleasure to flood through her body!
...D-E-F... The girl's moans were increasing and her pussy was getting wetter, though Mary wasn't certain whether that was because of her technique and eagerness and thus emerging from the pussy, or it was only her own excessive saliva.
"I'm going to... oh fuck... I'm going to... I'm going tooooooooo..." Zarima babbled as the new pleasure completely consumed her, swarming her on the outside with warmth, and on the inside feeling like fireworks exploding from every nerve in her body, as she experienced not only her very first orgasm, but likely the Mother of ALL Orgasms!
...G-H-I-J-K... Mary sorely wanted to get this girl off. She had no idea how long each rotation was supposed to last... perhaps five minutes, she had no idea how long her sodomy training had lasted, she would later learn they'd been given ten minutes. As she wetly spelt the alphabet, she wiggled her tongue as well, completely intoxicated by this pussy and focused on tasting the girl's cum.
"I've... never..." Zarima declared to no one and to everyone, although her words came out singly, interspersed with her heavy breathing, as this typhoon of an orgasm continued sending wave after wave throughout her entire body, making her head go light and almost robbing her of consciousness.
L-M-N-O. Mary continued, now spelling the alphabet more rapidly as the girl's moans increased, completely unaware of her friend's massive orgasm and declaration just a few feet away.
"Come...." Zarima weakly managed to form another word, as the pleasure just continued coming and coming, while she did too.
...P-Q-R-S-T... Mary devoured the pussy as if it was her last meal.
"Don't you dare fucking stop!" the girl moaned, while Mary of course had no intention at all of stopping until she'd activated a geyser of pussy cum!
"Be...." Zarima managed only half a word.
...U-V-W... Mary was prepared to write her own novel on this pussy if necessary, the subtle taste of wetness making her taste buds spark, and she just had to taste the full flood of this pussy!
"...fore," Zarima finally uttered, easily the longest time in history for a woman to spit out four simple words.
"You've never come before?" Josie gasped. She'd been listening carefully, sensing Zarima was saying something very important to her.
"Like never?!" another girl added.
...X-Y-Z... and then Mary began making continuous X-Y-Z motions, the three letters enabling her tongue to explore the entire pussy region.
"No," Zarima said, finally opening her eyes to see her daughter standing in front of her a dozen feet away, staring at her with tearful compassion all over her face. "Not once."
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," the girl screamed, as she grabbed Mary's head and flooded her face with a massive gush of cunt cum.
Mary hungrily licked it all up, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her at the thrill of getting this girl off, so much more satisfying than getting a guy off.
"Well, that lack will change dramatically over the next four years," Josie promised, deciding that Zarima wouldn't be wearing beige-coloured of nylons for a first-timer when going to The Pit on Friday, but white ones, calling for her cunt to be pounded hard and often, or perhaps red for some double and maybe even triple penetration. Usually for the first time at The Pit, she allowed random choice to determine the colour of nylons each girl would wear on a Friday, and the resultant consequences (although consequences was the wrong term, since consequences typically implied bad things would happen, and these consequences...
a) full face fucking for black nylons
b) deep ass fucking for fishnets
c) mouth full of cunt for pink
d) double or even triple penetration for red,
or e) hard cunt pounding for the aforementioned white... were all anything but bad. And Zarima was going to be blacked like no other pledge before her.
"You must have eaten lots of pussy before," the girl Mary had just eaten praised her, as she released her head.
"No, never," Mary corrected her, as she finally looked up to see whose pussy she'd been licking. It wasn't a girl she'd ever met before... but she was very hot.
"Never?" the girl asked, sounding surprised.
"I've read a lot about it recently, and I guess it just comes naturally," Mary shrugged, thrilled to look around and realise she was the first one in her group to get someone off, and therefore she'd advance to participate in some later and highly prized event... hopefully more pussy eating.
"I knew you'd be a natural," Josie congratulated her.
"You mean when you tempted me with that sweet pussy of yours, and then sent me away all hungry for more of you?" Mary asked, looking at Josie wickedly. And yes, hungrily.
"You'll need to earn the privilege of eating my gourmet pussy," Josie said, loving this MILF.
"Then kindly state your requirements. I'll do whatever it takes to earn that privilege," Mary said, wanting to crawl over to her and bury her face in the sorority leader's pussy right now.
"Patience, my sweet pussy eater. All good things come to those who wait," Josie said just as a buzzer went off. So Josie next addressed the entire room in a loud voice, saying, "On that note, everyone switch. Purple pussy pleasers go and get your first taste of sorority sister slit; red riders come and straddle one of these ferocious fuck phalluses; pink podophiles, and no I don't mean pedophiles, look it up later if you need to, come and learn the wonders of foot worshipping; and blue butt girls, it's time for some strap-on sodomy."
Mary loved the series of witty alliteration as she crawled to the Sybians and helped Zarima off of hers. She was still trembling.
"Having fun?" Mary asked. "Glad you stuck around?"
"So glad," Zarima said, still in the afterglow of her euphoria.
"My turn," Mary said, as she straddled the same cock her friend had just ridden to ecstasy. "Thanks for getting this cock all wet and lubricated for me."
"Always with the jokes! But you're most welcome. Where do I go now?" Zarima asked.
"Go over there and eat some pussy; and don't forget to swallow... get some liquid back in that hot body," Mary said.
"Oh, okay," Zarima said, still in a daze.
"Come here, Afaf's Mommy slut," a girl ordered, snapping her fingers.
"Yes, Mistress," Zarima said, "gladly," crawling over to the widespread legs.
"Time for a snack," the girl said, as she guided the pretty Muslim between her thick Latina thighs. "My name is Anita. We hot brown girls need to stick together."
"Yes, Mistress," Zarima repeated, "and I'm Zarima; thank you, Mistress," hardly knowing what she was saying as she mindlessly began to lick her first pussy... but the first taste to tantalise her taste buds immediately brought her zinging back into reality.
"Let's get this rodeo started," Mary urged, "Yee haw!" sitting impatiently on the cock, bigger than her ex's, but a tad smaller than the eight-inch black real-life vibe she used regularly. She loved the thought that her pussy juices were now mingling with Zarima's!
"We may have awakened a sleeping slut," Josie said, as she switched on the vibrations.
"I'm wide awake now, Mistress!" Mary agreed, as intense vibrations stirred immediate pleasure in her pussy. The ass fucking had been hot, the pussy eating a rush, and now this vibrating toy had her in a frenzy.
"That's it, lick my pussy nice and slow; you're already very good at this," Anita said as Zarima did just that... enjoying the sweet nectar of this vagina. Truth be told, before this moment she'd never considered what one might taste like... had never even tasted her own. This was a taste that was virtually unexplainable, and yet also delicious.
"Ooooooooh," Mary moaned, as she got off on the vibrations, which were putting her vibe to shame... the vibrations were way stronger than her toy's even if the dick was smaller... this large machine simply had a lot more horsepower.
For a few minutes Zarima slowly explored the college coed's pussy, ignoring everything around her. She'd always been a pleaser... and just like her earlier foot worshipping... this intimacy with Anita was something she felt was a natural extension of who she truly was. She was a people pleaser... and if she was able to bring pleasure to appreciative girls such as Anita, that only enhanced her own excitement.
"Fuck stud, where have you been all my life?" Mary asked the machine as she began to grind on it... two of her teammates had already come from their fuck machines, so she was safe to come whenever she pleased.. which was going to be soon.
"Just close your eyes and imagine yourself eating my pussy," Josie whispered into her ear, taking a particular liking to the sexy MILF.
"I already am, you mind reader Mistress you," Mary moaned, "the memory of your sweet peach is forever resident in my fevered brain." Mary was required to do whatever she was told, which she didn't mind a bit; she needed to address all these girls, including Josie, and she supposed even her daughter as Mistress, which she felt very natural doing; but nobody was saying she needed to be timid about it. She was having the time of her life, and was expressing herself irrepressibly!
"Oh? Then just wait until I sit on your face," Josie whispered.
"Oh fuckkkkkkkkk!!" Mary screamed, that visual enough to make her erupt instantly.
"Suck my clit, slut," Anita ordered. Zarima obeyed, tugging the little nubbin between her lips, which made the Latina moan loudly. Discovering the power of the clit, she focused on it.
"So goooooooood," Mary trembled, as the orgasm spun through her like a tornado striking the ground to send everything flying after a long tease.
"Don't stop slut, don't stop," Anita cried, pulling Zarima's head deep into her wetness.
Zarima had only previously been called a slut by racist men, and she'd highly resented it; but being called one by this sorority girl really turned her on. She couldn't explain why, but in these surroundings, she wanted to be a slut! She reveled in the idea! She wanted to fully explore what it was like to be a totally unfettered sexual being.



Mary allowed the pleasure to continue coursing through her even while the machine kept pummeling her with intense vibrations, and she could feel a second orgasm rising to overtake the first. She'd never had multiple orgasms before... usually slyly rubbing one out after her ex came inside her and then rolled over and began snoring. "Oh God, I have another orgasm rising!"
"This machine moonlights as a math professor; it specialises in multiples," Josie joked.
"He's an effective teacher then. I've never had multiple orgasms," Mary joked back, but half seriously.
"Well, that's about to be rectified," Josie said, as she reached out and cranked Mary's machine up to its most intense setting!
"Mother fucker!!" Mary screamed.
"Not yet," Josie foretold wickedly.
"Soooooooo goooooooood," Mary groaned, as she leaned forward, rested her hands on the machine and just allowed it to give her the fucking her man never had. Why wasn't this machine considered a mandatory bachelorette party gift?
Zarima kept licking and sucking until she felt wetness gush into her mouth as Anita declared, "I'm coming!"
Zarima felt a rush of excitement course through her at getting this friendly girl off, an excitement that rivaled that thrill of orgasm she'd just experienced from the sex machine. She eagerly drank down as much of the vaginal cocktail as she could. She'd swallowed her husband's cum many times, as he preferred oral to normal sex, but girl cum was a whole lot tastier. She swallowed it all, and lapped all over the vagina, looking for more.
"Fuuuuuuuck!!" Mary screamed as her second orgasm consumed her.
"Okay ladies, one final rotation," Josie declared as she watched Mary come. She might need to take this hot MILF to her room this very night!
Mary weakly rolled off the machine and tumbled the thankfully short distance to the floor, as Josie announced, "Purples, go get your assholes reamed; reds go and discover the thrill of pedal submission; pinks come over here and fuck yourselves; and blues go eat some cunt."
This time Zarima didn't have to move her weary body further than a couple of feet before someone had approached her, and she felt hands on her ass cheeks and a tongue on her starfish.
Mary crawled over to a cute pair of nylon-clad feet, lifted a foot up, and began sucking on the sheer nylon toes.
Zarima couldn't believe she was not only allowing a woman to lick her butthole, but that she was about to be sodomized... and she wasn't resisting any of it, not even mentally! She'd discovered the fountain of youth, and it was sex... pure, dirty, beautiful, sordid sex!
Mary sucked on each toe while slowly caressing the nylon-clad calf... this was such a smooth, sensual, relaxing task after her three intense ones.
Zarima felt a finger slide into her ass... and she let out a slight yelp, as a bit of pain troubled... no, that was completely the wrong word... as the pain excited her!
Amy meanwhile had grabbed a random sophomore's head and shoved it against her pussy since she was so horny... not from watching her mother, but from watching Zarima's complete transformation from a sexless figure almost totally hidden behind yards and yards of all-concealing cloth, to a liberated and joyous slut with her short plaid skirt flying free to expose all her wet, shiny, dark-skinned charms... It was so fucking hot!
Mary made sure to kiss, lick and smell every inch of the sorority sister's foot.
Meanwhile, Zarima was having her ass fingered, and it felt so... weird. Not amazing like the vibrating machine, not terrible either... just... weird.
Mary moved to the other nylon-clad foot and replicated her dedicated toe sucking.
Zarima felt the finger pull out and then a penis slide in. A burn filled her, and although it hurt considerably more than the finger had at first, it was a good hurt. It was a reminder of her sin... that pleasure and pain went hand in hand.
Nearby, yet another girl screamed as she climaxed on her machine.
"Just relax and remember to breathe," the girl who'd just shoved the plastic penis into her butt advised.
"Okay, thank you Mistress," Zarima said, remaining the soul of propriety even while being butt-fucked, as she processed her experiences during this wild, life-changing night. She'd first licked a girl's feet, and next she'd discovered what a gigantic orgasm felt like... at forty-seven. She'd then tasted her first vagina... at forty-seven. And now she was welcoming a penis into her butt for the first time... at forty-seven... and this was just Day One of Five!
"Mmmmmmm, I could do this all night," Mary said, as she tenderly massaged this stranger's foot with her hands and tongue.
"I've had my eye on you, and like everything else you've done tonight," the girl said, "you're a natural."
"Thank you, Mistress," Mary said, slowly licking up and down the entire sole of the foot.
"Oh, that's beginning to feel better," Zarima said, as the pain began to subside and a subtle pleasure began to rise.
"Oh, it's going to progress far beyond just better," the girl promised.
"Okay," Zarima said, just allowing the pleasure yet again to take hold of her body. But just as it was approaching truly wonderful, that dratted buzzer went off again, and Josie declared everyone's time was up.
"Pledges, except for our four pussy pleasing winners, find a girl who's willing and straddle her leg," Josie instructed.
Zarima felt the penis slip out of her butt and she crawled weakly away, suddenly feeling quite tired, towards a random girl who suddenly moved away, whereupon Amy sat down in her place.
"Come straddle my leg, Mrs. Rafi."
"Please call me, Zarima, Amy," she replied, as she stood up and awkwardly, wearily, straddled her best friend's daughter's leg.
"Winners, come and kneel before one of the four alumni sitting in the middle," Josie instructed, as four alumni sat down in four chairs someone had recently set in place.
Mary, upon seeing Professor Lane, quickly crawled over to her.
"So we meet again," the Professor smiled in welcome.
"So we do," Mary agreed, finding the connection she felt with this professor as surreal as everything else that had transpired today.
Josie explained, "Leg straddlers, you have now become leg humpers, and when I say go, you're to hump and grind and do whatever it takes to get yourselves off without using your hands. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," twenty girls chorused in almost perfect unison.
Although this was weird, straddling Amy's leg, a girl she'd watched growing up, the prospect of coming again washed away any awkwardness... she wanted to feel that pleasure again. And besides, Amy had invited her specifically, knowing full well what she'd be doing here. Pandora's pleasure box had been opened, and it was remaining open for ongoing business.
Josie said, "And our four finalists. A very simple task. The first one to get her alumnus off wins. And the winner is awarded the special perk of withdrawing from any single task during the rest of the week. Remember today has been just the beginning. Does everyone understand what you're doing?"
"Yes," many girls said.
Mary stared at 'her' professor's pussy, which was shaved other than a tussle of auburn hair above it, and waited for the word go.
"On three: one, two, three," Josie and the sisters counted. Instantly twenty girls began humping on legs, while Mary buried her face into her second pussy of the night... determined to get this charming woman off, determined to taste pussy cum again, and determined to win.
Zarima placed her hands on her hips and began slowly to grind. This was somehow the most awkward of the various things she'd done tonight. Her lack of coordination quickly became evident.
Mary didn't use the alphabet technique this time, but instead she sucked on the pussy and clit aggressively... this wasn't about worshipping, this was more like drilling down to provoke a gusher of crude oil.
After under a minute, Zarima was getting frustrated; this felt good, but it wasn't bringing her the pleasure the toy had. It was only a slight tease.
Terrier-like, Mary shook her head back and forth with the professor's clit in her mouth.
"Oh God yes, Mary, that's it," Professor Lane trembled, the hour-long display of sexual acts having already gotten her pussy very wet... she'd enjoyed watching all the pledges perform, but there was just something about Mary. Which made her smile at her accidental reference to the classic movie... and now that she thought about it, Mary did have a passing resemblance to Cameron Diaz.
Encouraged, Mary continued giving the professor's cunt everything she had.
Zarima asked, "Mistress, do I need to hump Mistress Amy's leg, or may I hump her foot?"
"Whichever you prefer," Josie allowed, loving this formerly painfully shy woman's newfound eagerness.
Zarima clambered down from Amy's leg, sat on the floor, brought her vagina to Amy's nylon-clad foot, and began grinding her pussy on that.
"Creative," Josie approved.
"Mmmmmm, yes, I love your doing that!" Amy squealed, finding this experience strangely hot. While growing up, she'd always liked and respected this kind, soft-spoken woman, and she'd also been good friends with Afaf, but this passionate strumpet who'd been set free tonight, obviously for the first time, was truly something else.
'Oh, fuck! Yes, I'm about to come," the professor declared, only about three minutes into the pussy eating finale.
Mary didn't relent in her attack until she felt the professor's legs squeezing her head and felt the wetness slowly oozing out of her... a completely different orgasm from the other one she'd provoked tonight. Nevertheless, she lapped up all the pussy juice, which had a similar yet subtly different taste to the girl's.
"Oh yes, that's much better," Zarima moaned, since in this position she could really rub herself.
"Mary wins," Josie declared, "and I suspect in record time. Is it actually a finale record?"
"Two forty-nine," Veronica, who'd been timing the event reported.
"Then by ten seconds, it is a new record," Josie declared. "Way to go, Mary!"
Mary looked up and said in a playful tone, "I'd like to thank the Academy for nominating me for this unique award of Best Supporting Actress in a Cunnilingual Role."
"Get back to licking, my new favourite slut," the professor ordered, deciding multiple orgasms were in order.
So, Mary resumed licking, this time more leisurely.
Moans were echoing all through the room... girls humping legs all over the place... it was such a hot sight. Of course, so would be tomorrow's glory hole activity, Thursday's strap-on wrestling competition, Friday's not-allowed-to-be-filmed night out at The Pit, and of course the Saturday orgy. But there was always something magical about this first night.
Zarima's orgasm was rising, but she needed something more. Desperate to come again, she reached down to bring Amy's toes to her pussy and eagerly brought her vagina forward so the toes were slightly inside her.
"Oh, you want me to foot fuck you?" Amy asked.
"Yes, please," Zarima begged so horny. "That is if you don't mind."
"Okay, I don't mind at all," Amy agreed, as she began moving her foot in and out of Zarima's soaking wet pussy. She wouldn't be able to get her entire foot in there of course, but all five toes began pleasuring this sexy, horny, moaning, desperate Muslim MILF.
"Oh yes, more, Amy, please don't stop," Zarima moaned loudly.
Mary heard Zarima and her daughter interacting, and she wondered what was happening. She wished she could see, but she had her mouth full and a second orgasm to give to the professor.
"Come on my toes, my sexy slut," Amy ordered, as she rubbed her foot faster, and in a circular motion.
"Oh yes, I'll be your slut," Zarima declared, "I'll be the house slut for everyone here."
"Oh, you will be," a girl agreed.
"Oh yes... yes Amy, I'm so close," Zarima moaned, as she wiggled her big ass to meet Amy's foot pressure and trying somehow to get the foot deeper inside her... although to no avail.
"Oh, yes Mary, you're about to get me off again," the professor moaned, feeling her second orgasm rapidly rising.
"You can come on my face anytime you wish, Professor," Mary offered willingly.
"This extra credit assignment won't change your actual grade," the professor joked.
"Oh, I hope to earn A's both in and out of your class," Mary said.
"You're certainly getting an A plus for tonight," the professor awarded, as she reached down and pulled Mary's pretty face deeper into her wetness and resumed grinding her pussy on said face.
"Oh yes Amy, foot fuck me, foot fuck my vagina," Zarima begged, so close.
"It's called a pussy, Zarima, never a vagina," Veronica corrected her.
'Really? Okay then, foot fuck my pussy," Zarima accommodated the correction, a word she'd never used before, had hardly even heard before, although the coarser word fuck had escaped her lips perhaps three times in her life before tonight... the night of her sexual liberation... of her sexual awakening....
"Come on my foot, my sexy slut, come right now," Amy barked, her dominant persona finally coming through, finally feeling free to forget her mother was right here in the same room... since she'd conducted herself tonight far more demurely than she would have if her mother wasn't a pledge. But horny, and seeing how smoothly and unself-consciously her mother was submerging herself into the sorority submission culture, finally made Amy feel allowed to be freely sexual herself.
"Yes, Mistress Amy, fuck my pussy, oh yes, Mistress Amy, oh yes, oh yes, oh, oh oh, oh, yesssssssssss!!!" Zarima screamed as her second orgasm erupted and coated Amy's nylon-clad foot.
"Good girl," Amy purred, as she felt excessive wetness splatter the sole of her foot.
"Yessssss," the Professor screamed, just like so many other women had done in the past few minutes, as she came for a second time from Mary's eager tongue.
Mary again licked up the pussy cum even as she listened with pride to her daughter's dominant persona singing out... it was so hot! She wished she could have watched it, but she'd also loved eating the professor's sweet pussy. She suspected she and Professor Lane would become very close during the next four years, even though that would be far from the only relationship she'd be pursuing.
Gradually, everything came to an end.
Josie announced, "Well pledges, you've all successfully completed Task One. Get some rest, because tomorrow is another day... an entirely new glorious day." She wondered how many pledges would catch on to the subtle, if it even was subtle, hint of tomorrow's event... she assumed from the completely spent look of sexual euphoria on all their faces that none of them were processing nuances with their peak mental acuity.
Josie was tempted to take Mary to her room and use her... yet she decided to stick to the plan and really make Mary earn her favours. Instead, she would sit on her daughter's face tonight.... "Pledges crawl back to your rooms. Good night."
Mary had anticipated Josie taking her to her room, and thus was slightly, okay, very disappointed to learn her eager participation tonight hadn't won her over like she'd hoped.
"Good job, Mom," Amy said; she now had her pussy-drenched foot in Zarima's mouth.
"I see you have a bit of a dominant streak in you," Mary said approvingly.
"Oh, I have a pretty large dominant streak in me," Amy corrected.
"Good to know," Mary said, "so if there's ever something you'd like me to do for you..." she trailed off, but she'd communicated her offer, this being a surreal conversation to be having with her daughter.
Zarima was sexually satisfied in ways she hadn't ever thought were possible, yet having her best friend watching her sucking her daughter's toes drenched in her own pussy juice felt awkward... even though it had been very satisfying, and she wouldn't change a thing... so she released Amy's foot.
The sisters dispersed.
Mary and Zarima crawled back to their room not only because it was required, but also because it felt like a fitting way to wrap up the evening. Except for the required stockings, they next unselfconsciously stripped naked in front of each other, which wouldn't have been possible a few hours ago, and tumbled into their beds.
After a moment, Mary said into the darkened room, "That was intense."
"I can't believe I was the one who did any of what I just did," Zarima said, replaying her wild night of sexual debauchery in her head.
"I feel the same way," Mary said, also replaying her wild night. She then asked, "Had you seriously never had an orgasm before?"
"No, never," Zarima admitted. "My husband never gave me one, and masturbation is a sin."
"So you've never masturbated either?" Mary asked, surprised.
"No," Zarima answered. "I still haven't, unless fucking myself on your daughter's foot counts."
"Is that what you two did together? I love it! Well going forward, masturbating will be the least of your sins," Mary laughed.
"I guess so," Zarima said. "Then you're not bothered by my submitting to Amy? I didn't single her out, she deliberately switched with the girl I was crawling towards, and then asked me to."
"No worries," Mary said. "It was pretty hot to listen to, although I couldn't figure out what you were doing together."
"She was quite forceful."
"Yeah, I wonder where she gets that from," Mary joked.
"Yeah, it's a real mystery."
Both were silent for a couple minutes before Mary asked, "Is it bad I'm still horny?"
"Don't know. Is it bad I'm completely exhausted, yet still horny?"
"Good question. Is it bad I feel like coming over to your bed and getting into a sixty-nine with you?"
"Is it bad I'd probably let you, even though I have no idea what that number has to do with sex?"
"It's where one girl eats another girl's pussy while the other girl returns the favour," Mary explained as she got out of her bed and crawled onto Zarima's.
"Oh. Then I think it's very bad for someone even to consider doing something so nasty," Zarima said as Mary parted her legs and straddled her friend's smiling face. "Very bad indeed."
"I just need a snack before going to sleep," Mary said as she began licking her friend's pussy. "If it helps, you may consider yourself a convenient source for my warm, bedtime milk."
"They say you shouldn't eat after eight o'clock, or you'll gain weight," Zarima joked, joking not something she was known to do.
"Stop talking and eat your bedtime snack," Mary ordered.
"Mmmmm, I like a bad woman who takes charge, so I'm not the one who needs to feel guilty," Zarima said, as she leaned up and began licking. "That's very selfless of you, perhaps even saintly."
"Like our bad daughters, like their wannabe bad mothers," Mary said, knowing that was a completely mangled version of the common truism, but in this context it made perfect sense.
COMING NEXT: DAY 2: Cum, Cum, Cum
The pledges go to a gloryhole, take part on a bukkake and a cum walk.
DAY 3: Strap-on Wrestling....
The pledges must wrestle until they cum... the last one without an orgasm wins.
Day 4: BBC Heaven @ the Pit
Pledges go to the Pit and discover the power of BBC.
Day 5: Sorority Orgy
The final day... a full fledge orgy.
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* * * * *
Charlie and Maxine were so thankful when Uncle Joe rented them a space in his duplex. Newly married, just out of college and with excessive debt, they needed something cheap but near downtown, where they both worked.
Joe was a complete life saver.
That was five years ago.
During those years they became like family, which is why they started calling him Uncle Joe. He wasn't actually related to either of them, he just felt like their uncle.
Joe was like the grandfather neither of them had ever had... both coming from less than ideal homes, although Maxine was still close to her mother... and most definitely not to her father. Charlie was happily estranged from both of his parents.
For Joe, Charlie and Maxine were like the kids he'd never had.
Joe had lived a great life, had travelled the world, fought in a war, and had enjoyed a lot of great sexual encounters with women, and even a few men (the glory days of 'don't ask don't tell' in the military had been wild)... but he'd never married, and had never had kids.
That latter status... being childless... hadn't been a regret when he was young and living life to the fullest, but it had become one when he was in his fifties and alone. And now in his mid-sixties, his health gradually becoming an issue, he was happy to have Charlie and Maxine close to him.
Like all young couples, they fought sometimes... and like most couples regardless of their age, it was often over money.
Uncle Joe was always there to mediate, never picking sides, but always available to listen. Occasionally it was a weeping Maxine, or a confused Charlie who literally had no idea what he'd done wrong. Even if Maxine was too angry at Charlie to tell him what it was (something women sometimes do that their men invariably find both unfair and incomprehensible), she was always willing to tell her sympathetic Uncle Joe, and he could pass it along, so Charlie could then offer her a meaningful apology.
Then two things happened almost simultaneously that led to massive changes, which over time ended up benefitting all three of them.
First, after four years of their trying to get pregnant, their doctor revealed that although Maxine was very fertile, even more so than most women, Charlie had no more than a meager sperm count. This fresh knowledge, which in one sense was a relief since the mystery was solved, also increased the frustration level for both of them. Maxine desperately wanted to be a mother, and Charlie wanted that too for both of their sakes, but he now felt an intense sense of guilt because he couldn't give her one, and that tore at his self-image of masculinity. It was bad enough that being innately clumsy with tools, he could do almost none of the maintenance that needed doing around the house, and instead a 66-year-old man had to do it, but now added on top of that, was his being unable to give a child to the woman he loved more than anything else. This combination led him to feeling completely inadequate as a person.
This deflated emotional state led to Charlie's sex drive crashing, and soon the couple was prematurely sexually dissatisfied, two entire years ahead of the typical seven-year itch.
Second, Joe's eyesight had been progressively getting worse, and his optometrist had warned him he likely didn't have more than a year before he'd be completely blind. This was something he hadn't told anyone, not even Charlie and Maxine.
Maxine was concerned they might have to divorce, since Charlie had become sullen and temperamental... very like her dad, who'd had a major drinking problem when she was a child... still did, she assumed... and she wasn't about to return to living her life in fear. Things between them hadn't gotten anywhere near that bad, but she sensed they were heading in that direction. After trying to convince Charlie to go to a marriage counselor to no avail, Maxine suggested their talking to Joe.
Charlie resisted this option as well, but when Maxine uttered the dreaded 'D' word, reality hit Charlie like a sledge hammer, and he agreed. He loved Maxine, and suddenly realized he'd been pushing her away because of his own insecurities, instead of taking steps to deal with the disappointment.
They went to see Joe and after listening, he suggested they considered adopting a child or two. They were the right age, and in an adequate income bracket (both having paid off their student loans, but had decided to continue living with Joe because they loved him so much), and both were great people. (That is when Charlie wasn't sulking all the time, and Maxine wasn't quietly seething about it, so kindly cut that nonsense out, you two loveable idiots.)
"Are you okay?" Maxine asked, noticing Joe having difficulty reaching for his coffee cup.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine," he said, but then he knocked an adjacent glass over, spilling water everywhere. In a rare moment of unrestrained anger, he cursed, "Fuck!"
"Oh, it's okay," Maxine said, rushing off to fetch some paper towels, and returning to help him clean up.
"Since you two have been so honest with me, I guess I should be the same with you," Joe said after a long, thoughtful pause, realizing it would be good to share his own concerns with someone.
"What is it?" they both asked in unison, both of them concerned for the wellbeing of this kindly uncle figure.
"I'm going blind," he admitted.
"Oh dear, I'm so sorry!" Maxine cried out, rushing this time to sit on his lap and hug him, something she'd done on a couple of prior occasions.
And just like the other times, this gave Joe an instant erection, since he hadn't had sex since before they'd moved in, and Maxine was a pretty young woman with great legs, which were always in nylons because of her job as a lawyer, and a great ass for no reason at all except perhaps good fortune. Almost all of Joe's jerk-off fantasies were dedicated to Maxine so to speak, although truth be told, he also found Charlie's ass pretty cute, and he occasionally imagined being the one to break that anal cherry. Joe might be old, but he still could get it up, and he still had a wicked imagination.
"Wow, that sucks," Charlie said, feeling terrible for this man, who always did so much for them.
"Yeah, it does," Joe agreed, rather distracted from his woes by enjoying the sexy perfume wafting from Maxine, as well as her nice tits resting against his cheek.
"Well, we're here for you, no matter what you need," Maxine pledged, meaning it. He was like her father, and she was going to make sure his quality of life didn't go down because of this tragic news.
"I appreciate that, but there isn't much you two can do."
"Well for starters, we can help around the house, and with whatever else you need," she offered.
"Pick up groceries and so forth," Charlie added.
"Maybe a little house maintenance?" Joe teased, as Maxine squeezed him affectionately.
"Don't be cruel," Maxine laughed.
"Hey, I can do some things," Charlie protested.
"Like mowing the lawn," Maxine said.
"For example," Charlie nodded, more comfortable with knowing he wasn't too useful with his hands than... the other thing.
"Exactly," Maxine laughed.
Anyway, over the next six months as predicted, Joe's eyesight got worse, and of course Charlie and Max kept their word and helped him every day. They cooked for him, cleaned his house, did the maintenance or hired someone to do it, and took him to his doctor appointments.
Then, with Joe's eyesight almost completely gone, and his twice falling while attempting to get into the bathtub, Maxine began bathing him.
To Maxine's surprise, Joe was packing a pretty big dick, and as she bathed him, his cock hardened to its impressive eight inches... a good three inches longer than her husband's.
"I'm sorry," Joe apologized, "but it has a mind of its own."
"No worries," she said, unable to take her eyes off of the long shaft with its thick mushroom top. She'd only had sex with one man in her life, Charlie of course, so she immediately wondered what that extra three inches inside her might feel like... not to mention it was also thicker than Charlie's.
"Yeah, Hammer doesn't get out much anymore," Joe said, unable to see Maxine's reaction, but sensing she was impressed by it.
"Hammer?" she asked, wondering what it would be like to get hammered with that cock, and then shook her head at the naughty thought. He was like a father to her. Shit, he was older than her horrible father. And far kinder, of course.
"Yeah, sorry, I've probably said too much," Joe apologized, even though he hoped and expected she'd ask for more info... women, he had learned over his many years of wooing them, were almost always obsessed with his size. In the past he'd fucked so many married women, almost always after being referred by another married woman. For some reason, most men got bored with their wives, while Joe never got bored of women, and married women appreciated him and his size and his ability to please them.
Truth be told, until a few years ago he'd been a fuck machine: he'd fucked eighteen-year-old college girls, and an eighty-eight year old black neighbour who loved it in the ass. He loved women of all ages, all races, and all sizes. Skinny, chubby, fat... each were a pleasure to fuck, each loved his big cock, and most came back for more.
Alas, a heart attack had ended his wild ways, and he hadn't had sex since then, or at least not with someone else.
"No, go ahead and tell me some more," Maxine encouraged. "Were you once a player?"
"Oh, you could say that," he chuckled, reminiscing some more about his past exploits... like when he'd fucked a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party, along with her mother and her grandmother, with the other two women watching the action all three times. Or when he was in Japan and had fucked a woman he'd never met before or afterwards... hadn't even learned her name... on a crowded subway just like in those videos, or when he was in the hospital for minor knee surgery in his early fifties, and had three different nurses, two of them married, who'd all sucked and fucked him during his two week recovery.
"So judging by the satisfied look on your face, you were a player," she surmised, still admiring his cock as she washed his body.
"I've had my fair share of women," he admitted, thinking that several years ago he would have been fucking Maxine all this time.
"Tell me more," she said, curious.
"You sure you want to hear about the exploits of a dirty old man?" he asked, reeling her in and hoping maybe he could get a hand job out of this. He wasn't overly hopeful, but he'd seduced many women who'd been sweet and innocent, before discovering that size does matter. Like the minister's wife during an all-male Bible study who'd fucked him in the bathroom while her husband discussed the sins of the flesh, or the lesbian who'd realized after taking his eight inches in her pussy she was actually bi, or even his drill sergeant who'd ended up being drilled after hours pretty regularly. Joe knew he had a big cock, and that his big cock had the power to make most women, and some men, do things they ordinarily wouldn't.
"I'd be honoured," Maxine said. She couldn't explain why exactly, but her pussy was undeniably wet, and she had a growing desire not only to wrap her hand around this thick shaft, but even to bend down and suck it. She enjoyed sucking cock, or at least she did before Charlie's sexual hibernation.
"Well, I discovered at a pretty young age that size matters," he said.
"I imagine you would have," Maxine said, as she washed him just above the glorious dick.
"I don't mean to pry, and you don't have to answer if you don't want to, but is Charlie as big as I am?"
Maxine didn't intend to respond this way, but she scoffed, "Not remotely!"
"I'm sorry to hear that," Joe said. "A woman deserves to feel the power of a big dick inside her."
"Oh my," Maxine said, as the back of her hand grazed the big dick under discussion.
"Sorry, I'm so sorry, I've overstepped my place," Joe said, knowing that acting like a feeble old man would work to his advantage.
"No, no," she said. "It's just I've never seen one as big as yours in real life."
"I hate to be a pain, and I certainly don't want to sound like a creepy old man, but do you suppose you could you wash it for me?" he requested, in effect offering her the opportunity to touch it, which he could sense she desperately wanted to do, but wouldn't out of etiquette.
"Sure, if you're okay with my doing it," Maxine agreed without any hesitation at all.
"Of course," he said, "although," he joked, while adding fuel to his attempt to guilt her into giving him pleasure, "I haven't had anyone touch me down there since before you guys moved in."
"That's a shame," Maxine said sympathetically, as she soaped up her hands in anticipation of taking that big cock, which she couldn't take her eyes off of, into at least one of them. "You're a great man, and you deserve a great woman."
"Finding a woman at my age with a sex drive like mine would be like finding a needle in an entire Kansas county of haystacks," he said, giving her another hint that although he was much older than she, he could still fuck like a young stud, if given the opportunity.
Maxine reached out a hand to grasp his cock, and she let out a little gasp at how hard it was. She, of course, had never put any thought into an older man's penis, but had just assumed until encountering today's evidence to the contrary, that at his age his dick would always be flaccid. Also without thought, instead of quickly cleansing it and backing off, her hand automatically began stroking it.
"Ohhh, that feels nice," Joe moaned, excited to have the beautiful Maxine stroking his cock. Luckily, he remembered exactly what she looked like... and those images of her in sexy dresses, sheer nylons and so forth, were forever etched in his head.
"You're so big," Maxine said, in awe of its girth and how she could barely wrap her hand completely around it, as she mindlessly continued stroking it.
"Please, I didn't expect you to do that," although he had, "but now that you are, please don't stop!" Joe moaned.
"Oh, I'm sorry, am I exciting you?" Maxine asked, as she obliged and continued stroking.
"Sorry, it's been so long, and that feels so good," Joe said.
Sensing he'd come soon, and really wanting to see that cock erupt, she asked, "Do you need to come, Joe?"
"Yes, please," he groaned, knowing he wasn't going to last long.
"Okay, I can do that for you," she said as she began stroking his cock faster, the soap serving as a natural lube.
"Oh yes, Maxine, don't stop," he moaned.
She continued pumping his cock while watching it intently as if waiting for a restless volcano to erupt, until he grunted, and his first shot of cum rocketed straight up in the air, and then some more cum only oozed out, warmly coating a portion of her hand.
"Thank you," he said weakly, feeling so relieved and satisfied.
"No problem at all, Uncle Joe," Maxine said, as she took her hand away; then, noticing a wad of cum resting between her thumb and index finger, she brought it to her mouth and ate it.
"I really appreciate all you do for me," Joe said.
"I'll do anything for you, Uncle Joe," she said, wondering what that impressive cock would feel like in her mouth or her pussy. "Charlie and I both will."
"You're very generous," he said.
"Just like you've always been for us," Maxine said, as she decided his bath was over and grabbed him a towel.
That night, horny as fuck, she was dressed in sexy lingerie when Charlie arrived home from work. He asked, seeing his woman dressed like this for the first time in a long time, "What's the occasion?"
"It's not Valentine's Day or anything official, I just need to get fucked," she said bluntly, walking up to him and starting to unbuckle his pants.
"Well then, I guess I should accommodate that need," he stepped up to the plate, now since their recent heart to heart with Uncle Joe, feeling extremely guilty about pushing her away when he'd learned he was the reason they couldn't have kids. But Joe had really listened to them, and had given him specifically some advice he really appreciated: to control whatever you have control over, and learn to accept everything else.
The advice was so simple, and yet it made him begin to accept that he had no control over his low sperm count, and therefore no responsibility for it (i.e. it wasn't his fault).
"I wasn't asking so much as demanding," she said as she fished out his cock and took it into her mouth.
"What's gotten into you?" he asked, she never being the one to initiate sex.
"Not this dick in forever," she said, as she got it nice and hard.
"Well then, let's do whatever we can to change that," he said, completely on board this time.
"Agreed," she said once his tool was ready to fuck. She got off her knees, hopped onto the kitchen island and spread her legs, thus displaying her crotchless panties and recently shaved pussy, and demanded, "Fuck me right now!"
"Best welcome home ever!" he observed, as he shucked off his pants and underwear and slid his cock into his wife, who was already very wet.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me hard!" Maxine demanded as she wrapped her nylon-clad legs around her husband to pull him in deeper, as she imagined it being Joe's much larger cock.
"God, you're soaking wet," he said.
"Well, maybe if you drilled my cunt once in a while it wouldn't be," she said, not sure if that made any sense at all.
"Did you just use the 'c' word?" Charlie asked, a word he'd never heard her utter even once in their life together.
"Cunt, knockers, big fat cock, all just tools of the slut trade," she listed wickedly, imagining Joe's big fat cock in her cunt while he sucked on her knockers. She wasn't certain whether it was simply seeing Uncle Joe's cock that had kindled this fire of lust inside her, or perhaps it had just sparked her flame again, but right now she just wanted to be fucked like a slut.
"Wow," Charlie said, so shocked by his wife's words, and yet so turned on... enhanced even more by the silky sheer nylons wrapped around him. Unfortunately he wasn't going to last very long.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Maxine demanded, so fucking horny from stroking Joe's big cock earlier today.
"Oh God," he groaned after only a couple dozen more strokes.
Maxine's eyes went wide, and she demanded, although she could tell it was too late, "Don't you dare come yet!"
"Uggggggh," he grunted, as he shot his premature load into his wife.
"Fuck, are you kidding me?!" Maxine snapped, totally pissed off.
"I'm so sorry, but you were dressed so sexy and talking so nasty, I couldn't help myself!"
"Well then, finish me off with your tongue," Maxine ordered, something she'd never before asked him to do when he came too early, and now she was requiring him to do it.
"What? But I just came in you!"
"So?" Maxine demanded, unwrapping her legs from his hips, pulling his head to her by the ears, and cramming his face against her cum-filled pussy. "Get licking."
"I don't* * * * *" he began, but his final word on the subject was muffled into nonexistence, as she shoved his face roughly and deeply into her creampie.
"I said Lick!" she demanded, and although he was mortified and disgusted to be licking his own cum from her pussy, he did as he was told.
"That's it, eat my cunt," she moaned. She considered humiliating him a bit about eating his own cum, but instead, she just held his head irresistibly between her legs.



Charlie felt a little emasculated, yet he was surprised by the salty sweet mixture of his cum and her pussy wetness. It wasn't half bad!
Maxine closed her eyes and allowed the pleasure to consume her, while her mind went back to Uncle Joe.
Or specifically, to his cock.
To Uncle Joe's big cock.
To Uncle Joe's big, hard cock.
To Uncle Joe's big, hard cock in her hand.
To Uncle Joe's big, hard cock as it had erupted with that big load of cum!
"Oh fuck, don't stop, don't fucking stop eating my cunt!" Maxine ordered, her orgasm so close.
Charlie kept lapping away, until his wife pushed his face roughly into her wetness.
"Fuck!" Maxine screamed as she erupted, coating her husband's face with her cunt cum.
Charlie lapped up the excessive cum, now willingly, while he also struggled to breathe.
Maxine let him go, and Charlie indulged himself in a deep breath of air before saying, "Well, that was a new experience."
"Sorry, I was just really horny," Maxine apologised, looking down at her husband and his soaked face.
"I'm not complaining," he said. "I'm just really sorry I've been pushing you away for so long."
"I understand," Maxine said, but added, "but we are in this together."
"I know, I know," he said. "It's just that I blame myself for all of it!"
"Oh honey," Maxine said, hopping off the counter and hugging her man, who looked so vulnerable.
"I love you," he said.
"I love you too," she said.
After a minute, Maxine asked, after a brief kiss, "Did you enjoy the creampie?"
"I can't believe you made me do that!"
"I didn't hear a no," Maxine smiled.
"You want a no? Okay, no, It wasn't as bad as I thought it would be."
"You liked it, then," Maxine said, kissing him again.
"I plead the Fifth."
* * * * *
The next day Uncle Joe requested, "Would you please bathe me again?"
"Sure," Maxine agreed, having been trying to think of a subtle way of hinting for the same thing. She'd even dreamt of his big cock last night, and really wanted to see it again.
"Great," he said, while he finished eating the breakfast she'd prepared for him.
Ten minutes later he was in the tub again, and five minutes after that, his cock was hard again. This time Maxine didn't hesitate to take it in her hand and ask, "Do you want to come again, Joe?"
"I'm sorry, but if I do is that okay?"
"No worries," Maxine assured him as she began stroking it, beginning not at all absently like yesterday, but this time doing it quite deliberately. "A dick like this shouldn't have to lie flaccid for very long."
"Agreed," Uncle Joe chuckled. "It used to get daily action."
"I bet it did," Maxine smiled, imagining it getting said action in her mouth or her pussy.
"Yeah, getting old sucks," he sighed, wondering If he could get her to suck it. A hand job while bathing was pretty tame, and she was barely even cheating, but her sucking his cock would definitely be crossing a line. His new apparently uncaring attitude might seem odd after all his years of unstinting kindness to the young couple, but he was following a plan of seducing them both, which in the long run should greatly benefit the emotional health of all three of them.
"Well, it feels like it's still functioning well," Maxine said, feeling the hard shaft pulsing in her hand.
"Yeah, the stuff under the hood is still pristine, even though the vehicle's exterior has seen better times," Joe said.
"Well, you just need to let a few other people check out what's under the hood," she advised, rubbing her finger over his cock head as she stroked him.
"That feels so good, Maxine," he said, then decided to say the words he really wanted to, but knew he shouldn't, "If you weren't married, I'd show you how my engine is still revving at full speed."
"Mmmmmm, Uncle Joe," Maxine purred. "I'm not sure you could keep up with my ferocious appetite."
"Oh, I'd keep up or die trying," he groaned from her busy hands, before adding with a chuckle, "and wouldn't that be the ultimate way to go?"
"Only if you came first, and then went," Maxine countered, encouraging this crazy conversation to continue.
"Well, that goes without saying," he moaned, as his hard cock pulsed in her hand.
"Are you going to come for me, Big Joe?" Maxine asked.
"Big Joe?," he moaned.
"Yep, because your penis is just so big."
"It's definitely called a cock," he corrected. "It's crude and earthy, not some highbrow facet of my anatomy to be found on page 327 of a textbook."
"Sorry," she smiled at him, not that he could see it, "Your cock is just so big."
"Don't stop stroking that big cock, Maxine," he groaned and kind of ordered.
"Come for me, Big Joe," Maxine ordered, as her free hand darted under her skirt to her wet pussy. "Let me see that big cock shoot another big load, just like it did for me yesterday!"
"Oh, fuck Maxine, keep talking nasty," Joe said, loving to see this sweet younger woman turning foul-mouthed.
As Maxine pumped his cock and rubbed herself frantically, her words turning herself on too, she added, "I love your big cock, Uncle Joe. If I wasn't married, I'd suck that big dick until you came down my throat, or all over my face!"
"Oh fuck, I'd fuck your face and turn you into my cum-hungry slut," Joe grunted, imagining the pretty woman he'd jerked off over quite a few times, as he shot a load straight into the air.
"Yessssss," Maxine moaned, her orgasm so close, seeing his cannon erupt pushing her to the brink of ecstasy.
"Yes, come my sexy vixen," Joe groaned, as it was obvious even to a blind man she was coming from jerking him off, which somehow made his intense orgasm even more so. "Come for your Big Uncle Joe!"
Permission granted, and watching Uncle Joe's glorious cock erupting, and feeling it pulsing in her hand, was all she needed in order to release the orgasm she so desperately craved. "Fuuuuuuck!!"
"Good girl," Uncle Joe encouraged, as his own orgasm dwindled. "Such a good girl."
"Yes, Uncle Joe, I came for you," Maxine said, wanting him to know it was his big cock and his words that had gotten her off.
"You really like my big cock, don't you?" Uncle Joe asked, as Maxine continued slowly and gently stroking it.
"It's just so big and beautiful," Maxine said, a little disappointed that in the heat of her own lust, most of his cum had ended up in the bathwater.
"Yeah, it's always had a mystical power over the ladies," Joe said, "as well as some men."
"You've fucked men?" Maxine asked, that surprising her.
"Yeah, a few, and I've been sucked by many," Uncle Joe admitted. "You'd be surprised by how many kickass military men love dick."
"I guess I would," Maxine said dreamingly, still recovering from her glorious orgasm. "Although I suppose they were just unable to resist such an amazing dick."
"That's often been my experience," Uncle Joe admitted, loving how his cock had brought out this lustful side of her. He already had plans for tomorrow to perhaps get her sucking his dick.
"Hard to believe you never got married," Maxine said, still with her hand around his dick, not ever wanting to let it go.
"Yeah, many of them have tried to snare me," he laughed, before dropping a hint of what Maxine could have, "although I bedded a lot of married women, they just weren't married to me."
"You hound dog," Maxine laughed, moving her hand away from her leaking pussy and reluctantly, also from Uncle Joe's addicting cock. God, she was tempted to suck it or get fucked by it right now.
She helped him out of the tub and dried him off.
That night she fucked Charlie again.
That night he came too quickly again.
Thus, that night Charlie ate his second creampie... this time a little more eagerly... and without her needing to ask.
* * * * *
Maxine was stuck at work late as the jury was still out on a major case, which was a disappointment for her: no Uncle Joe's cock to stroke or to drool over. So Charlie would have to bathe him.
She called Charlie and told him he'd have to go over and help Uncle Joe, and also bathe him.
"Can't he go a day without?" Charlie asked, willing to do almost anything for Uncle Joe, but bathing him seemed a little too much.
"Certainly not; would you like to go a day without a bath?"
"Okay," he said. "But it's kind of weird."
"I don't expect you to suck his dick or anything," she said wickedly, even while she imagined herself doing just that, "just bathe him."
"That would be so disgusting," Charlie, who was a bit of a homophobe, said.
"Unless you want to suck his dick," Maxine wickedly smiled.
"Yes, I so want to suck a 66-year-old man's dick," Charlie agreed sarcastically.
"Hey, after you ate your cum from my pussy so eagerly last night, I have no idea anymore what you might be up for," she teased.
"You made me do that," Charlie protested.
"The first time," she said, "but last night you just went ahead and did it without any prodding at all from me."
"I did that for you," he argued, actually unsure what had made him do it again, other than he'd liked doing it the first time.
"Sure, sure," she said, "now don't go swallowing his cum without me there. Or at least without telling me all about it afterwards."
"I hate you," he said, obviously not meaning it.
"Hate you too," she replied equably, before adding, "don't forget: you have to wash his dick, too."
"What? No way!" he said, but she'd already hung up.
Half an hour later, Charlie was awkwardly washing Joe, and was a little surprised first by how big Joe's dick was, and then that it got hard while he washed him.
Charlie joked, trying to make the situation less awkward, even as he wondered whether Joe got hard when his wife bathed him, "It's good to know you can still get it up."
Joe responded, thinking maybe he could get a hand job from Charlie too, "Shit, how old do you think I am?"
"Sorry, man," Charlie laughed, feeling a little guilty for what he'd said and thought.
"Dude, I can still fuck," Uncle Joe informed him.
"Sorry, man," Charlie repeated, as he washed Uncle Joe's stomach.
"No worries," Uncle Joe said. "It's just that I have no way to release it like I used to."
"Man, that sucks."
"Oh, to have someone sucking it again," Joe sighed, deliberately over-dramatically.
"Tell me about it," Charlie said, although he couldn't really share that complaint.
"Maxine doesn't blow you?" Uncle Joe asked.
"No, no, she does it a lot," he said. "Well, she did before the whole kid thing blew up in my face."
"There weren't many days when I was younger when I didn't at least get a blow job or a pussy," Joe said.
"We used to be like that," Charlie reminisced.
"And almost always with a different woman," Joe added.
"No way!"
"You've only been with Maxine?"
"Yeah, and I'm her only as well," Charlie clarified. It wasn't until then that he realized his wife had obviously seen Joe's big dick, and she must have washed it, since she'd made a point of telling him to do it.
That won't remain true for long, Joe thought to himself. "That's crazy in today's world."
"I know," Charlie agreed as he pondered, Is that why she's suddenly been so horny? Joe's dick is way bigger than mine. Fuck! He said, a little in awe of Joe's cock and with a sudden rush of insecurity coursing through him, "Maxine says I'm supposed to wash your privates. Is that okay?"
"Yes, please," Joe said. "Soap your hand up first."
"Um, okay," Charlie said, still not believing he was doing this.
After a moment, Charlie took a deep breath and moved his hand to Joe's dick. He slowly placed his hand around it like it was delicate.
Joe groaned and asked, "I know this may sound like an awkward request, but could you stroke it?"
"Really?"
"Yeah, it's just... well... I... um..." Joe played at feeling sheepish, even though he was actually playing with Charlie, drawing him in like he had Maxine. "I could use some tension relief."
"Um, okay, I guess," Charlie said, as he wrapped his hand around the big dick, feeling so awkward, and yet he felt his own cock begin to harden.
"Thanks bud, that feels so good," Joe moaned.
"You have a pretty big cock," Charlie observed as he slowly stroked it.
"Yeah, size matters," Joe said, knowing from Maxine that Charlie was a lot smaller than he. He also knew from his own past that men with smaller cocks were often insecure and in awe of bigger dicks, and although this next wasn't always the case... he'd been sucked by and had fucked guys with huge cocks... most cock suckers weren't very well endowed.
"Does it?" Charlie said, the just-mentioned insecurity immediately coursing through him.
"For sure," Joe said. "Women love big dicks."
"Yeah, of course they do," Charlie said, acting as if he too had a big cock, his actual cock now confusingly hard, while he couldn't take his eyes off of Joe's cock.
"Don't stop Charlie, that feels so good," Joe urged, loving how easily he'd just convinced a straight married guy to jerk him off.
Charlie kept jerking until Joe grunted and shot his load into the air, just like the prior two times with Maxine.
"Oh yeah, you can really work a dick over," Joe complimented his... his 'handler' I guess you could call him, after he was done.
"I've had lots of practice," Charlie joked.
'You have, have you?" Joe asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Wow... no.. I mean... with my own dick!" Charlie clarified.
"Oh, sure," Joe chuckled. "I just figured maybe you were one of the growing number of otherwise straight guys who sucked dick."
"What? Why?" Charlie said, as he urgently yanked his hand away from Uncle Joe's cock, having just realized he was still stroking it. "I'm 100% straight!"
"Hey, no worries, and no judging," Joe reassured him. Or at least Charlie thought it was meant reassuringly, but he wasn't certain. "I only meant I've met a lot of straight guys who couldn't resist sucking big dicks."
"What? You've been with guys?" Charlie asked, shocked.
"Not been with," Joe denied, but added, "I've just been sucked by a lot of men, and have even fucked quite a few of them."
"No way," Charlie said.
"Oh yeah," Joe said. "To be honest, guys are generally lots better cock suckers than women are."
"What?" Charlie said, everything Joe saying baffling him more. He'd never imagined Joe as a player, or as gay.
"Yeah, maybe it's because they understand what a blow job should feel like from the inside out, or maybe they're just natural cock suckers," Joe shrugged. "Either way, guys sure can suck dick, and they always swallow."
"Wow," Charlie said.
"Plus," Joe said, loving the stunned tone emerging from Charlie's mouth and planting seeds for the future, "plus, fucking a guy is great, too."
"I can't imagine," Charlie said, and he couldn't.
"I'm serious, hearing a guy begging to get dicked, and then whimpering as I pounded him from behind was always exhilarating," Joe said. "I mean fucking that General in the ass a few hours after he'd publicly humiliated me in front of my men, was amazing."
"Shit Joe, I couldn't have imagined you like that!"
"Yeah, my past was pretty wild."
"So I'm learning," Charlie said, as he helped Joe out of the tub.
"Thanks for the hand job," Joe said.
"No problem," Charlie said, noticing he was still hard.
* * * * *
That night Charlie was horny as fuck, and he jerked off before falling asleep after Maxine phoned to say she wouldn't be home until after nine.
He couldn't push Uncle Joe's big cock out of his head.
It was so hard.
It was so long.
It was so thick.
* * * * *
The next morning, Charlie asked Maxine, "Do you want me to go and bathe Joe tonight, or are you going to?"
"I should be home early, so I can," Maxine offered, already craving to feel it in her hand again. "Plus, you'll have to do it all next week while I'm in Washington."
"Right," Charlie said. "You're leaving Monday, right?"
"Yeah, 6:30 in the morning flight," Maxine nodded, going away for four days of litigation in a government health care case.
"I couldn't believe he got hard," Charlie mentioned.
"Did he?" Maxine asked, surprised.
"Did he for you?"
"Yeah, it was no big deal," Maxine shrugged.
"Well, it was kind of a big deal," Charlie disagreed. "He's pretty damn big."
"Yeah, he's hung all right," Maxine nodded casually, as if it wasn't a big deal to her. Which of course it definitely was.
Charlie wanted to tell her he'd jerked him off, and also to ask if she had, yet he couldn't force out the words. If she hadn't, he'd look gay. And if she had, he'd feel jealous and still look gay.
That evening Maxine was again slowly jerking him off, when Joe said, "God, that feels so good, Maxine."
"You really do have a magnificent cock," Maxine said, completely entranced by its size.
"Yeah, I bet you've been thinking about it since you saw it last, haven't you?" Joe asked.
"Uncle Joe!" Maxine rebuked him in a playful, mocking, shocked tone.
"Tell me, Maxine," Joe said, as she slowly stroked his cock. "What have you been thinking about?"
"I really don't think I should say," Maxine said coyly, having had her attention stuck on this cock non-stop during the past couple of days.
"Tell me, Maxine," Joe repeated, his voice sterner.
Maxine felt a rush down her spine that went directly to her pussy. She'd never met a man who talked to her like that, except for some judges under totally different circumstances. "Your cock, your big fat cock."
"What about it?"
"I just can't stop thinking about it," Maxine admitted.
"What exactly do you keep thinking about it, Maxine?"
"Oh, Uncle Joe," Maxine said. "It's just so wrong."
"Now Maxine, if there were no rules, no shoulds or shouldn'ts, tell me what you'd want to do with this big fat cock," Joe ordered firmly.
"To suck it," Maxine blurted out, so mesmerized by its sheer size.
"You can if you want to," Joe pointed out.
"No, I can't," Maxine denied, even as her mouth was watering for it.
"Oh, I bet you'd look so sexy with a mouthful of my cock," Joe encouraged her, now knowing it was only a matter of time before her pretty lips really would be wrapped around his dick. "Too bad I can never see that while it's happening."
"Oh, it's so tempting, Uncle Joe," Maxine said, unable to break her gaze away from his dick.
"Just one quick suck, Maxine," Joe suggested. "I haven't had a woman suck my dick in years."
"Just one quick suck?" Maxine asked with sudden hope, thinking she'd just be helping him.
"Yeah, just a quick suck," Joe nodded. "But why don't you help me out of the tub first?"
"Sure," Maxine said, as she released her unnoticed (by her, not him) but endless grasp on his throbbing cock.
A minute later he was out and standing erect in two senses of the phrase with his back to the tub, and she dropped to her knees before him. She asked, as she resumed stroking his glorious member, "Are you sure you want me to suck you?"
"Yes, Maxine," he said, "very sure," as he took hold of his dick and tapped her lips with it. "But I also want you to tell me how much you want to suck my cock."
"Oh, Uncle Joe, I've wanted to suck your big cock since I first saw it," Maxine said, now desperate to feel it in her mouth.
"Music to my ears! And now show me, Maxine," Joe ordered. "Show me how much you want my big cock in that pretty mouth of yours."
"Just a quick suck, then," Maxine said as she opened her mouth and took the big cock into it.
"Oh yes, Maxine, suck my cock," Joe moaned, having almost forgotten how good it felt to have a mouth around his cock.



"Mmmmmm," Maxine moaned, her hand going to her pussy as she began sucking Uncle Joe's cock.
"Yes," Joe said, "Your mouth feels so good."
Maxine backed away and asked, "Would it be okay if I gave you a little more than just a quick suck?"
"You may suck me for as long as you want," Joe permitted graciously. (Yeah, what a gentleman!)
"I just can't get enough of this big cock," Maxine said before she resumed sucking, wanting to see if she could take all eight inches in. She could easily deep throat all five inches of Charlie's dick, but eight was a lot more cock; 60% more, to be precise.
"Oh yeah Maxine, work my cock over," Joe said, having learned from experience that saying the woman's name frequently always enhanced the moment of intimacy for them both.
Maxine bobbed, taking more and more of his big cock into her mouth each time.
"Oh yeah, that feels so good, Maxine," Joe moaned, lots of encouragement being another key factor.
Maxine loved that Joe loved what she was doing. Having only ever sucked Charlie, she was pretty sure she was good at it, but she'd only had one reviewer... this second positive opinion enhanced her pride.
"God, it's been so long. I'm not going to last very long," Uncle Joe warned, as he felt his balls boiling.
Dying to get him off, to feel his warm load explode in her mouth, she bobbed faster, still having two inches yet to devour.
"Oh yeah Maxine, don't stop, don't stop... now get ready for my load," Uncle Joe said as he held onto the edge of the tub for balance.
Maxine continued happily bobbing, always loving the feel of warm cum erupting in her mouth or spattering all over her face.
A few more bobs, and she received the load while Uncle Joe grunted, "Yes, my sexy slut, take it all."
Maxine had never been called a slut, but the name calling at this exact moment enhanced her pleasure, as she furiously rubbed herself while swallowing down the creamy cum... she'd always been good at multitasking.
"Swallow it all, my cum-hungry slut," Joe groaned, not even realizing he'd called Maxine a slut twice, as he basked in the euphoria of his first blow job in years.
Maxine swallowed every drop eagerly, and she did indeed feel like a slut, since she simply couldn't resist this cock, no matter how hard she tried... and she inwardly acknowledged she hadn't tried all that hard to resist. As Uncle Joe's cock finished unloading in her mouth, she resumed frantically rubbing herself, her orgasm so close.
Joe enjoyed Maxine milking every drop from his dick, and he knew she was masturbating because he could feel her body moving. "Are you going to come?" he asked.
"God, yes," Maxine moaned, as she allowed the big dick to slip out of her mouth.
"Come for me, Maxine, show me how much you get off on my dick," Joe ordered.
"Oh yes Joe, I love your dick so much," Maxine moaned as she rubbed her pussy while staring at his cock, still hard, for extra inspiration.
"Imagine me fucking that pretty pink pussy," Joe said, pushing her to the brink.
"Don't you mean hammering it?" Maxine quipped, recalling Joe saying his dick was named Hammer.
"Yes, Maxine, I'd Hammer that pussy of yours until you came so hard," Joe said, wishing he could see her face as she hung on his words, and also see her face as she was about to come. He'd always loved the vulnerable look of a woman when she was on the brink of an orgasm.
"Oh fuck, Uncle Joe, I need a good hammering so bad," Maxine said, before she collapsed on the floor while her orgasm ripped through her, soaking her panties and pantyhose.
"Good girl," Joe said as she listened to her cumming.
"Thank you," Maxine said weakly, as her orgasm usurped all the energy from her body. Usually her masturbatory orgasms were weaker than the ones from having sex, but this one, and the previous one with Uncle Joe, had both shaken her to the core.
"Anytime you're hungry," Joe offered.
"I may have to move in, then," Maxine joked, as she lay on the bathroom floor still trembling in the afterglow of her intense orgasm, and still able to taste the lingering aftertaste of his.
"Feel free," Joe chuckled. He then worried, "Did I call you a slut just now?"
"Twice."
"I'm so sorry," he apologized sincerely. "When I get in the heat of the moment, I can get pretty verbal."
"No worries, I thought it was pretty hot," Maxine admitted, "although it did surprise me."
"I'm just full of surprises," Joe joked.
"Oh, yes you are," Maxine agreed.
That night, Maxine partly reminiscing over Joe's amazing dick, and partly feeling guilty for cheating on her husband, since giving their neighbour a friendly hand job was rather harmless, but sucking his dick and swallowing his load, before getting herself off right in front of him, was undoubtably crossing a line or two, sucked Charlie until he shot his load down her throat while he watched sports... something she hadn't done since before their attempts to get pregnant when his every load had gone into her pussy.
Charlie couldn't help but wonder if his wife's sudden sexual hunger was because of their Uncle Joe's cock, and he also wondered if she had any clue he'd jerked him off, but deep down he decided it didn't really matter, since their sex life had been wonderfully rekindled. And although he'd jerked off a more than sixty-five-year-old man, that didn't make him gay or anything. At least that was what he kept telling himself... while ignoring that he'd spent hours online reading stories about guys who considered themselves straight. While all of them sucked dick or got ass fucked... neither of which remotely interested Charlie... he just found Uncle Joe's cock intriguing.
During the next couple of days, Maxine habitually sucked Uncle Joe's cock, swallowed his load, got herself off, and then came home and didn't confess anything, but fucked Charlie's brains out.
Charlie was worried about Monday, when he'd be seeing Joe's cock again. The good news was he definitely wasn't gay, since he loved Maxine's body and the taste of her pussy, although even more so when it was a creampie, and he loved fucking her.
Maxine was more than a little devastated about having to leave for a few days. Uncle Joe's big cock, his creamy loads, his dirty talk that got nastier each time she sucked his cock, swallowing down his creamy big loads, then getting fucked by Charlie and having him eat her creampie, which he now seemed to crave almost as much as she craved Uncle Joe, had been the most sexually pleasurable period in her life.
Charlie was devasted too. He'd loved the last few days of marathon sex. He'd enjoyed the creampies, but he was extremely worried about bathing Uncle Joe again.
Monday night, Maxine was arriving at her hotel just as Charlie was again bathing Joe. Again, Joe was hard. Again, Joe requested a hand job. Again, Charlie obliged. Again, Charlie got hard too.
Tuesday night Joe asked, as Charlie was again stroking him, "Are you hard, Charlie?"
"What?" Charlie asked, even though he'd heard and understood the question perfectly clearly.
"Is your dick hard?" Joe asked. "In my experience, most men who jerk me off, or who suck me, get rock hard."
"Oh... um... I..." Charlie babbled, not wanting to admit he was turned on by this naked man.
"It's okay Charlie, it's perfectly natural to get excited by another man's cock, especially when it's big and it's hard."
"It is?" Charlie asked, humiliated to be hard, and desperate for a way to justify his condition.
"Yeah, man," Joe nodded. "A dick is actually a very majestic thing."
"Yours certainly is," Charlie said while staring at it, and then realizing what he'd said, stammered, "I mean it's impressive."
"Yeah, I was very blessed," Joe said, then asked, even though he knew the answer, "Are you similarly blessed?"
"Not really," Charlie admitted.
"It's okay," Joe said. "Size matters, but so does intimacy."
"I guess," Charlie said.
"So fess up, are you hard?"
"Yeah," he admitted.
"Don't be ashamed," Joe said. "Military men, politicians, athletes, married men, almost all of them generally straight, have all gotten hard while sucking my dick."
"How did you even find that out?" Charlie asked, having read quite a bit online in the last few days about straight men who discover they love sucking dick, although usually they were men in their forties, and Charlie was more than a decade from reaching that milestone of middle age.
"In the military, most of the women and a few guys end up being the cock suckers and bottom bitches for the troops," Joe explained, setting Charlie up to become comfortable with the idea of becoming his next cock sucker, and inevitably his bottom bitch, too. "And once any man sees my dick, he becomes curious. It's just human nature."
"It is?" Charlie asked, even after a lot of reading, including erotica gay stories, and even watching some gay porn, which he hated to admit turned him on... not the men... he didn't find men arousing at all... but their cocks were exciting... and Joe's had awakened a side of him he hadn't known existed... he was now a man obsessed with big dicks.
"Are you curious?" Joe asked.
"I don't know," Charlie lied... he was definitely curious.
"Well, in Vietnam we'd often fuck ladyboys, guys who looked feminine, or occasionally who were a mixture of both genders," he continued.
"Shemales?" Charlie asked, having watched a lot of them lately, considering a woman with a cock the best of both worlds. He could admire, drool over, and fantasize about stroking that cock, even sucking that cock, something that had just begun to intrigue him much to his confusion, and yet he'd still be with a sexy woman... it was a lot less gay.
"Yeah, there are lots of them in Asia, they're particularly noticeable in Bangkok, and they can really take an anal reaming," Joe described, recalling fucking three in a row one night back In Those Wild Days. "But usually I ended up getting blown, or fucking another soldier, and even a general once. Truth is, I've always loved my ability to turn straight men into eager cock suckers." Joe realized after he said that, he might have been a little overly transparent about his current plan.
"Crazy," Charlie said, as he wondered idly what it would feel like to have Joe's cock in his mouth.
Joe decided the seed was planted and germinating nicely, and although he'd planned to turn him into a cocksucker tomorrow, he figured there was no better time than the present. Charlie was horny. Charlie was still stroking his cock. And Charlie kept asking for more information. He wanted to suck his first cock. No, he needed to. "Help me out of the tub, Charlie."
"You don't want to come?" Charlie asked, surprised, and oddly disappointed. He'd also learned from jerking off Joe and watching porn, that seeing cum erupting from a cock was really hot.
"Oh, I do," Joe said, "just not this way."
"Oh," Charlie said, unsure what Joe meant. Joe isn't thinking I'm going to suck him, is he? he thought to himself as he let go of the glorious hard cock and helped Joe out of the tub.
"Dry me off," Joe instructed, something he'd previously done for himself with Charlie. All Charlie had needed to do was hand him the towel.
"Oh, okay," Charlie said, as he grabbed the towel and dried Uncle Joe's back and stomach.
"My legs too," Joe mentioned.
"Sure," Charlie said, as he knelt down and was suddenly facing that big, hard, fat cock pointing directly at him like a gun ready to fire.
"See anything you like?" Joe asked.
"What? No," Charlie lied.
"Go ahead, Charlie, we both know what you want to do," Joe said, knowing his breaking point was so close and inevitable. Although he couldn't see Charlie's face, he'd been in this identical situation many times, where a straight man was staring at his cock in complete confusion.
"But I'm married," Charlie replied, instead of a blunt no, or a fuck off, like any truly straight person would have said.
"It's not cheating," Joe said. "Maxine doesn't have a cock, so you can't suck hers."
He had a point. No way would Charlie ever fuck another woman, but this wasn't another woman, it was a man. "I don't know," Charlie said, still dithering, his temptation growing as he stared at this cock just a couple inches from his mouth.
"I can feel your hot breath on my dick, Charlie," Joe said. "You can't deny what you want. You want to suck my cock, don't you?"
"I'm... well... I mean... yeah... I guess I kind of do," Charlie said.
"You can't kind of want to do something," Joe pointed out, "either you do or you don't," he said. "Which is it?"
"I do, I do," Charlie admitted. "It's just I'm not gay."
"Sucking dick isn't gay, getting ass fucked isn't even gay, since your most intense erogenous zone is your prostate, which is adjacent to your ass," Joe explained, mostly believing this. "On the other hand, kissing a guy is gay. Dating a guy is gay. Sucking cock is just a man exploring his feminine side. A side the bullshitters tell us we're supposed to keep hidden and pretend doesn't exist."
Everything Joe said made perfect sense. He still loved Maxine. He would still fuck Maxine. He just wanted to suck cock as well, which was really just an extension of eating the creampies he'd recently been dining on, much to his and his wife's pleasure.
Knowing Charlie's silence was only a last moment of questioning himself, Joe brought his dick to Charlie's lips and ordered, "Open up, Charlie. It's time to suck my big cock."
Feeling the hard, smooth head touching his lips was the final straw, as Charlie mindlessly opened his mouth and leaned forward, wrapping his lips around the fat cock head.
"There you go," Joe moaned. "You're going to love being a cock sucker!"
'Cock sucker' was a term used in almost every gay story he'd read, in many of the articles he'd read, and in some of the videos. It was often utilized to humiliate, to categorize, to create a clear hierarchy between a top and a bottom. Yet as Charlie began slowly to bob back and forth, the term being applied to himself turned him on. He didn't know why. But as his cock throbbed in his pants, he thought to himself, I'm a cock sucker. And I want to be a damn good cock sucker!
"Yeah, take your time, cock sucker," Joe moaned. "Get used to being on your knees; get used to having a cock in your mouth."
Oddly, Charlie responded only with a heartfelt moan.
"Notice how natural it feels to be on your knees, how natural it feels to have a big cock in your mouth," Joe continued, using his years of psychology studies, all on his own through books and later the internet, to train Charlie to accept who he was, to be comfortable with who he was.
As Joe spoke, Charlie couldn't help but notice those things. Stroking Joe's cock in the tub had been fun, but awkward... there was just something that kept it from feeling natural. But on his knees, he now felt an internal warmth, as if he was wrapped in a warm blanket, as if he were returning to a home he'd never been to before. And this cock in his mouth... felt like an extension of his being. It was like having a lollipop in his mouth, but longer, thicker, warmer, and pulsing. Just bobbing smoothly on it, indeed felt like home.
"Slowly take more and more of it in your mouth, Charlie," Joe instructed, where Charlie was a little surprised to hear his actual name. For some reason, with a dick in his mouth he didn't want to be called Charlie. Maybe he should be Charlene, or simply the generic term cock sucker. He didn't wish to be connected with his masculine side at all... only his feminine side.
For a couple minutes, Joe just enjoyed the blow job. It was obvious this was Charlie's first time, which made it hotter, and yet it wasn't quite making his balls boil.
Charlie kept trying to take a little bit more in his mouth. Maxine could easily take his entire cock inside her mouth, and he wanted to be able to do that too. But... Uncle Joe was a good three inches longer, so he wondered if even his wife could take all eight inches in her mouth.
"Now go faster, cock sucker," Joe ordered, "show me how much you love sucking my cock, how badly you want to taste my cum once I explode in your mouth."
More humiliation, which triggered a longing in his own hard cock, as he most certainly did want to feel Uncle Joe blast his load into his mouth. He bobbed faster, more urgently, quickly getting accustomed to having this dick in his mouth.
"Oh yeah, you must really want to taste my cum," Joe said, as his balls finally began to boil. "Charlie, I bet you look really hot with my dick in your mouth!"
Charlie couldn't fathom looking hot like this, but he didn't slow down, until he suddenly felt hands grasping his head.
"My turn to take charge and fuck that face of yours, cock sucker," Joe announced, as he held Charlie's head firmly and began to face fuck him.
Charlie breathed through his nose and focused on not gagging, as Uncle Joe's dick started going deeper into his mouth than before. He couldn't explain it, since this should be the last thing he'd allow another man to do to him, but he was so hard, so excited. Being the man in charge in his bedroom was fun and what was expected of him (although there wasn't much of that lately), but being the submissive one, being told what to do, having things done to him rather than his being the one doing them, his just needing to obey without deciding anything... was confusingly exhilarating.
"Oh yeah, I'll be fucking this mouth a lot from now on, cock sucker," Joe clarified, thinking he would now to be able to drop a load every day regardless of which spouse came over to bathe him.
"Mmmmmmm," Charlie inadvertently responded, moaning at the idea of being a regular cock sucker for Uncle Joe. Yes, he loved getting head. Loved fucking. Loved his wife. But this was a whole new world of sexual perversion, and he was completely drawn in by Uncle Joe's dick, and the idea of sucking it.
"You like this? You want to be my ongoing cock sucker?" Joe asked, pulling out of Charlie's mouth.
Charlie didn't even hesitate, he was so completely captivated by Joe's cock, Joe's dominant persona, and his own surprising natural lust and willing obedience, "Yes, Uncle Joe. I want to be your cock sucker going forward."
"I can be pretty demanding," Joe warned, as he slid his cock back into the married man's mouth and began to really face fuck him, ready or not, all of his eight inches invading his new cock sucker's mouth.
Charlie gagged a little, but he just focused on allowing his mouth and throat to be used for this man's pleasure, which had his cock raging.
"Oh yeah, get ready," Joe said, about to do what he always did to first time cock suckers. It was his thing, he'd give them a taste of his cum before pulling out and splattering the cock sucker's face... a baptism by sprinkling of sorts.
"Mmmmmmm," Charlie moaned on the cock, wishing Uncle Joe to know he was ready to swallow his first load of man cum directly from the source.
"Fuck, here it comes, cock sucker," Joe grunted, as the first rope exploded in Charlie's mouth.
Charlie began to swallow it all, as he felt the cock pulse between his lips, but then he gasped as the cock suddenly backed out of his mouth, and next he felt the surprisingly warm cum splattering onto his face!
"Take it all," Joe groaned, as the last three ropes coated Charlie's face, or at least he assumed they did.
Charlie felt both intense shame and excitement at receiving this facial. This was a welcome addition to his humiliation, a facial from another guy... and it also made his hard-throbbing dick beg for attention.
"Now clean me up," Joe ordered, as he slid his spent but still hard cock back into Charlie's mouth, and allowed him to nurse out any last remnants of cum.



Charlie sucked slowly, hoping to taste more cum, as he felt most of it slowly oozing down his face.
"Yeah, just enjoy my cock, cock sucker," Uncle Joe groaned. "And understand it's a privilege being allowed to worship and service my big dick."
Charlie couldn't agree more! He was undeniably in lust with Uncle Joe's dick. He didn't want this to end. But once it was over... then what? How did you behave normally with someone shortly after you sucked his dick? Was there etiquette for such a situation? If so, what would it even look like?
A minute later, Joe pulled out and said gruffly, suddenly man to man, "Thanks, Charlie. I needed that."
"Yeah, no problem," Charlie said, still on his knees.
"Sorry about the cock sucker name calling," Joe said. "I get a little rough and dominant in the heat of the moment."
"No worries," Charlie said, and then added for reasons he couldn't explain, "I kind of liked it."
"You did, did you?"
"I mean, it was okay," Charlie said, realizing how pathetic he sounded.
"Dude, it's okay, you just sucked your first cock, I'm sure you're still trying to process that."
"I can't believe I just did it."
"Did you like it?"
"I did," Charlie admitted, knowing he couldn't lie to Charlie, he'd always been able to see right through him.
"Well, I think you're a natural at it," Joe complimented, when in truth he found most men were naturals when given the opportunity to suck a dick.
"Really?" Charlie asked, his head still spinning at what he'd done.
"Oh yeah, you have a great cock sucking mouth," Joe complimented.
"That's the strangest compliment I never imagined getting," Charlie chuckled awkwardly.
"Still hard?"
"Yeah."
"Need to come?"
"Yeah."
"Don't," Joe said. "Save it for Maxine."
"That may be problematic," Charlie said, "she's still three days away."
"Good point," Joe admitted, but left it at that.
That night Charlie jerked off to shemale porn.
The next day and the one after that, he sucked Joe's cock. The first time he swallowed his load and got a total high from taking such a massive amount in his mouth. The second time he took a complete facial, which was also exciting. He couldn't explain why, but he was now addicted to cum. It had begun with eating his own load out of his wife's pussy, then culminated with his first time sucking Joe. Cum from either source had an odd, slightly salty taste. Cum felt so good splattering his face. He couldn't get enough of it!
On the morning Maxine was coming home, Charlie went over and savoured a nice cum breakfast, sucking Uncle Joe's cock while Joe listened to the morning news.
Maxine caught an earlier flight home, craving Joe's cock, but she didn't tell Charlie. When the Uber dropped her off at her house, instead of going inside to greet her husband, she went directly to Uncle Joe's, left her suitcase just inside his entrance, and found Joe watching television. Or rather, of course, listening to television.
"Miss me?" Maxine asked, dressed in sexy sheer stockings he couldn't see, but would soon feel.
"You're back," Joe said, as he suddenly felt Maxine sitting in his lap.
"I am," Maxine said, and repeated, "Did you miss me?"
"A little," Joe said, as he moved his hand to her legs. "Mmmmm, I've wanted to feel these silky legs for years."
"You like my nylon-clad legs?" she asked, knowing her legs were amazing, and knowing nylons were a secret weapon that few women still used anymore even though men loved them.
"Yeah; you dressed up for me?"
"Is that bad?" Maxine purred, as she wiggled her ass and felt his big cock stirring beneath her.
"Miss my cock?" Joe asked.
"Maybe a little," Maxine said coyly.
"Only a little?" Joe cross examined the attorney, as he reached his hand under her dress and felt the tops of her stockings. "Mmmmmm, nice."
"Okay, a lot," Maxine admitted. "I can't ever stop thinking about your big cock, Uncle Joe."
"And you came right here before even going home?" Joe asked, as his hand disappeared under her dress.
"Is that bad?" Maxine asked coyly, as she parted her legs some more.
"Only if you're not my little slut," he said, moving his hand to her shaved pussy and discovering she was commando. "You dressed for easy access; you really want my cock, don't you?"
"I really do, Uncle Joe," Maxine said, as she allowed him to trace her pussy with his fingers. "I haven't been able to stop thinking of your cock since I left."
"Then why don't you take it out?"
"Mmmmmmm, no reason, Uncle Joe," she purred, excited to see the cock she'd been dreaming about and masturbating about all week. She quickly dropped to her knees, fished it out, and took it into her mouth.
"Did I give you permission to suck me?" Joe asked dominantly.
Maxine was surprised, and she backed off and apologised, "Sorry. Don't you want me to suck you?"
"Actually, I want you to give me a nylon-clad foot job."
"Oh, I've never done that before," she said, as she got onto the couch and brought her feet to his cock.
"Good girl," he moaned, his firm tone now melted away, as he felt her nylon soles touching his dick. He hadn't had this done to him in over a decade.
"You like this, Uncle Joe?" she asked, happy she still did yoga regularly, and thus this was physically easy to do.
"Yeah, my sexy married slut," he said, always enjoying reminding a married woman she was indeed married.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Maxine said.
"I can," he said. "Big cocks have the power to turn good girls into naughty, cock craving, cum swallowing sluts."
"Check and check," she said, her pussy burning as she admired his big dick.
"Horny?"
"You've already felt my pussy, it's soaked."
"Then why don't you come and sit on Uncle Joe's lap?" he suggested, deciding it was time to fuck this hot insatiable slut.
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?" Maxine asked. Yes, she certainly did want to feel that dick in her pussy. Yes, yes, yes! But, that would be an entirely new level of cheating. A hand job? Semi innocent. A blow job? Kind of bad. Foot job? Back down to relatively innocent. But fucking another man was bad, bad, bad!
"I'm telling you to get over here and drop that wet pussy on my cock," Joe said with total clarity. "I can't count the number of times you've sat on my lap and left me high and hard. But today I'm finally going to get some of that young pussy of yours."
"God, that's so tempting," Maxine admitted as she stared at his cock. She'd fantasized about Joe's dick in her pussy... literally every day this week... but although fantasy was amazing and had led to a few good orgasms in the hotel, reality was suddenly looming before her so excitingly... but also so scarily.
"Now, slut," he ordered. "You don't have much time before Charlie starts wondering where you are."
"Shit, I never told him I was coming home early," Maxine said, realizing he was likely already driving to the airport to pick her up.
"That omission was deliberate, so you could stop by and get fucked by me," Joe said.
"Not fucked per se, but I definitely wanted some alone time with you and your cock," Maxine admitted readily, still slowly rubbing his cock with her feet.
"You knew I'd want to fuck you, didn't you?"
"I wasn't sure," she said, having wondered if that would be the natural progression.
"And you've fantasized about having my big cock in that tight pussy of yours, haven't you?" he pushed, knowing the answer.
"Yes," she admitted.
"Often?"
"Yes."
"So get that slut pussy over here and sit on my lap, Maxine," Joe ordered firmly. "You need this even more than I do."
"Fuck, I can't believe I'm doing this," Maxine said, as she took her feet off his cock, stood, up, crawled across the sofa to him, and slowly, deliberately, lowered herself onto his eight-inch missile.
"Good girl," Joe moaned, as he smiled, feeling the wet pussy lowering itself on his cock.
"Don't you mean I'm a bad girl? "Maxine asked, torn between playful and fatalistic as she sat on his lap and took his entire eight inches in her pussy... then feeling so full. Eight inches was substantially more filling than five.
"You love being my bad girl, don't you?" he asked, as she sat down completely on his lap.
"I know it's so wrong," she said, "but I just can't say no to you."
"Because you're my slut, right Maxine?"
"Yes, Uncle Joe, I'm your slut," Maxine moaned as she began to slowly grind on him.
"I'm going to be fucking this pussy all the time from now on."
"I can't say no to you, Uncle Joe," Maxine moaned, as she rested her hands on his knees for balance and added, "or to your big fat cock."
"I know," Joe groaned, enjoying her wet, tight pussy.
"Fuck, you're so big, "Maxine moaned.
"And you're so tight."
"I won't be, once you drill my pussy a time or two," Maxine said, enjoying this slow riding, but really wanting to be bent over and pounded from behind. Or tossed onto her back, her legs spread wide, and really drilled.
"You particularly love being a submissive slut on your knees, don't you?" Uncle Joe surmised; most women did, from his experience.
"I do love a man who knows what he wants, and takes it."
"Get on all fours on the couch, my cock hungry slut," he ordered.
"Yes Uncle Joe!" she complied very eagerly.
Joe got up slowly, felt around for her hips, adjusted his position behind her, and slid inside.
"Ooooooooh, yes, Uncle Joe," she moaned loudly, as all eight inches filled her again.
"Tell me what you want, Maxine," Joe demanded as he began fucking her... neither slow nor fast. "And I want details, don't hold back."
"I want you to fuck me rough and hard! To pull my hair! Call me names! Make me your complete fuck toy!" Maxine listed, so filled with lust that she uttered words that had never escaped her lips before.
Joe moved his hands to her hips and obliged, now slamming into her.
"Mother fucker!" she screamed, as the cock somehow went even deeper than she'd thought possible.
"This pussy is mine to use whenever I want from now on," Joe growled, as he slammed into her.
"Oh yes, Uncle Joe, you own my pussy," Maxine agreed, the pleasure growing inside her unlike anything she'd ever felt before... as she discovered that yes indeed, size fucking matters.
"Yeah, I'm going to wear this pussy out," he said, slamming his body into Maxine, who was moaning loudly.
"Oh fuck yes, I love your dick fucking me!" Maxine moaned, as an orgasm was already rising from just a single minute of hard drilling.
Joe reached out, grabbed her hair and pulled, while not slowing down his pounding of the much younger woman.
"Oh yes, use me, treat me like the slut you've turned me into!" Maxine babbled, so close to orgasm.
"Come for me slut, come all over my big cock," Joe demanded, now fiercely yanking her hair, and slamming his entire body into hers.
"Oh yes, fuck, Uncle Joe," Maxine babbled. "So close... oh fuck... Joe... fuck... fuck... fuck... yes Joe!!!!"
"That's it, slut," Joe said, as he felt her come, feeling her wetness tornado-ing around his thrusting cock.
"Oooooooooh," was all Maxine could utter, as the most intense orgasm of her life by far ripped through her.
Joe fucked her for another minute through her orgasm, not yet ready to come himself, and wishing to give this sexy vixen multiple orgasms.
"So good," Maxine said as he kept pumping her pussy, a second orgasm seeming to be rising even as the first refused to fade away... something she'd never had happen before... she never had multiple orgasms from sex.
"The best big cock sluts come at least twice, my sexy slut," Joe said, continuing to slam into her.
"I've never come twice," Maxine admitted, as the whirlpool of her first orgasm was blended into the rising tide of another.
"Never say never, my cock slut," Joe said, really giving it to her from behind now... his load beginning to rise... he was happy he'd deposited a load down her husband's mouth a few hours ago.
"Oh God, I've never felt anything like this," she groaned, as her pleasure consumed every corpuscle of her body.
"I know slut, and you'll never be the same," he added, hoping he could outlast her, even though her wet, tight pussy felt fucking amazing!
"Fuck me, fuck your slut," Maxine begged after a couple more minutes of hard pounding, wanting to show him how nasty a slut she could be for him.
"Oh yeah, this is pristine pussy," Joe said, getting the best workout he'd gotten in years.
"Just like your perfect cock," Maxine moaned, her second orgasm now taking centre stage and rising quickly, unlike anything she'd ever felt before.
"Now come for me slut, come for me again," Joe ordered urgently, knowing he was about to bust a nut, but still hoping she'd beat him to it.
"Oh yes Uncle Joe, fuck, oh my God, fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she screamed, glad her husband was on the way to the airport, or he would have definitely heard her screams of ecstasy echoing throughout the duplex building.
"Now, slut!" Joe demanded, about to explode.
"Yesssssssss," she screamed, as her second orgasm of this fuck session swarmed through her.
"Oh fuck, yes," Joe groaned, feeing her wetness as she came, making his balls boil and without issuing any warning to Maxine, he unloaded his load deep into the fertile woman's pussy.
"Oh Joe, no," Maxine moaned, as she felt his load filling her unprotected womb. She made no attempt to escape though, as Joe spewed a huge load into her.
"Don't worry, slut," Joe said reassuringly. "I've deposited hundreds of loads into hundreds of women, without ever resulting in a child."
"So good," she moaned, her entire body usurped of energy.
"Fuck," Joe groaned, as he collapsed onto her, he too completely exhausted.
"Thank you," she whispered, as her orgasm continued to quake through her entire body.
"Anytime, my sexy slut," he said generously (yeah, so incredibly generous), his dick still inside her.
Ten minutes later, cum still slightly leaking from her well-fucked pussy, she was dressed and phoning her husband, "Hey, babe, where are you?"
"Just parking at the airport."
"What? Why?" she feigned surprise.
"To pick you up, of course," he replied, puzzled, the question rather odd.
"I just got home," she said. "I texted you this morning I was returning early and I'd take an Uber."
"I didn't get any text."
"Give me a second." She waited a moment and then said, "Shoot, I guess I didn't press send. Sorry!"
"Well, I guess I'm on my way home without needing to park."
"See you soon."
"Okay."
They said goodbye, and Maxine took her suitcase and went home. She showered and douched, she put on some lingerie, and when he returned, they fucked.
For the next month, Joe fucked Maxine almost every day; he also got head from Charlie a couple days a week.
A month after that, Maxine learned she was pregnant.
She couldn't believe it!
The old bugger had knocked her up!
Partly she was thrilled... she could finally have the child she'd always wanted. Or rather they could have the child they wanted. Yet Charlie wasn't stupid, so he could easily put two and two together, and possibly file for a divorce.
* * * * *
* * * * *
* * * * *
Epilogue:
Maxine didn't wait more than a day before gathering the courage to tell Charlie everything... the hand jobs, the blow jobs, the fucking, and that she was pregnant with a child that obviously wasn't his.
Charlie was shocked... but also relieved. He felt profound relief from the excessive guilt he'd been burdened with from being Joe's secret cock sucker. That was greatly subdued by learning his wife had been doing Uncle Joe too. He was also excited she was pregnant... she was literally glowing. Uncle Joe had given her... them!... the child he'd been unable to. Divorce her? Unthinkable!
Charlie came clean too. The hand jobs. The blow jobs. His addiction to cum.
Maxine was as shocked as Charlie had been when she told him about her infidelities. But she couldn't blame him any more than he'd blamed her, which after a few worrisome moments had been no blame at all.
Then after a lengthy silence, they both broke out in boisterous laughter... upon realizing what a sly devil Uncle Joe was, and how masterfully they'd both been played. And now with everything out in the open, there was no way either of them would start leaving him alone.
They agreed to keep the child... of course... and to raise it as their own. Uncle Joe didn't look all that different from an older version of Charlie, so nobody except the three of them ever needed to know.
Over the next six months Uncle Joe fucked Maxine regularly, got blown by Charlie regularly, and even did them both together on a few occasions. Charlie was amazed at how exciting he found the sight of his wife being fucked by their dear old Uncle Joe.
The ninth month though, Maxine was exhausted so Charlie became Joe's regular cum deposit. Several times she came along to watch her two men... the dominant and the submissive... playing together.
Then one day, Maxine knew it was time... the baby was coming. She waddled next door, since Charlie was over there taking care of Joe, and she walked in just in time to witness her husband spewing a load all over the floor while dressed only in pink stockings, as he was ass fucked by Joe.
"Hey, you've never done my ass," Maxine complained good naturedly.
"I thought you were a good girl," Joe quipped, as he spewed a load into the moaning sissy husband.
"Maxine!" Charlie gasped, this even more embarrassing then revealing he was a cock sucker.
"I see you're trying to replace me as our Uncle Joe's girlfriend," Maxine accused, a little playfully, but also a little jealous her husband was getting that big dick, while she felt like a beached whale.
"Just until you're back on your feet," Joe said.
"Or on my knees?"
"Of course," Joe agreed. "I bet you'll love my dick in your ass."
"Or a double penetration?" Maxine said, mentioning something she'd fantasized about on occasion. "Oooooooooh," Maxine then said, bending over, as she felt about a pint of wetness spilling out of her.
"Honey," Charlie said, quickly reverting to the loving, concerned husband, even though he was still bent over with a dick in his ass.
"My water just broke," she said, looking down at a puddle.
"Oh shit," Charlie said.
"Get going," Joe said, slapping his bottom's ass... one he'd been fucking for the past two weeks after a very easy turn.
"Right, right," Charlie said, as he quickly went and grabbed his jeans.
"You can finish in his ass first, Uncle Joe, I can wait a little while," Maxine offered generously, a little turned on to see her husband get ass fucked.
"Thanks for the generous offer," Joe said. "But I already did."
"Next time I want to watch," Maxine said.
"Of course," Joe said.
Nine hours later, they had a healthy baby girl.
They named her Josephine. Surprisingly, Charlie was the one who suggested the name.
* * * * *
* * * * *
* * * * *
Four weeks later, Maxine got to watch her husband, dressed in sexy lingerie, get ass fucked while moaning like a bitch in heat.
Four more weeks later, Maxine discovered the joys of anal sex.
A week after that, while her mom looked after Josephine, Maxine discovered the pleasure of hosting cocks in her pussy and her ass at the same time.
A few weeks after that, Maxine (and Charlie) discovered the joys of pegging.
And although another heart attack would eventually take their beloved Uncle Joe away from them, he'd forever changed their life... had rekindled their marriage, given them a daughter, and in his will had left them everything... not just title to the house... but the more than $800,000 he had in his investment account.



THE END
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SUMMARY: Amanda discovers black pussy; hubby black cock.
NOTE: 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.
NOTE 2: This is the fourth chapter of one woman's (and to a lesser extent man's) journey to all things BBC and JBC (juicy black cunt). To see what has happened so far:
Read Hedonism Island: A BBC Discovery to learn how Amanda learns of such an island from her sister and how during a massage she gets her first taste of BBC, while her husband discovers the surprisingly humiliating joys of pegging at his massage.
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Is that Jasmine Walker?
Hmmmmmm.... Coming someday.
Part 4: Hedonism Island: Gangbang Girls
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* * * * *
Moving to Detroit was a huge change for us. We'd lived in a town of 5,000 for our entire lives, but wishing to be closer to my two grown children attending a small private college, I moved my entire family, including my eighteen-year-old twin sons, 250 miles north to a city of millions.
I found the large industrial city very nerve-wracking, but I felt all of my children needed me, and following the tragic loss of their mother in a freeway accident, they were all I had left.
Luckily (within a sea of not much luck at all during those tragic days), my wife's life insurance policy (she'd been a lawyer, while I'm the writer of a couple of decently received novels) paid off all our debts, and even left us a decent nest egg for emergencies.
Also luckily, I was offered a job as a creative writing professor at the same college my two older children were attending, and my hours were light enough that I had some spare time to finish my third novel.
I enrolled my two twins (Philip and Michael) at a private school to begin their senior year, a perk of my new job, and I also qualified for living accommodations just off campus... so I was close to my son Jason and daughter Michelle, who lived in the dorms.
Upon my arrival, I immediately noticed both Jason and Michelle were different somehow, although I couldn't quite put my finger on what it was... just something.... except that Jason was a lot less outgoing then he'd ever been back at home, while Michelle was more outgoing, the polar opposite of her somewhat shy demeanor back home.
I also noticed she now had a tattoo, a black spade with a flesh-coloured Q remaining un-inked inside it, on her lower back. When I asked her about it, since she seemed the least likely of my four children to acquire a tattoo, she said it just stood for her mom's middle name, which had been Quinn. That made sense to me, and even though I'd always disliked tattoos, she was an adult now, so it was her body and her choice.
I also couldn't quite identify what, but there was something off about the college as well. For example, although the breakdown was likely twenty percent black, fifty percent white, and thirty percent other races (there was a sizeable number of Asian and Hispanic), it appeared that the black students ruled the roost. The student body president and vice president were both black students, the quarterback was black, and even the male lead of the upcoming musical Grease was black.

Now I'm not racist at all, and at first I was enthusiastic about such a great pro-active college. But the longer I taught there, the more signs I witnessed of a strange sense of entitlement among the black students.
For example, just to show you I wasn't being racist, that I was simply noticing what I witnessed without judging, during the past five straight classes, a black student named Jazmine sitting in the front row had a white girl massaging her feet. It was like she was almost challenging me to rebuke her for it, which I didn't, for I was more bewildered than dismayed. Plus, Jazmine always had a smug look on her face whenever I looked at her.
Seeing the star football quarterback with a white girl on each arm was also a little surprising since he was black, as was the time I hurried into a student bathroom, unable to make it to the faculty one in time, and witnessed a pretty redhead being fucked by a black student. And not hidden away in a stall, but right out near the sinks for anybody (such as myself) to see. They didn't appear to notice me, but it was pretty obvious she was enjoying the fucking... and stranger yet, since she was almost naked I could see that she too had that same Q of Spades tattoo. I did my business and was just leaving, when I heard her cry out loudly enough to be heard in the hallway outside, "Yes, you wonderful black bastard, come in my cunt with that big black cock!"
I scurried out with my cock hard from what I'd witnessed. Clearly almost two years without sex was getting to me.
Then suddenly one evening, everything began making sense.
I'd forgotten my iPad in my office, so I went back after hours to get it. It was around nine, and I saw the lights still on in lecture hall four. I wasn't the last one using that hall, Professor Harris was since he had a psychology class after mine, but that was a few hours ago, so I figured I'd go in and shut the lights off.
But as I opened the door, I was in for another shock... this one more extreme than my bathroom walk-in two days before.
Professor Harris was still there, and he was bent over with his hands on the podium, his pants at his ankles, while Jamal, a top student in my creative writing class, was fucking him from behind.
"Oh God, fuck me," Professor Harris, a good-looking white man in his late 20s, moaned.
"Yes, fuck him, fuck his ass good," a female voice cried out, as I turned to my right to see Jazmine sitting in the same seat she usually occupied, but instead of enjoying a foot massage this time, she had a woman between her black legs, clearly eating her out.
No one saw me at first, as everyone was preoccupied, and Jamal asked, "Do you enjoy seeing your wife eating that black pussy?"
His wife? The other Professor Harris?! Mike Harris was the English professor who'd given me a tour of the college once I'd accepted the job. His wife Elaine, also a professor here, was incredibly good looking, and she always wore nice skirts and pantyhose... which I appreciated, having always had a thing for nylons.
"Yes, she looks amazing between Mistress Jazmine's legs," Mike replied willingly, with a moan.
"Think she'd like my dick in that white pussy of hers?" Jamal asked, as he really drilled the male professor from behind.
"Perhaps," Mike moaned, as he watched his wife licking away between a college girl's legs.
"Do you want my boyfriend's black cock in your hole, slut?" Jazmine asked Elaine.
"I don't know," she replied, her voice muffled by Jazmine's pussy, but just loud enough for me to hear. "He's so big."
"I think you do," Jamal said.
"Oh, if your faggot husband can take those ten inches in his ass, I'm sure you can take them in that virgin pussy of yours, Jazmine analyzed wickedly, finally glancing up and seeing me.
"I'm not a virgin, I have three children," Elaine denied, while I should have turned and fled, yet I felt unable to move, so captivated and shocked by everything I was witnessing.
"Until you've had BBC in that white snatch you are," Jazmine argued, then added, pointing at me, "it looks like we have a Peeping Tom."
Everyone turned to look at me and I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I just saw the lights were on."
"And then you decided to be a perv and watch," Jazmine accused.
"No, I was just surprised," I denied.
"Well, come over here and take a closer look at your surprise," Jazmine invited arrogantly, as she pulled the married Elaine back between her legs, and Jamal didn't slow down his drilling of Mike's ass, whose cheeks went bright red as he turned away from me.
"I should leave," I said, even though I wasn't certain I wanted to.
"No, get over here," Jazmine ordered in a firm and startling don't-fuck-with-me tone.
Of course I still should have turned and walked away... this was the kind of shit that got you fired... yet I felt my legs ignoring my logic, as they began walking me towards the surreal sex acts.
"Tell Professor Joe how much you love black dick," Jamal ordered. On Day One, I'd invited my students to address me by my first name instead of my last, hopefully to build a closer relationship with them (although not this close of a relationship).
"Please, no," Mike pleaded, clearly completely humiliated to be caught in such a compromised, humiliating situation.
Jamal pulled out, his huge cock suddenly in full view, and fuck was it huge, more than double the size of my just under five-inch dick.
"Do you want this cock, Professor Joe?" Jamal asked, his cock swaying back and forth like an elephant's trunk.
I couldn't take my eyes off it... it was like it had magnetic pull, but I answered, "No, no, no, I'm straight."
"So is Professor Harris," Jamal said, before adding, "at least he was before he discovered his true purpose."
"True purpose?" I asked, still unable to take my eyes off of his cock... it was just so toweringly majestic.
"To be like all white men are at their cores," Jamal said, as he went back behind Mike and slammed his dick back in his ass, "submissive sissies for dominant black men."
"Oh fuck," Mike groaned, as he was again being fucked.
"You see," Jamal explained, "Professor Harris here is mortified to be caught with his pants down, a black student's dick in his ass, and his wife eating black pussy, yet he can't do anything about it. He can't control himself. And you've probably heard the saying, 'once you go black'..."
I'd never heard whatever he was quoting, so I said, "No, it doesn't ring a bell."
"Remember he's from some hillbilly town," Jazmine excused my ignorance, but demeaningly.
"Right," Jamal nodded, "Help him out: how does the saying end, Professor Fuck-Toy?"
Mike was humiliated, yet moaning in pleasure as he was really drilled, and filled in the blank with, "You never go back."
"That's right; and is it true?" Jamal continued.
"Yes," Mike answered shamefully.
"Do you prefer my cock, or your wife's pussy?" Jamal asked, as he drilled Mike harder than I'd ever fucked my wife, or any other woman.
"Your cock," Mike admitted, every answer he gave adding to his humiliation.
"And if I want to fuck your wife?" Jamal asked.
"That's not up to me; ask her," Mike replied with docility, just before he began to tremble, and I gasped as he shot a load all over the podium.
"Only real white faggots come from getting fucked," Jamal explained rather matter-of-factly.
"I'm so sorry, Joe," Mike whimpered.
"Sorry for what?" Jamal asked. "It was only a matter of time before he learned the truth about this school, and his own true purpose."
"My purpose?" I asked, startled, even though I sensed where this was going.
"You want my dick, don't you, Professor Joe?" Jamal asked.
"Get ready for my cum, slut," Jazmine ordered, as I glanced over and saw her really grinding up and down on Elaine's face.
"No," I said. "Like I said, I'm not gay."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Jamal said, "I've heard that line a hundred times from guys just like you."
"It's true," I stressed.
"You don't know it yet, but tonight I've awakened a side of you that you didn't know existed," he said, as he pulled out of Mike, spun him around, pushed him to his knees, and shoved his cock in his mouth.
My eyes went wide as Mike began sucking on a dick that had just been in his ass!
"Yessssssss, slut," Jazmine moaned loudly, as she came on Elaine's face.
"I don't think you have," I denied, not really buying any of his hogwash.
"Oh, I know I have," he insisted as he held his palm up to mark a pause in conversation, and then I watched as he pulled out and blasted Mike's face with a massive facial!
Once again I should have left; yet I remained frozen in place, watching these taboo, topsy-turvy climaxes with students dominating professors, when their having sex together at all could get everybody fired or expelled!.
Once Jamal finished shooting, he slid his cock back into Mike's mouth and resumed, "So like I was saying, it's only a matter of time before you too are bent over this podium taking my big cock in your ass, or any other black student's big cock, or on your knees devouring someone's big fat black cock."
"I really don't think so," I replied thoughtfully, which I realized afterwards was far from the defiant negation it should have been.
"Yeah, yeah," he said in the same tone of voice with which that phrase is always uttered, as he pulled out and pulled up his sweats, "I've heard that before too."
"If we gave him only a tiny nudge, he'd probably bend over, drop his pants, and take your cock right now," Jazmine observed, as she shoved Elaine's face away from her pussy.
"Yeah, he does look hungry," Jamal agreed, as he walked over to Jazmine, and solicitously helped her to her feet while her skirt dropped into place, leaving her fully dressed (except I'd seen she wasn't wearing any panties). "But he'll have to wait until he's ready to join the white faggot's club by his own choice."
"He'll be a natural," Jazmine predicted, looking at me with the same smirk she always had.
I was speechless, as I watched them saunter out arm in arm, as Elaine crawled over to Mike, keeping her head down, and not looking toward me at all.
"I'm sorry you had to see that," Mike said, wiping the cum off his face with a large handkerchief he apparently carried around for the purpose.
"I can't believe you didn't lock the door," Elaine accused.
"I thought I had," Mike said.
"How did any of this happen?" I asked, wanting to know.
"It's how this school works," Elaine explained meaninglessly.
"What does that even mean?" I asked.
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked me sharply, as if it was an idiotic question.
"No, it isn't," I said, annoyed at being snapped at. "I've never seen anything so incomprehensible in my entire life!"
"Jesus," she said.
"Hey, don't 'Jesus' me," I retorted angrily. "I'm not the one having sex with my students!"
"No, not yet you aren't," she refuted me.
"Elaine, he's not the one you're angry with," Mike pointed out, trying to calm things down.
She sighed, as tears were now streaming down her face, "I know. I'm sorry Joe, Mike's right. None of this is your fault, and apparently nobody has explained to you how things work around here."
"That's all right," I said, immediately mollified. "So how do they work?"
"Well, to put it simply," Mike said, "this school has a clear hierarchy."
"How so?" I asked, even though I was already beginning to figure out what was going on.
"For starters, white women at this school submit to black women, and sometimes to black men."
"And white men submit to black men," Elaine added, glaring at her husband.
"I've said I'm sorry a thousand times," Mike said.
"You didn't seem very sorry that first time you allowed Jazmine to dominate me," she accused.
"You could have refused her," Mike countered.
"Like you refused Jamal?" she snapped.
"We both gave in," Mike reasoned.
"You did first," she countered. "Leaving me with absolutely no support."
"Anyway," Mike sighed. "Almost every professor here is fully submissive to the black students they teach."
"And you're the only one who still isn't," Elaine added.
"Really?" I asked.
"And that anomaly won't last long," she added.
"But I'm not gay," I reiterated.
"Neither am I," Mike said.
"Me neither," Elaine said.
"But..." Mike added.
"But..." Elaine nodded, "whether a Caucasian is gay or straight, black cocks and pussies are completely irresistible."
"But you two were happily married," I said, their having been married for just over a year now.
"We still are," Mike clarified, but then laughed awkwardly, "although it doesn't likely seem like it, right now in the heat of the moment."
"Yes, I still love my man," Elaine said. "I just blame him for the predicament we're in."
"One that when you're being honest with yourself, you thoroughly enjoy," Mike insisted.
"Says the respectable professor who just shot cum all over the podium!" Elaine was being teasing this time.
Mike sighed, "I know."
"Okay, now that I'm over my mad, you're right, dear. Joe, I know it's crazy, and I'm still wrestling with it, but whenever I remember to accept that I'm a submissive to all of the black female students, I'm content," she said, "but suddenly seeing you standing there watching my humiliation, I freaked out and forgot to."
"Sorry, I did think it was locked," Mike apologized again, receiving the wife glare again.
"Yeah, yeah," she said.
"I think she's mostly mad because Jamal hinted she'd finally be allowed to be fucked by him today," he said. "But then once she'd seen the carrot, he took it away again."
"That was hardly a carrot, it's more like a baseball bat!" she snorted. "But if you can fuck him, then why can't I?"
"I'm not saying you can't."
"You want to have sex with your students?" I asked, this whole conversation straying into weirder and weirder territory.
"Not all of them, just the black ones. Didn't you see his dick?"
"It was hard not to," I joked.
"Exactly," she said. "but 'White Bitches', as we're called, aren't allowed to suck or get fucked by BBC, until we've properly submitted to the female students for long enough."
"How do you do that?" I asked.
"By eating a lot of pussy," Mike said.
"And taking a lot of strap-on cocks," Elaine shrugged.
"Yeah, yeah," Mike said.
"I'm just saying they fuck me good," she said with a smile.
"And you're now officially on Jamal's radar," he said, looking at me.
"I am?"
"He was already on his radar, let's be honest," Elaine said.
"Yeah, that's likely true," Mike nodded.
"Well, I'm pretty sure I can refuse him," I said.
"Yeah, you just keep thinking that," he said. "Until you can't."
"Why didn't you?" I asked.
"Let's go for a drink, and we can talk," Mike said. "Do you mind excusing us Elaine?"
"No, I've got some grading to do, and I have Amber Hutchinson coming to my office in forty minutes." This was a small college, and Amber was another very pretty black woman in one of my classes.
"Enjoy," Mike said, kissing his wife.
"Oh, I will," she said, in a tone making it clear she'd be eating some more pussy in forty minutes.
.....
Inside a pub in town, drinks ordered, I asked, "So you weren't serious that every professor here is submissive to the students?"
"To black students," he corrected me.
"So you are serious?" I asked, this still seeming unbelievable, and truthfully, more like something you might encounter in a bad porn movie.
"Yeah," he said, taking a sip of his whiskey. "I know it's a little hard to believe."
"A lot hard to believe."
"Yeah? Well, you'll become a believer soon."
"I don't think so," I said, even though I had been a little drawn in by Jamal's enormous black cock.
"Dude, you don't stand a chance,' Mike laughed. "I mean the way you were staring at Jamal's cock, I thought you were going to come over and suck him right there and then."

"I definitely hadn't even thought of doing that," I said. Yes, it was impressive, and yes, it did turn me on, which confused me, but I had no interest in sucking any guy's cock, especially a student's.
"Well, you could have fooled me," he said.
I was about to respond, when he added in more of a warning tone, "Either way, you're now in Jamal's sights."
"You said that before. But I think I can take care of myself," I assured him.
"Yeah, I thought the same thing... once," Mike said, a pensive look in his eyes.
"How did it happen?" I asked, completely curious how a married, good-looking man like Mike could end up being fucked by a black male student, while his wife submitted to a black female one.
"Is it okay if I'm very blunt with you?" Mike asked.
"Yeah, I think we're way past the point of beating around the bushes," I permitted, ignoring my own innuendo.
"Yeah, I suppose that's true. So just like you did tonight, I walked into something," Mike said, finishing his drink.
"Gay sex?" I asked, that seeming pretty obvious.
"Yeah," Mike said. He paused and then added, "You see, the bathrooms in this school are primarily places where whites go to submit to blacks."



"The other day I did walk in on a black student having sex with a white coed. It was inside a bathroom, but right out in the open."
"Yeah? The bathroom in the 200 hallway?"
"Yeah."
"Yeah, that one and the 500 are designated for black men fucking white women."
"There are bathrooms designated for different kinds of sex?!" I asked, astounded yet again.
"Yeah," he nodded, as our second round of drinks arrived. "The 800 women's bathroom is for lesbian submission, and the 900 is for white men either to suck, or to bottom, their share of black cock."
"This seems so unbelievable," I said.
"Yeah, well I had no idea when I was sent by a colleague to the 900 hallway bathroom last year, and walked in on two colleagues and the football coach, all bent over the counter, being fucked by three large, black linemen," he reported.
"No way! Coach Peters?" I gasped, a drill sergeant of a man who'd led our football team to four straight State finals, winning the most recent two.
"Yeah, he's regularly fucked by every black guy on the team."
"I can't even fathom."
"No, you don't understand yet, but soon you will," Mike predicted. "Because black cock is utterly irresistible. I tried to resist it at first; I really, really tried," he sighed.
"How long have you been, um...." I trailed off, because I wasn't sure how to complete my question without being crude.
"A cock sucking bottom for black students with huge cocks?" he finished for me bluntly, shaking his head self-disparagingly.
"I was trying to think of a way of wording it a little more politically correct," I explained.
"I got that; but you needn't bother, it is what it is. And besides, the guys whose black cocks I'm sucking or bottoming certainly don't mince their words, they're as humiliating as possible; which frankly, I get off on. But to answer your question, I've been hooked for almost a year now."
"Wow!"
"Yeah, I can't explain it, but if a black cock is offered to me, I don't even hesitate anymore. I just instantly do whatever needs doing to get that sucker into my mouth or my ass."
"You still haven't told me how it started," I said, for some reason really needing to know that... even though I had no idea why I felt so determined about it.
"You really do want to know, don't you?"
"Yeah," I nodded, "I still can't wrap my head around any of it."
"Well like I mentioned, I walked in on two colleagues and the coach being ass fucked. The sound of these grown men whimpering like women, as well as the slapping sounds of the black men slamming into them, added to the nasty insults spewing from the blacks, had me frozen in place, just like you were earlier tonight."
"Yeah, I was so shocked I couldn't do anything but stand there and stare," I admitted.
"Yeah, I get it," he nodded. "Of course they soon noticed I was there, and then they began getting really verbal with their bent over fuckees. Their abuse seemed unbearably harsh, and yet hearing it somehow made me hard. Then they asked if I wanted some black dick too, and I hightailed it out of there like a scared rabbit!"
"You did better than I did, then." I joked.
"Yeah, you did seem pretty captivated,"
"I don't know about captivated," I said, although that might have been the perfect word. "But I was definitely stunned."
"By my getting railed, or by how big Jamal was?"
"Railed, that's a new one," I laughed.
"Yeah? It's a word Jamal uses lots."
"I see," I said, before answering his question, "I guess both sights were pretty shocking."
"I understand," Mike said. "I was shocked too when I first discovered the college's secret society."
"It's really a secret society?"
"Not all that secret," Mike laughed a little. "I mean pretty much every white guy ends up being a cock sucking bottom for black cock, and pretty much every white girl ends up being a pussy muncher, a strap-on taker, and once she's considered worthy enough, a BBC three-hole slut."
"I have a son and daughter attending here," I said, suddenly realizing they were both at risk!
"Freshmen?" he asked with a look of concern.
"This is my daughter's second year, and my son's third year here."
"Then I hate to say it," he said, pausing briefly, "but they're very likely already well-trained black cock or cunt submissives," Mike said, "and in your daughter's case, both," so matter-of-factly it was scary.
"I can't see them doing anything like that," I said, trying to think of anything that might indicate I was wrong. If what Mike said was at all true, then why had they encouraged him to move here and take this job, instead of running like hell to some other college? Nope, no way. Plus, Michelle had a boyfriend.
"Well, enjoy living in de-Nile," Mike quipped. "Keep an eye out for crocodiles."
"I just know my kids," I said, feeling pretty confident that neither of them were gay or submissive. Truth was, they were both pretty damn assertive, like their mother.
"I hope you're right," Mike said politely, obviously just saying words he didn't believe could possibly be true.
"I am," I concluded confidently.
"Well, I should get going," Mike said. "My wife is likely done with her snack, and she'll want me to go down on her as soon as I get home."
"So you're okay with your wife being with women, and even men, just as soon as she's permitted?"
"As okay as she is with my being a BBC cum bucket," Mike answered.
"Surreal."
"Yeah. Well, don't judge me too harshly until you've resisted your own temptation for at least a month."
"Oh, I will," I said, "but you never did tell me how you succumbed."
"Shit, we'd better order one more round, then," Mike said, waving the waitress over.
"Yeah, I could use another drink."
"So anyway, consider this a cautionary tale," Mike said, "because everything you've been saying to me, I was saying to myself after I walked in on the Sodomy Three."
"Sodomy Three, funny," I laughed.
"Anyway, the very next day, Wally, the big bruiser who'd been fucking Coach, walked up to me in the hallway just outside my lecture hall, and said only, 'You're next'. And then before I could even respond, he disappeared back down the hallway, since he wasn't a student of mine. Actually I didn't even know his name was Wally at the time, I just knew he was a huge black man I'd seen committing legal mayhem on the football field, and who yesterday had ass fucked his own coach, and had now told me I was next."
"What did you do?"
"Nothing," he said. "I taught. Although I was definitely distracted during my lecture, and really had to concentrate to remain on topic."
"After my class, Frank, one of the two colleagues I'd walked in on getting railed, came in and said we needed to talk. I won't go into lengthy details, but he told me his own story, told me about the secret society, and told me that Wally planned to turn me next."
"'Turn' you?" I asked, not a term I recognized.
"Yeah, turn me from straight to gay," Mike explained succinctly.
"Ohhhhh," I said, nodding.
"Yeah," Mike said. "Anyway, he warned me that I was fresh meat, and all the black seniors were eyeing me as their next turn."
"Is Jamal a senior?" I asked, I have no idea why.
"Yep," Mike nodded. "And head of the black fraternity."
"Of course he is," I said.
"And he ensures the fraternity has designated cock suckers, bottoms, and piss boys on hand in the frat house at all times."
"You can't be serious?" I gulped; this college environment was just getting more and more outlandish, yet his face told me he was dead serious.
"Yeah, there are always six cock suckers, four bottoms, and a piss boy on duty."
"Piss boy?"
"Yeah, that's usually someone who resisted submitting for quite some time, so now he's serving his sentence as a live in piss drinker," he said. "Such 'hardened criminals', as they're considered, might serve day and night for as long as six months."
"No way!"
"Yeah, a couple years ago, Professor Kent served as the piss boy after attempting to out the secret society," Mike said. "Actually for two weeks at one point, his entire family: his wife, three sons, and even his mom and dad, were all 24/7 cum sluts for the frat."
"No way," I repeated.
"I wish I was lying," Mike said. "The truth is, and I hate to be the one telling you, but now that you've been targeted, your submission is inevitable; the frat is very powerful. But on the positive side, I'm not going to lie, there's literally nothing better than a BBC in your mouth or railing your ass."
"Shit," I said, overwhelmed by everything I was hearing. Both of my kids could have already submitted to black cock and pussy, and according to Mike, there was no way they hadn't. And I personally was being targeted by none other than the all-powerful President of the frat.
"Yeah dude, it's inevitable," Mike said, but added, "but based on the look in your eyes when you saw Jamal's cock, you're going to love it!"
"That was shock," I argued.
"Nope. It was lust," Mike said. "Trust me, I've seen it many times, including in my own mirror. Black cock just has a way of making any man into less of a man. Case in point: Coach Peters."
"Do you feel you're less of a man?" I asked, Mike seeming pretty manly now, although he'd appeared far less so while I was watching him getting... 'railed'... as he put it.
"Good question," he pondered. "I guess 'less of a man' is the wrong way to word it. Perhaps less of a hidebound man is more accurate. I'm less of a man's man. I've accepted my sexuality. I still fuck my wife, and I'm in charge when I do, except for the times when we agree it's her turn, and then she usually pegs me, which we never used to do. Nothing much has changed there, other than we're now having more intense sex, now that we both know what we know. And when a dick is in my mouth, or a cock in my ass, I allow my feminine side to take over. It's an experience I find quite liberating: I used to think I had to be manly at all costs, which meant I was constantly bottling up all my spontaneity."
"How many times do you... how should I put it... serve black cock?" I asked.
"That works. And almost daily."
"You suck dick or get fucked almost every day?"
"Yeah, sometimes a few times a day, or on rare occasions I'm not required to service any dick at all for a couple of days," Mike said. "But when that happens, I usually go to the 900 bathroom, where there's almost always a nice black dick available for me to suck or get fucked by."
"You don't appear gay at all," I said. "In any way, except while I saw you in action."
"I'm not gay," he clarified. "I'm not even really bi. I love my wife, I love women, and I feel no sexual attraction to men at all. I just love sucking black cock and only black cock, and getting railed by black cock and only black cock. As attractive as I'll bet many women find you, if you ever came on to me, you'd never even get to first base; not that I think you'd try."
He'd explained all of that with no shame, only acceptance.
"So, I know I keep interrupting you," I said, "but you still haven't told me how you ended up a bottom for BBC."
"Yeah," he said, looking at his phone. "Okay, here's the quick version, because I really need to get my ass home. I was in my office doing some work a couple hours after Wally had... had... I guess 'warned me of his intentions' is the best way of putting it... when Joel, my teacher's assistant, came in with cum all over his face and asked, looking completely humiliated, 'Do you know what this is on my face?' I replied, 'It appears to be somebody's semen. 'That's exactly right,' he confirmed. 'And I'm supposed to tell you his next load is for you'. And then he turned and hustled back out of my office."

"Holy shit, that's really brazen!" I gasped.
"Yes, the frat boys ooze confidence," Mike nodded. He then added, "At first I shrugged it off, yet no matter what I did, no matter what I told myself, I couldn't get that image out of my head of my colleagues bent over, moaning like bitches in heat while they were getting railed."
"Did you see any of their dicks?" I asked curiously, as the sight of Jamal's was what seemed to be forever burned in the back of my head... his huge cock.
"No, not then," Mike said, "but photos of big black cocks started being sent to my phone. Like fifty of them in two hours, all from different numbers. Each one big. Each one fat. Each one black."
"And you didn't report them?"
"To whom?" Mike asked me. "Professor Kent had made it pretty clear that everyone, up to and including the Dean, were already cock suckers and bottom bitches to the frat."
"How about the cops?" I asked, thinking there had to be a way of ending this. Although I didn't know the details, I was certain there were some sort of laws against sexual harassment, and surely this toxic environment qualified as that. If I could recruit any witnesses willing to talk, that is, and somehow I didn't think I'd ever find a single one, even if I dared to start asking around.
Mike scoffed, "The cops are all either black and they have a deal with the frat house, or they're white, and so they're cock suckers and bottom bitches to the frat and to their fellow BBC cops."
"No way," I said, this just getting more and more unbelievable.
"Everything I'm telling you is the Gospel truth," Mike said. "I mean I understand your situation, you're trying to discover some way out of your inevitable submission. But once I was spit roasted in the back seat of a cop car with my hands cuffed behind my back, I learned the cops around here were never going to help."
"You got fucked by cops?"
"Most of us do at some point," he said. "It's not too bad once you're into it; it's pretty nice, actually."
"Shit," I said.
"Anyway, after all the dick pics started coming, I had a few different students I taught ask me if I liked the photo they'd sent," he continued, "but they never stuck around long enough for me to respond; and besides, there were always other people around, so I couldn't confront them."
"They really are smug shits," I said, their brazen attitude beginning to piss me off.
"Yeah, and they back it up."
"So what happened next?"
"I went to my office the next morning, and everywhere I went along the way, I saw black guys fucking white guys. Outside on the lawns, all up and down the hallways, everywhere! And everyone who wasn't fucking someone or being fucked... perhaps 80% of the students and faculty... was just going about their business as if nothing unusual was happening. I walked into my office and didn't find my secretary... always a sweet, reliable lady... at her desk, but I found her a moment later on my desk, her legs spread wide open and getting fucked,"
"Not railed?" I joked.
"Oh yeah, she was really getting railed," he agreed with a small chortle. "She didn't see me, but some black guy I didn't know looked up at me and told me either to come over and suck his cock, or to rub myself as I watched my secretary getting blacked."
"Getting blacked," I said, not so much as a question, but as a cute new term I caught onto instantly.
"Yeah, it's a term for when a white women gets railed by a black stud."
"I figured," I said. "So what did you do?"
"I told him to leave," Mike said. "The guy pulled out, turned around and asked, as if I were making a big mistake, 'You're certain you don't want to suck this?' It was easily eight inches long, and fat. My eyes went big. But I stood my ground and repeated that he should leave. The guy shrugged and asked my secretary, 'Should I go, like the man says, or stay and finish destroying that pussy of yours, slut?'"
"No way," I said yet again, a two-worder I kept repeating over and over during his story.
"'PLEASE stay and fill my pussy with your big cock until you come in me,' she begged, as I couldn't help but stare at his huge cock, and at this mother of five with her legs spread wide open, looking up at me as she pleaded with him, and in effect with me as well. No shame. Just desperation."
"Wow," I said, completely captivated by the story.
"'Sorry man, but unless you want my dick, I'd better appease the lady,' he said, stroking his huge dick, before sliding back into my chubby fifty-year-old secretary.
"'Oh yes, fuck me with that fat black cock,' she begged some more, but now happily, while I couldn't help but watch, noticing that what I'd always assumed were pantyhose, were actually a garter-belt and stockings, and I didn't see any evidence of panties anywhere around."
"I do love stockings," I said, that always having been a fetish of mine.
"Then you'll love it here," Mike said, "if you're a female submissive to black pussy or cock, you're expected to be in a garter-belt and stockings, or thigh high stockings at all times, for easy access. And never any panties, of course."
"Oh," I said, having noticed that my daughter, who'd never worn them back home, had been wearing some sort of nylons every time I'd seen her since moving here. (And of course I'd never checked to see if she was wearing panties.)
"Does your daughter wear stockings?" Mike asked, reading my mind.
"Sometimes," I said.
"Well if she does, that will give you a hint."
"Just finish the story," I said, frustrated at what my daughter wearing nylons probably meant.
"Sorry," he said. "Anyway, he fucked her to her orgasm and then pulled out, turned around, and spewed his load on my suit. 'What the fuck?' I snapped as I jumped back, and most of his cum landed on my pants, shoes, and then on the floor. He left without another word, as my secretary sat up and apologized. She explained she'd been eating pussy here for over ten years, and she was on a schedule to be fucked a couple times a month. She admitted she loved it, and wouldn't change it for anything."
"Crazy," I said, the idea of white women eating black women so fucking hot. The idea of my own secretary, a woman in her forties, who did indeed wear nylons every day, eating black pussy was also pretty damn hot.
"Yeah, then later that day, the fucking everywhere scenario seeming to have ended once I'd entered my office, I walked into a bathroom and saw a black nerd drilling a white cheerleader, and later I walked into my own classroom early, to see a good-looking student on his knees, sucking a black student's cock."
"So they were pushing you," I generalised.
"Yep, as they will you," he said.
"I hope not," I said, although the idea of being surrounded by people fucking was a turn-on, based on my earlier experience tonight.
"So long story short, after class I returned to my office, and Wally was sitting at my desk as if he owned the place, with Professor James on her knees sucking his cock."
"No way!" I said, Professor Sarah James a beautiful redheaded professor who was easily one of the prettiest women I'd ever met in person. She was also sweet, and was always in nylons.
"Yeah, she's very popular among the black students."
"I can imagine."
"She likes you, by the way,"
"No way," I said for the umpteenth time, like a broken record.
"Yeah, she asked me if you were single."
"You're bullshitting me!"
"Why would I do that?"
"You're serious?"
"Yeah, you should definitely ask her out."
"But she's a submissive for BBC and black women?"
"Of course, but anytime now, you'll be one too," he said. "Exclusive relationships are nonexistent around here, but soon you won't mind that in the least."
"You really think I'll be... turned, you called it?" I asked, shaking my head.
"That's right, and past experience tells me you will be," he said. "So back to my story. Wally smiled and asked me, 'Ready to join the team?' 'Which team is that?' I asked, as I watched Professor James bobbing hungrily on his cock. 'You'll be on several: Team white cock sucker. Team bottom bitch. Team cum bucket,' he listed."



"Holy fuck," I said, this tale sounding more like a porn film than real life.
"Yeah, I was completely stunned," Mike said. "Then Sarah spoke up and said, 'Come join me, Mike.'"
"No way!" I said, one shocking reveal after another.
"Yeah," Mike said. "I asked her, 'Why, Sarah?' She replied, stroking the huge cock adoringly, 'Come down here and find out.' I knew I should have said no. Yet her soft words, her sexy eyes, and the huge black sausage she was stroking, had me walking over to her and him, and getting down on my knees."
"I still can't believe this," I said.
"Every word is true," he said. "I knelt beside her and watched her sucking his cock for a couple of minutes while Wally explained the rules, which I already knew from Professor Kent. Sarah then stopped sucking and proffered me his big, wet cock. I should have said no. I should have protested. (Or at least that's how I felt at the time, but not anymore.) Yet I did neither. I was now in such awe of his cock... so I just leaned forward and took it in my mouth."
"Wow!" I said.
"Yeah, he came in my mouth a few minutes later, and I was hooked."
"You swallowed that slimy goo?"
"Cum is delicious. You need to try it."
"Something else I can't fathom."
"A week later, he was railing me in my office. Then I was spit-roasted by two freshmen in their dorm room. Since then, I've had a dick in my mouth or ass or both, pretty much every day."
"Wow," I said yet again.
"Anyway, I really need to get going," he said. "If you have any more questions, or just want to satisfy some more of your curiosity, which you doubtless will, you know where I am."
"Okay."
"Good luck in resisting."
"Thanks."
"Although it will be futile," he said, patting me consolingly on the back as he left.
That night, or rather during the wee hours of the next morning when I finally made it to bed, I couldn't sleep. What I'd witnessed during that late evening refused to leave my head. I particularly couldn't get Jamal's cock out of my head. Nor could I push his words out of my head: "You don't know it yet, but I've awakened a side of you that you didn't know existed." Nor could I push Mike's parting words out of my head: "Although it will be futile."
At first I ignored my throbbing cock, annoyed that I was hard from reimagining a gay act. Yet my cock kept begging for attention, and before I knew it. I was stroking myself. I closed my eyes and imagined Professor Sarah sucking my cock. Was Mike serious? Was she actually interested in me? I would have been utterly ecstatic about such news if she wasn't a longstanding slut for BBC, although the idea of watching her eating a black pussy was super-hot. I know, I'm a pig.
Imagining Sarah in black nylons, her sexy feet (I assumed she had sexy feet inside those five-inch heels she always wore) stroking my cock (something I used to love my wife doing for me sometimes) had my balls boiling pretty quick. Yet just as I was about to come, the imaginary Sarah, who was moaning passionately as she stroked me asked, "Won't you suck this big black cock for me, Joe?" And then Jamal's big cock flashed before my eyes as I erupted a huge load, while an intense orgasm coursed through me. Easily the most intense one I'd ever had from my hand.
As I lay there, spent, cum coating my hand, I cursed out loud, "What the fuck was that about?"
I got up, cleaned myself off and tried to sleep... yet so many distracting questions were spinning in my head.
Was Jamal really going to try and turn me?
Was the fact of my daughter wearing nylons a sudden neon sign announcing to the world that she constantly submitted to black women, and perhaps to black men as well?
Did Sarah actually fancy me? And if she did, what did that actually mean, if everything else Mike said about her, and about this campus, and even about the surrounding community, was true?
And what about my son? What were the odds he too had been turned?
Why do I keep replaying that gay scene I'd happened across?
Why can't I get Jamal's huge cock out of my head?
Why do I keep calling it huge?
I had just come. Why was I still fucking hard?
Fuck!
.....
The next morning, as luck would have it, Michelle came over with some very welcome coffee. She wore black nylons. We chatted for a few minutes about generic stuff: school for her, my new job, plans for our family Thanksgiving, which was still two months away and so forth.
I then asked, "So I don't mean to pry, but what's with your sudden change to nylons? I know you hated them, back when we were at home."
She shrugged, not giving away any hint it was because of some secret society (that still might be entirely fictional), "Kane likes them, and I find they really accentuate my legs." Kane was her boyfriend.
"You mom loved them," I reminisced, missing her legs, her feet, her everything.
"Yeah, she always wore them," Michelle agreed tenderly.
"Do you always wear them now too?" I asked, prying a little more.
"Yeah, pretty much."
"It's crazy seeing my baby girl as an adult."
"Yep, all grown up now," she said before glancing at her phone. "Shoot, I'm going to be late."
"Your first class isn't for another hour," I pointed out, glancing up at the clock.
"Oh, I'm meeting a classmate for breakfast."
"Where?"
"At her dorm," she said, giving me a hug and saying, "Love you."
"Love you too," I said, my first thought being that her breakfast might be pussy... black pussy. In one way that might be pretty obvious by now. In another way it was still unthinkable!
I shook the unthinkable thought out of my head (if that's not an oxymoron), as our entire conversation and my sly interrogation hadn't really given me any evidence she was part of a secret sex society. Kane was white, I'd met him a couple of times, and he was a very polite young man, so if she was wearing nylons for him, it could very well mean she was oblivious to, or had rejected the temptations of this secret society. Or that such a society didn't even exist, although that possibility I kept clinging to, seemed less and less likely every time I thought about it.
I went and showered and headed to work, feeling a little nervous about what might lie ahead for me, especially today.
Okay, a lot nervous.
Yet even as I anticipated some sort of craziness to come leaping out at me... nothing happened.
I did bump into Sarah in the staff lounge (her ubiquitous nylons today were mocha), and she enquired sweetly about how I was enjoying my new job, and I asked her how she was enjoying the semester so far. I went to pour myself some more coffee, and asked if she wanted any more. She said sure. I asked how she took it, and she answered, seeming to stress the word, although it could have been my imagination, "BLACK."
I laughed, as I had always drunk mine black too, "Hey, I drink it that way too."
"Yeah, no reason to adulterate a perfect beverage," she smiled.
"Agreed," I said.
We went our separate ways, and I was happy to feel my cock was hard, knowing it was because of Sarah. Sarah and her pretty face. Sarah and her great legs. Sarah and her pantyhose. Sarah and her nice ass as she walked away. Just Sarah. Not... let's not even go there.
That evening Mike texted me: How was your day?
I responded: Uneventful, except I had a nice conversation with Sarah.
He suggested: Ask her out.
I replied: I haven't asked a woman out in over twenty years.
He said: Do it! What have you got to lose?
I replied: Nothing I guess.
He said: Exactly.
I replied: I'll think about it.
He replied: Do it!
I graded some papers and planned the next day's lessons, telling myself I needed to stop worrying about Jamal and this weird secret society nonsense, and to focus on work and maybe, just maybe, asking out Sarah.
.....
The next day I arrived at my office early, hoping to enter the grades from the papers I'd graded last night into the computer records, when I found some Polaroids littering my desk. (Who still even has a Polaroid camera nowadays?) There were a dozen of them. Each of a black cock. Some with lips wrapped around them, all female, a couple of them shooting cum, and all of them big and hard. There was also a typed note, unsigned:
Professor Future Bottom Bitch:
Is there any particular dick here you'd prefer over the others?
One for that cock sucking mouth of yours.
One for that virgin ass of yours.
That was it.
Fuck!
How brazen!
I couldn't believe someone had snuck into my office and scattered all these photos across my desk. I wanted to ask my secretary if she'd seen anyone, but she wouldn't be in for another twenty minutes.
I should have thrown those pictures in the garbage, yet I spent the next few minutes perusing them.
Each dick was so big.
So thick.
And, although I'd never considered it before, even during the rare times I watched porn (which truthfully wasn't all that often, I just found the scenes so over-the-top and unbelievable (which yes I know seems ironic, if the secret society was actual) that I preferred reading erotica, and sometimes writing a bit of it myself), but this time I couldn't believe how hot an action photo of a cock shooting cum could be.
I was still examining them, when my door opened and a deep male voice said, "I see you like the pics I left for you."
I quickly pushed them off my desk as I looked up, and saw Jamal leaning against the doorway. "You left them here?"
"Yeah, I figured since you seemed so beguiled by my cock, I should give you a few pictures of some other nice big black cocks for you to drool over," he explained, a smug grin on his face.
"I should report you," I said.
"But you won't," he said. "We both know that."
"I don't think we do," I said, trying not to display any weakness.
"Yeah, we do," he said. "I could walk over to you and shove my cock in your mouth right now, and you couldn't do anything to stop me. But I want you to come to me. I want you to beg for my dick."
"Not going to happen,"
"Oh, but it will," he smirked. "Oh, it will."
He then simply turned and left.
"What the fuck?" I swore, more to myself than anyone else.
What just happened?
A minute later my secretary Jane walked in and asked, "Is there anything I can do for you, Professor Barber?"
I looked at her and her white nylons and replied, "No thanks, I'm just getting ready for my lecture."
She walked over and bent down, and horrified, I realized what she was doing, so I leapt to my feet and said, trying to appear casual but totally failing, "Don't worry about those, I'll get them."
"No worries," she said, picking up one that was upside down and turning it over. "Oh, I see."
"That's not what it looks like," I said, humiliated to be caught with pictures of black dicks scattered around my office.
"What it looks like is that they're targeting you next."
"Who would be targeting me?" I asked, playing dumb.
"Oh," she said casually (successfully), gathering up all the photos and placing them on my desk in a neat stack. "You'll see soon enough. And you should hang onto these."
She then strolled out as if nothing of note had happened, as I noticed her nylons had a sexy seam down the back. Was she too a submissive to black pussy and cock? It seemed that she was. She was married with three kids, and was quite chubby... but she was Latina, not quite white, and she had huge tits and an amazing big booty. I couldn't help but imagine her body really rocking while getting railed by a big black cock.
Fuck! I needed to get my head out of the gutter!
Sadly, I realized I was hard again.
I decided I needed another coffee. I went to the lounge, and was pleasantly surprised to see Sarah there, in a nice red business suit and tan nylons. "Hey, good looking," she greeted with her dazzling smile.
"Hi, Sarah. You're here early today."
"Yes, I had an early breakfast meeting."
"I hope it was fruitful," I said, a joke I always made about breakfast meetings and fruit. It's lame, I know.
"Oh yes, it was quite a fulfilling breakfast," she said casually. "What are your plans for the day?"
"Same as always, prep, teach and grade," I said.
"Well, we can't have you stuck in a rut," she objected smoothly. "Why don't we go out for dinner tonight?"
"What? Really?" I asked, aiming for sounding willing, but not too enthusiastic.
Yes, it will be fun."
"Yeah sure, I'd love to."
"Great, it's a date then."
"Yeah, yeah, a date," I nodded, sounding like an overeager high school student.
"Meet me at Dane's at seven," she suggested.
"Sure," I nodded, trying to dial down my excitement a little.
"Great, see you then," she said with a warm smile.
I watched her leave, adjusted my throbbing dick, and poured myself a black coffee. This was too good to be true!
I was headed back to my office, when I realized I had to piss. I walked down the 900 hallway, when I recalled the bathroom I was approaching was supposedly the gay one. Yet I really had to piss, and it was almost an hour before any classes were starting... so I figured it should be empty.
It wasn't.
A white chubby student was on his knees, bobbing on a tall, slim, black student's big cock.
I should have immediately turned around and walked out, but I was about to piss myself, so I headed to a stall. (Not a urinal, since I wanted to get out of sight as quickly as possible.)
"Hi, Professor Barber," the black kid said, as I scurried nervously past him.
I wasn't certain, but he might have been a student in one of my freshman classes. It was too early in the semester to recognize all 100 or so students in each of my classes.
I didn't respond as I closed the stall door, and hurriedly yanked out my dick to pee.
"That's it slut, suck my big dick," the guy urged, just as my stream of piss began spraying into the toilet.
One would figure he'd be embarrassed at being discovered by a professor while receiving head, yet that definitely wasn't the case.
"Tell me how much you love black cock, faggot," he said in a loud voice, obviously playing to the crowd (me).
"I love black cock so much," the chubby one responded on cue.
"Do you want my cock in that fat ass of yours?"
"Really? Yes, please," he responded, sounding desperate to get fucked.
"There's a professor in the stall listening in on us; does that matter?" the black guy asked, clearly enjoying humiliating the kid, and also demonstrating to me the power he had.
"I don't give a shit what he hears," the chubby kid said. "Just bend me over the counter and fuck me!"
"You sure?" the black kid asked, clearly amused.
"Yes, yes, let's show that reluctant professor what he's missing!"
Reluctant? And the white student was calling me that? Was the entire school monitoring the progress of my seduction (if you could call it that)?
"Good idea. Pull down your pants and bend over, faggot."
"Yes, sir," the chubby kid responded eagerly, addressing someone his own age by a term usually reserved for elders or military officers.
I'd finished pissing, but now I was frozen with indecision. Did I walk out, wash my hands and act as if nothing was happening? Did I wait in here until they were done? Did I storm out asserting all of my faculty authority (if I had any), and stop this twisted act of humiliation in its tracks?
"Oh fuck," the kid groaned, as he was obviously getting his ass filled.
"Such a tight ass for such a fat one," the black kid taunted.
"Oh God, fuck my fat ass, fuck it good."
"You have a girlfriend, faggot?"
"No," he moaned, as I began to hear their bodies colliding.
"You're probably too busy sucking cock and getting fucked."
"Oh yes, the app gives me all the black cock I can handle," he moaned.
There's even an app for finding black dicks to service?! He can't be serious! I stuffed my hard cock away, it continuing to betray me, and prepared to leave. I wasn't going to let this guy get to me.
"Yeah, that was a great idea this year."
"Yeah, I fucking love it," the chubby guy groaned.
"I bet you do."
I flushed the toilet to alert them I was on my way out.
"You ready for my load in your fat asshole?"
"Oh yes, breed me with your black cock," the guy moaned, sounding very feminine.
I walked out, thinking I could just leave, but found myself stopping and staring at the action.
"Hey Professor, make sure to wash your hands," the black kid jeered, as he railed his chubby, moaning bitch. Did I just call the kid a bitch? A guy's bitch?
"Oh fuck! Professor, are you getting your share of black cock?" the chubby kid asked through his whimpering.
"No," I said, as I walked to the sink and washed my hands, trying to make it look like none of this was fazing me at all.
"Oh, but he will," the black kid said.
"Hurry up and dive in, Professor, you'll love it," the white kid said.
"Here it comes, faggot," the black kid said, and then spewed his load into the fat kid's ass.
"Oh yes, breed me," the kid moaned.
I finished washing my hands, didn't take the time to dry them and began to leave, as the black kid pulled out and asked, "You sure you don't want some of this, Professor Barber?"
"Yeah, I'm good," I said, but I couldn't help but glance at his cock... which was huge, and currently had cum dripping from it.
"Yeah, I should leave you alone," he said as I hurried past him. "Jamal has already claimed you."
I continued walking, surreptitiously adjusting my hard cock once I was safely in the deserted hallway, and returned to my office.
I closed my door, locking it this time, and jerked off... trying to ease the throbbing in my dick.
I shot my load in record time, as I glanced down and saw a photo of a black cock in someone's mouth.
Fuck, this was really getting out of hand!
Brushing off everything, especially the guy's words 'Jamal has already claimed you', I eventually went and taught my class. Three black female students sat in the front row with white girls massaging their feet... all three white girls wearing nylons.
Once the class had ended and people were leaving, I looked up and saw a black male student standing near the back with what was undeniably a head bobbing up and down, as a few students idly stood around watching.
I sighed and called out, "Please take whatever that is somewhere else."
"I'm just helping my buddy get his morning protein," the black student called back.
"Yeah, he looks really hungry," a redheaded female student giggled, as I saw a black girl squeezing her ass.
"Are you hungry?" her black girl asked politely.
"Actually I'm starving," she agreed, and the black girl took her hand and led her out of my class.
"Now," I said firmly.
"Hold your horses, Professor; he's almost got me there," the black kid objected.
I sighed and decided this battle wasn't worth fighting, as he grunted, "Swallow it all."
As I walked down the hallway, a pretty blonde was massaging a large black girl's shoulders, while a chubby brunette was sucking on her toes.
"Jesus Christ," I muttered to myself as I headed to my office.
I walked past the 900 bathroom, and saw Jerry, one of the teacher assistants, walking out. He saw me and greeted, "Hi, Professor Barber."
"Hi, Jerry."
"How was class?" he asked, walking up to me.
"Uneventful," I said, noticing he had a wad of cum on his chin. So I pointed out, "I think you have something on your chin."



"Shoot, do I?" he said, as he scooped up the cum and put it in his mouth and asked chattily, "Don't you hate it when you forget to clean up afterwards?" as I saw two white students going into the bathroom, and heard some guy inside groaning.
"Are you going in there?" he asked, seeing me looking at the door.
"God, no!"
"Are you sure? There are a few huge bulls in there right now."
"Jesus, does everyone do this?" I asked.
"Huh? You don't?" he asked, genuinely surprised.
"No," I said firmly.
"You don't know what you're missing," he cautioned.
"Oh, I think I'll be okay," I said, shaking my head, as a large black man walked out, still zipping himself up.
"Okay, whatever," he said, as he walked away unconcernedly.
I reached my office and collapsed into my chair. This was getting completely out of control.
Yet... once again... I was hard.
This time I pushed those thoughts out of the way, since I had a luncheon meeting with the head of my department.
I freshened up and headed across campus.
Along the way, I bumped into my son.
"Hey, dad," Jason greeted, holding hands with a very pretty redhead.
"Hi, Jason," I replied.
"Tiffany, this is my Dad; he's a new professor here," Jason introduced.
"A pleasure to meet you, Tiffany," I said, as I glanced down to see she was wearing jeans.
"You too, Professor Joe," she said. "I've heard a lot about you." Apparently she'd already known my name.
"I hope not all of it bad," I joked.
"No, Jamal says you're great," she assured me politely, as I glanced down and noticed her flats revealed black nylons.
"J-J-Jamal?" I stammered.
"Yeah, he's a great guy."
"Do you know Jamal, Jason?" I asked.
"Who doesn't?" Jason answered, although his answer still gave me no clue whether he was part of the submissive white culture.
"Shoot, I need to get going, I'm going to be late," I said, as my phone's reminder app buzzed that my meeting was in five minutes.
"I'll tell Jamal you said hi," she said.
"No, please don't do that," I urged her, as I headed off.
I reached the main building, and hurried to Dave's office, not having the time to process what that strange conversation had meant, or might have implied.
The meeting went fine, even though I wondered whether a 68-year-old man could possibly be part of this ever-growing crowd of submissives... it certainly didn't seem likely.
We discussed the road to my eventual tenure, my class load, and what it was like for me to move here from a small town. Giving him generic answers, and certainly not mentioning any secret society, it was the most relaxed I'd been in a couple of days... when this meeting with a superior could have been stressful.
I was returning to my office, having office hours from one to three on Thursdays, when I bumped into Elaine Harris.
She greeted me brightly, "Hi, Joe!" then asked right up front, "Still straight?"
"Hi yourself. Yeah, still straight. Still not getting any BBC?" I countered snarkily.
"Not yet," she replied cheerily, completely unfazed by my attitude. "But soon, very soon."
"And you're okay that your husband sucks dick and gets fucked?"
"Yeah, it's pretty hot, and we don't keep any secrets from each other."
"That's crazy."
"Actually, it's brought us closer as a couple."
"How?"
"I can't explain how, or even why, but it does."
"Well, I'm happy it works for you two."
"You'll understand very soon."
"I don't think so."
"I do; I know so," she said, as she strolled away, looking completely respectable in a long dress and black nylons.
I arrived at my office, and met with three students: two Hispanic guys and one Asian girl, not wearing nylons. It was 2:30 when I headed to the washroom... although this time going to the faculty one.
Yet as I was heading there, I decided I couldn't just wimp out and avoid certain bathrooms, so I went to the one closest one, which hadn't been mentioned as 'designated' by Mike in his list of the bathroom sex specialties.
I walked in, and at first I thought it was empty, until I walked into the last stall, needing to do more than just piss, and I almost crashed into a tall black student, getting his dick sucked by a white one.
"Hey, Professor Joe," the black student said, one I recognized from one of my classes.
"Oh, I'll use a different...." I began, as I looked down and saw as expected, a big black cock, but not as expected was the guy whose mouth was wrapped around it. "Derek?" Derek had once joined Jason and me for lunch. Nice kid. Very talented member of the football team.
Derek opened his eyes as the black kid said conversationally, "Oh, you two know each other. Are you cock sucking buddies?"
"What? No!" I said. "He's my son's friend."
"Oh, so your son and he are cock sucking buddies."
'I don't think so," I said, as Derek looked humiliated, but he kept sucking.
"He's really good, if you want to blow a load in his mouth once I'm done," he offered, still casually friendly, as if we were meeting over a backyard fence.
"What? God, no!"
"I'm just saying," he shrugged. "Unless you want to join him, and you guys can bond by sucking my cock together."
"Jesus Christ," I said as I looked down; Derek had closed his eyes again, and was bobbing hungrily.
"What? You're not a cock sucker, Professor?" he asked. "I mean you'd be the only one who isn't."
"No, I'm not," I said proudly, although sounding a bit like a stuffed shirt.
"Well, I imagine it's only a matter of time," he said, as he switched gears from being sucked, to face fucking Derek.
As usual, I did nothing to stop the inevitable; I just watched, as the star receiver of the football team was face fucked by some black kid.
Finally I managed to break the spell I was under, and turned and left as the black guy groaned, "That's it, cock sucker! Deep throat my black cock!"
I still hadn't pissed or taken my number two, as I scurried out and headed for the faculty bathroom, where it should be safe.
I finally took a seat on the pot, and pondered. Jason's girlfriend knowing Jamal and wearing nylons; his friend Derek sucking dick; the odds my son wasn't a cock sucker were getting longer and longer.
It was a couple hours later, six o'clock, I was wrapping up at the office to go home and get ready for my date with Sarah, when I heard the voice I most didn't want to hear. "Hey, Professor."
I looked up from my desk and sighed. "What can I do for you, Jamal?"
"It's not what you can do for me," he said, sauntering in and closing my door, "it's what I can do for you."
"Please leave the door open," I ordered.
"No, I think you'll prefer it closed," he refused, as he proceeded to my desk.
"Jamal, I'm not like the rest of them," I said nervously.
"The rest of whom?" he asked, as he now stood before me, his crotch inches from my face.
"You know what I mean."
"Enlighten me," he said, his cock so big, I could see it bulging in his pants.
"I'm not gay."
"I never thought you were," he replied. "In fact very few of my cock suckers and bottom boys are. Christ, you saw Professor Harris: he loves taking my cock, and he's happily married. I'm even told that he and Elaine have a very active sex life together... they're happy as clams!"
"Let me be perfectly clear," I said. "I am not gay, or bi, or even curious."
"Yet you're staring at my crotch," he said as he pulled his sweats down, adding, "Allow me to give you a better look."
"Jesus Christ Jamal, put that thing away!" I yelped, as his cock flopped out and almost slapped me in the face.
"You can pretend all you wish, you can deny all you wish," he intoned, "but Professor, you can't overcome fate, DNA and natural selection. They constitute a formidable lineup against you."
"Natural selection?" I asked, as I struggled unsuccessfully to avoid staring at his cock.
"Yes, white men's purpose is to suck and to be fucked by black cock," he said pedantically, sounding like he was the professor. It's in part human nature, but also I believe, racial karma."
I went to stand up, but he placed his hands on my shoulders and... very gently, not at all forcefully... pushed me back down into my chair. For some reason, I complied.
"Look, I'll tell you what," he offered reasonably. "I'll keep my dick out in front of you for ten minutes. If you can resist touching it for that long, I'll just leave."
"Easily achieved," I agreed to the simple trial.
"I'm sure it will be," he agreed equably, as he moved his cock near my lips.
"But you must remain seated the entire time, facing forward," he added.
"Sure, why not?"
"Isn't my black cock impressive, Professor?"
"It's big, but so what?" I opined, then wondered why I'd opened with 'it's big.'"
"Oh, certainly size matters, but it's more than simply its size," he continued his learned lecture. "I mean, there are even a few white guys with horse cocks. Shit, I once fucked a minister in his church, who had an eleven inch cock. It was bigger than mine, but he was still the bottom."
"Okay," I said, even as I imagined this cock about an inch from my face fucking a minister.
"Yes. You see, size is indeed a factor, as is the ability to use it, but the truth is, there is simply something all-encompassing, all-powerful and hypnotic that comes with having a black cock. Did you know that men of all professions in the local community: doctors, lawyers, politicians, teachers and more, use the new cock sucker app we've recently begun offering, to facilitate their privilege of sucking black cock or getting fucked?" Now he sounded more like the pitch man on an infomercial.
"No, I didn't," I replied, even though there was indeed something hypnotic about his cock... it was just so visually stimulating. I couldn't explain it, but my cock was hard, and his dick right in my face was making me horny in the same way nylons on a woman always did. I then asked, to confirm what I'd heard about it earlier today, "Actually, I did hear about that. There really is such an app?"
"Certainly! You simply log in and activate your location sender, and then black studs can see you're available and invite you over; or if they prefer, they can come to you to get serviced," he explained. "I fucked a cop two days ago in his patrol car, I face-fucked a groom on his wedding day at the church while his brand new wife looked high and low for him, and last week I fucked an eighteen-year-old on his birthday, while my buddies fucked his older brother, his dad, and his grandpa. Then we all sat down and chatted together while we shared his birthday cake."
"Bullshit," I said, all this malarkey just too wild to believe.
"Why would I lie?" he said as he traced my firmly clenched together lips with his fat cock head. "I can always get all the cock suckers, all the bottoms, and all the white pussy I need."
"Then why hassle me?"
"Well, we can't have one holdout working here," he said. "I've fucked every professor here, as well as the Dean."
I didn't say another word since if I did, his cock might slip into my mouth.
"I see you're still fighting it. But a growing part of you longs to suck my dick. Admit it."
I shook my head no, still keeping my mouth tightly shut.
"Tell you what. You still have six more minutes to endure, but I could leave right now. All you have to do is stand up and show me you're not hard right now."
I sighed.
"You're hard as fuck, aren't you?" he chuckled.
"Not because of you."
"No? Do you find your students' essays that stimulating?"
I didn't speak. What could I say? It was obvious I was hard because of him. I couldn't explain why, but it was the truth.
"Yep, you're dying to suck this big black cock," he said confidently. "And likely you're dying to feel it deep in your ass, too."
"No, I definitely don't want to be ass fucked," I said, then realized I'd just implied I was okay with sucking his cock.
"No? Just sucking cock?" he leapt on my lapse. "Yeah, some white boys are just cock suckers. Many are only that for quite some time. Eventually though, they almost always end up wondering what a dick feels like up their ass."
"I don't..." I began to say I don't know what, but he stoppered me up by sliding his cock in my mouth.
"Now the liberty I've just taken doesn't mean you're a cock sucker... or not yet, anyway," he explained my new ground rules. "Now you must just sit there and try not to begin bobbing. But your mouth was simply too inviting not to give it the privilege of feeling a dick in it. Think you can last four more minutes without actively participating?"

I should have backed off or pushed him away the moment he'd shoved his dick in my mouth... yet I didn't.
"Doesn't it feel good to have this big black cock in your mouth, Professor?" he asked. "Doesn't it feel natural?"
I was paralyzed with indecision.
Shocked by what had just happened.
I remained frozen.
With a dick in my mouth.
With a big black cock stretching my mouth.
Yet, as long as I didn't move, I wasn't a cock sucker.
I hadn't been the one to put it in my mouth.
I wasn't sucking.
Three more minutes, give or take, and I'd win.
He'd said he wouldn't bother me any more, and I believed him.
But God, it felt so... so... so... I hated to say it, hated to use his term, but 'natural' was the perfect descriptor.
"I know, I know," he said sympathetically, and I believed him.
He wasn't pressuring me.
Except of course by sticking his dick in my mouth.
And leaving it there while it grew harder.
"The temptation to suck is growing, isn't it Professor?"
Fuck! He was right! A growing curiosity was building inside me. It was so tempting to bob... just once.
"You're thinking... maybe just once. Just one bob," he said, reading my mind. "But one bob will automatically lead to two, and before you know it, you'll be a cock sucker. Not that that's a bad thing."

I hated the way he was reading my mind.
I was getting so horny. So captivated by this cock in my mouth.
"Tell you what," he made a new offer. "I'll just slide in and out five times to let you know what it feels like. It won't count unless you decide to continue after those five. Okay?"
I couldn't respond since his dick was in my mouth, but after a few seconds, his cock began to move in and out... not all the way out, mind you....
So how did I react?
I moaned.
"There you go," he said, and his five brief thrusts had stopped almost as soon as they'd begun.
My cock flinched. My mouth watered. My head spun.
"Did you like that?"" he asked. "How it felt? Do you want some more? Do you want to take control and suck my big cock like the natural submissive you are?"
I was overwhelmed.
I'd already allowed him to put his cock in my mouth.
I'd already allowed him to fuck my mouth, albeit very briefly.
I was still allowing his cock to be in my mouth.
Some words sound like what they mean, and one of those words is 'eschew'.
I wasn't eschewing this cock.
Why not?
I wasn't gay.
I wasn't a cock sucker.
Fuck, I had a date with Sarah, the hottest women I'd ever met in my life, and I was supposed to meet her in forty-five minutes.
Yet I wanted more of this cock, and I knew she'd understand; and being the cock slut she was (I wasn't judging, it was just a known and acknowledged fact she would never deny), she'd even encourage me to go for it!
Those five gentle thrusts had felt so good! I couldn't explain why or how, but they'd just felt so natural.
I wanted more of them.
Just a couple more bobs.
Or maybe just one.
"Two more minutes," he said. "If you don't start sucking in two minutes I'll leave, but you'll never again enjoy the privilege of my cock in your mouth."
I'd already lasted eight minutes.
I could last two more.
I needed to last two more.
Yet I also desperately wanted to feel that cock moving in my mouth again.
I wanted it.
I needed it.
I increasingly craved it.
"Your lust is taking control," he read me correctly. "You're desperately fighting the urge to suck, to become the cock sucker you were born to be."
'Born to be' sounded so ludicrous, yet at the moment it seemed he was right. I was fighting against every ounce of the lust inside me not to suck!
"One more minute," he announced like a dispassionate timekeeper. "One more minute, and either you become a cock sucker, or you never get any black cock on this campus ever again. Your choice."
I could do this.
I could hold out.
I could resist.
I had to resist.
I could break that ridiculous secret society.
I could do it.
I could.

I... fuck... it's so hard in my mouth... so juicy... so big.
Fuck!
"Thirty more seconds, Professor cock sucker."
God, I want to suck this big cock.
No, I have to be strong.
Just one suck.
It won't make me gay.
He's the one who shoved his dick in my mouth.
I didn't put this dick in my mouth.
So hard.
So... fucking... hard.
"Fifteen seconds, and you never get this big, black cock in your mouth ever again," he said. Never."
Fuck! Now or never! Fuck!
"Ten seconds."
Fuck...
Yes...
No...
So hard...
So big...
So juicy...
My mouth is so full of saliva...
"Five seconds."
No.
No!
No!!
No!!!
Fuck it!!!!
I began bobbing.
Yay!!!!!
"With only two seconds left," he said. "That was impressive."
I didn't care anymore. I just wanted to suck.
Needed to suck!
I slid off my chair and lowered myself to my knees, carefully not allowing his glorious cock to leave my mouth.
"Such a natural," he groaned as I bobbed on his big... fat... black... cock... rushes of adrenaline coursing through my very being... as my own cock throbbed in my pants.
I couldn't explain the attraction, just like Mike couldn't.
But now I understood it, just like Mike had said I would.
This was my place.
This was my purpose.
This just felt so right.
So natural.
So fucking good!
"Oh yeah," he said. "And to think for a brief moment there, I thought you might be the first one ever to resist the temptation."
I thought to myself how close I had come, literally just seconds from becoming the one to prove it was possible, yet... instead... I was now just another white cock sucker among many... and as crazy as it sounds after all my drama, I was completely fine with that.
I bobbed, taking more and more of his monster cock in my mouth... although there was no way I could possibly take it all.
I had perhaps five inches inside me, which was only half of this ridiculously long and thick dick attached to Jamal.
"Yeah, from now on you'll be sucking down black cock like it's coffee," he said. "You'll be so addicted. And so satisfied."
I imagined that was true. Now that I was actually doing this, I couldn't fathom never doing it again. Nothing in my life had ever felt so natural. I know it makes no sense unless you've been there, and yet that was the reality.
"But I need to be somewhere soon, so I need to drop this load and dash," he said, as he grasped both sides of my head and began to royally face fuck me.
I gagged a couple of times as he shoved all ten inches in my mouth, but he didn't stop.
It was humiliating just to be used like this, and yet somehow it turned me on even more.
"Oh yeah, Professor Faggot," he grunted, "prepare to receive your first of many loads."
I had no choice but to swallow, as I felt warm, viscous liquid squirting into the back of my mouth before sliding down my throat. I was surprised by its warmth. I'd never thought of that before, it wasn't intense or anything, but noticeable; although it rushed down my throat so quickly, I didn't really get to taste it.



Once he was done, he pulled out and said, "Welcome to the club, cock sucker."
"Thanks," I said awkwardly, as his huge cock dangled in front of me.
"Here's the app you'll want to register for," he said, handing me a printed card.
"Thanks," I repeated, as he pulled up his pants.
"I'll be in touch," he said. "I still have a virgin ass to deflower today."
"I'm not ready for that."
"No worries, you will be, just take your time. But for the record, you can suck as much cock as you like, but no one gets that asshole of yours until I've been there. Is that clear?"
"Yes sir," I agreed, thinking that would be an easy commitment to fulfill.
"Now you'd better hurry," he said. "You don't want to be late for your date."
He then walked out.
Say what? How did he even know about my date?
"Fuck," I sighed, as I got off of my knees.
What just came over me?
I'd been so close to stopping him!
But no, I'd just had to let him win.
Fuck!
I glared down at the tent in my pants, "And don't let me even get started with you, you turncoat!"
I sighed, stored the card in my wallet, and rushed home to change and brush my teeth; I certainly didn't want any cock breath, if that was a thing, in my mouth.
My head was spinning the entire time.
Could I share a close relationship with someone who was a BBC-swallower and likely -fucker, and also assumedly a promiscuous pussy pleaser?
Would she want to date a man who'd just sucked a student's cock? (I was pretty sure the answer to that one would be 'Absolutely!')
Why couldn't I have just resisted a few seconds longer?
Why had it felt so good to have his cock in my mouth? To suck it? To be a cock sucker?
Could I resist the next cock? I was sure there'd be a next one, and the app card carefully stowed in my wallet wasn't much of a vote of confidence in myself that I could.
Was my daughter a submissive to black women, and perhaps to black men?
Was my son a cocksucker too? And a bottom?
So many questions... no answers... but one... I was already craving more cock... black cock... big black cock.
Fuck!
As I walked into the restaurant, I adjusted the tight crotch of my pants, and saw she was already there, in a hot red dress. Fuck, she was so hot!
Fuck!
Could I become a contented cock sucker like Mike (I wasn't ready at this point even to consider becoming a bottom as well), and have a woman who loved and accepted me for who I was, or rather for who I was becoming?
Only time would tell.
Damn, is she a fox!
EPILOGUE: Christmas Party at the Frat House (three months later)
I was on my knees sucking a big black cock.
To the right of me was my older son Jason with a BBC in his mouth.
To the left of me were my twin eighteen-year-old boys each with black meat in their mouth.
Behind me, my daughter had a cock in her pussy while she licked sweet black pussy.
Beside my daughter, was my girlfriend of almost three month, getting railed by some BC while eating some sweet black pie.
How we got to this special family dinner is a crazy, crazy story... but that is for another day.
THE END
Possible continuations:
School of Hard BBC Ch. 02
The main character discovers that the only thing better than a BBC in his mouth is a BBC in his mouth and ass, especially when his new girlfriend is there for support.
School of Hard BBC Ch. 03
Maybe the son story, maybe the daughter story, maybe both?
School of Hard BBC Ch. 04
The twins discover the joys of BBC too.
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* * * * *
"So, you and Faith?" Buffy asked Willow the next day after school, when the two of them were finally alone.
"Yeah, crazy right," Willow said, a little less confident without a strap-on around her waist and a big dick at the fore... which especially instilled her confidence when it was buried deep inside Faith's amazingly resilient asshole.
"I didn't even know you were gay," Buffy said.
"I didn't know for sure either," Willow admitted. She'd always had a crush on Xander and had dated Oz, and had a secret crush on Buffy forever, but after these past few encounters with Faith, there was little doubt she preferred women to men... and she also preferred doing the fucking to being fucked.
"And with Faith of all people," Buffy said, not particularly shocked to see Faith with a girl, as she was obviously a sexually charged woman, but completely astonished to see Willow fucking Faith, and not the other way around. Seeing Willow being so dominant was shocking, almost unbelievable, given her usual shy, somewhat meek, personality. Although on many occasions she'd also seen Willow break out of that stereotypical box and become strong while fighting evil.
"Yeah, I know, even I don't believe it sometimes," Willow said, which was kind of true. Obviously, they were polar opposites.
"Are you two dating?" Buffy asked, wondering if it was just sex. The image of Willow dominating Faith was, for some reason, still vividly sketched in her head, and it made her confusingly wet. She hated to admit it, but it had been incredibly hot to witness.
"We are," Willow said, Faith having agreed to label their relationship as girlfriend and girlfriend... although very reluctantly... but Faith's lust for Willow's cock in her ass had made her willing to agree to things she ordinarily never would.
"Cool," Buffy said, finding it both shocking yet hot. "Just don't let her boss you around."
"Oh, trust me," Willow said, admiring Buffy's body, wondering what it would be like to fuck her too, wondering if, as a slayer like Faith, her asshole too would soon regenerate to virginal. She added, planting the seeds for the slim possibility of fucking her best friend, "I'm the one in charge of our relationship."
"Really?" Buffy asked, even though she had witnessed firsthand Willow fucking Faith, it didn't occur to her that Willow would be the one in charge... even though, in retrospect, it was obvious she'd been last night.
"Yeah, once I push the right buttons, she's actually quite submissive," Willow revealed, then added, planting more seeds, having done some research about sub-domme relationships after that first night, "I've learned that most women in positions of authority tend to become secretly submissive once they go off duty."
"Really?" Buffy asked, realizing that was true for her. Behind the slayer persona she needed to wear almost all the time, when she was alone, or with Angel in the past, she too was submissive... she just wanted to let go and let someone else to be in charge. She wanted just to be used as a slut, a tendency that always confused her and led to her feeling guilty after a night of sexually charged debauchery.
"Yes," Willow continued, unknowingly saying what her best friend was thinking at the moment, "Many women after a long day at work, or in Faith's case a long night, just want to shut off their brain and be told what to do."
"I can't imagine," Buffy lied, even as she felt her cheeks go red at the way Willow's words hit close to home, and she could indeed see that tendency in herself.
Willow noticed Buffy's suddenly flushed face, wondering if this theory she'd read about was true in her case, as she continued planting an abundance of seeds, "Girls like Faith hide their secret submissive side by being a feminist, or in Faith's case, through excessive sexual bravado. She's always been quite the bully in the bedroom, but now she's very relieved she doesn't have to be."
"Seems a bit extreme," Buffy said, as she thought to herself that was absolutely how she often felt.
"It's just a theory," Willow said, acting casual, as if she weren't planting seeds, and perhaps even fertilizing them a bit.
"I just couldn't have fathomed Faith in that..." Buffy paused, then finished, recalling exactly what she'd seen, "...position."
"You couldn't have imagined my being in charge either, could you?" Willow asked, enjoying the slight power shift that was occurring, and the slightly confused fluster on Buffy's face.
"I was a little surprised," Buffy admitted with an awkward smile, as the visual of Willow fucking Faith so aggressively popped back into her head.
"So was I," Willow laughed, "but something very natural came over me when Faith tried to turn me, and before I knew it, I was the one turning her!"
"Turn? Turning?"
"Yeah, she wanted to turn me into her fuck-toy like she had so many others, but instead I turned her into mine," Willow said wickedly, all in that cute, sweet casual way she always spoke.
"Willow!" Buffy gasped at her friend's blatant frankness, plus the wetness leaking into her own panties.
"What?" Willow asked. "I'm just happy I have someone I can share this with! Keeping it a secret was driving me nuts."
"Well, your secret is definitely out of the bag," Buffy said.
"Yeah, it's kind of liberating."
"So it seems," Buffy laughed, happy to see this side of Willow. Happy to see her happy; confident even.
"Mistress, may we please go and fuck now?" Faith asked obsequiously, no longer worried about keeping the secret of her being submissive to Willow, especially since Buffy had already witnessed them in the act. Plus, she needed to get ass fucked right fucking now... which overrode everything else... propriety had never been one of her strong suits.
Buffy shook her head at Faith's brazen request (for want of a stronger word), even while she couldn't help wondering what it would be like to be fucked by Willow... something she'd never remotely considered before seeing what she'd seen last night, and then replaying it in her head over and over and over again ever since. Fuck, I really need to get laid!
"You really are insatiable," Willow said, shaking her head at Buffy in the way an understanding but also condescending girl would when their clueless boyfriend said something stupid or inappropriate.
"But you love fucking me," Faith wheedled, knowing that Willow became a completely different person once a strap-on was around her waist.
"I didn't say I didn't, and yes we will," Willow said, shaking her head some more. "Sorry... duty calls."
"Yeah, I can tell. Then see you tonight at the Bronze?" Buffy asked, noticing for the first time Faith was wearing a dress, also probably for the first time.
"Sure," Willow nodded.
"Let's go, Mistress," Faith said, in her typical impatient tone. Submissive or not, she was accustomed to the world revolving around her and her needs.
"Yeah, yeah," Willow said, "hold your horses... or your twat, or something," possessively taking her hand.
"You're the one who turned me into an addicted ass slut," Faith said wickedly, deliberately loud enough for Buffy to hear... the idea of helping her Mistress to turn her into the bottom bitch definitely appealing.
"I'm going to gape that shit hole so good," Willow replied, also loud enough for Buffy to hear... yet another seed planted.
Buffy shook her head at their nasty talk, as well as noticing Faith's legs were in nylons, and she could see the top of the lace top stockings whenever the wind blew the dress up. Faith wearing a dress and nylons didn't go unnoticed. It was one more way Willow was controlling Faith... which was very impressive. She remembered dressing up as a cheerleader for Angel, as well as the Devil in all red lingerie, and an angel in all white.
"You'd better," Faith said, frustrated by her constant longing for having Willow's dick in her ass, and by feeling longingly empty whenever it wasn't filled.
"I think I created a monster," Willow said shaking her head.
Ten minutes later, Faith was sucking her strap-on cock. "God, you look so good with a mouthful of my dick, you sexy slut."
"Mmmmm," Faith moaned, being called names by Willow really turning her on.
As Willow watched the pretty, the strong, the defiant, the slayer, the conquered, sucking her cock, an idea popped into her head. What if she could learn a spell to make the cock real? Was that possible? It would definitely be something to research.
Faith bobbed on the strap-on, ironically wishing it was a real cock. Being subjected to Willow's dominance with a real throbbing, spurting cock would be the ultimate rush!
"Ready for some butt fucking?" Willow asked as she pulled her (unfortunately fake) cock out of the pretty girl's mouth.
"Yeppers! Just shove it in," Faith said, as she stood up and bent over the bed... the initial pain being an integral part of her sexual thrill of submissive obedience.
"You really are the most insatiable ass slut," Willow said, as she admired Faith's ass bent over so invitingly. Faith was naked except for the thigh high stockings Willow now insisted she always wear.
"Yes, I need your dick in my ass; yes, I love your dick in my ass," Faith babbled, knowing that was what Willow wanted to hear, but also she just wanted that cock in her ass!
"That sounds pathetic," Willow said, slapping Faith's ass.
"True, but you know I love being your ass slut," Faith justified, looking back at Willow, who she'd recently seen as nerdy and meek, but now saw as sexy and strong... weird how perceptions could be turned completely on their head, "I'm even dressing like a preppy bimbo for you!"
"I think those outfits make you look sexy," Willow said, as she stroked her hands down Faith's silky sheer nylon legs.
"I'll dress anyway you want me to," Faith promised, so completely intoxicated with the pleasure Willow constantly gave her. "I'll be your personal live action Barbie ass slut, just so long as you keep fucking me."
"I've never had a Barbie."
"Then just dress me up however you wish, and make me your anal slut Barbie or Heloise or whomever," Faith offered, Willow's hands on her legs feeling nice, but she desperately needed the thrill of a dick reaming her shit hole.
"Very enticing," Willow said, as she positioned her cock at Faith's once again virginal looking asshole.
"Just slam that big fuck dick up your Barbie's shit hole," Faith begged, as Willow teased her rosebud.
"Tonight we're going to the Bronze as a couple," Willow announced, as she slid the entire dick inside Faith's asshole in a single aggressive whomp!
"Yesssssss," Faith moaned loudly, not agreeing to Willow's expectations, but to the thrill of that cock sliding inside her ass... the instant pain-pleasure principal coursing through her body.
"Yes, tonight all of Sunnydale learns you're my girlfriend," Willow asserted, resting her hips against Faith's backside.
"Okay," Faith agreed, knowing that although she didn't really like the label of girlfriend (a label she'd avoided almost her entire life), she was willing to do anything to have Willow's cock in her ass on a regular basis. Plus, she didn't give a flying fuck what anyone else thought of her, and that wouldn't change if people saw her holding hands with a nerd, or even if they saw her bent over a bathroom stall with a nerd's strap-on dick pounding her ass.
"Okay what?" Willow asked, as she did five quick thrusts into Faith's ass... the rush of being in power over her as exciting now as it was the first time.
"Okay, I'll join you on a date," Faith agreed with a moan, as the sudden rough thrusts sent waves both of pleasure and pain through her body. "And you can show me off."
"And you'll dance with me?" Willow asked.
"I'll eat your cunt while you belly dance if you want," Faith said, willing to do anything to continue getting fucked by this nerd fuck stud.
"Well, maybe we won't go that far," Willow smiled, although the idea of having her quietly eat her out under a table while they were sitting with her friends, or maybe fucking her in a bathroom were both turn ons.
"I'm your slut now, Willow, I'll do anything you tell me to," Faith said, knowing how pathetic she sounded, yet she meant it. She couldn't explain why, she didn't understand it... but God was she in major lust with Willow... and she was beginning to worry it was more than just the deep anal drillings. She was beginning to think she was falling for Willow as in being in love.
"Oh yes, I'll be sure to test that theory," Willow said, still sometimes thinking she was living a dream. A quiet nerd... a wallflower for her entire life... she couldn't even get an average guy like Xander to notice her... but she suddenly had one of the hottest girls ever under her thumb... even one of the strongest.... who was declaring complete obedience to her!
"Test away," Faith agreed eagerly, as Willow began ass fucking her.
Willow fucked her for a couple minutes before thinking she should experiment with some new positions. She'd googled anal sex positions for women, and had memorized three for now, planning to explore some more as time went on.
She pulled out just as Faith's moans were increasing, and admired the huge gaping hole that had been puckered tight just a few minutes ago, "Fuck, your ass can just open up for dick!"
"Shove it back in," Faith demanded, hating the emptiness that occurred when Willow's dick abandoned her asshole even for a moment.
"Crawl onto the bed and lie on your stomach," Willow ordered, ready to try one or two of those new positions. This one she thought would be an impressive power position.
"Okay, but you'd better have that cock back in your girlfriend's ass before I can count to one," Faith said, as she quickly obeyed the redhead, using the term 'girlfriend' to encourage her to hurry up and not tease her... oddly enjoying being told what to do... but equally hating that she enjoyed being told what to do. This went against her personal credo of controlling everyone.
"Oh, I'm going to fill that gaping asshole and pound you like the fuck Barbie doll you are," Willow said, as she got onto the bed. "Now spread those ass cheeks wide for your girlfriend's big cock."
"Oh yes, baby," Faith said, anticipation of having the cock buried deep in her ass again swirling inside her.
Willow, recalling the position, positioned her cock at the gaping asshole, so wide her fist could easily fit inside, moved her hands to Faith's shoulder blades, spread her legs slightly to either side of Faith's legs, and slid her cock into the inviting, needy hole.
"Ooooooooh, yes!" Faith moaned, this position allowing the cock to penetrate her at a different angle, bringing new pleasure.
"I'm going to fuck you so hard," Willow promised as she began thrusting roughly, her body crashing into Faith's, the cock going as deep as possible into the slayer.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Baby, fuck it good," Faith moaned, as the deep hard thrusts she was receiving in this position brought intense pleasure, making her body bounce up to meet each deep penetration.
"You like this, slayer slut?" Willow asked, this position so powerful, so hot, and making Faith bounce up off the bed like a marionette.
"Love it Baby, you're fucking my ass so fucking good," Faith moaned, as her entire body bounced up and down while pleasure rose inside her... an orgasm definitely imminent.
"Your ass was made for my cock," Willow staked her claim, sweat beginning to roll down her forehead, as this was quite the workout.
"And your cock was made for my ass," Faith blurted out, as her orgasm continued its accelerate pace.
"Come, slayer slut, come, my submissive shithole slut," Willow ordered, wicked words flowing out of her mouth with great ease.
"Oh fuck, yes, more," Faith moaned, the name calling, the dominance, the deep drilling, all had her in a lustful frenzy.
"Now, you fucking lesbian ass whore," Willow demanded, her tone vicious as she destroyed Faith's asshole, not bothering with any artsy alliteration.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Faith screamed, the deep pounding, the odd angle, the nasty demands, and the way she was being literally bounced around like she was on a trampoline, making this orgasm even more intense than her previous ones.
"Yes, slut," Willow said, as she kept fucking Faith for another minute before pulling out, discarding the strap-on, flipping over the bigger, stronger girl with relative ease, and sitting on her face.
Faith was dazed and still enjoying the intensity of her orgasm, when she was suddenly staring into Willow's pussy.
"Get eating, slut," Willow ordered, "show me your appreciation for my fucking that asshole of yours."
Mindlessly Faith obeyed, beginning to lick the pussy she was becoming addicted to.
"Good girl," Willow moaned, as she began to grind her wet pussy on the hot girl's face.
Before their shocking role reversal a few days ago, Faith was always the dominant. Faith did the humiliating. To everyone. Yet now the rougher she was used, the more humiliation she was subjected to, the more excited and completely intoxicated and obedient she became. Faith extended her tongue as her nerdy girlfriend ground her sweet delicious wetness all over her face, onto her lips and onto her tongue.
Willow decided to find a spell to grow a real cock, so she could fuck Faith with it, and thus she could cum on and into Faith. This hot image, mixed with Faith's tongue, had her orgasm rising quickly. She reached down, grabbed Faith's head, and really began to grind on the beautiful brunette.
Faith kept licking the best she could, before a gush of wetness soaked her face and teased her tongue.
Willow let out a muffled moan as her orgasm hit. Glancing at the clock, she realized her mother would be home soon. A moment later, she got off Faith and said, "You need to leave."
"That's it?" Faith asked, surprised, feeling a bit like she was just being used. "We were just getting started!"
"I know I'm being abrupt, but my mom will be home soon," Willow said, gazing down upon the pussy-juice-coated face of her hot girlfriend.
"Then let's go to my place," Faith offered, desperate to be fucked again, one time never enough, licking her lips to taste a little more of Willow's cunt cum.
"Meet me at the Bronze at 9:30," Willow said, hoping to find the time to research some new magic, and perhaps to find a way of transforming her strap-on into a real dick... or just a spell that would give her a real dick by inverting her pussy, or something.
"Fuck, you really hate me," Faith sighed, feeling so empty without Willow's cock in her asshole.
"Not exactly. But I do like to hate fuck your ass," Willow said, admiring her slut and the gaping asshole that was already beginning to shrink.
"Then do it," Faith challenged, needing that cock back in her ass.
"I promise; I'm hoping to come up with a great surprise for you tonight, but whether I manage that or not, I'm going to fuck the living shit out of you," Willow guaranteed, even though she wondered who had coined such a stupid and messy sounding phrase.
"You'd better," Faith said, reluctantly accepting she wasn't getting ass fucked anymore at this moment, and now she'd have to spend some time with the Scooby gang tonight.



"I don't break my promises," Willow assured her, pulling Faith up and kissing her. "Now get out of here before my mom gets home."
"Fine," Faith said, not really a meeting someone's parents kind of girl... yet she was disappointed at having to leave Willow. What the fuck is wrong with me?
Three hours later... Willow was staring at herself in the mirror wearing only a pair of thigh highs and with an absolutely real ten-inch cock dangling between her legs. It was longer and fatter than her strap-on, and her newly discovered magic spell made it completely replace her pussy. It was so hot! As she stroked her dick... yes, her very own dick!... she felt instant pleasure coursing through her. This was both literally and figuratively quite a rush. Fuck, was she was going to astonish Faith!
Willow arrived at the Bronze early, wearing a dress that was long enough and frilly enough to conceal her new secret weapon, but not by much, and picked a secluded booth with a deliciously wicked idea.
Faith arrived early too, missing Willow so much... not only the sodomy... which she continued using as her excuse to continue seeing Willow and to use the swearword... well, it was one to her... girlfriend. She continued trying to deny her insatiable desire to spend every breathing moment with the nerd. So when she reached the table, Willow was already sitting there looking up at her with her geeky, cute as fuck smile, Faith's ass was already twitching for a fucking, and her heart oddly speeding up, and she asked crudely, continuing her uncaring façade, "Can we leave already, so you can drill my shit hole?"
"No, but you can crawl under the table and between my legs while I wait for my friends," Willow counter-offered wickedly.
"You don't think I will?" Faith demanded, loving to take part in daring wild encounters, and her I-don't-give-a-fuck-what-others-think attitude adding verisimilitude to that philosophy.
"Oh, I know you will," Willow said, before adding, "now get down there and suck my cock."
"Fuck, I love when you talk nasty and tell me what to do," Faith said, her pussy and ass tingling with anticipation of the promised strap-on.
Faith crawled under the table, not even looking around to see if anyone was watching, and crawled between Willow's legs, surprised by how dark it was.
"I have a little surprise for you," Willow said, as she felt Faith's hand touching her nylon-clad knee. "Well, more of a really big surprise for you!"
Faith brought her hand to Willow's strap-on dick and gasped... this toy felt very, very real and very, very big. "Holy shit!"
"Like your surprise?" Willow asked.
"Is this really real?" Faith asked, as she stroked a very big, a very fat, and a very real-feeling cock.
"It is," Willow said.
"How the hell did you manage to create this?" Faith asked, as her mouth watered. She'd never really enjoyed sucking dick, even though she was quite good at it. Usually if she did suck one, she sucked it just long enough to get it hard, wet and ready to go inside of her. But this time she was excited... this made Willow literally the perfect person... a pussy to eat, although it seemed to be replaced at the moment, a dick to suck... and, of course, pillage her asshole.
"Magic," Willow answered. "You like?"
"I love it," Faith said, captivated by this cock she could only vaguely see in the dark, enclosed space... just a little light coming from the dance floor... but it was undeniably huge!
"I expect you to suck it and not say another word until I tell you to, is that clear?" Willow instructed, knowing she had a magic cock, and also somehow a magic spell over the slayer.
"Yes Baby, I'll do anything to please you," Faith said, meaning it. She'd never felt like this before... so consumed with lust... her desire to please and obey controlling her... a strange desire to make Willow happy lingering in the back of her mind.
"Well, get to sucking; my new organ won't suck itself," Willow said, just as she saw Cordelia and Xander walking towards their table.
"Yes, Baby," Faith said, as she opened her mouth and took her lover's cock into her mouth.
"Oooooh," Willow moaned, surprised by the sudden sensations from getting her very own cock sucked, which felt... very different from having her pussy licked. Not better, not worse... just very, very different.
"No Faith?" Xander asked when he reached the table, still finding it so weird that just days after he'd fucked Faith, Willow was now dating her.
"Oh, she's around here somewhere," Willow said, not giving her cock sucker away just yet.
"Xander says you and Faith are a couple," Cordelia said, as they both sat down... that claim seeming impossible to believe. Cordelia was bi, having had a couple of nerds, a cheerleader, a teacher, and her mom's best friend all go down on her in the past few months since she'd turned eighteen... she'd wondered what it would be like to have Buffy or Faith munch on her pussy, or maybe even Willow (she'd learned that both nerds and older women were very eager to please her) begging to eat her pussy.
"We're fucking, yes," Willow said bluntly, wanting to shock Cordelia and Xander... Faith having awakened a dominance in her that incorporated a nasty side and a really blatant I-don't-give-a-fuck-what-others-think attitude. It was all quite liberating.
"Willow!" Xander gasped, shocked by her sudden 180º personality overhaul.
"Shit," Cordelia said, suddenly impressed by the heretofore meek girl.
"What?" Willow shrugged, "that's what we do every day, although...." she paused for dramatic effect.
"Although what?" Cordelia asked dutifully.
"Mostly I ass fuck her, and then sit on her face," Willow revealed wickedly, and also accurately.
Faith was enjoying both the hard, fat flesh and blood-engorged cock in her mouth, already imagining feeling it deep inside her ass, while listening to Willow exercising her wild, wicked tongue.
"Bullshit," Xander said, thinking Willow was full of it.
"You don't believe me? Hey Faith, do you like it in the ass the most, my sexy slut?" Willow asked, peering down at her crotch, and thus also at her cock sucking girlfriend.
Faith reluctantly allowed the throbbing dick to slip out of her mouth to respond, as she continued to stroke it, "Yes, I love it the best when you fuck the shit out of my ass, Baby."
"No way," Xander said, as he bent down, raising the tablecloth to see Faith busy between Willow's legs.
"Privacy," Willow said, knowing it was a silly objection, considering.
"I can't believe it," Xander said, as he sat back up... jealous that Willow had Faith, jealous that Faith had Willow.
"Believe what?" Buffy asked, arriving to join the conversation, unaware that Faith was sucking a recently conjured dick under the table. She had decided to wear a dress and nylons. She told herself it wasn't for Willow, it was just because she wanted to look cute... but....
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," Xander said.
"Try me," Buffy said, having gotten to the point where nothing surprised her anymore... although Willow fucking Faith in the ass in the graveyard last night had definitely proved that theory wrong. That had absolutely astonished her!
"As we speak, Faith is under the table eating out Willow," Cordelia announced, wishing Faith was under the table eating her out... suddenly very jealous of the nerd she hadn't usually given the time of day to.
Willow noticed, as she enjoyed having her new cock sucked, that Buffy was wearing a dress and nylons... which couldn't be to impress her, could it? Yes, she wore dresses sometimes... but she hadn't ever seen her in nylons.
"No way," Buffy said, that actually again surprising her. She still couldn't comprehend how Faith had ended up being fucked by Willow. If Willow was being fucked by Faith, that she could have seen as a distinct possibility, but this role reversal of the mouse ruling the lioness seemed impossible. Of course she lived in a world where the impossible became possible all the time... vampires and zombies and such being vanquished by teenaged girls... so this shouldn't have surprised her... yet it did.
"Well, that's not precisely true," Willow said, as the pleasure from Faith's lips wrapped around her cock was really making her feel good.
"So Faith isn't under the table?" Buffy asked, a little confused.
"No, she's definitely under the table and between my legs," Willow moaned, feeling like she was going to come any second as she admired Buffy's sexy outfit. "By the way, you look really hot tonight."
"Oh, it's just something I threw on," Buffy deflected, even though the compliment made her feel warm and fuzzy inside.
"Well, you look amazing," Willow said breathlessly, quite obviously about to come.
Uh, thanks," Buffy said, excited Willow had noticed.
The pleasure from having her cock sucked was suddenly overwhelming her, even as she admired Buffy's sexy attire, which she sensed was definitely for her, she moaned loudly, still maintaining eye contact with one slayer while another one sucked her dick, "Oh fuck, suck it, suck it good!"
"Suck it?" All three nonparticipants gasped in confused unison.
Faith devoured the cock, very impressively able to deep throat it, and eager to get her girlfriend's rocks off.
Willow, wishing to continue shocking her friends, who'd always seen her as meek, or as just a sidekick, the Velma of this other Scooby group, waited until she couldn't hold back anymore, reached her hand under the table, pushed Faith off her cock, and grunted as she erupted all over her face!
Faith had been hoping to swallow this new cock's very first load, but she had no say in the matter as she was suddenly coated with warm, sticky, cum. But even so, the submissive event sent waves of pleasure through her as Willow always knew just how to treat her...as her cum slut... her plaything... her fuck toy.
"Did she just come?" Cordelia asked, "Like a guy?!" even though it was obvious Willow just had, and it oddly made her own pussy suddenly very wet.
"Shit," Xander said, watching the facial expression of Buffy's best friend as her cock had an orgasm... making his own very hard cock flinch in his pants.
Buffy didn't say anything... she just watched Willow cum... curious, intrigued, confused.
Once Willow had unloaded a huge load all over her face, Faith took the dick back into her mouth.
Willow opened her eyes and apologized casually, "Sorry everyone, I just couldn't hold back any longer."
"So we see," Cordelia laughed, finding Willow's odd apology hilarious.
"Hey Buffy, it looks like you were busy too," Willow pointed out, noticing a small tear in her dress, acting like it wasn't weird to have a male orgasm at the table with all her friends looking on.
"Not as busy as you," Buffy smiled, Willow somehow still being Willow.
"Yeah, it's been quite the day," Willow said.
"So I see," Buffy said, as she finally sat down beside Cordelia.
"Come up here, Baby," Willow ordered.
"Sure, Baby," Faith agreed, her face bathed in cum, yet exhibiting no shame at all as she crawled up and took a seat beside her girlfriend.
"Is that actually semen?" Xander asked, "like from a pair of balls?" even though it obviously was.
"A massive load, yep," Faith said, scooping some off her chin and dramatically, noisily, slurping it into her mouth for all to see and hear, and perhaps to marvel at.
"That doesn't even make sense," Xander said, as Buffy looked at Faith's face coated in cum.
"That's so gross," Cordelia said, preferring the taste of pussy to dick, and considering male cum disgusting.
"I disagree," Faith said, scooping some more off her cheek, and this time offering the fingerful to the uppity bitch... another girl she'd planned to top one day before her Willow flip threw all her prior plans into disarray... yet perhaps they could tag team her. She wanted to be with Willow, wanted to be her only real girlfriend, but if her Mistress was game, she could absolutely get behind some tag team domination.
"Gross," Cordelia repeated, pushing Faith's hand away while doing her very best not to come in contact with the offending finger.
"Your loss," Faith shrugged, bringing her finger to her lips and sucking the cum off of it. "Mmmmmm, delicious!"
"So I guess I should explain I've been exploring some dark magic," Willow said.
"And you found a way to give yourself a penis?" Xander asked.
"Actually it's a big, fat, delicious fucking cock," Faith corrected him.
"Are you sure that's safe?" Buffy asked, even as she wondered what Willow would look like with a cock, since she hadn't actually seen it yet. How big was it? Obviously it had produced cum. It sounded so strange, and yet she was secretly intrigued... and her pussy was very, very wet.
"Of course," Willow said, not that there were a lot of stories about this spell ever being used.
"Well, all I know is that nobody fucks me in the ass like my hot girlfriend," Faith said, loving the uncomfortable look on everyone's faces, and yet also wishing to make it clear the two of them were an item.
"Is that so?" Xander said, a little, okay a lot annoyed, since they'd fucked just a couple of days ago.
"Look, I have to admit you were a fine fuck, Xander," Faith said, not at all embarrassed to admit she'd fucked him, "but you're a sheep, while Willow is a mountain lion."
"Faith," Willow said in her usual shy and geeky tone, even as her hand squeezed her leg.
"What?" Faith continued, wanting to make her point as clear as possible, "Look, I've always been a top. I've fucked guys, I've fucked girls, I've fucked guys and girls simultaneously, but I didn't know I was looking for someone just like you."
"Someone like Willow?" Buffy asked, trying to process what was happening between the new couple, as well as her own feelings.
Cordelia was bewildered... she'd always been top bitch at the school... although Faith had slightly challenged that... but now Willow stepping up? No fucking way! This had to be just a show where everyone... or at least Willow and Faith... had written and rehearsed their lines beforehand.
"Yeah, I needed to find someone who could see past my tough, don't give a shit persona, and discover the real me," Faith continued.
"And just who is the real you?" Xander asked, still feeling angry and insulted, since Faith was implying Willow was more of a man than he was.
"I was a submissive slut just looking for a Mistress who could use me as a complete fuck toy," Faith explained bluntly, looking directly at Buffy as she added, "being a slayer puts a girl under a lot of pressure, a lot of always being on, so sometimes it's just nice to let someone else take control, isn't that right Buffy?"
Buffy was partly listening, partly imagining Willow fucking her, God she needed to get laid, but she denied the accusation, even though it was indeed 100% true, "What? No, not at all."
"Then why are your cheeks bright red?" Faith asked. "Are you imagining my sexy girlfriend bending you over a tombstone and fucking your athletic ass?"
"Faith, enough," Buffy said, not about to let the gang know there was even an ounce of credibility in Faith's all-too-accurate words.
Cordelia noticed Buffy's reaction, and wondered if she could turn Buffy into her slut, just like Willow had done to Faith... it was more believable than what was currently happening.
Willow too noticed a flustered Buffy, and wondered if she could have her cake and eat it too... could she succeed in fucking both slayers?
"What?" Faith asked innocently, the cum on her face beginning to dry, and excited to feel Willow's hand slide under her dress, "I needed someone who understood what I needed. Who saw past the façade of my slayer mentality, and saw me as a person with needs."
"The need to get ass fucked?" Cordelia asked.
"Oh, don't act all sweet and innocent," Faith said. "You'd bend over and take Willow's dick in your asshole in a heartbeat."
"Yeah, right; I don't think so," Cordelia scoffed, even though she felt wetness leak into her panties.
"You, just like me, like Buffy, and like most strong-willed women, need to find someone, it could be a man or a woman, who won't take our bullshit, but instead will bend us over and take our shit hole, and just use it like the fuck hole it is," Faith said wickedly.
"This is too much," Buffy said, even though she didn't leave, she was somehow compelled to stay... to listen to more revelations while not giving herself away... her pussy on fire....
"Trust me, it's never too much," Faith said, as Willow slowly rubbed her pussy. "Each of you needs someone to control you in the bedroom, to fuck you like you need to be fucked, to use you as the three-hole cum slut you really are... to literally own you."
As they listened in shock, Faith stood up on her chair, turned around, lifted up her dress to reveal she was wearing thigh high stockings, she wasn't wearing panties, and she had a prominent tattoo saying, Property of Willow Rosenberg.
"No way," Xander and Cordelia gasped in perfect unison.
Buffy stared at it in equal shock... but was speechless.
Faith wiggled her ass for a moment before sitting back down and saying, while squeezing Willow's still hard cock, "Look, I was as shocked and surprised as you were, I mean being topped, dominated, ass fucked, name called and face sat upon by someone as sweet and innocent seeming as Willow was pretty humbling... but it was absolutely what I needed.... Ladies, accept who you are, and the truth will set you free."
When no one responded, even though each seemed to be pondering her analysis, Faith continued, "I mean there's nothing quite like being bent over, and having your shit hole just drilled and gaped."
"Yeah, I don't know if it's Faith's quick slayer body recovery or not, but within a few minutes after every time I ass fuck her, it's like she's a virgin all over again," Willow added, enjoying the stunned silence, as well as Faith's outspoken loyalty.
"Because you have so much experience in fucking asses?" Xander finally challenged, all of this just too much for him and his threatened manhood.
"Well, not yet," Willow said, making eye contact with Buffy, who quickly looked away.
"And I need my asshole plundered again pretty fucking soon," Faith said.
"Well, I'm just happy you two are happy," Buffy said, trying to act casual, even as a pang of jealousy coursed through her, "we all are, aren't we?"
"Yeah, I've never been happier," Xander said, dripping with sarcasm.
"Whatever floats your boat," Cordelia shrugged, more focused on the possibility of turning Buffy, just like Willow had done to Faith.
"Fuck, I need this cock now," Faith declared to all, as she bent down, lifted up Willow's skirt and took it back in her mouth... completely shamelessly.
Willow pushed Faith's head back up and said sternly, wanting to put on a show for Buffy, perhaps for Cordelia too, fucking that bitch would be so much fun, "Did I give you permission to suck my cock?"
"I'm sorry, Baby; I just need your cock so badddddd," Faith said like a bitch in heat... which... well... she was.
"Not in front of my friends," Willow said. "Everyone, I'm sorry about my pet. Ever since I took her ass she's been insatiable."
"You're the one who turned me into a submissive, ass taking, cock begging, cunt eating bimbo slave," Faith said wickedly, wanting to turn Willow on while putting on a show for the others. "Please, I need you to fuck my shit hole with your delicious new cock, and then to cum inside it."
"Fine," Willow sighed dramatically. "Sorry, I'd better take care of her before she tries riding me right here and now."
"Oh, may I?" Faith asked, willing to straddle Willow right here, and lower her ass onto the big, fat cock.



"I was trying to make a point," Willow said.
"Well, stick your point in my asshole," Faith said, "I'm sure Xander would love to watch."
"Hey, don't draw me into this," Xander objected, throwing his hands up, even though truth be told, of course he'd love to watch that.
"Let's go," Willow said.
"Finally," Faith said, as Cordelia and Buffy moved aside, and Willow and Faith slid out from the table.
"You want to come and join us?" Faith asked Buffy, unlike Willow noticing for the first time her fellow slayer's clothing choice. "It looks like you're dressed for some action."
"No, thank you," Buffy replied demurely, even though a large part of her indeed did want to take part, but no way could she let any of them know... especially Faith. No way could she let the gang know her weakness. That given the chance, she would suck dick and get fucked by a man who knew how to take control... and now she wondered if she'd let a big-dicked woman do what Angel used to do to her.
"Your loss," Faith shrugged, taking Willow by the hand. "I'm about to have my girlfriend's dick so deep in my asshole!"
"Jesus, just go already," Xander said, this entire encounter having done a real number on his manhood.
"Come on," Faith said, pulling Willow away, but not towards an exit, but to the bathroom.
"Where are we going?" Willow asked.
"I can't wait to get back to my place to have your cock in my ass," she said, as she pulled Willow down a hallway.
"You really can't wait?" Willow asked with a smile, loving the power she had over Faith, and having loved every declaration Faith had made to her friends, and having loved seeing the looks of shock on their faces... and, she was pretty sure, the look of curiosity and uncertainty on Buffy's.
"I need your dick in my ass all the fucking time," Faith said.
Willow sighed playfully as they reached the bathroom, "You really are needy."
"Needy for your dick in my shit hole," Faith said as they entered the bathroom, where two girls were standing at the mirror.
Faith ignored them, dragging Willow into the last stall, a wider one, and without even closing the door, lifted up her dress, bent over the toilet using the top for balance, and said needily, "Just shove that cock in my ass, right... fucking... now!"
"Holy shit," one of the girls said, as Willow closed the door.
"Yes, pack my shit," Faith said, playing on the girl's words, not giving a shit, pun intended, that they were listening, "with that big cock you witched into being just for me."
"Maybe not just for you," Willow smiled, as she moved behind Faith.
"You want to fuck Buffy too, don't yoooooou?" Faith moaned, as Willow slid her cock into her ass. The cock was wider than the strap-on, creating a more intense burn.
"I didn't say that," Willow said, as her cock disappeared inside the incredibly tight ass... her own sensations so much more intense with a real cock. With a strap-on, the fucking was about dominance, about power, about humiliation, about giving pleasure... but now while it was still about all those things, she could feel the pleasure as well.
"Or maybe Cordelia, or Xander," Faith continued, as this cock went deeper into her ass than the previous plastic one.
"I didn't say that either," Willow said, now balls deep inside Faith's ass.
"Or maybe those two girls in here we just walked past," Faith said. "I bet they'd suck your dick and take it in the ass."
"Gross," the same girl said.
"Don't knock it until you try it," Faith called out, as Willow began slowly ass fucking her.
"Let's go," the girl said.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass with your big cock," Faith moaned, the extra girth, the extra length creating new pain... new pleasure.
Meanwhile... back at the table....
"Can you believe those two?" Xander asked.
"That was so fucked up," Cordelia said as she looked at Buffy, who seemed to be lost in her own little world.
"Yeah, fucked up," Buffy agreed mindlessly, unable to push the idea of a dominant Willow out of her head. What she saw last night was hot, and had led her to multiple self-manipulated orgasms, but tonight's new revelations had gotten her horny as fuck.
"You okay?" Xander asked.
"Yeah, I just need to go," Buffy said, getting up and drifting away.
Cordelia, also horny as fuck, said, "I'm outta here," as she was already heading to one of her pet's places to sit on her face.
"Yeah, me too," Xander said, more to himself, as he ended up going home alone and jerking off.
Buffy was walking out when she heard a girl ask, "They're fucking in the bathroom?"
"Yeah, right now," another girl said, so Buffy mindlessly changed direction and went towards the bathroom, her head still lost in fog.
At the bathroom, she set up a closed for cleaning sign in front, then quietly walked in as she heard Faith begging for it.
"Oh yes, harder, give it to me harder," Faith moaned, loving this new bigger, fatter, real cock... it enhanced her pleasure greatly.
Buffy quietly walked into the stall two over, closed the door, and sat on the toilet and listened, as she spread her legs and brought her hand to her very wet panties.
"You love it hard, don't you slut?" Willow asked, shifting into dominant mode.
"I'll do anything to have your big cock in my asshole," Faith answered, nothing feeling better than having Willow fucking her there.
Buffy rubbed herself slowly as she listened to the hot, nasty act.
"My next load is going to breed that ass of yours," Willow said, curious what it would feel like to come inside her... having until now only been come in.
"Breed my asshole, fill it with a massive load," Faith said.
"God, your ass is so tight," Willow said, this experience so much more intense than when wearing a strap-on.
"And your cock is so big it's tearing my shit hole apart," Faith moaned, her orgasm rising quickly from the deep anal drilling.
Buffy bit her lip as her orgasm also began to rise, as she listened to the nasty ass fucking, imagining herself being the one getting that dick.
For a couple more minutes Willow slammed her cock deep into Faith's ass, and Faith talked nasty.
Buffy listened intensely, her own orgasm rising, so desperate to be the one getting fucked.
"Oh yes, come in my ass," Faith begged, her own orgasm about to erupt.
"Get ready, slut," Willow said, feeling herself about to come.
Buffy began rubbing faster, her orgasm imminent.
"Fuck," Willow grunted a dozen or so deep thrusts later, as she unloaded her load inside Faith's ass, which sent a rush going up her spine.
"Yes!" Faith screamed, as her own orgasm hit the moment Willow's warm cum began filling her butt hole.
Buffy covered her mouth with her free hand, as she too came from listening to the wicked act.
"Oh fuck, this is so good," Faith cried, as the orgasm spun through her.
"Agreed," Willow said as she stopped, her dick deep inside Faith's cum-filled ass.
"You know we're not done for the night," Faith said, enjoying the brief intimate moment as they both recovered from their orgasms.
"Yeah, I need to discover how many loads I can shoot in a single night," Willow said, curious what that count might be.
"And I need to learn how many different places you can shoot those loads," Faith said.
"Yeah, for starters, your pussy and mouth need deposits," Willow said.
"As do my tits," Faith added. "Let's go to my place and fuck some more."
"Okay," Willow said, pulling out and admiring an even bigger gaped ass... one that looked even hotter and nastier with the white load inside of it.
"You gaped the shit out of me," Faith said.
"I definitely did," Willow did, admiring her cock work.
Faith stood up, pushed Willow against the wall and kissed her, even as she felt a little cum leak out of her ass.
They kissed passionately for a minute as lovers, before Faith broke the kiss and mentioned, "I bet you could fuck Buffy if you wanted. It's obvious she really wants you."
Buffy's eyes went wide.
"You think so?" Willow asked, even though she was thinking the same thing.
"I bet her cunt was leaking like crazy from all our dirty talk," Faith said.
"She did seem a little rattled," Willow agreed, as Buffy was frantically but silently rubbing herself to a second orgasm... once she had her first one, they always seemed to come fast and furious in succession.
"She even dressed up for you," Faith said.
"I noticed that," Willow nodded.
"I bet you could have her right here and now," Faith said, as she placed her hand in Willow's and they began strolling out of the stall.
"Think so?" Willow asked, having been wondering that herself.
"In a heartbeat," Faith said, as they left the bathroom.
"Fuck," Buffy muttered as softly as possible, as she closed her eyes and brought herself to a second orgasm, imagining indeed submitting to Willow.
THE END of Chapter 4.
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Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son
Summary: Caught fucking one son, Mom next gets spit-roasted by them.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry who requested this twisted series.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this chapter.
Note 3: This is part 2. In part 1, a Mom becomes very concerned about the future of her two grown sons who exhibit absolutely no ambition towards making anything of themselves, and instead rely on her to bail them out whenever they need money. Knowing they both think she's beautiful (which she is), she decides to use her sex appeal to motivate them into getting jobs, beginning with her younger son Alex. She makes some decisions which seem reasonable at the time, but in retrospect are very worrisome, culminating in her spending a sex-filled night in a fancy hotel with Alex as a reward for his landing a good job.
Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son
The morning after....
Stephanie woke up in a hotel room. Lying next to her was... her son... her son Alex, who was still sleeping.
She replayed last night in her head. She couldn't believe she'd actually crossed the line and fucked her son... over and over again... all night!
It was the most amazing sex she'd ever experienced!
So raw.
So intense.
So taboo.
So satisfying.
Yet as a new day began, an incredible amount of guilt consumed her.
She'd fucked her own son!

She'd committed incest!
She'd broken the law!
Guilt swarming through her, she slipped out of bed, grabbed her clothes, got dressed in the bathroom, and quietly fled the hotel. As she was scurrying to her car, she checked her phone.
There were eight missed phone calls, and almost a dozen text messages... all from her daughter Haley.
She flipped through the texts, which were all from this morning within the last hour.
Where are you?
Mom?
Mom?
Did you stay with the boys?
Are you okay?
Mom?
Just talked to Andrew. Alex is missing too.
Is Alex with you?
Calling the police!!!

That last one was from five minutes ago. Stephanie quickly called her.
"Mom!" Haley said, a huge sigh of relief in her voice.
"Sorry, honey," Stephanie said, trying to quickly come up with a reason she hadn't come home last night.
"Where are you?" Haley asked.
"Just leaving," Stephanie said, keeping it vague.
"From where?" Haley asked.
"It's a long story," the Mom said, not very good at thinking on her feet, or lying.
"But you're okay?" Haley asked, since it was becoming obvious her mother had slept overnight with some man. Part of her was happy, since her mother didn't get out much, yet it was crazy that right now she was playing the adult's role... the one anxious for her Mom to come home safely.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine," Stephanie reassured her. "I should have called."
"Yes, you should have," Haley agreed.
"Yes, Mom," Stephanie joked.
"You really had me worried," Haley said. "Have you heard from Alex?"
"Not since yesterday afternoon," Stephanie lied to her daughter, immediately feeling terrible about it.
"He isn't answering his phone either, and he didn't go home last night," Haley said, thinking how crazy it was that both her Mom and brother were missing on the same night... although likely, knowing her player brothers, they often wouldn't come home at night... normally she wouldn't know, was all.
"I'm sure he just ended up crashing at someone's house," Stephanie continued to lie, as she turned around to return to the hotel room. She needed to make sure their stories would match.
"Yeah, probably," Haley said. "Well, if you're okay, I'll head off to church."
"You're not at the church?" Stephanie asked, surprised, since the service would have started twenty minutes ago.
"I thought my mother might be dead," Haley said flatly.
"I'm so sorry I worried you," Stephanie said, thinking this was a sign from above that what she did was so, so terribly wrong. She felt guilty for having sex with her son, compounded by the guilt of now lying to her daughter and having worried the bejeezus out of her.
"It's okay," Haley said. "You're allowed to have a life."
"LOL, thanks," the Mom laughed.
"Was he at least cute?" Haley asked.
"Pardon?" Stephanie asked, her eyes going wide, reaching the room where she'd committed all those sins.
"It's obvious you spent the night with a man," Haley said.
"Oh, yes, well," Stephanie babbled.
"I'll take that as a yes," Haley teased. "And I'm not blaming you, you deserve a good man, or even just a pleasant roll in the hay sometimes."
"Oh, thanks honey," Stephanie said, feeling so guilty for lying to her daughter even while she was happy for her.
"See you after church," Haley said.
"Sounds good," Stephanie said, as she hung up and knocked on the door, not having a key.
After a minute, and a second, more aggressive knock, Alex opened the door, looking a little groggy.
Stephanie walked in and said, "Get your phone."
"What? Why?" Alex asked, not much of a morning person, at least not until he had a cup of coffee or two.
"Your sister has probably been calling you over and over, looking for me," Stephanie explained frantically, completely stressed out.
"Oh," he said completely naked, his big cock dangling between his legs.
"Where's your phone?"
"In my jeans pocket," he pointed, where his jeans were haphazardly lying on a chair.
Stephanie went to it and ordered, "Text your sister you're okay."
"Okay," he said as his mother handed him his phone.
"She's been worried sick about me, since I didn't come home last night," Stephanie explained, having been so frantic that she was just now noticing her son was completely naked.
"Oops," he chuckled.
"Oops? Oops is all you can say? She can't learn the truth! So you need to come up with an excuse about where you were last night."
Alex texted his sister he was fine, while he said, "I'll just tell her I was with some hot MILF all night."
"Alex!" Stephanie said, as her son tossed his phone onto the bed and walked over to her.
"Mom," he said, as he reached her, taking her hands in his. "That way I won't be lying, and there's no way she could possibly think the hot MILF was you."
"What?" the Mom asked, her strong persona weakening a tad, "You don't think I'm a hot MILF?"
"Oh Mom," he said. "You're the hottest MILF ever! I'm just pretty sure Haley would never think you'd commit incest."
"Me neither," Stephanie sighed, the word that had been such a turn-on in the heat of the moment last night, now suddenly such a bad one.
"Mom," he said, as he moved closer and whispered in her ear, "last night was amazing. You were amazing!"
"I guess, but it can't ever happen again," Stephanie asserted, even as his hot breath sent a wave of pleasure through her.
"Not just once more?" he asked, as his hands moved to her ass and pulled her close, kissing her neck.
"Alex, no," Stephanie weakly protested with words only, even while her body betrayed her, as her pussy leaked ever so slightly, and her legs and hands weren't pushing him away like her brain was demanding they do.
"You're my Pet Mommy, Mom," Alex reminded her. "You'll do whatever I tell you."
"That was juuuust last night," she moaned, as Alex squeezed her ass and sucked on her earlobe.
"Was it?" Alex asked, last night giving him such confidence and such pleasure that there was no way he could allow it to be just a one-time thing. His mother was the perfect woman, and he just had to have her again... and likely again... and again... and again...
"Yesssss," Stephanie answered, her resolve melting from his touch.
"Yes, you want me to stop, or yes please son, treat me like your Pet Mommy?" he asked, as one hand left her ass and snaked inside the waistband of her jeans, directly to her wet pussy, since she still wasn't wearing any panties.
"Alex," she answered, which obviously wasn't an answer, as his hands and breath were driving her wild and weakening her non-existent resistance.
"That's it, Mommy," he said, as his finger slid inside her pussy, "let me take care of you."
"You're so bad," she moaned, giving in to her son's touch... her guilt fading for the time being as lust overrode her moral values.
"And I'll make you feel so good," he said, as his finger slowly pumped in and out of his Mom's wet pussy.
"But this is so wrong," Stephanie whimpered, even though she knew they were hollow words.
"Does this feel wrong?" he asked, as he lowered himself before her, lowering her jeans while still fingering her
"Noooooo," she moaned loudly, "it feels really, really good."
"You still taste amazing," he said, repeating his compliment from last night.
"And you're so good at that," she moaned, it being so rare that a man would actually go down on her, never mind going down for more than a few seconds, and even knowing what he was doing.
"I'll do this anytime you want, Mom," he said, adding wickedly, "you know I've always loved your homemade cooking."
"You're so bad," she repeated, as his tongue and fingers were driving her wild. She'd never come while standing up, as she found it distracting, and even though she was enjoying this, she urged him, "Let's finish this on the bed."
"Good idea," he agreed, as he pulled his finger out, helped her completely out of her jeans, stood up, and led her to the bed.
Stephanie crawled onto the bed, spread her nylon-clad legs and said, "Come eat your Mommy, Baby."
"Anytime," he repeated, meaning it, knowing how much women loved a man who could eat pussy. His brother was more of a get sucked or roughly fuck a girl kind of guy. Alex was the opposite.
"You may regret that offer some day," Stephanie warned, as he crawled between her legs and resumed licking her, and sliding two fingers back inside her fevered pussy.
"I can't imagine that ever happening," he said, as he leisurely licked her pussy while slowly finger fucking her. He wasn't in a hurry to make her come... he wanted them both to enjoy this moment... for as long as possible.
"That feels so good," Stephanie moaned, as she lay on her back, pushing her guilt away and allowing the pleasure to course through her body.
For a few minutes there was no talking. Just a son pleasing his mother's amazing pussy... the mother just enjoying her son's tongue.
Eventually Stephanie moved her hand to her son's head, and he took that as a silent instruction to get her off now. He began pumping his fingers in and out of her pussy faster while he attacked her clit... making her legs twitch.
"Oh yes, get Mommy off son, get Mommy off," she repeated, as the finger banging and pussy licking increased her pleasure exponentially.
Alex kept up his aggressive two pronged attack, knowing his mother was about to climax.
Seconds later, Stephanie screamed, louder than she meant to in the morning in an otherwise quiet hotel, "Yes, son!!!"
Her cum flooded out of her pussy and coated her son's face, as he pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his mouth, to catch as much of his mother's sweet pussy cum as he could swallow.
"Oooooooooh, Stephanie quaked as the orgasm coursed through her, even while her son continued lapping up her cum.
Alex, his cock rock hard, moved up and slid it into her leaking pussy.
"You want to fuck Mommy again?" Stephanie asked, looking up at her son while his cock filled her.
"I want to fuck you all the time," Alex said, as he began pumping in and out of her, admiring her pursed lips, her soft moans, and her sweet trembling.
"You're such a bad boy," the Mom moaned, knowing this was wrong, and yet unable to resist the pleasure.
"But I make you feel so good," he rebutted, as he began fucking his Mom faster.
"Oh yes, baby. Fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy with that big cock," she moaned, a second orgasm rising even as the first one lingered.
It being the morning, Alex knew he wasn't going to last long, and knew he wanted to come on her face again, just like he had the previous day, following the first blow job she'd ever given him.
So after a couple dozen strokes, he pulled out, knelt up and exploded a massive load onto his Mom's face and t-shirt.
"Alex!" she gasped, not expecting to get a facial this time.
"Sorry, I couldn't resist," he said, as he stroked his cock and continued plastering his pretty Mom's face and shirt.
"I can't believe you just came on Mommy's face without warning me," Stephanie reproved him, her face coated with her son's warm cum.
"You look so hot with my cum on you," he said as he finally stopped coming.
"Of course I do," Stephanie smiled, already over her mad, as she scooped some cum off her cheek and slurped it into her mouth.
"That's the hottest thing I've ever seen," he said.
"Hotter than the foot job, the blow job, the first facial you gave me yesterday, and your turning me into your Mommy Pet?" she asked, as she scooped more cum from her face.
"Correction," he smiled, admiring his mother, "it's one of the hottest things I've ever seen."
"And you came all over my shirt," she said, as she examined the white spots on it.
"Sorry," he said.
"Yeah, yeah," she said, "you look really sorry."
"Okay, I'm a little sorry," he amended.
"I can't believe we did that again," she said, as her naked son lay beside her while she was naked below the waist (except for her sexy thigh highs).
"Me neither," he said.
"You know we can't keep doing this," she said.
"We'll have to agree to disagree on that point," he said. "At least until the next time."
"And no one can ever know," she stressed, which she realized compromised her previous condition.
"I know."
"No one at all," she stressed, as she sat up and looked fiercely into her son's eyes.
"I know," he repeated. "Besides, who would I tell?"

"Your brother."
"No way!" Alex said. "I finally have something he doesn't."
"Really?"
"Yeah, he always manages to be the alpha male."
"That I can see," Stephanie nodded.
"So do you want one more fucking before we need to check out?" he asked.
Stephanie glanced down to see his cock was still hard. "Fuck, I forgot about young men's stamina."
"I'm like the energy bunny, I can fuck all day and night," he said, as he rolled her onto her side and slid into her from behind.
Twenty minutes and a few positions later, Stephanie had a load of her son's cum in her pussy, and had come two more times.
As she drove home, cum leaking out of her pussy... she wondered what the hell she was going to do next.
She'd have to lie to her daughter's face.
She'd have to act normal whenever Alex was around at the same time as either of her other two children.
She'd also have to find a way to control her libido, which was on overdrive.
"Shit," she said to herself... what had she gotten herself into?
.....
Alex didn't arrive home until early afternoon, and Andrew asked, "Where the fuck were you?"
"I'm so happy you care," Alex said, as he sat down... powerful confidence brimming inside him.
"Yeah, I was lost without you," Andrew responded sarcastically.
"I knew you'd be," Alex replied, ignoring the obvious sarcasm in his brother's tone.
"Was she hot?"
"Very."
"And you didn't think to share?" Andrew asked, having shared many women with his younger brother, and vise versa.
"It just happened all of a sudden," Alex said, which was true.
"Well, good for you," Andrew said.
"Yeah."
"Are you going to see her again?" Andrew asked, noticing there was something off with his younger brother... a bravado and a slight smugness that wasn't normally there.
"I imagine so."
"Are you dating her?"
"No, I don't think I could call it that," Alex said, unsure what to call what he and his mother had. Regardless of how it was labelled, it was something different than dating... it was something more powerful.
"Just banging her?" Andrew questioned.
"Well, no," Alex said, recalling his Mom's delicious pussy, "it's more than that."
"Is my baby brother in love?" Andrew teased, both of them having always been bang em' and chuck em' types... neither of them in any hurry for a relationship and all the hassles that went with it... just like their father.
Alex pondered this question. Of course he loved his Mom, and he loved fucking his Pet Mommy, yet he knew this relationship couldn't be more than just sex, or at least not described as more, even just between them. "Well... I love fucking her."
"Is she a three-hole slut?" Andrew asked, his focus on any women he fucked more than once was to make them take it in the ass.
"I don't know," Alex said, having not even remotely considered fucking his Mom in the ass during any of their sexual encounters.
"Well, maybe I need to meet her then," Andrew said, loving to use sluts.
"I don't think so," Alex said.
"Why not?" Andrew asked. "I've shared lots of women with you."
"This one is special," Alex said.
"How so?"
"She just is," Alex said, standing up and heading to the bathroom to take a shower.
"Pussy," Andrew called out, his go to insult whenever someone didn't do exactly what he wanted them to.
"Exactly. I got a lot of that last night, and again this morning," Alex called back, before closing the door on his brother and on the conversation.
.....
Later that night...
Andrew asked, "You got a job?"
"Yeah," Alex said.
"Really? Why?"
"It was time."
"Why?"
"We can't keep leeching off of Mom," Alex said, this new conversation not about sex, but clarity about how pathetic a man he'd been... and his brother still was.
"She loves helping us."
"We're adults, it's time for us to start manning up."
"Manning up?"
"Yeah, to start supporting ourselves, and not relying on Mom to bail us out all the time."
"What's gotten into you?"
"Just a realization that we've been using Mom for years, and it's disgraceful."
"Dude, stop being a pussy."
"I've recently stopped being a pussy, and now I'm being a man," Alex said. "How about you stop being a lazy pussy and man up too?"
"Fuck you," Andrew said, not appreciating his younger brother talking to him like this.
"Yeah, yeah," Alex said, as he headed out.
.....
It wasn't until the Wednesday weekly family supper that Alex and Stephanie saw each other again.
Stephanie had found enough reflective time to realize what she did was wrong, and to promise herself she wouldn't ever do it again. She'd motivated her son to get a job... she'd rewarded him very generously... and now there was no need for any further motivation.
Alex, on the other hand, couldn't wait to find a way to fuck his Mom again, even though he suspected she'd protest. Or at least she would at first.
At the table, Haley asked, "Alex, how's your new job?"
"Great, actually, there are some really cool people there," Alex said, surprised to find he actually did enjoy the work, and also his interactions with his coworkers.
"Yeah, now he's just another slave to the grind," Andrew said, annoyed by his brother's newfound work ethic... which made him look bad.
"Maybe you can learn something from him," Haley said.
"I can't fathom," Andrew scoffed.
"Yes, Andrew," Stephanie added, happy to see her younger son working and earning a solid paycheck, "I think it's time you followed your brother's example."
"I already have a job," Andrew reminded everyone, not fond of being attacked from all sides.
"Barely," Haley said.
"It's time you started paying all your own bills," Stephanie added.



"But..." Andrew said.
"No buts," Stephanie interrupted. "I'm sick of working my ass off so my two ungrateful sons can be lazy bums like their father."
"Hey, I have a job now," Alex said.
"Yes, sorry, one and a half ungrateful sons," Stephanie said, not wanting to hint at any bias towards either son... not wanting to give any hint at all that might somehow come back to haunt her about her illicit activities.
"Is that even a thing?" Alex asked.
"Look," Stephanie said, "I'm very proud of what you've accomplished this past week, and I'm hopeful, but I'll need you seeing it through for a while, before I award you the other half point."
"I promise I will see it through one hundred percent," Alex assured her, although his message and just the slyest of tones was hinting at his desire to continue being a mother fucker.
"I'm looking forward to seeing you do that," Stephanie said, but then suddenly realizing from her son's words, tone, and the look on his face, he wasn't actually talking about his new job, but the... other thing.
Andrew noticed something odd between his brother and his Mom, although he couldn't put his finger on it. Just something off.
Haley said, "So, big brother, it's time to follow in your younger brother's footsteps, and man up."
"Maybe your boyfriend should man up," Andrew said, always good at manipulating things that were going against him to spin them towards someone else.
"What does that even mean?" Haley asked, Joel not here tonight, since he was studying for a big test.
"Nothing," Andrew shrugged, although his smile implied it was something.
"Whatever," Haley said, not really caring what her useless older brother thought.
The rest of the meal went with talk about other generic topics, and it wasn't until Alex shocked everyone that he arranged for some alone time with his Mom. "Haley, I know you have a big test tomorrow. Why don't you go study, and I'll help Mom with the dishes."
"Really?" Haley asked, wondering if her outburst last week was at least partially responsible for her brother's sudden transformation.
"Really?" Andrew echoed.
"Sure," Alex said. "You do so much for Mom, and you're right, Andrew and I need to do more."
"I usually am right," Haley smiled.
"Yeah," Andrew scoffed. "As opposed to left."
"Thanks," Haley said standing up, appreciating the generous offer, "if you need anything, I'll be in my room."
"Okay, thanks," Alex nodded.
Stephanie was worried... her son's transformation was undoubtedly sexy, and she'd made sure not to be alone with him today... to avoid any temptation.
"I'll be downstairs," Andrew said. "The game's already started."
"I'll be down there to join you when I'm done helping Mom," Alex said.
Whatever, princess," Andrew said, unable to contain his sexist attitude.
Stephanie shook her head at her oldest child's sexist views. "He needs to grow up."
"Agreed," Alex said, as he admired his Mom, happy to finally get her alone.
Stephanie saw her son looking at her just like he had ever since receiving her first foot job... lustfully. "Not here, Alex."
"Why not?" Alex said, as he followed his mother into the kitchen, a little annoyed she was wearing jeans... which she almost never wore.
"Because your sister and brother are in the house," Stephanie pointed out.
"Andrew won't be leaving the game, and Haley won't be leaving her books," Alex said, as he spun her around and pushed her against the fridge.
"Alex," she protested, as his hand went to her pussy.
"Did you miss me?"
"That isn't the point," Stephanie moaned softly, her strong will easily broken whenever her younger son became aggressive. She was always unable to resist a man who knew what he wanted, especially if he wanted her.
"I think it is," Alex disagreed, as he firmly rubbed her pussy through those very inconvenient jeans. "And from now on I expect you to be wearing a skirt or a dress, and of course thigh highs without panties, whenever I'm coming over, is that clear?"
"Alex," Stephanie repeated, having chosen jeans for this exact purpose, as a defense against her own weakness.
"Do you understand?" he repeated, putting pressure on his Mom's pussy, and watching her weakening right before his eyes.
"Yes okay, but please, not here," she said, even though her pussy was on fire.
"Because you're my Pet Mommy, right?"
"Yes Master," Stephanie admitted, so turned on by her son's aggression.
"And pets obey their Masters, right?"
"Yes Master," she repeated.
"Knees," he ordered.
"What?" her eyes went wide. "No, not here!"
"Here and now," he demanded, placing both hands on her shoulders and guiding his mother down to her knees.
"Alex," she repeated, as she was suddenly on her knees, and thus eye level with the oversized bulge in his sweats.
"Just a quick suck," he murmured, as he pulled his sweats down, having planned ahead and not worn any underwear, and shoved his cock into her mouth.
Stephanie couldn't believe what her son had just done. With her older son downstairs and her daughter upstairs, they could be caught at any moment! Yet obeying her younger son, she began bobbing on his big, hard cock.
"That's it Mom," he moaned, receiving quite a rush by getting head from his mother while his siblings were in the house.
She sucked furiously, like a porn star needing to rush back home to prepare dinner for her children, wanting to get him off quickly, wanting to get him off before they were caught with her son's dick in her mouth. She couldn't believe the rush she felt at doing what she was doing where she was doing it while her other children were in the house. She knew it was risky as hell, just like everything else she'd done in the past week, yet it felt so good!
Alex knew he wouldn't last long with his Mom sucking him so well, added to his not having jerked off at all today, in anticipation of what he'd been determined would happen tonight.
Stephanie sucked for less than two minutes, before Alex grunted and filled her mouth with his large warm load.
She swallowed it all, another rush of adrenaline coursing through her from the wicked task she'd just performed.
"Oh fuck," Alex groaned, the satisfying sensations of coming, followed by his still being blown, always a crazy feeling.
"Mom!" Haley called out from upstairs, but judging from the heavy clumps on the stairs rapidly approaching, which made Stephanie quickly stand up, and Alex just as quickly pull his sweats up.
"Yes, honey?" Stephanie called back, as she wiped her lips, in case there was any cum on them, just a couple seconds before the fleet-footed Haley entered the kitchen.
"May I go over to Amy's to study?" she asked.
"Sure," Stephanie nodded.
"Cool," Haley said, as Alex turned away to hide the large bulge still in his sweats. "Do you need any help before I go?"
"Sure, if you don't mind."
"Yeah, we were just about to get started," Alex said.
"Go watch the game," Haley said, "given Mom's and my well-practiced routine, you'll be more in the way than a help."

"You sure?" Alex asked.
"Yeah, next time you can start learning the ropes," Haley said, waving him off.
"Okay, I don't have to be told twice to go away," Alex said.
"You were told twice," Haley joked.
"Okay, then I don't have to be told numerous times," Alex said, as he headed to the bathroom to take a piss.
.....
Thursday
Stephanie was making herself lunch when her son Alex walked into the kitchen.
"Shouldn't you be at work?" she asked. This being his fourth day.
"Lunch break," Alex said, stalking over to his hot Mom. "I see you're not wearing those incredibly inconvenient jeans today."
"Sorry, I needed the defense last night," she joked, knowing that had made it harder for anything to happen yesterday, although she'd still ended up with her son's dick in her mouth, and a load of his cum in her belly.
"Remember the rule: you'll always make sure I have quick and easy assess to that pussy of yours," he said, trying to act a little more like his older brother.
"I will, will I?" Stephanie asked coyly, as he lifted her up and placed her butt on the kitchen counter.
"Have you been keeping my lunch warm for me?" He asked as he parted her legs, happy to see her required thigh highs and no panties. "Were you expecting me?"
"You or any other mother fucker who might drop by," Stephanie said wickedly, having been left so horny from the rush of last night, and from not getting to come from his tongue or his dick. Yes, she knew their ongoing incest was wrong; she knew she should stop these dalliances here and now; yet she was completely at his whim... and she loved it. She hated that she loved it, but she'd been longing for his tongue and cock all night, and the moment she saw him today, her pussy started tingling.
"You have more than one mother fucker on call?" he asked, as he began licking her pussy.
"You never know," she moaned in a playful voice.
"This pussy is mine, and only mine," he said, as he slid a finger into her wetness.
"Yes, Baby, it's all yours," she moaned.
"And it's open twenty-four seven for my sole enjoyment," he continued, as he fingered and licked her simultaneously.
"You just want your Pet Mommy to always be your submissive fuck toy," Stephanie moaned, loving that visual.
"Of course! Every son wants his own Pet Mommy plaything," Alex said, having read enough incest stories to know that deep down, many boys and men fantasized about their mothers in so-called inappropriate ways... she was wet as he licked her, and he soon planned to fuck her... and he seriously couldn't see anything wrong with it. They were both consenting adults. They both wanted each other. They both needed each other. And he loved nobody else even remotely as much as he loved his Mom... how could the world consider this wrong? It just seemed... and felt... so right.
"So, I get the impression Andrew wants to fuck Mommy too?" Stephanie asked.
The brothers had fucked many MILFs together, more times than not calling the woman Mommy, as they imagined tag teaming their actual Mom... yet now that Alex had made the impossible possible, no way did he want to share her!
However, he couldn't lie to her, so he admitted, "He's mentioned it from time to time."
"He has?" she moaned, a little surprised.
"Yeah, and do you want to know a nasty secret?" he asked.
"Nastier than your being a literal mother fucker and my being a very, very bad Mom?" she asked, as her orgasm was rising.
"Well, I love being a mother fucker, and I wish I could put it on my resumé," he said.
"Don't you dare!"
"But you're the best Mom ever."
"Well, if you look at it one way, that goes without saying," she moaned.
"Anyway, the nasty thing is we often seduce an older woman together, and we always call her Mom while we're double teaming her," Alex admitted.
"You two fuck women together?" she asked, astonished ... although unbeknownst to her son, her ultimate fantasy was to be spit-roasted, or double penetrated, or better yet gangbanged... although those were just fantasies.
"Yeah, and we always pretend each of them is you," he added.

"Oh my!"
"We usually spit-roast them," he said, watching closely to see her reaction as the idea of fucking his mother's ass popped into his head, "but sometimes we double penetrate them."
"You ass fuck older women while imagining you're ass fucking me?" she asked, looking down at him.
"Sorry, but yeah," he said. Her tone was hard to decipher, and since he was licking away, he couldn't see the expression on her face.
"So you want to sodomize your mother?" she asked, the idea really turning her on, even though her tone didn't give that away.
"I-I-I didn't say that!" Alex stammered, worried he'd offended her.
"So... you're saying you don't want to shove that big cock of yours in your Pet Mommy's ass?" Stephanie asked, this time her tone just dripping with easy to detect naughtiness.
"It depends. Does my Pet Mommy want to get ass fucked?" he asked, looking up at her with her wetness glistening on his lips.
"I didn't say that," she smiled, looking down at him, "but I also didn't not say that."
"Women can never just say straight out what they want," he smiled.
"Okay, if you want me to be the female Captain Obvious," she said, "then I absolutely, positively, do want my son to shove his big dick inside my asshole some day very soon."
"Well that is the hottest thing I've ever heard a woman say," he said, before he buried his face back in her pussy and began licking aggressively and really finger banging her... doing his damnedest to make her scream in ecstasy!
"Oh yes son, eat Mommy's cunt, finger fuck her good," Stephanie moaned, her orgasm imminent, which always got her really focused on their incestuous naughtiness.
Alex continued his all-out assault on his Mom's pussy until she screamed, "Yessssss!!" and flooded her son's face and fingers.
"So yummy," Alex said, never able to get enough of his Mom's sweet cum... loving to eat her pussy as much as fucking her... he enjoyed giving pleasure as much as he enjoyed receiving it.
"Have time to fuck Mommy without getting back late from lunch?" Stephanie asked, even as her orgasm still had her in complete rapture.
"Just a quickie," Alex said, glancing at the clock.
"Well, then slam that dick in me," she said, as she slid off the counter, turned around and offered him her pussy from behind.
Alex pulled his pants down and quickly slid into his Mom's very wet, leaking pussy.
"Oh yes Alex, I love your cock so much," Stephanie moaned, both his tongue and cock equally able to drive her wild.
"I've never enjoyed fucking anyone more than you Mom," Alex said, as he fucked her hard and fast, knowing time was of the essence.
"Yes, drill Mommy's pussy! Fuck it good," Stephanie moaned, loving the thrill of him in particular fucking her.
"You love being fucked by your son, don't you?" Alex said, loving whenever his mother mentioned their incest and talked dirty.
"Yes son, Mommy's completely in lust with your big cock," the Mom admitted, unable to deny it whenever his tongue was on her pussy, or his dick was inside her pussy... her lust always overriding her moral concerns.
"Because you're my Mommy pet slut," he continued, his balls bubbling from just these couple minutes of fast pounding.
"Yes, son, I love being your Mommy pet, your Mommy slut, your Mommy cum craving bimbo," Stephanie listed, loving to degrade herself, loving those incestuous references, loving the deep fucking he always gave her.
"Oh fuck, Mom," Alex grunted, before depositing a big load in her pussy.
"Yessss, come in Mommy," Stephanie moaned, as she felt her pussy being filled.
Alex kept pumping his load into his Mom, until every drop of his cum was deep inside her.
"Fuck, you fuck Mommy good," Stephanie said, loving how it felt to be filled with his cum.
"If someone hadn't sneakily manipulated me into getting a job, I could stay here and fuck you all day," Alex said, as he kept fucking her, but slowly now.
"Well, fucking Mommy can be your part-time job," Stephanie smiled, "or perhaps more like your volunteer work."
"I'll volunteer for this work all the time," he said, as he reluctantly pulled out.
"Consider the position filled," Stephanie said with a smile, as she turned around and allowed her dress to drop back down, while some of her son's cum leaked out of her pussy and down her legs.
.....
Friday
Stephanie was at work, it being a wildly busy day, when Alex showed up just after the evening rush.
She came over, and he asked, "Can you take a break soon?"
"Yeah, probably right now."
"Cool, meet me at The Ritz," he said. "Guys bathroom."
"You're serious?" the mother asked, The Ritz not a five-star hotel like it sounded, but a greasy deli just down the street.
He nodded and left, not wishing to give her enough time to formulate a protest.
Stephanie shook her head, went and told Joe she was going on her break, and headed out.
"Wait up," she called out, as her son was heading to The Ritz.
Alex stopped at the door and waited.
"What's the plan?" Stephanie asked, instead of saying this was a bad idea.
"To accrue some of my volunteer time."
"How so?" she asked with a smile.
"Your call," he said. "You may suck your son's cock, get your pussy eaten, or get fucked."
"I hate making such tough calls," she mock complained, as they hurried into the deli.
A couple people were in line and another couple was being escorted to a table, as the Mom and son headed to the back and directly to the men's bathroom.
"Wait ten seconds, then come in if I don't come out," Alex instructed.
"Okay," Stephanie said, knowing this was crazy, but her lust for his cock and her natural submissiveness were controlling her.
Alex went inside, and was happy to see it was empty. He walked to the last stall, and when the hallway door opened, he called to her, "Last stall."
Stephanie walked in and hurried to the stall, as if she were trying to hide after committing a crime.
Once his mother was in the stall, Alex latched the door and asked, "Suck, lick or fuck?"
"Fuck," Stephanie chose. "Definitely fuck this time."
"Good choice, madam," he said in his best sommelier voice, as Stephanie pulled down her Hooter's hose, having not worn any panties, and bent over the toilet.
"Fuck, you really are my slut," he said, as he pulled his pants down and went behind his Mom.
"I just can't resist you," Stephanie admitted, even though she believed she should.
"And I can't resist you," Alex said, not believing any such thing, as he slid his dick into her pussy.
"Yessssssss," Mom moaned, as her son's dick filled her again.
For a couple of minutes Alex fucked his Mom... but then the door opened.
Stephanie's eyes went wide as she looked back at her son, but he just placed a finger to his lips as he kept fucking her.
She shook her head no, but Alex began fucking her even faster.
She turned back around and bit her lips, desperately trying to control her moans, even while the pleasure inside her grew.
The bathroom was so quiet, she could hear the man pissing in a urinal as Alex began fucking her faster, his body now slamming into her.
Stephanie knew she wouldn't be able to hold back much longer, her orgasm was imminent, and the harder her son fucked her, the more intense her pleasure became.
"I'm about to come," Alex whispered, just before he erupted inside his Mom's pussy.
"Fucccccck," Stephanie moaned, unable to control herself as her own orgasm struck the instant the warm cum began filling her pussy.
"What the fuck?" a man's voice asked.
No longer caring who was out there listening, she moaned, "Fill my pussy, baby."
"My whole load is already inside you," Alex said, not caring who was out there either, but careful not to call her 'Mom'.
"So good," Stephanie moaned as her orgasm swirled through her, the extra rush of someone else in the bathroom listening in on them making it even more exciting.
"Are you two fucking?" the guy asked.
"We were fucking," Alex admitted, as he coasted to a halt.
"Shit," the guy said, as he went to wash his hands.
"You're so bad," Stephanie whispered, as her orgasm continued to rip through her.
"Says the slut getting fucked in a men's bathroom," Alex smiled.
"Says the guy who ordered his slut to come and get fucked in a men's bathroom," Stephanie smiled back, as Alex pulled out.
"Have fun," the guy said, before he walked out.
"Already did, thanks," Stephanie called back with no shame in her voice, just playfulness.



"Next time I want to fuck this ass," Alex said, as he admired it bent over.
"Deal. Next time I want your dick buried in my asshole," Stephanie countered, as she pulled up her pantyhose.
"Fuck, I want to pound that ass right fucking now," Alex said, admiring his Mom's round ass.
"Stop by at ten," Stephanie said, as she felt cum leaking into her pantyhose. "Haley is sleeping over at Amy's for her birthday."
"Awesome," Alex said, this opportunity not one he'd expected.
They walked out, and Alex suggested, "You can sneak out the back door, if you wish."
"Good idea," she nodded, not really needing a walk of shame... since her Hooters outfit would make her pretty recognizable to whomever had listened to her getting fucked.
Alex walked one way, Stephanie the other.
Hours later....
Stephanie stopped at an adult shop and bought herself a sexy, slutty cheerleader outfit with red and white matching pom poms, and sexy red thigh high stockings.
She took it home and put the outfit on, then poured herself a glass of wine... which she downed in two minutes. So she poured herself another glass, thinking some alcoholic courage would help her to get her ass fucked as painlessly as possible... since she hadn't had a dick in there in a long, long time.
By the time Alex arrived, she was on her third glass, and feeling quite mellow.
"Holy fuck," Alex gasped, as he saw his mother in her slutty cheerleader outfit.
"You like?" Stephanie asked, sipping some more wine.
"You look so fucking hot," he said, his cock hardening instantly.
"Why are you so late?" she asked, Alex almost forty minutes late... which was why she was almost finished with her third glass.
"Andrew kept razzing me because I was ditching him for some pussy," Alex said, "his exact words."
"Sounds like him," Stephanie said.
"Yeah, he kept pushing me to bring him along," Alex said.
"That would not be good," Stephanie said, Andrew a completely different man than Alex.
"Certainly not, I want to keep you all to myself," Alex said, although a small part of him would love to participate in her being spit-roasted or double penetrated.
"You do, do you?" Stephanie asked, as she finished glass three, sauntered sexily but not overly gracefully over to her son, dropped to her knees on the kitchen floor and fished out his cock.
"Fuck, you're such a cock slut," Alex said, as his mother stroked his big cock.
"Is that a bad thing?" Stephanie asked, as she slid her tongue down his thick, hard shaft.
"No, it's very good," he said, as she moved to his balls and sucked one into her mouth.
"Good, because tonight Mommy wants to be the nastiest, sluttiest whore you've ever ass fucked," Stephanie said wickedly, the alcohol assisting her complete inner slut in coming alive.
"Fuck, you just keep surprising me," Alex said, looking down at his mother sucking on one of his balls.
"Mmmmmm," Stephanie moaned, as she switched to sucking on her son's other big ball.
"These have been the best eight days of my life," Alex said, meaning it, since the first time his mother had made him cum in his pants was a week ago yesterday. This relationship was turning out so much more amazing than any other sexual encounters he'd ever experienced.
"Mine too," Stephanie replied, realizing it was true. The past couple of weeks, well far shorter than that, had been exhilarating... the ultimate roller coaster ride... both mentally and sexually.
"Let's go up to your bedroom," he said, pulling back and pulling his Mom to her feet.
"Lead the way," Stephanie said, grabbing the mostly empty wine bottle.
A minute later they were in her bedroom, and Alex pushed her onto the bed. He stood above her and said, as he got out of his pants, "Fuck, you look so hot in that outfit."
"I bought it for you," she said, lifting her foot up to his hard cock and rubbing it.
"This is how it all started," he said, as he moved a little closer, allowing his mother to place her nylon-clad soles on either side of his cock.
"Yes, I can't believe I had the nerve to do that," she said, still stunned by her recent actions, as she slowly gave him another foot job.
"Yeah, it was so surreal," Alex nodded, still needing to pinch himself on occasion to verify what was happening wasn't only a twisted dream.
"I know doing this is so wrong," Stephanie said, "but I just can't resist you."
"Fuck, you're just so perfect, Mom," Alex said, admiring her sexy nylon-clad feet, her sexy legs, her body in that hot outfit, and her lovely face.
"I need your cock, son," Stephanie said, quite tipsy, and horny as fuck.
"Mmmmmmm," Alex said, as he moved between her widespread legs.
"There's lube on the nightstand, if you want to fuck Mommy's asshole," Stephanie offered, pointing to the lube she'd bought when she purchased her new outfit.
"Mmmmmmm," Alex said, thinking there was something else he'd neglected during his sexual encounters with his Mom... her tits... able to see her hard nipples through the thin costume fabric. "Although I think this outfit is hot as fuck, I really want to see Mommy's big tits."
"I thought it was surprising you've been ignoring them," she said. "Usually men begin manhandling them like they're basketballs the moment we're alone."
"That was a terrible oversight, and now I want to worship them," Alex said, as he pulled his Mom up and pulled her outfit off.
"I love a man who knows what he wants, and takes it," Stephanie said, her pussy on fire, her nipples as hard as diamonds.
Alex tossed the outfit aside, pushed his mother back onto her back, and buried his face between her 34DD tits.
He kissed between the valley of her voluptuous tits, exploring every inch... in no hurry at all.
"Mmmmmmm, son, Mommy likes this worshipping," she said, this not something she was used to. Her bosoms being grabbed, squeezed, bitten, slapped and sucked aggressively was more the norm.
"I could make my home between these tits," he said, his tongue and lips navigating her voluptuous valley.
"Well, you certainly lived off them all those years ago," she said, that sounding so wrong, yet sounding so kinky.
"I've missed them, Mommy," Alex said, as he continued his exploration.
For a couple minutes Alex splattered his Mom's tits with kisses and gently cupped them, before he finally reached her nipples. Yet instead of sucking an invitingly hard nipple into his mouth, he swirled his tongue around it... teasing her relentlessly.
"You're teasing Mommy so badly," Stephanie whined, her entire body on fire.
"I just want to bring you pleasure," he said, as he moved to her other tit and repeated his actions.
"Then suck on my nipples, but also dick me good."
"Good idea," he said, as he moved his cock to her pussy and took her left nipple into his mouth as he slid his cock into her.
"Oooooooooh, fuck yes," Stephanie moaned, as the double pleasure instantly set fireworks off inside her.
He slowly fucked his mother while going back and forth between her big tits and hard nipples, inhabiting his own state of awe. This was something else to check off of his list of fantasies he'd never thought could ever happen.
After a couple of minutes, she offered, knowing almost every man she'd ever been with imagined doing it, "Want to fuck Mommy's tits with your big cock?"
"Oh, good idea," Alex said, as he pulled out, straddled his mother, and slid his wet cock between her huge breasts.
Stephanie squeezed her tits together and purred, "Fuck Mommy's tits, baby."
"Oh fuck," he said, two items on his fantasy list checked off in only a couple of minutes.
"You like fucking Mommy's tits?" she asked, as she watched his cock head repetitively popping out from between her tits.
"Yes," he moaned, as he felt his balls boiling from the strange feeling of fucking a pair of tits... something he'd never done.
"Oh son," she moaned, sensing his first load was close, or his second, if she included the one in the public bathroom a few hours ago, "come on Mommy's tits!"
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as he energetically pumped his dick between them.
"Come, son, come for Mommy," she encouraged, wanting to see his cock explode with cum between her tits, onto her neck, and wherever else he might shoot.
"Fuck," he grunted, as his second load of the day erupted, spraying his Mom's chin and between her tits.
"Yes, son," she said, always loving the feeling of man cum on her body.
But then... wait for it... because here comes a real game changer...
"Really?" Andrew interjected, having been watching his brother with his Mom for the past ten minutes, having sneakily installed a GPS tracer in his brother's phone to track where he was sneaking off to... and this was the one place he'd never fathomed. His baby brother was fucking their Mom?! What the fuck?!
Stephanie bolted straight up!
Alex turned around to see his brother, and blurted, "Shit!"
"How fucking long has this been going on?" Andrew demanded, acting furious, even though he wasn't. He was already envisioning fucking his Mom too... taking advantage of this astonishing turn of events, even while he was secretly impressed by his brother's ultimate conquest... emulating their frequent roleplaying without any need for roleplaying, since it was real... while he wondered how the fuck he'd pulled off such an epic feat.
"Andrew," Stephanie said, as she draped her arm over her tits to block the view, even with her younger son's fresh cum dripping off of them.
"Mom," Andrew reproved, "I think it's a little late for modesty."
"Dude, give our Mom a moment," Alex objected, as he got off his Mom, this not remotely what he'd wanted to happen.
"I don't think so," Andrew said, as he admired his Mom's amazing body... a body he'd jerked off to for years.
"Andrew, get out of my room," Stephanie ordered, totally rattled by what was unexpectedly happening.
"Why are you even here?" Alex challenged his brother.
"I tracked your phone," Andrew said. "I was curious where the fuck you were sneaking off to. Although this was far from where I thought you might be."
"I can explain," Stephanie said.
"Can you?" Andrew said, as he pulled down his sweats to expose his hard cock.
"Mom isn't one of your sluts," Alex said, moving between the two of them.
"No?" Andrew asked. "She's only your slut?"
"Don't you dare," Alex growled menacingly.
Stephanie seeing her older son's cock for the first time since his childhood; Stephanie tipsy; Stephanie horny; she only saw one solution. "Boys, that's enough!" she snapped in an amazingly loud voice.
"Mom, I demand...." Andrew began.
"I said enough!" Stephanie commanded in a tone that brought Andrew up short. Maybe she could use the same tactics to motivate her elder son that had worked so successfully on the younger one. Since she'd just been caught in a very compromising act... now she had to think her way out of it.
Alex ordered, "Andrew, leave."
"Alex, shut up," Stephanie said, as she got off the bed, not attempting to hide any of her charms.
"Mom, I...." Alex began.
"Look, there's only one solution to this," she said, as she walked between her two sons and seized both of their exposed and very hard cocks.
"Mom, you don't have to..." Alex began.
"She said shut up, Alex," Andrew said.
"Yes I did, Alex! Now Andrew, do you want some privileges with your Mommy too?" Stephanie asked, as she slowly stroked his slightly larger cock.
"Fuck, yeah," Andrew said, acting less in awe than Alex had in a similar situation, but he was nevertheless in complete awe. Not in a million years would be have thought the woman Alex was sneaking out to fuck was their Mom! It would have seemed impossible, yet it obviously was possible. At some point he'd have to learn the entire story, but at the moment it was time to make his ultimate fantasy into a reality.
"Mom, you don't have to," Alex said, feeling very jealous at the thought of sharing her with his brother, even after all the other women they'd shared.
Andrew, taking control like he always did in these situations, placed his hands commandingly on his Mom's shoulders and guided her to her knees.
"Andrew, there are conditions," she said, as she admired his big cock and continued slowly stroking it, but didn't take things any further.
"What're those?" he asked, slightly amused... rarely had a woman not eagerly taken his cock into her mouth once she was on her knees in front of it. His two best assets were his nine-inch cock and his dominant persona. He'd learned during the past few years that most women, especially older women, went for a strong man, a dominant man, and a man with stamina... three traits he possessed in spades.
"You must start being a man," she said, looking up at him. Strangely not intimidated by his looming above her or the hard cock in her hand.
Alex watched in quiet frustration... he hated what was happening... but was completely unable to do anything about it.
"As you can see, I'm all man," Andrew bragged.
"Yes, I can see that you have a big cock," she nodded. "It's actually very impressive."
"You got that right," Andrew asserted.
"But being a real man is far more than just lucking out by having a big cock," Stephanie explained, her pussy wet, and dying to have this cock inside her mouth and pussy. But if she didn't pull this off here and now, she'd have lost the battle for her son's future forever, and she'd never get another chance.
"Oh trust me, I'm all man," Andrew said confidently.
"Why, because you fuck well?"
"Yes, I fuck very well," he asserted.
"But that's only one aspect of being a man."
"I'll show you what it means to be a man," Andrew claimed, annoyed he was even having this conversation. He wanted a blow job from his Mom, he wanted to fuck his Mom, and he could tell she wanted that too. So what the hell was she going on about? He cut to the chase by pushing his cock towards her mouth and sliding it inside.
Stephanie allowed her older son to slowly face fuck her, but only for a few seconds before she backed off and asked, "So shoving your dick into a woman's mouth without asking her permission makes you seem like a man?"
"Yeah! You liked it!" he said, a little rattled by his mother's response... this wasn't remotely what usually happened when he had a woman on her knees before him... usually she opened right up and sucked his cock like it was the greatest gift they'd ever received!
"I'm not saying I didn't," Stephanie said, returning her hand to his cock and resuming stroking it, but no more than that. "It's true that I want... even need... a man who takes charge, who can fuck me like his submissive slut, who knows exactly how to get me off, and who can eat my pussy until I come all over his face."
"I don't eat pussy," Andrew said. "It's gross."
"Then that all by itself tells me you're not a real man," Stephanie said. "Sex is a two-way street; sex is about two or more people pleasing each other; good sex is about raw, unbridled passion. What it isn't about is some selfish guy saying 'I don't do that,' whatever it is."
"Besides, Mom's pussy is delicious," Alex chipped in, knowing that although his dick was smaller than his big brother's, he'd always been able to make up for it by eating pussy the best he could, and by always making sure the woman got off.
"So what do you want from me?" Andrew demanded, now getting very annoyed, yet still confident this standoff could lead to his fucking his Mom, since she was continuing to stroke his dick.
"First, I need you to understand that fucking your mother comes with certain expectations," Stephanie said. "Expectations your brother is already living up to."
"Like what?" he said, seeing this entire conversation as completely bizarre. She was stroking his cock, she was implying he could fuck her, yet she continued talking gibberish.
Stephanie reached around and began stroking Alex's cock too. "The first requirement is for you to get a job."
"What?" he asked, as he watched his Mom lean forward and begin sucking his younger brother.
After five slow, seductive bobs, Stephanie allowed Alex's dick to slip out of her mouth and she continued, "I think my point was pretty clear."
"So to fuck you, I have to get a job?" Andrew asked in a baffled tone. "I have a job."
"A full-time job," she clarified, "not making popcorn six hours a week just for the movies and some popcorn," returning to Alex's cock.
"You found a job so you could fuck our Mom?!" Andrew exploded, as if that was the most outrageous thing he'd ever heard.
"Absolutely! Our brilliant and caring Mom found ways to motivate me into getting a job," Alex said as he watched his Mom sucking him, which was all the more thrilling because he'd gotten a foot job from her before his brother had (and Andrew still hadn't gotten one), plus a blow job first, he'd gotten to fuck her first, and gotten to suck on her tits first (which was Andrew's big fetish). Tonight he'd even been on the road to ass fucking her first, which no doubt would have already happened if Andrew hadn't turned up and interrupted them.
Stephanie stopped sucking Alex, enjoying the power she had over both of her sons because of her beauty, her sexuality and, of course, the Oedipus thing. She knew if she stuck to her guns, Andrew would end up doing whatever she required in order to fuck her... she knew it without a doubt. It had worked wonderfully on Alex, and it would work just as well on Andrew.
"It's pretty simple, Andrew," Stephanie said, as she slowly licked his shaft from the root to the top.
"Oooooooh," Andrew moaned.
"I call it Mom's Motivation," Stephanie said, as she swirled her tongue around his cock head, making it flinch.
Stephanie wheedled in the sexiest, sultriest tone she had in her, and she knew her voice could make her a great phone sex operator if she wished, "Get a proper job, and you can fuck your Mommy for as long as you can keep that job. You do want to fuck Mommy, don't you?"
"Oh God," he moaned as she took her elder son's cock in her mouth and bobbed slowly... but only once.
"I'll suck you tonight, I'll swallow your big load, or you can even come all over Mommy's face or tits," she said, "I know you love my big tits."
"Y-y-you know?" Andrew stammered, her offer a dream come true.
"You stare at them all the time," she said, having noticed that for years.
"But this big cock doesn't get to slide into Mommy's wet pussy until you have yourself a real job," Stephanie said, as she took his cock back in her mouth and began sucking.
"Is she serious?" Andrew asked his brother, who was also being stroked.
"Yeah, she is. We fooled around for a few days, but I didn't get to fuck her until I landed a job. But once I did get one, we went at it all night and well into Sunday morning!"
"Shit," Andrew said, both because his Mom's lips were amazing, they felt like they were wrapped around his cock like a smooth suction cup (if that's even a thing), and the reality of what he had to do if he wanted more.
Stephanie backed off his cock and asked, "So this is kind of like I'm your new drug dealer where the first one is free, but only the first one. Do we have a deal?"
"Yeah," Andrew said, without any hesitation.
"You sure?" she asked. "I expect you to be out there applying for jobs ASAP."
"I can work as the night manager at the theatre starting tomorrow, if I want to," Andrew said, having been offered the job a dozen times.
"Really?" she said, as she went to Alex's cock and sucked it for a moment.
"Yeah, I've just been..." Andrew said, as his Mom's mouth returned to him.
"Been what?" she asked, as she took his cock back in her mouth, relishing the power she was assuming over her normally useless son.



"Lazy," Andrew said. "I've been really lazy."
"True. And selfish," she added.
"Yes, and selfish," he agreed.
"Because before I'll fuck a man, he needs to show me he's an adult. I won't make the mistake I did with your father ever again!"
"I am an adult," he insisted, as she stroked his cock.
"Maybe you're legally allowed to drink, but what I require is a real adult," she clarified. "An adult who pays his own bills, and who doesn't sponge off of his overly generous mother."
"Okay," he said, wanting those lips back around his cock.
"Okay, what?" she asked, as she turned back to Alex and sucked his cock.
"Okay, I'll take the manager's job," he said, so envious his younger brother had gotten to their Mom first.
"Promise me," she ordered, as she returned to him.
"I promise," he said, as she resumed sucking him.
After a moment she said, "Good, because I really want to be spit-roasted and double penetrated, but that latter can't happen until you officially land the job."
"I'll call right now," he said, desperate to fuck her.
"Sorry, I'm too horny to wait that long, so we can compromise. For now, you can fuck my face," she said, as she got onto all fours, "while your brother gets to be the one fucking my very needy pussy."
"Shit," Andrew said, as he watched his younger brother position himself behind their Mom.
"You want my cock in that pussy, Mommy slut?" Alex asked, taking control while trying to show off to his older brother, who was usually the one talking nasty and taking charge.
"Yes, my working son, I want you to fuck Mommy's pussy with your big cock, while your heretofore lazy ass brother watches," Stephanie said, as Alex slid his cock into her.
"Shit," Andrew said, stunned by what he was witnessing, but being excluded from.
"Get that job and you can become a Mother fucker too," Stephanie moaned wickedly, as Alex pounded her from behind. This wasn't a slow, loving fuck, this was a making-a-statement fuck.
"Mom does love a hard fucking," Alex said, "but she expects a good pussy licking first."
"Yes, Andrew, there's no pussy for your cock until you get a job, and also do some fine dining on your Mommy's sweet pussy," Stephanie clarified.
"I'll do it, I'll do it all," Andrew promised desperately, as he helplessly watched his brother fucking their mother.
"So you'll take that job?" Stephanie asked, as she really got railed.
"Yes," Andrew promised.
"And you'll eat Mommy's pussy whenever I want you to?"
"Yes, Mommy," Andrew agreed.
"Then why isn't your dick in Mommy's mouth?" the mother asked wickedly, her fantasy of being spit-roasted about to occur.
"Shit," Andrew said, as he slid his cock in his Mom's mouth and began slowly face fucking her.
"Crazy, hey?" Alex said, having been in this exact same threesome position with his brother many times, but never before with their very own mother!
"That's a real understatement," Andrew said, as both well-practiced brothers began to synchronize their movements.
"I wanted to tell you," Alex said.
"Sure you did," Andrew smirked.
"Okay, I really didn't want to tell you at all."
"You wanted Mom all to yourself."
"Wouldn't you want that?"
"Fuck, yeah," Andrew said, as his balls were already boiling from this intense situation and his Mom's amazing lips.
"She's an amazing cock sucker," Alex said, seeing the look on Andrew's face he'd witnessed many times before, signalling he'd be coming soon.
"Never had better," Andrew agreed, which he really meant, as he grunted and shot his load into his Mom's mouth, thrilled at this first time ever blow job... at least with her!
Stephanie swallowed the entire load, her own orgasm rising as she sucked and was fucked.
Alex, who'd come only once during this late night rendezvous, listened carefully to his mother's sounds, since he wanted to come inside her at exactly the right time.
Stephanie let Andrew's cock slip out of her mouth, as she began bouncing back to meet her other son's deep forward thrusts... dying to feel his next load fill her pussy and her next orgasm to erupt inside of her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, you nasty mother fucker," Stephanie demanded, loving the pairing of those wicked two words.
"Shit," Andrew said, his Mom's totally unexpected wicked tongue enhancing the wildest experience of his life.
"Get a job, and you too can be a true mother fucker," Stephanie reminded him, as she furiously bounced back, her big tits swaying around.
"I'll call right now," Andrew decided, and he grabbed his phone even while watching his mother furiously fucking his younger brother.
"Yes, yes, Alex, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy," Stephanie moaned, close to coming.
"Come all over my cock, Pet Mommy," Alex said.
"Come in Mommy's cunt, you sexy Mother fucker," Stephanie cried wickedly, her orgasm about to erupt.
"You want it? Here it comes!" Alex grunted, as he shot his load in his Mom's amazing pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck," Stephanie screamed, as the pleasure swarmed through her, and she came the moment she felt Alex begin to grunt and spew his load in her.
"Fuck," Alex grunted, "take it all, Mommy slut," as his load kept squirting inside her.

"Fuck," Andrew said, as he dialed the theatre number.
"So good," Stephanie said, as she collapsed forward, Alex's cock slipping out, and cum leaking from her freshly fucked pussy.
"Dammit," Andrew sighed. "No answer."
"Then I guess I'm still the only Mother fucker for now," Alex teased.
"I've fucked many mothers," Andrew pointed out.
"But not our Mom," Alex said.
"Mom, I'll take the job, I promise," Andrew pleaded. "Please let me fuck you."
"No, not until you actually have the job," she said, loving the power she could wield with her sex appeal. She got off of the floor and onto the bed. "But in the meantime, I will allow you to come and worship Mommy's tits. Actually, why don't both of my sons come and suck on Mommy's tits?"
"Fuck yeah," Andrew said, as he rushed to the bed and began squeezing his Mom's huge tits.
"Ouch! I said worship, not maul," Stephanie scolded, as Alex moved with far more gentility to her other tit.
"Sorry, they're just so amazing," Andrew said, as he sucked a big, hard nipple into his mouth.
"Yes, they are," she agreed, "but they're also very sensitive," as both of her sons, now respectfully, sucked on her nipples.
Alex and Andrew spent a good ten minutes sucking on and worshipping their Mom's tits while Stephanie just lay there luxuriating in their sexy pampering.
She then said, wanting to see how far she could push him, "Andrew, I want you to eat Mommy's pussy."
"But Alex just came in it," Andrew protested.
"So?"
"So it's disgusting," he said.
"If you eat Mommy's cream pie and swallow it right down, I'll let you fuck me tonight," she said, thinking that would be the perfect motivation for him. "But only once, until you secure that job."
"Really?"
"Yes, get Mommy off with your mouth and tongue, and you can fuck me like the Mommy slut I know you've fantasized doing for years," Stephanie said, smiling conspiratorially at Alex.
"Fuck, fine," he said, "but fair warning: I'm going to fuck you so hard!"
"You'd better," she agreed. "Unless they're wimps, Mother fuckers don't make love to their Mommies, they fuck the hell out of them."
"We're all of us fucking crazy," Andrew said, as he brought his mouth to his Mom's glistening pussy, wondering how much of his brother's cum he might still be stuck with tasting ten or more minutes later.
"Get to eating, Andrew," Stephanie said, as she grabbed the back of her son's head and pulled him into her wetness.
Andrew couldn't believe he was eating his Mom's pussy... or more accurately, his Mom's and brother's jointly concocted cream pie. He began licking the pussy... something he never did in even the most pristine circumstances. Or at least he hadn't done it in years. First of all, he was surprised by the taste. In the past he'd found pussy had a slightly pungent scent and a stereotypically fishy taste, and he hated fish, but his Mom's pussy had neither a pungent scent nor a fishy taste... but rather just the most subtle scent and a teasing taste.
"Bring that dick over here, Alex," she said, indicating visually she meant to her mouth, as she still used both hands to hold her older son's face between her legs.
Alex did, in awe that his submissive Mom was being so forceful, as he offered his cock to her mouth again.
Stephanie sucked slowly while enjoying her older son's tongue, enjoying making her... Prodigal Son should she call him?... set aside his distaste of man cum for the thrill of fucking her.
For a few minutes she gently sucked her younger son, while her elder son slowly licked her. He wasn't anywhere near as good as Alex, but he did well enough to get her pussy revving again, so she generously released Andrew's head, and as she allowed Alex's cock to slip from her mouth, she asked, "Ready to fuck your Mommy, sweetheart?"
"Fuck yes," Andrew said, as he crawled up between her legs.
"You'd better not be lying to me about that job," Stephanie warned, as he rubbed his cock up and down her pussy lips.
"I promise I'm not," he said, as he tapped her clit with his fat cock... knowing the power of the tease and preparing to overwhelm her with his expertise, getting ready to take control.
"Then fuck your Mommy, Andrew," Stephanie said. "Shove that big fat cock in Mommy's pussy."
"Beg for it," Andrew said, tapping his cock on her clit like a drum.
"Just shove it in," Stephanie said, the tapping on her clit driving her wild.
"That's not what I call begging," he said, continuing to tap his cock as he looked at Alex and smiled... this part being a pretty common aspect of turning one of their MILFs into a lustful slut.
"You bad boy," Stephane moaned, before begging, "Please son, fuck Mommy with that big cock."
Andrew would often tease a woman for lots longer, but his mother's pussy was too tempting, so he slid inside her.
"Oooooooh yes, fill Mommy's pussy," Stephanie moaned, as she was filled with nine inches of cock.
"Get sucking," Alex said, also wanting to take control, as he slid back into his Mom's mouth.
"Shit," Andrew said. "Who would have thought this would ever become a reality?"
"I did," Alex said, as he began slowly face fucking her.
"I still can't believe you accomplished this," Andrew said, impressed by his brother for perhaps the very first time.
"I didn't, it was all Mom's doing," Alex said, as the two brothers fucked their Mom... Andrew between her legs, and Alex lying on his side fucking her mouth.
"I'm looking forward to hearing the entire story," Andrew said, still quite curious.
For a couple minutes Andrew fucked his Mom... so happy he'd already shot a load or he would have unloaded already this time... while Alex fucked his Mom's face.
Andrew deciding to take charge, pulled out, grabbed her waist and flipped his Mom onto her stomach. "Time to really fuck you Mom," he said, as he slid his cock into her from above and began fucking her hard.
"Oh, fuck yes," Stephanie moaned, this not a position she'd ever experienced, but the angle really stimulated her. It also had her entire body bouncing off the bed as Andrew slammed into her.
"I call this the piledriver," Andrew bragged, knowing his position demonstrated his dominance, gave him complete control, and drove women wild... often to multiple body-quaking orgasms.
"Don't stop," Stephanie moaned, as the deep pounding, the angle, and the way he was fucking her had her captivated in instant euphoria.
Alex watched... having seen many women go ballistic in this same exact position... he'd attempted this position on many women, but he could never quite execute it the way Andrew could... and he had no idea why.
"I'm going to be fucking this pussy very often," Andrew declared, while he didn't slow down in his aggressive piledriving maneuver.
"Oh God," Stephanie moaned, unable to say anything else, as the pleasure consumed her.
"Take it all, Mommy slut," Andrew said, sensing his mother was about to come.
"Yes, I'm your Mommy slut," she agreed mindlessly, as she was indeed about to come.
Another dozen deep thrusts, Stephanie bouncing up and down like a rag doll as she screamed, "Yes, Mother fucker, you made Mommy come!"
Alex stroked his cock slowly, watching his Mom come, while Andrew grinned at making his ultimate conquest into a reality.
Andrew didn't slow down, knowing that in this position, a woman's first orgasm would almost always lead quickly to her second one.
Stephanie couldn't believe this! Her first orgasm was still sending wild waves of pleasure through her, and she could already feel a second one rising. She'd experienced multiple orgasms before, but never like this... never in such rapid succession! "Don't stop," Stephanie moaned, since she didn't want this fucking to end... ever!
"I'm about to fill your pussy with a huge load," Andrew said as he reached down, grabbed her by the hair and pulled.
"Oh yes, use your Mommy," Stephanie moaned, loving his aggressive, dominant persona. She enjoyed the intimacy of having Alex eating her, fucking her, taking control... but Andrew's was an entirely different level of intensity. She'd never been fucked so well... or so hard.
"You like the piledriver?" Andrew asked.
"Love iiiiiiit," Stephanie moaned, her second orgasm building quickly, just as her first began fading away.
"Best pussy ever," Andrew said, knowing he was going to erupt soon, but doing his best to hold off until her second orgasm arrived, as he held onto her hair.
"Mother fucker, don't you dare slow down," Stephanie demanded, as she was about to come again after another minute of his deep drilling.
"Come for me, Mommy, come for your oldest child," Andrew demanded. "Come, my nasty Mommy slut."

"Yes, more," Stephanie moaned, the pleasure consuming her, and his name calling enhancing the intensity of her pleasure.
"You love being a cum slut for your sons."
"Yesssss," Stephanie agreed.
"A submissive Mommy slut," Andrew added, as he really drilled her.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Stephanie screamed, as that second orgasm struck home.
Andrew pulled out, flipped his mother onto her back, and instantly spewed his load all over her lovely orgasmic face.
"Ohhhh, you bad boy," his dazed and coming Mom groaned, as she felt his cum splattering her face... luckily with her eyes closed.
Alex, who'd been jerking off watching his Mom getting fucked so hard, aimed his dick at her, and a few seconds later, he too deposited his load all over her face!
A minute later, Stephanie was still enjoying the afterglow of her most recent orgasm, two loads soaking into her face while wetness still leaked out of her pussy... her sons lying on either side of her.
"Well, that was really something," Stephanie said, her eyes still closed.
"Utterly amazing," Andrew agreed.
"I love you, Mom," Alex said.
"I love you too, Alex," Stephanie said. "And you too, Andrew."
"I love you too, Mom," Andrew said.
"And although you fucked me so good," Stephanie said. "I still expect you to start that job ASAP."
"I will," Andrew said. "I promise."
"Good," Stephanie said, as she scooped whomever's cum off her face and sucked it into her mouth. "Because Mommy needs lots more hard fuckings like that."
"Right now?" Andrew offered.
"God no," Stephanie laughed. "I'm too exhausted."
Alex urged, "You're sure not one more time?"
"Fuck, you mother fuckers just can't get enough, can you?" Stephanie asked, rolling onto her side.
"A nightcap," Alex said, as he slid his cock into his mother's pussy one more time.
"Okay, so long as you guys do all the work this time," Stephanie said, looking into Andrew's eyes.
Andrew smiled, as he moved his body to offer her mouth his cock, "I think we can manage that."
Stephanie opened her mouth and was spit-roasted for the third time... this position unique.
Each of them achieved one more orgasm.
Alex coming in her pussy.
Andrew coming in her mouth.
Stephanie coming from feeling someone's cum... oh yes, Alex's... shooting into her pussy.
Then the three of them fell asleep in her king-sized bed... the first time the huge bed had been properly filled in years.
The end for now...
Next up:Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy
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Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3
Summary: Public masturbation, bukkake, cum walk and lesbian nylon play.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this greatly extended story, and for coming up not only with the original idea, but also with many of the other ideas contained herein.
Note 2: This is part eight 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 as to 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).
Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife-swapping foursome.
Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and ends up at a gloryhole tied to the infamous THE PIT bar, where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 BBCs.
PSS: PLEASE NOTE THE THIRD TASK WAS RELEASED EARLIER AS PANTYHOSE PLAY: A LOVE STORY ALTHOUGH WITH A SOMEWHAT DIFFERENT PLOT... ALAS SOME OF YOUR MAY HAVE SEEN SOME OF THE PHOTOS IN ADVANCE.

That night I chatted with David, and was excited to be able to tell him all about my day without the need to conceal anything.
He was stunned I had taken nine cocks.
He was scared when I told him I could have been arrested.
He was thrilled when I emailed him the first three chapters of the story you're now reading.
He then astonished me by sending me a picture of him at the airport... in the airport bathroom... on his knees... sucking some stranger's cock. I considered it an excellent way of waiting for a plane, putting time to good use that otherwise might have been wasted. Good job!

He told me his story about turning on Grindr and instantly getting a message from someone. It was a pilot, who buzzed him into a secret bathroom for employees only, and gave him a nice load.
I'd always wondered what David would look like with a cock in his mouth, especially after he told me he'd sucked two cocks before we finally opened up to each other, but actually seeing him in action was a whole other thing.
It was surreal!
And hot!
I told him as much, and we both agreed it was such a relief to be completely open with each other.
We also chatted about the list of tasks he and Daddy had drawn up for me, although it was pretty one-sided, since he wouldn't give me any hints about what they included, only that I would love them.
We said good night after some phone sex, and I went to bed early, a little exhausted from my gloryhole day.
MONDAY: TASK 1
Babygirl phoned me in the morning and greeted "Good morning, Mistress."
"Good morning, Babygirl," I said, just the sound of her voice making me smile.
"Daddy emailed you your first task."
"Oh boy," I groaned playfully. "So we really are going through with that."
"You'll love it."
"I'm actually quite curious," I said, as I sat down at my laptop wearing only nylons, as I had been getting ready for work.
"Daddy says if you obey your Masters and complete all the tasks, you and I will get to play with each other this Saturday night."
"I'll definitely complete all of them, then."
"Great, Mistress," she said, sounding excited. "I can't wait."
"Me neither."
"Got to go to work, sadly," she said. "Have fun today!"
"Oh..." I said, as I logged into my email. "...I imagine I will."
I had nine new emails, but I ignored all but the Daddy one. I clicked on it with excitement, and a bit of trepidation.
Hi slut,
Over the next two weeks you will be given various tasks to complete. If you complete them, you will earn some very special and pleasurable rewards.
These have been created by myself, Babygirl and David. We think you will really enjoy them, although some may push your limits.
Task 1: Today you must masturbate yourself to orgasm at your desk, with students in the classroom.
DADDY
PS: A picture for inspiration of when Babygirl had to complete a similar task.
I clicked on the picture, and smiled. She used to be a stewardess... how fucking hot!
The picture instantly had my pussy burning and my mouth watering... now that I had eaten her pussy a few times, I craved it... and waiting until Saturday seemed an eternity away.

But the task was naughty. And at least slightly risky.
However, I'd be lying if I said I'd never touched myself at least slightly at my desk during class.
I even wrote erotic stories sometimes at my desk on my iPad while my students were writing tests. I would also reply to fan mail if time permitted, especially if I was anticipating a response.
But giving myself an orgasm with my students present, I'd never done.
I sighed at the task.... If this was only Task One, I could only imagine what Task Ten, or whatever highest number they had in store for me might be: perhaps ending world hunger by offering my pussy to every starving man and woman on the planet? (It would be hard to accomplish that one without outing myself, but just think of the newscasts, lol.)
I replied,
Daddy,
I will comply, but this one makes me a little nervous.
Pet Jasmine
I headed off to work, not sure how I could possibly complete this task, except that my students did have a test scheduled for after lunch... ironically, the class Daddy and Babygirl's daughter was in.
I'd be lying if I said I hadn't fantasized about LaCresha more than once... about her dominating me.
When she walked into the classroom for the test I had to control my face and eyes, as I imagined her spreading her legs and offering me her black peach.

I pushed that thought out of my head, as the others followed her in. Once class had begun, I handed out the test papers, returned to my desk, and tried to figure out how to surreptitiously pleasure myself to orgasm while the kids were distracted by writing... and as I did, I wondered what they would think if they found out their sedate old English teacher wasn't just an erotica writer, and wasn't just a BBC slut, but was at this very moment masturbating while they were being tested on Death of a Salesman... which did, interestingly enough, have a nylon stockings subtheme.
I rolled my chair as close to my desk as possible, slyly reached my hand underneath it, and began slowly rubbing myself, frequently glancing at LaCresha... her nylon feet not in her shoes anymore, which made my pussy tingle, as I admired her nylon-clad foot.
This made me wonder what might happen if she learned about her mother being my pet, and her father being my Daddy.
I drifted into a fantasy where she did know, and she took control.
"Knees, bitch," she ordered, as she marched into my classroom, followed meekly by her mother, my pet Babygirl.
I turned around from the blackboard and gasped as she came arrogantly to a halt, and Babygirl submissively lowered herself to her knees a pace behind her.
"LaCresha!" I gasped.
"It's Mistress LaCresha to you, slut," she said, glaring at me imperiously, as Babygirl looked up at me apologetically.
"I... um... LaCresha..." I struggled, as I attempted to process what was going on.
"Look, I know what you're doing to my mother, and I'm here to return the favour," she orated. "Now get down on your fucking knees and crawl to me, you dumb fucking slut."
"Please do it, Jasmine," Babygirl whispered, sounding so apologetic. "I don't know what she'll DO if you don't!"
"Yes, do it, Jasmine; I like the way you beg, mom," LaCresha smirked. "Knees. Now."
I took a nervous glance at Babygirl, who might as well be handcuffed for all the good she'd do me, before lowering myself to the floor... a gush of excitement coursing through me. I'd fantasized hearing words very like these from her.
"Good white bitch," she smirked. "Now crawl."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, deciding to go along with her completely.
"There you go," she said, clearly happy. "See Mother? I told you she was just another white bimbo slut."
"Please LaCresha, this has gone far enough," Babygirl pleaded.
LaCresha laughed, "My white teacher gets to dominate my black mother, so I get to dominate her right back. I told you she was racist mom, so this is the least I can do. Now shut up and watch how a black woman is supposed to treat a white bitch, and how a white slut is intended to serve a black Goddess. Lick my feet, slut teacher."
I loved how LaCresha knew what I really wanted, which was to be a bimbo teacher slut for a black eighteen-year-old. "Yes, Mistress," I replied, bending all the way down to the floor, and licking the tops of her nylon-clad toes.

"You see, Mom?" LaCresha lectured, clearly trying to teach her mother a lesson in interracial propriety. "This is a white woman's proper place, isn't it, slut Jasmine?"
"Yes it is, Mistress," I replied earnestly, shooting a glance up at Babygirl, trying to let her know I was okay with this happening, before I returned to licking her daughter's toes.

I looked around to see if all the students were focused on their work... they were.
Usually I'd do a walk around the class at this time, but my pussy was burning, and I needed to finish Daddy's task.
"Crawl to your desk, teacher pet," she ordered, as she walked over to it. "Mom, you may stand up and watch."
She hopped up onto my desk, spread her legs and ordered, "Eat my pussy, Slut Walker, I even ripped a hole in my pantyhose, so you can dive right in."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, excited to taste this young, ripe pussy.
"So obedient," LaCresha moaned, as I finally fulfilled my desire to make contact with her wet pussy.
After a moment, she asked her Mom, "How could you possibly submit to a white bitch?"
Babygirl didn't respond, as the white bitch lapped away at her daughter's pussy.
"You see Mom, this is how you use a white woman; this is how today's hierarchy works," she continued, as she grabbed the back of my head and held me deep in her pussy. "White women are bimbos for black pussy, slaves for black dick, and pets for all blacks."

And with that hot image, I came right at my desk, with an entire classroom of students present... biting my lip to keep from letting out a moan and give myself away.
I looked around to see if anyone was aware of my unprofessional act, but they were all thankfully oblivious, as they all... even LaCresha... continued working on the test.
I remained at my desk enjoying the afterglow of an orgasm in front of my whole class, while also happy I'd completed Task One for Daddy and David.
Once I was fully recovered, I got up and did my walk around, a little worried the scent of my orgasm might linger... especially since I wasn't wearing any underwear. (In accordance with Daddy's order, I never did these days.)
That night, I emailed Daddy and David, thinking he should be involved in this correspondence, and knowing Daddy would share his copy with Babygirl,
Daddy and David,
I fulfilled task one, masturbating at my desk and coming. It was both terrifying and exhilarating.
I'm now going to write some more of our story.
Your Pet and wife Jasmine
I actually didn't get right to writing, but made dinner, and then spent an hour with my daughter, catching up on her weekend (they lost the debate, but she had fun), and watching Wheel of Fortune with her... we'd make a great mom-daughter team when they do those special weeks.
Then I went and wrote some more of a story I hadn't even finished living through yet. Probably like you my readers, I wondered how it would turn out.
Daddy emailed me back, copying David.
PET JASMINE
I knew you would enjoy that first task, as it came pretty much from your own wicked stories. (Remember the one where one of your students mind controlled everyone in the class, and you took part in a crazy orgy with them all? That was hella hot!) Tomorrow you get the chance to fulfill another fantasy you have often mentioned in your stories.
Good night.
DADDY
That night I also chatted with David, although only briefly, as he was exhausted, and had to get up really early.
TUESDAY: TASK 2
I got up and went directly to my iPad to see if I had my second task from Daddy. I did. With the release of another story, I was also receiving quite a few emails about the naughty and lengthy incest story Daddy Daughter Date Days, which was off to a great start (and was another story requested by Daddy and Babygirl, who have as wicked and wild imaginations as I do).
I clicked on Daddy's email.
Pet Jasmine,
Today you will really enjoy your task. After work, go to the bar where Babygirl took you on Sunday and walk past the Gloryhole door to a back area... and ask for James. He will inform and assist you in completing your task, which is twofold today.
I'm not telling you what it is, but here is a hint from Babygirl's flying days.
Have a good day and night.
Daddy

I stared at a picture of Babygirl coated in cum, and I wondered: was my task taking on three black guys? Was it a bukkake? Was it three black guys and a bukkake? I was curious and excited, as I went to shower.
The day crept by slowly, as I looked forward to what I hoped would be some fresh black cock.
I drove to the bar, walked past the gloryhole entrance, thinking that if this didn't turn out to be really fun, I could always stop in there afterwards for another cock, or two or nine.
I continued on to an outdoors back area, where a few black guys were sipping drinks. I asked, "Is there a James here?"
A good-looking man, obviously the bartender, spoke up, "Hi, you must be Jasmine."
"The one and only," I smiled sexily, allowing myself just to be the real me, and not hide behind my teacher façade.
"Chris left an outfit for you to put on," he said, handing me a bag. (Chris is Daddy's everyday name, while Babygirl commonly goes by Breanna. I'm pretty sure I've called them by their 'real' names a grand total of once, so hearing him called that out of the blue was a bit startling.)
"Oh, okay," I said, that not being what I was expecting.
"Don't worry, you'll get what you came here for," he smiled, obviously very accustomed to white women coming here for black dick.
"I hope so," I smiled, and feeling brazen, I placed my hand on his crotch.
"Don't get distracted right now," he put me off. "I have exactly what you want. Come with me, you can change inside."
I went inside, and saw it was a sex club, where I also saw a white woman getting fucked from behind. James commented, "It's pretty slow in here right now."

"Oh, okay," I said, watching the woman go to town.
"You can change in here," she said, pointing to an office.
"Okay, thanks."
Once in the office, I quickly changed into a short black skirt, black thigh highs, and a red, tight as fuck shirt, that parodied the Coke logo with: Enjoy Cock.
I smirked at the logo, and at how true it was.
I stowed my school attire in the bag, and walked back out of the office to see three black guys, one being James, all of them completely naked presumably for my benefit.
"Nice," one guy said.
"Yeah, fucking hot," another one said.
"Nice to come back to," I said, as I admired the three cocks, all nicely erect and looking right at me. I walked over to them, dropped to my knees, and took James in my mouth.
"Just so you know," James moaned. "Your task is to get bukkaked, and then go for a cum walk."
"Seriously?" I asked, as I took his cock out of my mouth.
"Yeah, he even specified that you can't have any dick in your other holes," he added.
"Really?" I asked, having already been imagining getting joyously double or triple penetrated by these great big black cocks.
"Yeah, but don't worry, you're welcome to come back later, or any other time," he said, as he slid his cock back in my mouth. "But that's me saying it, not Chris."
For fifteen minutes I sucked cock... a little annoyed at Daddy for not letting me get a full intake of chocolate cock in all of my holes, but nevertheless thrilled to get at least these three big ones in my mouth.
Eventually all three of them erupted on my face, as I opened wide like the cum-hungry slut I officially was... no longer living secretly behind my teacher identity or my writing, at least in some circles.




After all three had finished whitewashing my face, James passed another message along from Daddy as he pulled me up off my knees, "You're supposed to go into the coffee shop across the street, Pink Panthers, and order yourself a mocha latte."
"So bad," I smiled, as on autopilot my hand continued stroking his still hard and impressive cock.
"Not my idea," he pointed out.
"I hope to do something with this cock again, one day very soon," I said wistfully.
"I own this place, so I'm usually here."
"Good... to... know," I said slowly and seductively, before turning and saying, "Thanks for the lavish facial, studs."
"Any time, sexy," one said.
I headed out, feeling the cum oozing down my face for anyone to see, feeing so slutty.
I crossed the street, receiving a couple of looks from passersby, entered the coffee shop, and walked past two cute younger girls, saying with a smile to one of them, "I have some special cream for your coffee, if you want some."

I didn't wait for a response, but the other girl gasped, "Oh my God!"

I looked back slyly and offered, "You can have some too, if you want."

I then continued walking, feeling such a rush that I couldn't explain... being slutty for the whole world to see was exhilarating!

I ordered my mocha latte, appreciating the symbolism, as the college boy at the till gawked at me stunned, and then acted like he hadn't noticed I had cum all over me, and my nipples were poking visibly against my tight shirt.
I then waited, and received a few more looks before the guy handed me my coffee. I said, "Thanks," and scooped some cum off my face and dropped it in my coffee.
Many eyes went wide as I sauntered out, getting a major rush.
God, I wanted to be dicked, right... fucking... now!
I returned to the bar, grabbed the bag with my clothes in it and asked, "You sure you can't slide that cock of yours in my pussy?"
"Rain check," he begged off. "But you're supposed to call Chris once you've completed both tasks."
"Will do," I said, as I gave him a wink and headed out, as the woman I'd seen earlier screamed, "Yes, come in my cunt!"
I turned around and said, "Next time, I want to be screaming that."
James laughed, "You're relentless."
"I know," I smiled, and headed to my car.
The cum still all over my face, I began driving, and once my Bluetooth was connected, I called Daddy.
As soon as he answered, I complained, "That wasn't very nice of you."
"What wasn't?"
"Not letting me get fucked."
"A task a day."
"That was two tasks," I pointed out.
"I suppose," he laughed. "But you couldn't do the cum walk without the cum."
"I guess so," I agreed with a laugh.
"Don't worry, you'll get your fair share of black cock before your hubby gets back home," he reassured me.
"I'd better," I said. "There's no point in being a white slut for black cock if I don't get any black cock."
"You got three of them today," he pointed out.
"None in my pussy or ass," I countered.
"And you won't until the weekend," he informed me.
"What? That's an eternity," I whined.
"Are you questioning me?" he asked, his tone suddenly authoritative.
"No, I'm sorry, Daddy," I apologized. "It's just that now I'm constantly craving cock."
"These tasks are about fulfilling your fantasies," he explained. "We've spent a lot of time planning them to best enhance your pleasure, and your husband has given the green light to every one of them."
"I know, Daddy," I said. "It's just I'm like a fat kid in a candy store... I want to gobble down every treat I see."
He laughed, "You're even more insatiable than Babygirl."
"Don't tell her that," I joked, as I pulled up to a red light.
I looked over to the car beside me and saw an older woman staring at me. I waved to her. She shook her head in disgust.
"I need to go, I have steaks on the barbeque," he said.
"Fine," I sighed. "I hope tomorrow's task includes cock."
"It'll be like living out one of your stories."
"Now you really have me intrigued."
"Later, slut," he said, and hung up.
I drove home.
I wiped the cum off my face before going inside, in case my daughter was home.
I showered.
I ordered Chinese food.
I finished grading the tests from Monday.
I responded to twenty-eight emails... mostly quick thank you responses... but some of them lengthier ones, depending on the email.
I worked on another new story, a Buffy the Vampire Slayer one called Willow's Way, where the witch Willow ends up anally dominating Faith, the other slayer.
I chatted with David, whining about not getting any black cock today except in my mouth and all over my face, which I had to admit wasn't all bad, and he too stressed that Daddy and he had planned out a great two weeks for me... mostly based on my stories.
I got myself off with my vibe and went to bed, dying to know what tomorrow would bring.
WEDNESDAY: TASK 3 (apparently the bukkake and cum walk only counted as one... sheesh!)
I woke up, and was surprised to find no task from Daddy, or even an email.
I went to school, and checked my author email like every fifteen minutes all day. It wasn't until the day was over, that I finally got one.
PET JASMINE
Sorry for the late response. It has been a crazy day and night.
Babygirl will send you an address tonight just before 8 o'clock. You are then to go to that location and service a friend of ours. You will love her... you two have some of the same kinks.
DADDY
I was disappointed there wasn't a hot picture to go along with it like there had been with the first two tasks.
I couldn't explain it, but they actually inspired me... not that I really needed any outside motivation to do all this.
I emailed back:
Daddy,
I'll be there. Although bummed there wasn't a picture of Babygirl to go with it.
PET JASMINE
I had several hours before the task, so I drove home, did some grading, and had supper.
I checked my email, and was excited to see another email from Daddy.
Pet Jasmine
Here you go, you needy slut.
DADDY

What an amazing picture!
But what was the hint?
Her inviting pussy?
Her sexy nylons?
I shrugged, figuring there was only one way to find out.
I was dressed in a cute dress and thigh highs, and of course no panties or bra, when Babygirl called.
"Hi, Jasmine," she greeted.
"Not Mistress?" I teased.
"Sorry, Mistress," she began to apologize.
I interrupted her and said, "I was kidding, Breanna. I think we can stick to our actual names except when you're about to go between my legs. A constant hierarchy between us kind of gets in the way of growing our friendship."
"I agree about the friendship, but I still hope to go between your legs very often."
I agreed, "Definitely."
"So I'll text you the address, but I want to let you know what this woman expects."
"Expects?"
"Yes, she is quite particular," Babygirl said. "Once you get there, you should walk right in without knocking, call out to introduce yourself, then get completely undressed except for nylons of course, and then make your way into her living room."
"Okay," I said, even more intrigued now.
"You'll love her," Babygirl said, and then added, "and she'll love you too."
"I was just finishing getting ready."
"You'd better get going, it's a bit of a drive."
"Okay."
She sent me the address, and I realized it was indeed a bit of a jaunt, so I finished getting ready and headed out to my next adventure.
I was a little nervous about going to a stranger's house, but the house being in an upper scale section of the city helped (although perverts came in every wage bracket... f'rinstance, look at sweet, innocent me), and I trusted Daddy and Babygirl totally, so I figured that whatever was about to transpire would be both safe and amazing.
I reached the house, walked to the door, and walked right in. I called out, "Hi, Daddy sent me. It's Jasmine."
"Once you're undressed, come on in," someone called back, her voice sounding sexy and southern.
I slipped out of my dress and heels (not wearing any underwear makes stripping down quick and easy), and walked into a large living room, where I was greeted by 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, I don't bite," she offered.
"Sorry, you're just so beautiful that I froze," I said.
"You're a fine looking number yourself," she countered, as I was now standing before her.
"Babygirl tells me you have a nylon fetish," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, showing me her pantyhose-clad pussy.
"You could say that," I smiled as submissively, I knelt down before her without being told.
"And you're very submissive, Daddy tells me," she smiled, as I moved my hands to her silky sheer legs.
"Most of the time," I nodded, as I added, "this is super smooth."
"I only wear the best, darlin'," she said, as her foot reached between my legs and brushed against my pussy.

"So do I," I said as I enjoyed caressing her sexy, silky legs.
"I love nylon play, darlin'," she said, her accent making my pussy dampen, as did her foot, ever so lightly brushing against it.
"I've written stories about lesbian nylon play," I admitted before adding, "but I've never actually gotten a chance to play."
"Well, tonight we'll explore that little ol' fantasy, sweet thang," she promised.
"I'll do anything you tell me to, ma'am," I said, not knowing her name or how to address her, but wanting her to know I'd be completely receptive to her every sexual whim.
"Oh darlin'," she said. "You don't have to call me ma'am. Just call me Janice, I'll call you lots of sweet thangs, and tonight I'm going to make some of your silk stockings fantasies come true."
"You've already begun," I said, as I adjusted my position a bit, then lifted up 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 legs 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 lovely woman wearing them being such a beautiful black woman as you are."
"Aaawww, you're so sweet," she said, as I was now worshipping her entire leg.
I spent a good five minutes kissing and caressing both of her legs, while taking multiple glances at her pantyhose-clad pussy, which didn't go unnoticed by the lovely Janice.
"I could let you do this all night, but it's pretty obvious you're admiring something else of mine," she said.
"It just looks so inviting," I said, as she parted her legs and gave me an even better view of her pantyhose-covered pussy.
"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, "I know you write about eating pussies covered in sheer nylon, but have you ever done it?"
"It's another goal on my fuck-it list," I smiled, as I admired her pussy from just a few inches away.
"Fuck-it list," she chuckled in a way that was so sexy, "I love it."
"Since meeting Babygirl and Daddy, I've been checking off a lot of boxes," I said, as I maneuvered even closer to her pussy.
"Well, you can check off one more, darlin'," she drawled, as she guided my head the 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 added 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 my previous few sexual encounters.

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 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 was especially true if I could get directly to her pussy.
"Oh, you're not 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, 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.
"Yes, and you should lick my divine asshole, too," she moaned after a minute, so I teased her puckered backdoor with my divine 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 into pieces, 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 sucked 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 me 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 amazing, 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.
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, looking up at her... loving to be between a woman's legs, especially a black woman's nylon legs... nothing feeling more natural 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.
She took my hand and led me upstairs; her bedroom was actually a loft... an interesting setup, somewhat similar to Daddy and Babygirl's place.
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 sweetly rectify that," I smiled, as I gazed at her sitting up on her bed with her legs crossed.
I went to the end of the bed and began by sucking her silky sheer toes into my mouth.
"I know 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 the 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.
"Daddy said he knew we'd be compatible," she smiled.
"He was remarkable to pick you out for me! 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 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, enabling me to perform the massage she was requesting.
I decided to begin at her calves, knowing how much I loved having them massaged, before slowly working my way up to the target she'd assigned me.
"Oh, that's nice, darlin'," she said.
"I love when my husband David massages 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 made my snail's-pace way to her pantyhose-clad ass, striving to give her a massage to remember, and hopefully to have her inviting me over 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 Daddy 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 here, 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 make you go 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.
"Come, Jazzy, come for Momma," she purred, her silly seductive voice enhancing the already erotic pleasure swarming inside me.
"Yes, yes, yes, Momma, yes!" I screamed, as my orgasm exploded out of me.

"Good girl," she purred, maintaining her slow fisting pace while... as advertised!... 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, but 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, "I know you've written about pantyhose foot jobs, but have you ever given or received one in real life?"
"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 do already," I moaned, as she sucked on my toes simultaneous 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, thank youuuuuuuuu," I moaned, as my second orgasm whirled through me.
"Mmmmmmm, so sexy," she smiled, as she watched 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 now 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've been 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." (In not a single one of my hundreds of stories have I ever had a submissive call her Mistress 'honey'. But Janice had been so sweet to me every step of our journey together so far, there's nothing else I could have called her at this point.)
"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 from 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 of me.
"I know what you mean, it was quite the workout," she agreed, as she pulled me to my feet.
"Thanks to Daddy and Babygirl... and lately thanks to my husband David now that we've brought him into the loop, I've been getting quite a few of those lately," I laughed.
"I'd love to hear about it," she said as she led me downstairs.
We drank some wine while I told her the short version of my life since Babygirl stormed into my classroom, 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 to ever pleasure myself in front of anyone at all, including my 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 I headed home, flushed with the memories of a night so wonderfully different from any other.
I loved the raw intensity of sex with Babygirl.
I loved the powerful domination of Daddy.
I loved the thrilling mixture of intense fucking and intimacy between Daddy, Babygirl and me.
I loved adding David to the mix, and the heat of my first foursome... I trust the first of many.
I loved the cum-filled euphoria of sucking and fucking strangers' cock after cock at the gloryhole.
I loved the bukkake, and the extravagant cum walk it had made possible. (In preparing for cum walks, three loads are definitely better than one!)
I loved the lengthy, sensual pantyhose play I'd just experienced.
Each on its own had been an intense, amazing, sex-filled, satisfying adventure.
Combined, they had been a whirlwind of the wildest fucking, the most intense orgasms, and yet with Janice, an intimacy that no one could comprehend unless they were taking part in it.
I'm sure many opinionated people would classify me as nothing more than a cheating cheap slut... a home wrecker... a hypocrite of a so-called respectable teacher... but this journey so far had brought David's and my relationship to an entirely new level, and as I drove home all I could think was, I wonder what Daddy has in store for me tomorrow!
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Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.
Sexual Sissy Awakening
I thank silkstockingslover. 100%. Okay, well not a hundred percent, that would be ridiculous. But her influence was huge.
Many of her stories seemed to be about everything I was feeling. Not the lesbian or group sex ones of course, but the ones about men rediscovering themselves, absolutely!
It was like she'd been inside my head when she wrote them.
She'd helped me come to grips with many of my insecurities.
If her stories were true... or even partly true... then I wasn't alone in my desire to dress up in feminine clothing. I wasn't alone in being curious about sucking a cock. I wasn't alone in having a mid-life crisis at 52.
If her stories were true, not only did many men have sexual awakenings in their late 30s to early 50s, but many men my age were curious about becoming feminized, about sucking cock, and perhaps even about bottoming.
But I can't thank only her. I can also thank those hypno sissy videos, since they became completely inspirational for me. But those too I could thank her for, since I never knew they existed until I read her HypnoSissy series, and well, a whole new world was suddenly staring back at me.
No, I really can't thank only her. I mean it was my own desperate idea to email her in the first place. But then it was her gracious decision to respond.
Am I being confusing? Okay then, here's the story of my exploration of my feminine side.
Which really shifted from just jerking off, to hypno sissy and shemale porn, to my becoming a complete slut for cock... something Emma, my wife of twenty-nine years still didn't know when I first emailed silkstockingslover.
When I did it, I wasn't expecting a reply. And I certainly wasn't expecting to receive her advice. It was just a safe way of getting some things off my chest.
Dear silkstockingslover
I have been reading your stories, and I just have to finally write and thank you. I have always voted five stars for the stories I enjoyed, which was almost all of them, and even left the odd comment as Anonymous, and yet finally after reading a couple stories that really hit home, I have to finally open up and write.
You have changed my life, or at least you have changed the trajectory of my sex life.
Although I'd love for you to respond, I understand you likely get a lot of fan mail, but I just have to finally tell you how great you are, and to repeat that you have completely changed me as a man, and helped me begin to come to grips with many feelings I have kept inside for years, but that had grown stronger and tougher to ignore as I hit my forties.
Thanks. Bradshaw
I pressed Send, and felt relieved. I hadn't actually said much, only vaguely hinted at my sissy curiosity... something I'd never told anyone before. I mean who would you tell?
Not your friends.
Definitely not your wife.
Literally, no one.
I didn't expect a response, so I was quite surprised when a day later there was an email in my inbox from her.
I was at work. I'm an executive VP of a small computer firm. Yes, I'm a little geeky, although I was otherwise the epitome of average.
Yet I had to read her response.
Hi Bradshaw,
Thanks for the email.
Which stories in particular do you like the most? What exactly do you mean by I have changed the trajectory of your sex life? I'm flattered, but curious what that means.
I have a new story out every week or so, and I hope you vote five stars for the ones you like and leave the odd comment. Authors love to get emails like yours, and comments about our stories.
Why don't you tell me a bit about yourself?
Jasmine
See what I mean? She didn't have to start asking me questions, unless she intended to assist me with my journey. So of course even though I should have been prepping for a meeting, I couldn't help but respond immediately.
Jasmine (if I may call you that -- I mean by your first name instead of more formally),
I'm flattered you took the time to respond.
I'm 52. Married. Work in computers. Six feet tall, 185 pounds, in pretty good shape, and the beginning of grey hair hinting that I really am now in my fifties. But I am still decent looking and sometimes get looks from the ladies. Maybe that is more information than you were requesting.
I enjoy almost all your stories. I have loved nylons for as long as I can remember. When I was in high school in the eighties, the lady teachers, cheerleaders and many of my peers wore them all the time. My mom was a nurse back in the time when white pantyhose were still part of their uniform.
I binge read all your incest stories first... I've always liked the taboo aspect of it. I also read all your lesbian and illustrated ones. Eventually I have read your entire catalogue, even the gay ones, and those are the ones that began my new trajectory.
The one that really started it for me was the first story in the Kinky Tales series. The idea of a woman wearing a strap-on and fucking her husband was strangely hot. I mean, I had never even remotely thought about that, nor was I at all interested in getting ass fucked, yet over the next few weeks I kept going back to that series over and over.
That led to my researching pegging, discovering it wasn't as rare as I had assumed, and I began watching a lot of pegging porn. Although I had a problem with it, because most it went straight to the sucking and fucking, without much of a plot, if any. And for me at least, I needed a plot. How did the outrageously masculine quarterback end up getting bent over and fucked by a cheerleader? Or how did the stepson end up begging to get ass fucked by his stepmom while his girlfriend watched? Or how did the tattooed stud end up bent over a pool table while being sodomized (a word you often use, which I find so hot) by a chubby waitress?
Anyway, this led to more, but I've probably already gone on longer than you would want to read.
However if you do want to hear more, I'd love to share more.
Writing this down feels surprisingly therapeutic.
Bradshaw
I clicked Send and went back to work with a major hard-on, hoping she would respond. If her stories were more than just fiction, and all the psychological aspects did appear to be well researched, then I wasn't alone in my curiosity, and maybe she would not only understand, but help me to explore my growing obsession with becoming feminized.
She hadn't responded two days later, so I assumed I had turned her off.
It was Friday afternoon, near the end of the day, as I was winding down from an intense day at work, and believe it or not, there can be some intense crises at my job, especially when a major client is hacked.
So I was thrilled to see an email from Jasmine had arrived an hour ago.
I sat back in my chair and clicked it open.
Bradshaw
Of course you may call me Jasmine. But you may also call me Mistress, since it is pretty obvious you are looking for guidance.
Just so you know, you are not alone. Many men your age begin to question their sexuality. Whether it is pegging that attracts them, which is becoming more and more commonplace each year; or sucking cock, which a shocking amount of men your age fantasize about doing (or actually do); or becoming a bottom for cock, often big black cock; there is nothing about any of those practices to be ashamed of.
And I know almost for sure you have felt guilt, confusion, and likely a plethora of other feelings.
These are all perfectly natural.
So if you have more questions, or need to share or vent, feel free to drop me another line whenever you like.
Have you been pegged yet?
Jasmine
Her words were magical!
They were exactly what I needed.
Someone who understood.
Someone who wouldn't judge.
Someone with whom I could share my inner truths without condemnation or risk.
Yes I had felt all those feelings she listed, and she had called them natural!
I responded.
Mistress Jasmine (I love the look of those two words together),
Thank you for your response and your understanding. Everything you said is true. The past two years have been so confusing, as I questioned my manhood and my masculinity. I mean can I be the man of the house and still want to be pegged? Or maybe want to suck a cock? I haven't known.
No, I have never been pegged. I love my wife Emma, but our sex life has diminished substantially over the years, which, I suppose, happens to most couples. I don't think she would understand any of my feelings. About being pegged. Sucking cock. Wearing women's clothes. Getting fucked.
Just writing them down is both liberating and humiliating.
I should note that after reading your pegging stories, I then read all your shemale stories, as the idea of sucking a cock attached to a woman made it seem less gay. Same with the idea of getting fucked. If I got fucked by a curvy woman who happened to have a real cock, that seemed less shameful.
But then I read your HypnoSissy series, and that fucked me over completely!
I had no idea men like that existed, but once I read the series, I had to find some examples, and well, by now I have watched every one on Pornhub, and other sites I could find.
Having women calling me names and telling me what to do, was somehow the ultimate turn on.
This, of course, has led me to my becoming obsessed with being feminized, sucking cock and getting fucked.
But of course fantasy and reality are two very, very different things. I haven't actually done any of those things.
Thanks for letting me vent. It has felt very liberating to get two years of guilt and confusion off my chest.
Brittany
I clicked Send, I made sure my office door was locked, sat down on my desk and jerked off... I didn't last three minutes.
Unfortunately, she didn't respond right away, so I headed home.
I checked my email every few minutes all night until I finally fell asleep, and alas, nothing.
As soon as I woke up, I saw there was one from her.
Brittany (by the way, an interesting name choice, and from experience and years of teaching, most Brittanys are hot and slutty),
If I may be blunt, I have chatted with many men like yourself. You have three paths to choose between.
1. Ignore these growing feelings, although they will likely continue to consume you and make you unhappy, and potentially you might even start feeling bitter towards your oblivious wife.
2. Tell Emma what you're feeling. Of course this could go a number of ways, and you know her better than I do. But I can honestly tell you that women are more open minded than most men assume, and many of us have our own kinky secrets and fantasies we're hiding (such as an author with a hidden identity, who in real life secretly wants to eat student pussy, to get fucked by a BBC, and to share an incestuous threesome with her sisters, for example).
3. Explore these feelings secretly.
But I need to stress that Option 1 is futile, which I know from my experience in corresponding with other men just like you (and there are so many of you)! Once the idea has been triggered, there is no pushing it away. Pandora's Box has been opened, the Genie is out of the bottle, or whatever metaphor you care to use.
I know it's scary.
I know you're confused.
But from your own words... you are becoming more and more consumed by these feelings, and thus they will continue to control your mind, body and soul, until you have satisfied this curiosity.
Jasmine
I read her response a dozen times.
Yes, it was scary.
Yes, I was confused.
Yet I was also beginning, through her words, to accept my growing curiosity and desire. It was indeed consuming me, and I assumed she was right... that until I dealt with it one way or another, it would continue to burn inside me.
While Emma was in the shower, I responded,
Jasmine
Thank you so much!
I know I can't choose option 1.
I also know I can't choose option 2. I mean I could, but I'm scared of the worst-case scenario, which I think is the only likely one.
And as for option 3... where would I even begin?
I hate to ask for even more of your guidance, as I'm sure you have better things to do than help some man explore whether he is a sissy or not, but could you give me some advice?
I literally am ready to go ahead with number three... but where do I start?
Pet Brittany
I clicked Send, just as my wife walked out of the shower.
"I see you're hard already," she said, as my dick bulged in my boxers.
"Yeah, I'm thinking we should do something about that," I agreed, tossing the phone onto the bed and walking over to her.
"I just showered," she objected.
"I prefer you getting a little dirty," I smiled, as I leaned in to kiss her.
"Not now," she refused, backing away.
I sighed.
"Don't sigh at me," she said. "You want sex after I shower while I have to get ready for work."
I replied, like I always seemed to do, "Sorry."
"We can definitely have sex," she said. "But we need to plan it."
"Yeah, nothing is sexier than fucking on a schedule," I joked, the raw passion where we'd fucked like bunnies long gone, or when we'd fucked anywhere. Shit, the first time I fucked her was in a girl's bathroom at her sister's wedding.
"Sorry, you know I prefer to plan things," she said as she escaped over to her dresser.
"We didn't plan the time you sucked me under the table at Walter's, or when I fucked you in your boss's office at the Christmas party," I tried to remind her of her younger, wilder, more spontaneous days.
"I was twenty then, not forty-five with kids."
"I know," I said, thinking if I was ever going to tell her what I'd been feeling, this would be the time. Yet I didn't. "It's just we...." I paused.
"It's just we what?" she asked, in a tone that warned whatever I said next might blow up in my face.
"Nothing."
"No, tell me," she said, as she put her panties on. Panties that weren't remotely sexy.
"It's just, we don't really connect like we used to," I said cautiously.
"Connect?" she asked. "You mean fuck?"
"Not just fuck, but experience moments when we simply have to have each other."
This seemed to soften her. "Yeah, I suppose that's true."
"It's no one's fault. Life got busy." I said.
"Well," she said, as she grabbed a pair of pantyhose, she used to wear thigh highs, or garter-belts and stockings, but now it was always pantyhose. "Let's plan a night."
"Okay," I said, as she sat on the bed.
She said, seeing me watching her. "Maybe I'll even go buy some thigh highs."
"Please do."
"You and your nylon fetish."
"That's why I married a woman who works in politics," I joked.
"And because I used to suck your dick every day," she said, now sounding like my wife in her younger days.
"And swallowed," I added.
"And gave you foot jobs," she added.
"And sat on my face," I continued.
"Fuck, you're getting me horny now," she sighed, as she finished putting her pantyhose on.
"Well, you could go in late," I said.
"I have a meeting with the mayor at nine," she said. "I can't be late."
"Fine," I said.
"But if you can shoot your load quickly, I can give you a quick BJ," she said, as she knelt before me.
"You know I never last long in your mouth," I said, as she pulled down my boxers.
"Well, just come down my throat, she said. "I haven't taken the time for breakfast yet anyway."
As she began sucking my dick for the first time in months, I joked, "Well, that is the most important meal of the day."
Three minutes later, she was standing up after having swallowed my load. "I do love cum."
"Well, I'll always have a fresh load ready for you," I smiled.
"I'll keep that in mind," as she kissed me and went into the walk-in closet to finish getting dressed.
I hopped into the shower, suddenly feeling so guilty for emailing Jasmine, and for even considering exploring my sissy curiosity.
I loved Emma. So either I'd tell her, or I'd do nothing.
That was my new resolve.
Which, of course, lasted only for about four hours.
When I couldn't help but check whether Jasmine had responded.
She had.
Then I couldn't help but read it... because even after that special moment with my wife, my curiosity was still there, and my desire to be feminized was still strong.
Pet Brittany,
What's next is simple.
You start by doing small tasks.
For example, here is task 1. Go out right now, buy a pair of pantyhose, and put them on underneath your work clothes.
Simple.
Baby steps.
Mistress Jasmine
She'd used the term Mistress.
She'd given me an order.
It was almost lunchtime.
What the fuck!
Why not?
I had always wondered what wearing pantyhose would be like, and had always thought it was unfair that for some reason they were considered a women only clothing accessory.
I headed out for lunch, grabbed a sandwich, and bought a pair of black nylons from a department store. It was kind of awkward to purchase pantyhose, although the saleswoman didn't seem too fazed.
I got back to work, locked my office door and pulled on the pantyhose... which I discovered was a lot more work than I had imagined. Watching a woman put them on had always been sexy, I had watched many scenes on YouTube, but actually doing it, was a bit of work and awkward.
Once on, I put my socks back on, pulled up my pants and walked around. It felt slightly weird, yet super exciting.
I sat down at my desk and checked my Inbox to see if there was another email from Jasmine... and one had arrived just three minutes ago.
Of course I clicked on it.
Pet Brittany,
If I am right, and I usually am, you went out almost immediately, bought some nylons, and you're now wearing them.
If that's true, which I'm confident it is, I want you to slide your pants down, and just rub your hands over your nylon legs.
How does it feel? Does it make your cock hard?
But don't touch that dick of yours.
When you're in nylons... you must allow your feminine side to take charge.
You are sexy.
You are sensual.
You are BRITTANY.
You don't have a dick... you have a pussy.
Mistress Jasmine
Wow!
Her words were as magical here as they were in her stories... even more so, since they were directed at me personally.



Silkstockingslover herself was telling me what to do!
I felt compelled to obey.
I glanced at the clock.
I had twenty minutes before a meeting.
So I pulled my pants down to my knees, and moved my hands up and down over my nylon-clad legs... happy I'd purchased a pair of silky sheer ones.
It felt so nice.
I felt my cock harden as I touched my legs, and yet I resisted the temptation to touch it, as instructed.
I wasn't Brad, I was Brittany.
I was sexy.
I was sensual.
I was feminine.
I was Brittany!
I did this for a few minutes before my cell rang. It was a client. I kept my pants at my ankles and my free hand roaming freely as I chatted with him.
Eventually, I pulled my pants back up, and before going to my meeting, I emailed Jasmine back.
Mistress Jasmine
I did just as you told me.
I bought a pair of black nylons.
Put them on.
Then caressed my nylon-clad legs.
It felt so sensual and so right.
And although my dick was hard the entire time, I ignored it like a good girl.
I'm heading to a meeting now with three men and a woman, wearing pantyhose underneath my suit. I feel sexy. I feel a little slutty, and I have a major rush of adrenaline from obeying your orders.
Your Pet Brittany
I went to my meeting... a little distracted and a lot excited. It was a complete rush that I was wearing pantyhose underneath my clothing, yet no one had a clue.
The day got really busy and I didn't get a chance to check my email until four, but even so, there was no response from Jasmine.
I headed home, keeping the pantyhose on.
I got home, walked in, and my wife said, surprising me in lingerie, "Welcome home, honey."
"H-h-hi," I stammered, shocked to see her dressed in sexy red lingerie, while realizing I was still wearing my pantyhose.
"I like that reaction," she smiled, as she swayed towards me.
"You look amazing," I said, my cock hardening.
"I know," she said, as she hopped up onto the kitchen counter and said, "Hungry for some dessert?"
"Oh honey, I am," I said, "But I've really got to go pee first."
"Hurry," she said, "your after work cocktail has been marinating all day."
"I will," I said, quickly going into the bathroom, getting out of my slacks, then my pantyhose, and stuffing them in the bottom of the cabinet to retrieve later.
I flushed the toilet I hadn't actually used, washed my hands, and headed back to my horny (for once) wife.
I moved between her legs, kissed her inner thigh, and then licked her pussy. After a couple minutes, she said, "Fuck me, baby. I need your dick inside me now."
"Okay," I said, not needing to be told twice. I took control like I used to when we were wild, spun her around, and bent her over.
"Oh yes, just slide your dick in me," she moaned.
I did just that, sliding into her from behind.
"Pound me, baby," she moaned.
I began fucking her, my balls already boiling after just a few thrusts, when suddenly I wondered what it would be like if I was the one bent over.
"Deeper," she moaned, which was frustrating, since I couldn't possibly go any deeper.
I slammed into her as hard as I could, even while I couldn't stop imagining getting fucked myself, which triggered a quick eruption. "Fuck," I grunted, as I filled her pussy.
"Already?" she snapped, clearly annoyed by my quick trigger.
Not wanting to disappoint her, and curious what a cream pie would taste like, I pulled out, spun her back around, dropped to my knees, and buried my face in her cum-filled pussy.
"What are you dooooooing?" she asked, as I began licking her.
"Just making sure you come too," I said, as I tasted my cum for the first time.
"But you're eating your cum," she pointed out, but she didn't stop me.
"Anything for you," I said, as I hungrily lapped her pussy and my cum... which was quite the unique cocktail, just like she'd offered me. It tasted good, and it was exhilarating.
"Then go ahead and eat my cum-filled pussy," she said, sounding turned on by me eating my own cum out of her pussy.
"Tastes so good," I said, trying to hint at my secret desire to suck cock... and then to swallow cum.
"This is so hot," she moaned, as she put her hand on the back of my head and guided me deeper into her pussy.
"Come on my face," I said, as I sucked on her clit, knowing that expedited her orgasms.
"Don't stop baby, don't fucking stop," she moaned, holding my head deep in her pussy.
I didn't, and she came a minute or two later, returning a lot of my cum, as her orgasm exploded in my face.
I lapped up as much as I could, until she let go of my head a minute later.
"That was new," she said, looking down at me.
"Did you like it?"
"Yeah, did you?"
"Yeah," I said, standing up.
"Eating me after fucking me and coming inside me, somehow made it more intense," she added.
"Agreed," I smiled, feeling a rush of excitement at eating my cum for the first time, and better yet, with my wife.
"Well, I'm going to shower," she said. "Can you check on the chicken in the oven?"
"Of course," I said, as she walked away, and I admired her back end in her lingerie and nylons.
Once she was gone, I shook my head at just how crazy this day had been.
I felt guilty for emailing Jasmine... and for obeying her.
Yet, I also felt so alive from obeying Jasmine.
I loved Emma.
I hoped this welcome interlude wasn't an anomaly, and our sex life could be rejuvenated.
But I also knew I still needed to explore this feminine side of me. Eating my cum was exhilarating, and it only made me more curious about what it might be like to suck a cock and taste the cum directly from that cock.
.....
Next day, I emailed Jasmine:
Mistress Jasmine
Thank you for the orders. It was exhilarating to just mindlessly obey without judgement. I really appreciate it.
After having sex with my wife and coming in her, I ate her out. My first ever cream pie. I loved it, and she did too.
I'm back in my pantyhose as I head to work.
PS: I'll be flying to Toronto in three days, and will be staying in a hotel for five nights. I mention this in case you want to assign any tasks for me while I'm there.
Pet Brittany.
I checked my email a dozen times throughout the day, but there was no response.
Smartly, just in case, I took off my pantyhose before going home, although there wasn't any sexy surprise this time when I got home.
It wasn't until I was getting ready for bed, that I got an email from Jasmine.
Pet Brittany,
Oh my... you're well on your way to becoming a complete sissy.
Since you're taking this exercise so seriously, please answer the following questions, so I can understand what you need. I will then give you some tasks for Toronto, which I actually know quite well, since I attended university there.
1. What kinds of porn do you watch?
2. Does anyone besides me know you want to be a sissy?
3. Where do you want to go with this? For instance to cross dress? To suck cock? To get fucked? To be completely feminized?
4. I assume I know the answer, but let me know what you have done sexually related to being with men. For example, have you played with your ass?
5. Have you been pegged?
Jasmine
I took my laptop into the bathroom and responded,
Mistress Jasmine,
Thank you again for responding, I'm so honored you would take time from your busy writing schedule for me.
Here are my answers.
1. What kinds of porn do I watch?
I used to watch typical vanilla porn. Some lesbian. Eventually I started watching interracial porn and was in awe of the size of their cocks, which began my current twisted journey. Shemale porn, the odd gay porn, and lots of hypno sissy videos are what I watch now.
2. Does anyone besides you know I want to be a sissy?
No one. Just you.
3. Where do I want to go with this? For instance to cross dress? To suck cock? To get fucked? To be completely feminized?
I know it sounds pathetic, but I want to do everything you listed, although each item both intrigues and scares me. But I've become particularly obsessed with sucking a cock.
4. You assume you know the answer, but let you know what I have done sexually related to being with men. For example have I played with my ass?
I've never been with a man. Never had anything up my ass. I've thought about going to a gloryhole, but am terrified I'd bump into someone I know.
5. Have I been pegged?
The answer is still no, but the idea is really appealing.
I'm ready to obey any order you'd care to give me, Mistress, especially while I'm in Toronto.
Pet Brittany
I pressed Send, and after a quick jerking off, headed to the bedroom.
.....
I woke up the next morning and checked my messages, to see one from Jasmine.
Pet Slut Brittany
I expect you to buy the following for your trip:
-panties (all pink)
-a few pairs of pantyhose
-red nail polish
-red lipstick
-a set of three butt plugs (in graduating sizes) with lube
-optional: a wig.
You WILL wear panties and pantyhose on your flight including through security.
As soon as you get to your hotel, you will insert the smallest of your three butt plugs in that virgin cunt of yours.
Send me a picture of everything once you've bought it.
Mistress Jasmine
PS: If anyone asks why you're buying these items... you tell them the truth! Is that clear?
I noticed she'd called me a slut, which made my cock harden.
I noticed she'd called my ass a cunt, a term she used liberally in her stories, and a term she often used to indicate a sissy's asshole.
I read through the long list.
Panties were something I'd always wanted to wear. Pink enhanced the feminine aspect of them.
More pantyhose were easy, as I couldn't continue wearing the only pair I'd bought, and washing them at home would be difficult to explain.
I had always found red nail polish sexy, and had always wondered what it would be like to have my nails done like a sexy woman's.
Lipstick. That I had never considered buying.
And butt plugs. Yes, I'd been curious about what it would feel like to be pegged, or even ass fucked, but I hadn't seriously considered buying any toys. Good idea!
A wig? I wouldn't even know where to start.
I headed to work, wearing the same pantyhose for the third straight day, this being Friday, before I flew out on Sunday afternoon. At work, I responded.
Mistress Jasmine
Your slut sissy Brittany will purchase all these items today at lunch or after work. My flight is Sunday at 3 PM.
I look forward to being your mindless submissive sissy slut for a week, while visiting a foreign city.
Your pet slut Brittany.
I pressed Send, and then went to work. It was a crazy day, but I left work an hour early to go shopping.
I was excited until I reached the mall.
How would I buy some panties without looking like a creep?
I walked into a Victoria Secret nervously. I went to the panties area, and realized I had no idea what size I would wear in panties. I wore medium boxers. Would that translate to a large in women's? An extra large?
As I pondered this, a pretty blonde walked over to me and asked, "May I help you?"
Recalling Jasmine's order, I responded, a little sheepishly, "I'm looking for some pink panties."
"For your wife?" she asked.
"No, for me," I answered, rather quietly.
"Oh," she said, my answer surprising her.
"Yes, my Mistress ordered me to purchase five pairs of pink panties," I replied, knowing I had to obey Jasmine, and oddly it felt good to do so.
"Oh, okay," she said, clearly surprised by my answer.
"Although I'm not sure what size I am," I said.
She looked at me, then said, "Probably an extra large."
"I'm a medium in men's underwear," I said.
"Maybe only a large, then," she said. "I can't say for sure."
"Okay," I said. "Can you find me five pairs in large, and five in extra large in a variety of styles?"
"Sure," she said, as she started going through the panties.
"Okay," I said, feeling oddly at ease with the strange situation.
I waited a couple minutes until she said, "Here you go."
"Thank you," I said.
"You're welcome," she said.
"Oh, I also need pantyhose in extra large. One of every colour you have."
"Okay," she said more casually now, obviously growing more accustomed to my kink, leading me to a different section of the store. "Any thigh highs?"
"Sure, get me a pair of those in each colour, too," I said, thinking, Why not? Jasmine loves them, and I love when Emma wears them.
She grabbed me a bunch of packages, led me to the till, and I purchased everything.
I proceeded to Macy's, and I bought some red lipstick and nail polish where, thankfully, I wasn't asked any questions.
I then drove to an adult store in a somewhat sketchy area at a strip mall. I walked inside, not having been inside one of these in years. They had certainly changed! There were sex toys I couldn't fathom being used on any woman, for instance some dildos that seemed to me the size of tree trunks! (Well, saplings anyway.) There were kinky toys I tried to imagine being used on a woman. I found the butt plug section, and gasped at the size of some of them... some didn't look humanly possible to be used in either length or girth.
I ended up buying a pack of three in a variety of sizes from small to seemingly way too big, as well as a vibrating prostate massager (not on the list, but it intrigued me), and anal lubricant. The cashier, a woman, didn't seem at all fazed by my purchases.
I got to my car, dumped all my purchases onto the passenger seat, and took a picture of them. I then emailed Jasmine.
Mistress Jasmine,
Here is a picture of all the purchases you instructed me to buy.
It was nerve-wracking and exciting. Buying panties was awkward, as the girl was definitely judging me at first. The other two purchases went without a hitch.
Pet Slut Brittany
I got home, stored my purchases in the trunk, and went inside.
Saturday I did some work in the garage, and kept checking for a response from Jasmine.
None came.
To my surprise, on Sunday I received a very rare morning blow job from my wife, and I returned the favour. Somehow just as I was beginning to explore my feminine side, after years of growing neglect from Emma, she was suddenly getting amorous again. Go figure. It almost made me feel guilty for my obedience to an online Mistress.
After our sex, I checked my phone, and there was a message from Jasmine.
Pet Slut Brittany,
Sorry for the delayed response. The weekend has been busy. I finished a new story, marked some essays, and so forth.
Anyway...
Good boy. Nice purchases. I see you even bought a prostate massager. However, your pussy will need to be trained before it can take that.
Are you leaving today?
Be sure to wear panties and pantyhose to the airport. Are you staying in downtown Toronto? If so, I can come up with a couple of adventures for you.
Mistress Jasmine
I responded instantly.
Mistress Jasmine
I leave in a few hours.
I will dress as instructed.
I am staying at a hotel on Yonge Street in the heart of downtown.
I eagerly await any further instructions.
Pet Brittany
My cock was hard at the promises lying ahead.
I had breakfast with the wife, packed, knowing I'd be repacking once I left the house and parked a few minutes away, and I did some reading.
Once I was a few minutes away from my house, I pulled over and repacked my suitcase, adding five pairs of panties, pantyhose, lipstick, nail polish, lube, and all the toys... I was already wearing a pair of pink panties and tan pantyhose.
I got to the airport, the toys all in my suitcase and not in my travel bag, I wasn't that adventurous, went through security without event, and went to the bathroom to take a leak. I walked to a urinal and then remembered I was wearing pantyhose, which I was already used to wearing, so I went into a stall instead.
Before I got on the plane, I checked my email and saw another one from Jasmine.
Pet Slut Brittany,
I am sending you my cell number for quick communication. Text me once you arrive in your hotel room.
Mistress Jasmine
I responded in awe she was sending me her cell number.
Mistress Jasmine
Thank you so much!!
I will text you the moment I get to my room.
Pet Slut Brittany
The flight, in a rarity from my experience, arrived early. I got off, grabbed my bags, my suitcase being the first off the conveyor belt, also a first, and went to hail a taxi... which was also right there when I got out into the cooler Canadian air. Twenty-five minutes later, the taxi dropped me off at my hotel. I checked in, went to my room, and looked out my window from the 17th story. I could see the CN Tower. I could see their sports complex. I could see the city. It was utterly gorgeous.
To my surprise, I briefly forgot I was to text Jasmine the moment I got into my room. I pulled out my phone and texted her.
ME: In my hotel room in Toronto.
A minute later she responded, as I stared at my phone waiting with anticipation.
JASMINE: Hope the flight went well. Are you hungry?
I thought that was an odd question.
ME: It went great. Even arrived ahead of schedule. I am a little peckish.
JASMINE: So you're ready for your first cock?
My eyes went wide. Now the question made more sense!
I'd been anticipating this for a while, but suddenly it was looking very, very real.
A mixture of emotions coursed through me.
Excitement.
Fear.
Trepidation.
Intrigue.
I responded without giving it a lot of thought... just obeying blindly.
ME: No time like the present!
JASMINE: There is a small adult theatre on Yonge Street. It has a dozen seats each in a few different theatres. It also has some glory holes. I'm certain you can find a willing top to slide inside that eager cock sucking mouth of yours.
Wow!
It was suddenly now or never.
It was suddenly no longer a fantasy... reality was looming right before me.
ME: WOW! I don't know what to say!
JASMINE: Yes, Mistress is the correct response.
ME: Right, sorry. Yes, Mistress. I will obey.
JASMINE: I'll text you the address. Be sure to relax, be confident, and just let your inner submissive take control.
ME: Okay.



JASMINE: Have fun.
She texted me the address. I checked it on my phone and saw it was a fifteen-minute walk.
Still wearing my panties and pantyhose, I stowed the room key in my wallet, and went for a stroll.
For fifteen minutes I pondered what I was about to do.
Fifteen minutes also to admire the beauty of downtown Toronto.
Fifteen minutes to observe the diversity of people.
But then suddenly, I was there.
I paused.
This was it.
Showtime.
It was one thing to fantasize about this.
It was a very different thing to do it.
I considered turning around and leaving, but my need to obey Jasmine, my desire to explore this feminine side of myself, and the curiosity of an adult theatre where most of the action wasn't on the screen, had me opening a door, going up a flight of stairs, and then needing to make another decision.
To my surprise, there were two turnstiles. One for gay films and one for straight films.
I had no idea which to go through, and each had a slot to put money in.
After some thought, I chose the straight one, as it seemed a little... well... less... gay.
I put the coins into the slot and walked in. I wandered around and found doors for movies, and then a hallway. Curious, I walked past the two movies and walked down the hallway to see six small rooms with doors. Four were open, two closed. In one that was open, I saw a small television. Clearly these were rooms for jerking off, or perhaps having sex. I also noticed there was a hole in the wall between the room and the hallway.
I then walked back to the two movie rooms, took a deep breath, and walked into one.
A movie was playing on a large screen television, not an actual movie screen like I'd imagined. Two men were sitting on opposite sides of the room watching a girl on the screen sucking cock. I stood in the back and watched for a moment, before I walked out and checked out the second room. It had the same setup, a dozen chairs on each side, and this one had four men. Two pairs of men were each side by side on opposite sides, and as I got closer I saw a younger man was stroking an older man's dick on one side, while an older man leaned down to suck a younger man's dick on the other side. I glanced up at the screen to see a brunette getting spit-roasted.
I don't know why, but I took a seat right across from the older man currently sucking cock, and the other two men were directly behind me.
I attempted to watch the movie, the brunette was hot, but my eyes kept glancing over to the grey-haired man who was sucking dick. When the younger guy being sucked glanced my way, I hurriedly turned back to the film.
The door opened and closed, but I didn't look back, since I wasn't sure what the etiquette was... although staring at a blow job was probably rude.
I glanced over a few more times, my cock hardening, as I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to suck a cock.
"First time here?" a voice from immediately behind me asked.
My eyes went wide while I nodded, "Yeah."
"Come sit with me," the voice said.
I turned around and found the two men who were behind me were gone, but a guy around my own age was sitting there wearing a suit. "Um, okay," I said, as I got up, glanced at the blow job again, and went to sit beside the new man.
"Hi, I'm Mike," he said, extending his hand.
"Bill," I said, shaking his hand, which seemed strange in such a location.
"You from here?" he asked.
"No, New Jersey," I said.
"Explains the accent," he said.
"Yeah, I just arrived here today."
"I see," he nodded. "Top or bottom?" he asked.
"Curious bottom," I answered.
"Have you sucked cock before?"
"No."
"Want to see mine?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said, really excited to see his dick.
"Pull yours out too," he said, as he fished his cock out.
"Okay," I nodded, as his cock was suddenly free and looked to be about seven inches, "but I'm wearing pantyhose."
"Oh, interesting," he said without judging. "Just pull your pants down, then."
"Okay," I said, doing as he instructed.
"Nice," he said, as he moved his hand to my hard cock and rubbed it over my panties and pantyhose. "Go ahead, you can stroke mine."
"Okay," I repeated in a daze. I had imagined sucking cock, oddly I hadn't imagined stroking one, or having mine stroked.
"Get me nice and hard," he said, as I wrapped my hand around the first dick ever that wasn't my own. It was awkward, sitting side by side as we were, but also exciting. It was so hard. A couple inches longer than mine, and also thicker.
"You have a nice dick," I said, as I slowly stroked it.
"Thanks," he said.
For a couple minutes I slowly stroked him to complete hardness, he slowly rubbed my cock through my pantyhose. Then after that time while I spent more time admiring his cock than watching the brunette getting double penetrated, he invited/ordered, as he took his hand off my cock and placed it on my head. "Go ahead Bill, bend down and suck my cock."
"Here?" I asked, as I looked around and saw the older guy was still sucking the younger one.
"Yes," he said, "here is the perfect place," as he guided me towards his cock.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through me as my mouth was summoned to his dick. I mindlessly opened up and took his fat cock inside.
"There you go," he groaned, as I wrapped my mouth around his dick.
I can't explain it, but just like so many first time cock sucker stories as well as many forums, as soon as I had his dick in my mouth I felt... at home. Alive. Excited. It felt like this was what I'd always been supposed to do. Suck dick.
I began to bob slowly, getting used to having a dick in my mouth, although bent sideways was awkward.
"Oh yeah, there you go," he groaned. "Nice and slow."
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, wanting to let him know I acknowledged his words, but didn't want to stop sucking his cock.
"Such a natural," he said, as I continued slowly bobbing. After a couple minutes, he said, "Why don't you get down on your knees? It'll be a lot more comfortable than the position you're in now."
"Good idea," I said, quickly sliding down off the chair and onto my knees, allowing my side to stretch, which had begun to hurt while I was sucking the way I had been.
I moved between his legs and took his cock back in my mouth. This position felt so much more comfortable... and natural. Like this was the position I was meant to be in.
"Oh yeah, suck my dick," he groaned, as I resumed bobbing, going a little faster in this far more comfortable position.
This was even better. It felt so natural... so good... as if this were why I was born: to suck cock. I know it sounds ludicrous, but that's what I felt. I brought my hand to my pantyhose-covered cock and began rubbing as I bobbed.
"Oh yeah Bill, you're a natural cock sucker," he moaned, as I was taking over two-thirds of his cock into my mouth. Being called a cock sucker made my cock flinch... since it was a term that always turned me on when I read it, and especially when I listened to sexy female voices calling me one while I was watching those hypno-sissy videos.
I moaned on his cock in response, suddenly wondering what this cock was going to feel like in my mouth when he came. I wondered what it would feel like to have his cum shooting into my mouth. I wondered what it would taste like. Well... I was about to find out!
"That's it, take more and more of me," he groaned softly.
As odd as it sounds, I was in a self-contained, all-encompassing zone. All that mattered was his cock. I continued bobbing for a couple more minutes until he warned, or perhaps it's better to say announced, "Here it comes, cock sucker!"
I had to have that load! That cum! I bobbed faster, and a dozen bobs later I heard him grunt, and I felt his cum shoot into my mouth, slide down my throat, and warm my belly, even as my cock twitched and a rush of adrenaline coursed through me.
"Yeah," he groaned, as I swallowed every drop.
Once there was no more cum left, I wasn't sure what to do next, so I just kept slowly sucking him.
"That was great," he said, and I backed off.
"Thanks," I said, unsure of what else to say.
"You're a natural," he said, beaming down at me.
"Thanks," I said again.
"I need to go," he said.
"Oh yeah," I nodded, standing up extremely awkwardly, reminded my pants were around my ankles.
"Nice to meet you, Bill," he said, as he got up and headed out.
I stood there, realizing no one else remained in the small theatre.
I pulled my pants up and headed out. I thought about going to the other theatre, the one that wasn't 'straight', and I also considered visiting the gloryhole, but my head was spinning from what I'd already accomplished. So I headed out and strolled back to the hotel with the taste of another man's cum lingering in my mouth.
.....
Back at my hotel, I texted Jasmine a rather lengthy report.
ME: Mistress Jasmine. I went to the theatre. I ended up sucking my first cock. Swallowing my first load. Was called a cock sucker for the first time. I have never felt more alive than I did when I was on my knees with a cock in my mouth.
ME: It was exhilarating; it was completely intoxicating; it was life changing. Okay... enough hyperbole. Simply put: thank you. Eagerly waiting to know what to do next. Pet Cock Sucker Brittany
I got undressed, except for the pantyhose and slightly stained pink panties from my own pre-cum and sat in bed with my laptop open and clicking on one of my favourite hypno sissy scenes.
I was only a couple minutes into it when I received a text.
I grabbed it, and was disappointed to see it was only from Emma, which made me shake my head at my own pathetic-ness (I'm not sure that's a word, but it fits for this).
EMMA: Settled into the hotel yet? How was your flight?
I decided to phone her, and we chatted for a few minutes while I watched a hypno sissy video on mute that focused on sucking cock. God, there were just so many different sizes, shapes and colours of cock. Pussy was pussy... it all looked almost identical to me; but cock... no two were alike.
And not just their size (although the length can vary so much), or girth (thin cocks, fat cocks), or shape (straight, curved up, curved down, even curved sideways) or colour (black, white, and a variety of other shades), but also the way cum explodes out of a cock (like a rocket, in streams, or even just weakly oozing out).
Just as we were finishing up, I got a text. I assumed it was from Jasmine. I resisted looking at it until I hung up with my wife after we both said 'I love you'.
I checked the text. Yes! It was from Jasmine.
JASMINE: Two choices for tomorrow. One... more cock sucking (a minimum of three); two... a visit to a salon to femme you up. Of course, you can choose number two first, and then do number one, or I suppose you could get your fill of cock first and then get feminized. I need to know if you wish to include option two, since I have tentatively booked you at a spa I used to go to.
I didn't even hesitate, even though I likely should have, but the hypno sissy videos I had been watching only enhanced my subconscious decision to choose option two.
ME: Mistress Jasmine although I definitely want to suck more cock, the idea of being feminized is too big a temptation to resist. Please tell me when and where.
JASMINE: 5 o' clock. I'll send the address in the morning. Be sure to be wearing pantyhose throughout all your meetings. Good night, sissy.
ME: Thank you, Mistress. I will obey. Have a good night.
JASMINE: PS: No touching your clitty. If you're going to be my submissive pet, you must learn self-discipline.
ME: Of course not, Mistress.
I resisted watched more sissy videos, since they would only get me excited. So instead I watched sports highlights and went to bed... excited and curious about tomorrow.
.....
Surprisingly, the next day flew by quickly... and I ended up at a salon just a couple blocks from the scene of last night's sordid affair. (Well, I guess a proper sordid affair would include passionate kissing and embracing instead of just a blowjob, but you know what I mean.)
Being in an unfamiliar city, an unfamiliar country, made this appointment a lot less stressful. I walked in and said simply, "I have a five o'clock appointment." Presumably they sissified guys all the time, since the receptionist didn't even raise an eyebrow.
She took my information, then led me down the hallway to a room. She said, "Get completely naked and climb under the blanket."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, even though she was substantially younger than I.
I got undressed, and lay on the massage table. I waited a few minutes before, to my surprise, a man walked in. He asked, "So you want the full monty?"
"Yes please," I nodded, Jasmine having explained what was about to happen to me.
"All right," he said, as he pulled the thin blanket off of me. "First, I'll wax you."
"Okay," I said.
"Lucky for you, you're not too hairy, but this will still hurt," he warned, as he went to a table.
"I understand," I said, having seen 40-Year-Old Virgin... although other than my legs, I didn't have a lot of hair on my chest or anywhere else.
He returned and applied warm wax to my back, ass, and to my surprise, some oozing way down between my ass cheeks, and my legs.
After waiting a few minutes, he said, as he put stuff on my back, "On three."
"Okay," I said.
Then for the next five minutes I suffered some serious pain. It made me wonder why women did this. It also made me wonder what childbirth could possibly be like. Women... they have it a lot tougher than we men, if I can still call myself one.
He even did between my ass cheeks, which I discovered was a pretty sensitive area... as was the back of my legs... which were still burning five minutes after they were waxed and yanked.
"Roll over," he ordered.
It was then I realized I was only halfway done... and he hadn't even done my scrotal area... which was rather hairy.
He waxed me again.
He waited a couple of minutes.
He did my chest, which thankfully didn't hurt much since I didn't have much hair... but the area around my nipples, an area where I was always sensitive, hurt like hell.
He did my legs and then finally my groin area. He said, now holding a razor, "Don't move."
'Okay," I repeated, praying I didn't twitch or get an itch.
He took fifteen minutes, before he had made me as bald as the day I was born. I looked down and was surprised how a shaved groin made my cock look substantially larger.
He then went to the counter, grabbed some lotion and rubbed it all over my chest, balls and legs. "Flip back over," he ordered.
I obeyed, and he lotioned up my back, ass and legs. He then said, "Grab a robe and follow me."
"Okay," I said, the lotion soothing my body and cooling the earlier burn.
I followed him out of the room, down the hallway, and into a room where three women were getting their nails done. "Go to station five," he said.
"Okay," I said, although I felt self-conscious because I was about to get my nails done while three women wondered about me.
I sheepishly went to a seat between two older women, and sat down. The guy left, and a minute later an older Asian woman knelt before me and guided my feet into warm water.
I won't bore you with the details of the next thirty minutes, but I received a pedicure and manicure. My fingernails and toenails were then painted ruby red. Once done, I was led back to another room with a wardrobe and a person I instantly could tell was a cross-dresser in his-her early twenties, I would guess, was waiting for me.
"Hi, ready to be made beautiful?"
"I am," I said, instantly feeling comfortable around this person.
"Well, let's have some fun then," they said (I think that's an acceptable pronoun). "I'm Janet, by the way."
"I can't wait," I said, excited to look half as good as Janet did, noticing his Adam's Apple, confirming my assumptions.
She took my hand, I decided if she was called Janet, I should accept her as a girl in this adventure, and she led me to some outfits
Again, I won't bore you, but in thirty minutes, I had acquired some extra-large silicone tits (which were so exciting), a long blonde wig that looked so real, sexy lace black panties, three-inch heels (I know, but I didn't want to break my inexperienced ankles), a black garter-belt and stockings, all topped off with a sexy red gown.
"Okay," she said. "Now let's get your face done."
Twenty minutes later I'd been painted with mascara, red lipstick, blush, eye shadow and more.
"Ready to see yourself?" she asked, there being no mirrors in this room... trust me, I'd looked.
She pulled out a phone and said, "I need to send a picture to Jasmine."
"You know Jasmine?" I asked.
"She's the one who helped me discover my true self," she said.
"No way," I said.
"Yeah, that's' why it's so much fun for me to help you," she said, taking my hand again, just us girls together. "Come with me."
I wobbled a bit, even these modest heels were a little awkward to walk in, as I followed her.
Then I caught my first sight of her... I mean me.
"Wow!" I said, looking at myself in the mirror... but not recognizing myself.
"Yeah, you look hot," she said.
"You think so?" I asked, thinking I did look quite pretty....
"Yeah, I definitely think so," she nodded. "Want to go to a club and show off your new self?"
"With you?" I asked, feeling an odd connection with her.
"Sure," she said. "Plus, if you're feeling ambitious, it's amateur night."
"Amateur night?" I asked.
"Yes, we're going to a drag queen club," Janet said, "And I bet you'd be very popular onstage."
"Oh my," I said, my cock flinching, although I also felt instant anxiety.
"You don't have to," she said. "But you will be encouraged."
"Let's just go and check it out, and then see how I feel," I said, before I could change my mind.
"Sure," she said, taking my hand and leading me out. I paid for the two and a half hour makeover, I won't tell you how much, and when Emma saw the credit card I'd have some explaining to do, but at the moment, that was the last thing on my mind.
Tonight I wasn't Bill, but I didn't know what name I should use instead. As we walked outside onto the busy streets of Toronto, I asked, "Would you please name me?"
"Pardon?" Janet asked, still holding my hand, I realized... and oddly, I liked it.
"I need a stage name," I said.
"Oh, yes," she said, stopping and looking me over. "Hmmmmmmmmmmm."
"I know, there's no simple feminine version of Bill," I said. "Except for Billina of course, but she wasn't a person, but a hen in Ozma of Oz, the third Oz book. And I don't want to be named for a talking chicken."
"No, that wouldn't work," she agreed.
"And I don't feel like Brittany tonight, even though that's the name I've been using."
"Agreed, you're not a Brittany," she said. "No, you're someone else entirely."
I took that as a compliment, as I asked, "So who am I?"
"Give me a minute to think," she said, really putting some thought into my new feminine persona.
"Okay," I said, as we resumed walking hand in hand.
About a minute later, as we stopped at a Don't Walk light, she said, "In honour of Jasmine, as well as for myself, your girlfriend du jour, I think your new name is...."
She paused for dramatic effect, which was killing me, "You... are... definitely... a... Janelle."
"Janelle," I said, savouring the name as it rolled off my tongue.
"Yes, it's perfect," Janet said.



"Yes, yes, it certainly is," I agreed as the light changed and we crossed the street, me with a little more spring in my heels with my new sexy name.
A minute later we were walking into a smallish bar about four blocks away from where we'd started.
"Janet!" the bouncer at the door greeted.
"Hey, sweet stuff," Janet said, "this is my new friend Janelle. Janelle, this is Baker."
"Hi, Baker," I smiled awkwardly, feeling a little self-conscious dressed as a woman.
"You're going to be very popular," Baker said, as he literally checked me out, head to toe, and especially my boobs.
"I'm trying to talk her into competing tonight," Janet said.
"Oh, you definitely need to," Baker urged me. "You're absolutely delicious!"
"I am?" I asked, surprised to receive such a compliment.
"Yeah, you're fucking hot," Janet said, as she led me into the bar.
"This is crazy," I said, as we walked into a smallish bar, albeit a pretty packed one. There were other crossdressers, there were men, there were women... and often I couldn't tell which gender someone had started out as.
"Oh, you wait," Janet said, as she gave my hand a squeeze, as her phone buzzed. She looked at it and said, "The discussion is over. You're definitely competing tonight."
"I am?" I repeated, sounding like a confused parrot.
"Mistress Jasmine says you are," Janet said, showing me her phone.
I read the message: Tell Janelle I expect her to compete tonight.
"Well, I guess I'm competing, then," I said with an awkward chuckle, not even sure what I was competing in.
"You'll have a blast," Janet said, before adding with wicked foreshadowing, "literally."
During the next hour I met a bunch of people, got my ass grabbed twice, and had supper. I then went to the bathroom to apply some more lipstick, at Janet's suggestion. In the bathroom, I took a piss (which was more difficult than I'd expected in a long dress), and was washing my hands when a guy walked in.
"Hey, sexy," he said.
I looked up through the mirror and saw a good-looking guy in his early twenties.
"Hi," I said, not sure what else to say.
"Want some dessert?" he asked, as he came up to me and squeezed my ass.
"Um, I, well," I said, assuming he wanted me to suck his cock.
"Come on," he said, taking my hand and leading me to a bathroom stall.
I mindlessly followed, curious, and a little excited to suck my second cock ever.
He closed the door, and I wordlessly dropped to my knees and unzipped his jeans.
"I like a girl who knows what she wants and goes for it," he said, as I pulled out his smallish cock.
I didn't say anything as I leaned forward and took his flaccid cock in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, you were really hungry," he groaned, as his soft cock began to harden in my mouth... which was a new... and exciting... feeling.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned on his cock, wanting to let him know I was hungry.
"Yes, that's it you sexy slut, get me nice and hard," he moaned, his calling me a sexy slut making my cock flinch in my panties.
Once it was hard, although just five inches, I began to bob.
"Oh yeah, take it all, you hot slut," he moaned.
Feeling the natural rush of being on my knees with a cock in my mouth, I began to bob faster, my submissive cock sucking nature taking control.
"Shit, I'm going to bust a nut in that pretty mouth," he groaned after just a minute of deep throat (sorta) cock sucking.
I bobbed even faster as he grunted and spewed his load in my mouth. "Fuck!"
I hungrily swallowed it all, not slowing down, as his warm load slid down my throat.
"Oh fuck," he said weakly, as I extracted every drop of the cum from his balls.
I slowed down and nursed his cock for another minute, before he pulled out and said, "Thanks, that was great."
"Agreed," I said, as he pulled up his underwear and pants.
He headed out, and I noticed there was a hole in the side of the stall. I began to get up, when a black cock came through the hole, not massive like in the porn movies, but bigger than the last one by a good two plus inches.
I closed the stall door, moved a couple of feet, and took the thicker cock in my hands.
"Hurry up," a guy said gruffly. "I don't have a lot of time."
"Yes, sir," I said, even though I had no idea how old the guy attached to this big dick was.
"Get sucking," he ordered, his cock already semi-hard.
I obeyed, taking his cock into my mouth and slowly bobbing, getting it completely hard.
"That's it, faggot," he groaned, which made my cock flinch again. Sissy, slut, sexy, cock sucker, faggot... a variety of terms that all excited me. I wanted to live up to all those nasty terms.
Once hard, I began bobbing quickly, taking five of his seven plus inches in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker," he moaned. "Suck my black dick."
Unlike many guys who were obsessed with BBC, at least according to online stories, I was discovering I loved all cocks. Big... small; white... black... whatever colour. Cock was cock. It was clear to me after sucking just three different ones, that my personal thrill came from being on my knees sucking cock... from making men moan... from making them cum... size didn't matter... I just wanted as much cock as I could possibly get.
For three or four minutes, maybe even longer, I sucked, eventually taking almost his entire cock in my mouth; he growled, "Don't you dare slow down, faggot."
I had no intention of doing so. Truth was, sucking cock was becoming the ultimate thrill... getting a guy off was more of an adrenaline rush than scoring the winning goal in a hockey game (which I had done). It was becoming my ultimate rush.
As pathetic as it may sound, nothing had given me more pleasure than my experiences this day. Becoming Janelle... exploring my feminine side... becoming a slut... being on my knees... becoming the cock sucker I was born to be!
"Swallow it all, faggot," the black stranger said, as a massive load, the biggest of the three I'd swallowed so far, exploded into my mouth like big cannon blasts, that seemed actually to pelt into the back of my throat.
I kept sucking the big cock until he pulled back out, and disappeared without another word. I waited a minute, before I stood up and walked out of the stall. The bathroom was empty. I redid my lipstick and returned to Janet, who was chatting with a black man. Was he the one I sucked? I paused for a moment hoping he'd walk away, but he didn't... so I walked over anyway.
"You were gone for a while," Janet observed.
"Yeah, Um," I began.
She gave me a look, informing me she knew what likely had happened and said, "No worries, sexy thang. Janelle, this is Jake, he's a lawyer."
"Hi Jake," I said, thinking I'd likely just sucked his dick.
"Hey, Janelle, you're a pretty thing," he said, taking my hand, and I learned he wasn't the one... his voice was mellower.
"Thank you," I said, wondering what his dick looked like.
"Well, maybe we'll chat later," he said.
"Sure," I said, feeling a strange, giddy excitement.
After he left, Janet said, "I think he likes you."
"This is so wild," I said, the aftertaste of cum still lingering.
"Did you get some of that free mouthwash in the bathroom?" Janet asked.
"Yeah," I said sheepishly, then added, kind of needing to tell someone, "two doses, actually."
"You lucky little slut," Janet said.
"It all happened so fast," I said.
"It can do that," she smiled. After a moment, she asked, "Ready to continue the night of your life?"
"Well, I'm already two cocks in," I joked.
"You may be two cocks full, pretty soon," she said.
"R-r-really?" I stammered, the idea of sucking more cocks exciting, but the idea of getting ass fucked a little nerve-wracking.
"Yeah, it's always a possibility," she said. "Truth be told, there isn't anything more fulfilling than getting spit-roasted."
"I've never had a dick... or anything at all... back there," I worried.
She smiled, "Oh, once you've had a dick in that pussy of yours, you'll be addicted."
"That's what happened as soon as I sucked my first cock," I said, already craving another dick.
"Yeah," Janet smiled reminiscently. "I still remember my first cock."
"Long time ago?" I asked, curious to learn about another guy's exploration of his sexuality. Or rather her sexuality. I think.
"College," she nodded. "My roommate. One night we were drunk, horny, and well, one of us became a bottom, the other a top."
"I'm guessing you were the bottom," I smiled.
"Yeah," she nodded. "I got my pussy fucked before I ever sucked a cock."
"That's unusual," I said.
"Yeah, I've never met anyone else who started that way around," she said.
"Well, at least you had a source of regular cock," I said. "That's what I need, especially now that I've discovered just how much I love it."
"Yeah, after that night, I sucked his cock and got fucked pretty much every day, and sometimes multiple times," she said, then laughed, "but now he's married and in politics."
"Figures," I said.
"Yeah, he still fucks me on occasion."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I'm a better cock sucker and a better fuck than his wife," Janet said. "All my married men tell me that."
I smiled, "I bet you are."
"Oh... I am," she assured me.
"Anyone interested in competing tonight, please come to the stage," an amplified male voice announced.
"Fate beckons you," Janet said.
"I'm still not sure about this," I said, excitement and trepidation swirling inside me.
"No worries, our Mistress Jasmine has already decided for you."
"Right," I said, shaking my head at how I was implicitly obeying a stranger I only knew online ... a stranger I trusted completely.
"Get going, you sexy slut," Janet ordered.
"Fuck, this is getting crazy," I said.
"Oh, the craziness is just beginning," Janet smiled, as I headed to the stage.
I reached the stage, and there were two other 'girls' there. After a couple minutes the stocky man, tattoos all over, asked, "First time here?"
"Yeah, is it that obvious?" I asked.
"I'm here every day, and think I'd remember a beauty like you," he said, looking me over.
"Thanks, I'm flattered," I said.
"So, tonight is amateur night," he said. "First round is doing a dance onstage."
"Oh," I said.
"Second round is an auction," he continued.
"Auction?" I asked.
"Yes, people bid on you, and you're the winner's date for the rest of the night," he said. "But that's optional; you'd need to agree to it."
"Date?" I asked, repeating everything he said.
"Yeah," Janet spoke up from behind me. "You're their little fuck toy for the rest of the night. They don't buy you dinner, but they do buy you breakfast."
"Oh," I said.
"All the money goes to a charity," Janet added.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, to the LGTBQ society," the guy said. No way he could be gay, was there? He was so manly. He looked more like a biker in a gang.
"Okay, let's do both," I said, deciding just to allow fate to decide my night.
"Okay, we'll start in fifteen minutes," he said.
"Okay," I said.
"Do you have a favourite song to dance to?"
"No idea," I said.
"Definitely 'I Will Survive'," Janet decided for me.
"That is a good song," I said.
"Great," the guy said, before adding, "why don't you come backstage with me for some practice? Janet, can you sign up any others?"
"Anything for you, Babe," Janet said, before calling out to my back, "Have fun, Janelle."
I followed the guy backstage and he said, as he pushed me to my knees as soon as we were inside a small dressing room, "You're fucking hot."
"Thanks," I said, my cock flinching at his rugged dominance, as my hands automatically went to his pants.
"I usually don't do this before a show, but your lips were made to suck cock," he complimented.
"I just sucked my first cock yesterday, so I may not be too good," I demurred, as I fished out his decent sized six-plus inch cock.
"Really?" he said, looking genuinely surprised.
"Yeah," I admitted, "curiosity finally got to me."
"Then you just open your mouth, and I'll do the rest," he said, as he slid his cock into my mouth, grabbed the sides of my head and began fucking my face.
This was so different than my first three cocks... I wasn't sucking his dick... he was fucking my mouth. Although different, it was equally exciting... I was simply being used.
"Focus on breathing through your nose," he advised me after I'd slightly gagged a couple of times.
I did as I was told, wanting to be good for him, wanting to be a good cock slut.
After a couple minutes, his tool long enough I actually was being deep throated, his balls actually bouncing off my chin, and my getting used to his cock slamming into me, he pulled out, pulled me up, spun me around, hiked up my dress, yanked my panties down to my ankles, thus freeing my dick... sorry, my clitty... for the first time tonight... and said, "I've got to have this. Ever been fucked?"
"N-n-no," I stammered.
"Well, that's about to change," he said, as he walked to a table and grabbed what I assumed was lube, and returned.
"I'm a little nervous," I said, even as I remained bent over for him.
"Don't worry," he said, as he really lubed his cock, "I've never met a sexy thing like you who didn't love a dick in her tight pussy."
"Please, go slowly," I said, both scared and excited... expecting pain, but hoping for pleasure, too.
"I will, but only until you beg to get that cunt really pounded," he said. "And no worries, you'll be begging for it very soon!"
"Okay," I said, as he moved his cock between my ass cheeks.
"Remember to breathe," he said. "In fact, concentrate on doing that."
"Okaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaay," I said, as he pushed his cock up to my asshole and it slid inside, creating instant intense pain burning through me.
"Oh yeah, such a tight fucking pussy," he groaned, as he began fucking my ass. And as he'd promised, he went very slowly at first.
The feeling was so strange. Yes... painful. Yet I felt so full. And my cock twitched with each thrust. Yet even as the pain burned... I also felt a strange, surreal... sensation.
"Oh, God," I whimpered.
"You're going to love being a slut for cock," he promised as he fucked me... still slowly, thank goodness.
"I'm so full," I said.
"Yeah? Wait until you get a ten-inch dick spelunking in this pussy."
"I can't fathom," I said, and I couldn't. No way could I take even a tenth of an inch more.
"Your pussy is made to take big cocks," he said, as he began fucking me faster but true to his word, only a little faster.
"You're so big," I whimpered, the pain still burning, yet a subtle pleasure was beginning to rise.
"I'm only average," he denied. "Well, a little above average."
He fucked me for a couple more minutes, every stroke gradually increasing the pleasure, which conversely numbed the pain. And although it felt so weird, it also began to feel so natural. Like I was meant to have a dick in my ass... sorry... my pussy.
Then I begged, "Harder, fuck me harder."
"Oh yeah, you little slut, you love cock now, don't you?" he said, as he grabbed my hips and began really fucking me.
"Oh yes, I'm a slut, a slut for cock," I declared, as I placed my hands firmly on the wall a little lower for better balance, as he really began to slam into me.
"Oh yeah, such a tight cunt," he groaned.
"Come in my cunt, fill my cunt with your big load," I begged mindlessly, now wanting to feel what it felt like to have a load filling me.
"Oh, you want me to breed you?" he asked, as he really drilled me.
"Yesssss," I moaned, my cock throbbing, the pain only a memory, as pleasure consumed me in a way I'd never experienced before... his dick really rubbing my prostate. "I want it so bad."
"You love my cock now, don't you?" he said, filling me as deep as he possibly could.
"Oh yes, I love your big cock in my pussy," I moaned, wondering if I could come from getting ass fucked... I felt like I could come at any moment!
"I'm going to fill you with so much cum," he promised, his breathing signalling he was close.
"Fuck me... breed me... fill me," I babbled, so consumed with intense pleasure I'd do anything to get fucked... to get 'bred'.
"Oh, fuck, yessssss," he grunted a few strokes later.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned as the moment I felt his warm cum fill my ass, I too came, spewing my load all over the wall.
"Janelle, you really are a slut," he said, as he kept pumping, now sloppily, in my cum-filled ass.
"Fuck," I moaned, so overwhelmed with pleasure.
A minute later he pulled out and said, "You're a great fuck."
"Thanks, that was amazing," I said, feeling a bit of cum leaking out of my ass.
"Don't move," he said, putting his dick away. "I'll send Janet in here to clean you up."
"Okay," I said, not sure if I even could move yet.
I stood there, still bent over and propped against the wall for a couple minutes, until Janet walked in and said brightly, "Well, that was quick."
"I can't believe I just got fucked," I said.
Janet said, "Oh, it was inevitable. You're so fucking hot and fuckable."
"Well, that goes without saying," I joked, as Janet moved behind me, knelt down and started licking my asshole.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered.
"Getting the cum out of your pussy," she said, sucking cum out of me... which felt good, but weird.
"Okay," I moaned.
After a couple of minutes, Janet stood back up, turned me around and said, "Okay, we need to make a couple of touch-ups if you're going onstage."
"I may walk bow-legged now," I joked.
"That's okay, just keep dancing," she said, as she fixed my makeup.
"Okay," I said, my head spinning, my ass feeling a little empty.
"Did you like it?" she asked.
"I came all over the wall," I said.
"Really?" she asked, "without even touching yourself?" this surprising her.
"Yeah."
"I've never had that happen to me."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you're a special girl," she said.
"Well, that goes without saying," I repeated, feeling so comfortable around her.
A few minutes later, "Ready to strut your sexy stuff?"
"Why the fuck not?"
"Exactly," she said, as 'I Will Survive' began playing.
I took a deep breath as the guy who'd just taken my virginity (I still hadn't learned his name!) announced, "Ladies, men who want to be ladies, gentlemen, and gentlemen who want to fuck ladies regardless of the nature of their plumbing, we're in for a treat tonight! Coming north of the border from America for her first ever performance, please welcome... Janelle!"
As cheering echoed around the smallish room, I walked onto stage and... danced... allowed my inner feminine side to come surging out of me once again... enjoying the clapping, the chanting and the admiration.
As I did strut my stuff, I knew I was forever changed. I couldn't ever go back to my humdrum boring life. I couldn't pretend today and this week hadn't happened, or that it wasn't going to happen again and again!
I was Janelle, and I was about to be auctioned off to the highest bidder...
EPILOGUE:
Following a memorable and long night... and my paramour did indeed buy me breakfast... I spent the rest of the weekend with Janet, having a wonderful time meeting and being fucked by many of her friends.
But on the flight home, once again wearing pink panties and pantyhose, but externally looking like a regular man, I began worrying. There was that huge fee I'd paid to the beauty salon that Emma would see when she checked our credit card statement; but even before that, she'd have a chance to see that I didn't have any hair on my body below my neck! I couldn't just suddenly start refusing to be naked around her.
And then I was so preoccupied with these worries, that I forgot to change out of my panties and pantyhose before entering the house and calling out, "I'm home, darling!"



"I'm in the bedroom," she called back.
When I reached the bedroom, she was wearing some sexy new lingerie I'd never seen before, and a bright smile. Just as I entered, my phone dinged with a text message.
"You'll want to read that," my wife said, still grinning.
It was from Jasmine.
Pet Slut Janelle,
Emma just texted me you've arrived home, so here are your next orders:
Do whatever she says, just as if it's coming from me. In fact most of it will be from me, although she may embellish my suggestions somewhat. She knows everything, including most of what you did in Toronto. But no worries, all is well. Have fun!
Mistress Jasmine
I looked back up at Emma, who by now couldn't contain floods of giggles!
"Say what?" I asked, dumbfounded.
"You'd seemed very preoccupied in the days leading up to your trip to Toronto, so after you left, I did some snooping in your computer and read through all your emails to and from Jasmine. I thought you really should have gone with Option 2, but obviously you were too afraid of how I might react.
"So, I emailed Jasmine, introduced myself as 'Brittany's' wife, told her I wanted to support your explorations, and asked for her advice. She wrote back, and after making sure I was sincere, she filled me in on all your adventures in Toronto, and gave me some suggestions, which I intend to follow.
"And the plan for tonight is first I'll help you doll yourself up as that gorgeous and sexy Janelle again (she sent me the pictures of you Janet sent her), and then, dear sissy of mine, you're getting pegged!"
She then reached under a pillow and pulled out a ten-inch bright red strap-on and a tube of lube, while my mouth dropped open!
THE END
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Summary: Proud woman at long last explores her submissive side.
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Note 3: This is part one of what I'm certain will become a lengthy novella. Also, although it contains a lot of typical silkstockingslover themes, this one digs deeper into BDSM than I usually go.
The Training of Cecelia
Stock markets were crashing worldwide.
Which meant hostile takeovers were occurring everywhere, and really close to home, my position as CEO of a large marketing corporation was in serious jeopardy. Like most corporations we were hit hard by the crash, and our shares had already dropped to half their pre-COVID value.
And since I was already stressed out, the last thing I wanted to hear was the board had hired Paul Stevenson to do a thorough analysis of our company.
The worst thing about Mr. Stevenson's arriving on the scene was he was known not only for his analytical skills, but for completely overhauling any companies he became involved with. He specialized in performing last-ditch efforts to save brands or a corporation from total collapse, so he no doubt considered extreme measures routine.
Therefore my job was obviously at no small risk. It even might have already been decided by the Board of Directors that I was top choice as the scapegoat for our plummeting share values, even though the entire world was in the midst of a fucking pandemic!
So I was pissed. I hadn't worked this hard for all these years, having not even taken any time off for having children, just to be shoved out the door by some hired gun.
Who wouldn't be stressed?
So that night, after a long day of keeping it all together at least on the outside, since I couldn't let my dumbass employees know I was at all worried about what was happening, I came home and said straight off to my husband of over twenty years, who'd been with me through thick and thin, "I need to get fucked, and it needs to be now."
Joseph looked up from his laptop and asked mildly, "Can it wait a few minutes? I'm dealing with a couple of issues at the office."
"Do I look like it can wait a few minutes?" I asked, completely stressed out. Twenty years of marriage does at least three things to you. First, you know your partner inside and out; second, you take him or her for granted; three, your sex life has descended to ho hum generic.
Even five years ago Joseph would still have immediately tossed his laptop aside and given me a good fucking.
Just like many women in power, I had two main personas. I was the no-nonsense feminist ball-buster at work, where no one dared to fuck with me. (Except one person literally me, since I had a secretary named Karen whose main purpose was to eat me out whenever I became overly stressed. She was a sweet, late-twenties married woman with a magical tongue.) Yet at home behind closed doors, I just wanted to let go and get myself fucked... but alas, my mild-mannered husband (yes, he was very much like Clark Kent) had never understood this need of mine. But I guess most of that was on me since I never had either, and thus I'd never explained it to him. Not at all since I was too ashamed.
For my entire life, or I guess only since I turned eighteen, I'd never understood or accepted my inner need to be fucked like some cheap slut.

I'd given into it on a few occasions a long time ago. Like the time I agreed to get spit-roasted by a boyfriend and his best friend. And there was another time when I was fucked by four guys in a train. (No, not the railroad kind.) During the heat of the moment it was exhilarating, and I came buckets, endlessly having multiple orgasms while I was used uncaringly and called horrible names, just serving as a cum bucket for those guys' pleasure.
Yet once I was back alone in my bed, or even as soon as my walk of shame, but in any case once my orgasms had subsided, I felt overwhelming guilt. I felt utter shame. I felt I was just a façade. I felt lost.
Thankfully I met Joseph at the right time, and so I cooled what I'd considered my self-destructive behavior as I began climbing the corporate ladder.
Yet in recent years Joseph seemed different. He was less interested in sex, and I wondered if it was because of me. I did work long hours after all. And I'd become obsessed with my rise to the top. I was more successful than he was.
His phone rang.
"Don't answer it," I demanded.
"It's Martin, I have to," he said, looking apologetic as he went ahead and answered. "Hi Martin, what is it now?"
Five seconds into the conversation I knew he wouldn't be fucking me at all! Or at least not anytime soon. I cursed and stalked out, knowing I'd be stuck with getting myself off while watching some porn or reading erotica on my laptop.
A minute later Joseph came and found me only to say, "I'm sorry, I've got to go."
"Yeah, go," I said, not even looking up, my tone broadcasting to the room that I was pissed, as I clicked on a video where a woman gets gangbanged by a bunch of basketball players... one of my go to scenes.
"I'll be back as soon as I can," he said, still apologetically, but so what?
"Just go," I said waving him away, refusing even to look at him, even though my logical side knew he had no choice about going (I'd even done the same thing to him many times), yet my needy side felt completely betrayed. This lack of a sexual connection between us had been happening far too often.
I fingered myself to an orgasm, which didn't do much to quell my stress, before I went to work out in my personal gym, and then I went online to research some more about Mr. Stevenson. I needed to understand him. I needed to get a step ahead of him and stay there. I needed to be damned ready to play hardball!
....
As I prepared to meet with Mr. Stevenson, I dressed like I always did for work... a smart business power suit outfit, all black, with black pantyhose and heels. It was professional and no nonsense.
It was what I wore pretty much every day.
Black business suits with pants (dresses or skirts weren't appropriate for work, but they were for informal meetings and social activities), again with black pantyhose and black heels. These two uniforms had become an integral part of who I was at work.
I'd already downed three cups of coffee by the time Mr. Stevenson entered the building.
My secretary led him into my office, and I stood up to greet him. I'd already known he was handsome, I'd seen many pictures of him online; yet upon seeing him in person, the pictures didn't remotely do the sheer presence of the man justice.
He was tall. Just over six feet.
He was well built, his suit unable to hide his large, muscular arms.
His face was good looking as well... but his eyes were what drew me in. Brown, like the majority of people's, yet they were somehow unique. I couldn't explain why, but I felt his eyes boring right into me as he greeted, "Nice to meet you, Mrs. Durden."
"Nice to meet you too, Mr. Stevenson," I replied, as I extended my hand and he shook it. A strong man's hand. Again I couldn't explain why, but there was something about him that was unsettling me, and it wasn't only because he could end my career in a heartbeat... or perhaps rescue it. For a man in his early fifties, he was very distinguished.
"Please, call me Paul," he smiled, a warm smile, one that seemed genuine, even though I knew he had the power to crush people's dreams in the blink of an eye, and didn't mind doing so if it was the logical thing to do.
"Well then, please call me Cecelia," I replied, offering a familiarity I never allowed anyone except my mother, husband and close friends.
At work I was Mrs. Durden.
Always.
Yet here I was, already breaking my own code in the first few seconds of meeting the man who was likely here to end my tenure as CEO.
"Please, have a seat," I offered.
"Thank you," he responded, taking one. I walked back around to my desk and sat down.
After a pause, attempting to demonstrate I was in control, I asked, "So how does this work?"
"First, we chat."
Being a straightforward person, (or maybe blunt is a better term), I responded, "I'm not much for small talk."
"Then that may be your first problem," he said.
"Excuse me?" I knee jerked in response, already annoyed and defensive.
"Look," he said, somehow both soft spoken and yet in control, a difficult mixture to achieve, "I'm here to analyze the entire company."
"No, you're here to downsize it," I corrected him.
"That's yet to be decided," he said. "Sometimes the solution is actually to grow out of the difficulties."
"You really think that?" I asked, surprised because that had been my recommendation for over a year, an aggressive plan that had been rejected by the board on numerous occasions... including just last week.
"Yes, and I understand that it's something you've been pushing for quite consistently," he said, leaning forward ever so slightly.
"I have," I nodded, finding his demeanor disarming, his smile charming, and his eyes hypnotic.
"So the 'small talk' I want is for you to describe your plan to me in detail," he said, leaning back in his chair, obviously preparing to listen, not talk.
So for almost an hour, I gave him a lengthy description of my vision to expand our brand worldwide, and to use social media and celebrities to market it. It was a brazen plan to initiate during a downturn, but also an aggressive one, albeit expensive.
He listened, he asked a couple of clarifying questions, but he didn't interrupt or argue or attempt to poke holes in my plan... totally unlike the board.
"You've put a lot of thought into all this," he said when I was finally done.
"It's my job," I said.
"It's part of your job," he corrected me.
"Excuse me?" I asked, trying to recall what he'd said an hour ago that had made me say 'excuse me' back then.
"It's just that..." he paused, leaning forward again, looking me in the eyes, his own eyes once again making me feel he could see right into me, which made me shiver ever so slightly. I couldn't explain why, there was something about this man besides my career possibly being in his hands, that was rattling me. And at work I never got rattled.
"It's just that what?" I asked impatiently. I was a get things done woman, not a happily awaiting your pleasure woman.
"What's your secretary's name?"
"Karen," I replied without needing to think, but not sure why that mattered.
"And what's the name of the young lady who brought us our beverages a little while ago?"
"Jill, I think," I said, although truth be told, I had no idea, even though she'd been here for over a year; I'd once scolded her for wearing too short of a skirt, and I'd been terse with her today for interrupting our meeting, even though it was thoughtful of her to brave my office so she could offer us some coffee or tea.
"She's Helen," he corrected me.
"How could you know that?" I asked, having no idea whether he was right.
"It's my job to learn about all the employees," he said, his eyes never breaking eye contact even while he sipped his tea. It made me uneasy, and I broke eye contact on more than one occasion, since I couldn't help constantly feeling he was looking right into my soul... as absurd as that sounds. "Their names, duties (and not just official job descriptions), passions, and their family and career goals."
"For the beverage server?" I asked, realizing I had no idea what her job title was, nor did I know anything about her duties, other than to bring me a coffee with a bagel at precisely ten every morning and a second coffee at two.
"Her job title is caterer," he clarified. "She's engaged to a UPS driver seven years her senior, loves to travel, and plans to open her own restaurant one day."
"I see," I said, realizing that if he thought knowing these things was important, I was likely in big trouble. I never attempted to learn anything about my employees, since I'd never seen that as being part of my job. My job was to run a multi-million-dollar company... not to make friends and ask about my staff's personal lives.
"Do you see?" he asked, although not in a condescending way, but in one that nevertheless made me feel insecure about myself and my leadership style.
"Are you letting me go then?" I asked, suddenly realizing this wasn't going well.
He leaned back again, although he still kept his eyes focused on mine, "No, that's not what I'm saying at all."
"Then what are you saying?" I asked, getting frustrated with this odd conversation with his strange but perceptive questions.
"That if you're willing, I can help make the vision you described to me into a reality, but it won't be easy," he said, leaning forward again. He was like a seated yo-yo.
"I can handle any amount of hard work," I said, recovering a little of the hope I'd had when he'd listened so raptly to my vision, and then had been losing when he asked those questions about my food person... whose name I already forget even though he told me. Hannah? No, Harper? Oh, it started with an H....
"Oh, I know you can do that," he said, his tone once again hard to read: supportive yet commanding, if that makes any sense at all.
"Then what else do I need to do?" I asked, wanting to get on board with whatever the plan was... enough small talk. I was a tasks person. I needed a plan. I liked check lists. I loved crossing items off of lists or checking off completed ones in boxes.
"You must do exactly as I say," he intoned, which sent chills up my spine. Those were words I'd been wishing my husband would say to me for two decades! And this man had said them even though there was no way he could know that behind the powerful persona I was presenting to him, that I presented to everyone, was a woman desperately looking for a man to take charge of her sex life.
All my sexual fantasies were about a man, or occasionally a woman, seeing through my strong, businesslike façade and turning me into their sexually submissive slut. About their fucking my face, bending me over my desk and soaking my ass with their sperm or pussy juices, spreading my legs and fisting me, tying me up and having their way with me however they chose, even sharing me with their friends, without asking my permission to do any of that. I came so hard from such wicked fantasies, but then I always felt excessive guilt once I'd come and then calmed down.
I was a woman.
I was a feminist.
I was a role model to thousands of less successful women.
Yet the next time I was horny and using one of my vibrators... or my favourite way to come, with my particularly intense shower head (I'd had a shower installed in my newest house with shower streams at the exact height of my pussy and ass, although no one, not even my husband, knew why). So then I began imagining someone learning my secret and blackmailing me into being their slut, and typically it was someone in a position with very little other power: such as a janitor, a bellhop at a hotel, the food girl... fuck, what was her name again? Helena? No, Helen. That's right, Helen. And she was called a caterer. One name learned, and who knew how many to go.
Now I already knew tonight I'd be jilling off while imagining Mr. Stevenson, Paul, perhaps even Master Paul, doing unthinkably kinky shit to me. And those eyes, fuck, those penetrating eyes. Was it possible he could actually see what I was feeling? God, would that be bad.
"I'm not much of a follower," I said, not allowing him to see past my exterior.
He chuckled deeply, leaning even further forward, "Cecelia, what I need from you is to understand that being a CEO is about so much more than just performing analyses and making policy decisions. It's about team building, it's about mothering or fathering your corporation's community, it's about ferreting out and utilising the strengths in every employee, and discovering what kind of leader you need to be so you can effectively lead them. Only by having everyone pulling together as a team can you make your vision a reality."
"I have managers for doing that," I rebutted.
He sighed. Then after a pause, he asked bluntly, "May I be honest?"
"Please do," I said, expecting the worst.
"The board recommended a complete housecleaning."
"Of course they did," I said tersely, already imagining galloping into their next meeting with my guns blazing.
"I don't agree with them," he said.
"You don't?"
"No I don't," he repeated. "But..."
"Yes, there's always a but," I said, wondering what the message was this time behind that simple, yet loaded, three-letter-word.
He chuckled, "I may have worded that poorly, but I'm sorry, apparently I can't avoid it, I need to help you to undergo a leadership makeover."
"A leadership makeover?" I asked sourly; unable to hide my disdain.
"I know it sounds horrendous," he said, "but if we work together, I think we can make it happen."
"How?" I asked, annoyed as fuck, but realizing I likely had no choice in the matter.
"I'll deal with the details," he said, glancing at his watch. "But now I need to get going; I'm late for a meeting with Mr. Black."
"Oh," I said, Mr. Black being the chairman of the board, and thus the ongoing biggest and nastiest thorn in my side.
"Don't worry," he said, standing up and suddenly looming over me. "He won't make any decisions that I don't recommend."
"Are you certain about that?" I asked, Mr. Black not one to take orders.
"Yes, it's in my contract," he explained. "I have very clear guidelines and expectations that he's not allowed to mess with."
Again, although he was talking business, my twisted mind couldn't help but hear those words in a very different light. There was something about him, something about his demeanor, his looks, his voice, and especially his eyes, that consistently robbed me of my focus. I wasn't even sure what to say at this point, finding myself speechless, not something I was known for.
He handed me his card. "Let's meet at 6 o'clock at the Ritz to talk some more."
"I'm not sure I'll be available then," I said, not accustomed to being dictated to, although secretly my pussy was undeniably and frustratingly wet.
"Then make yourself available," he said, "I've invited you to call me Paul, and you certainly may, Cecelia, but while I'm here, as far as you're concerned, I should always be your top priority," before he turned and walked away. I let out a little gasp at his smug assumption of command, but found myself otherwise silent.
Once he was gone, I immediately called in my 'secretary with benefits' and ordered, "Get under my desk right away."
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded, closing my door, walking up to me, waiting for me to roll my chair back, and crawling under my desk. I pulled my pantyhose and panties down to my ankles and rolled my chair back into place just seconds before Paul walked back in... without knocking. Talk about completing sensitive activities in the nick of time!
He walked over to the chair he'd been sitting in, just a foot and a half away from the secretary between my legs, and snagged his empty teacup. "Sorry, I hate leaving clutter around for others to deal with."
"So do I," I lied, as I controlled a moan from my pussy being licked.
"You okay?" he asked.
"I'm fine," I said, as I pushed her head away momentarily.
"See you at six then," he said, turning to walk back out.
"Agreed," I agreed.
He stopped at the door and said, his stern voice back, so different from his concern over the teacup just seconds earlier, "And don't be late."



"I never am," I said with great accuracy, always known for my punctuality.
"Good," he said, striding out of my office again.
"Jesus Christ," I said, as I grabbed the back of my secretary's head and shoved it back into my wet, burning pussy. Karen knew that when my hand remained on the back of her head, I wanted her to get me off quickly. I did leave it there, so she sucked vigorously on my clit and probed my pussy with her tongue until I let out a low controlled moan and came all over her face.
Once I was finished coming, I released the back of her head, rolled my chair back and scolded, "Did you really need to continue licking when Mr. Stevenson came back in?"
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Durden," she said, looking up at me with a nice pussy gleam on her face, "Was he here? I didn't hear him."
"You were too focused on my pussy I guess," I smiled, loving the power I had over her.
"Yes, ma'am, I do love your pussy," she said.
"Now clean your face and get back to work," I ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded, crawling back out from under my desk.
Once she was gone, I pondered what Mr. Stevenson was up to. The Ritz was a five-star restaurant where only the richest of the rich hobnobbed. Even if I could afford it, I 'd never be able to get a reservation there for the same day. A week ahead, maybe. But only maybe. Obviously this was a power play... he was showing me he had means, and he was in complete control. Of everything, it seemed.
Part of me was impressed. I loved a man who knew what he wanted... if we were in the bedroom, that is. But at work men like him were the bane of my existence... card-carrying members of a 'Good Old Boys Club', where to be included, you first needed lots of Old Money, non of that nouveau riche crap, and of course you also needed the proud possession of a bona fide penis.
Fuck!
And what had he meant by asking how much I knew about my employees? As I pondered this one, I had to admit I knew almost nothing about my secretary's life, or about any of my other employees. I'd never cared. They were disposable. Window dressing. Their purpose in life was to do whatever I hired them to do. Yet he was saying I should know lots more about them. Why? Because I cared about them? Is that what he wanted from me?
I told Karen to bring me the files of all our employees. She looked at me in confusion. "Just do it," I said, instantly annoyed.
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded, scurrying out.
"Two can play at this game," I said out loud, as I prepared for a two o'clock video conference with a potential client.
.....
Unfortunately the day had a mind of its own, they usually do, and by 4:30 I still hadn't looked at a single one of those files. Knowing I had to change into something a lot classier for my dinner meeting and not having enough time to go home, I went into my favourite boutique just a few blocks from the office, and purchased a red cocktail dress, mocha pantyhose, and matching five-inch pumps. The dress accentuated all my assets: my D cup tits (which had swayed many a man), my long legs, and my ass, which had a fair amount of meat on it. (I wasn't exactly thin, nor was I fat.) My brunette hair was down, my lipstick matched my dress, and I looked hotter than I had in a long time. I wasn't a knockout by any means, I knew that, but having worked out my entire life I'd kept my body in great shape, and although I generally downplayed those assets while I was at work, wanting to be taken seriously for my mind instead of for... you know... I also knew how to flaunt my body when I wanted to.
I arrived five minutes early, and to my surprise Paul was already seated and nursing a glass of wine. Like a proper gentleman, he stood up the moment I arrived and said, "You look lovely, Cecelia."
"Thank you." I said, noticing him checking me out like most men did whenever I decided to showcase my physical assets.
"You're very welcome," he said, taking me all in, but not being creepy about it.
"You look pretty good yourself," I complimented, since he'd changed his suit to a tux.
"Yeah, but I'm cheating; a tux makes anyone look good," he shrugged, going to my chair and pulling it out for me.
"So does a red dress," I smiled.
"Well nevertheless, you look beautiful," he said as I sat down, while he was undoubtedly gazing down into the generous valley of flesh within the scoop neck of my dress.
"I'll take any compliments I can get," I said, adding, "my husband has long since lost that prerequisite skill of becoming a husband in the first place."
"That's a shame," he said, as he went back to his chair and sat down. "A man should know how to cherish his woman."
The way he emphasized the word 'cherish' sent a rush up my spine. I wasn't sure he'd actually stressed the word, but in my head he had.
"Well," I said, flirting back if he was flirting with me, "every woman wants a man who knows what a woman wants."
"And what does a woman want?" he asked just as our waitress arrived.
"I thought you already knew," I said.
"May I get you something to drink?" The pretty blonde waitress, who looked like she could be in pretty much any movie, asked me.
"The lady will have a rum," he ordered for me, "the Diplomático. And I'll have a refill of the Dark Horse cabernet, please."
I was surprised, since I never allowed anyone to order for me, not even my husband. I was also surprised he knew my go to drink, and even further surprised that he'd ordered the high-end perfection of Diplomático.
I gave him a look as the waitress smiled at him, his eyes seemingly as seductive and charming to her as they were to me. This guy was as smooth as butter.
I considered correcting his taking that liberty, but he'd ordered me the perfect drink, so I didn't.
The waitress said, smiling warmly at him (and not quite ignoring me), "I'll be right back with your drinks."
"Thank you Amy," he said. Suave, so fucking suave.
"You're welcome," she smiled, clearly captivated by him.
She left, and he turned his attention back to me.
"I usually order for myself," I said.
"And I always order for the ladies I'm with," he said, not at all fazed by my slightly annoyed tone.
"How 1950s of you," I said sarcastically.
"Things made a lot more sense back then," he countered, a chauvinistic side showing in him. Part of me wanted to slap him across the face, while another side of me was turned on by his smug confidence.
"Do you expect a woman to fetch your slippers, too?" I quipped sarcastically.
"I expect my woman to understand her place," he said, his voice not ignorant or condescending, just factual. The entire time this battle of the sexes conversation was taking place, his eyes were once again boring into me.
"You Tarzan, me Jane," I retorted, even though one of my greatest fantasies was just to be taken in a primal sort of way.
"Exactly," he chuckled, as the waitress arrived with our drinks.
The woman placed each of our drinks in front of us and asked, looking directly at Paul, "Are you ready to order?"
"I am," he nodded, glancing at me before turning back to the waitress, "the lady will have the saffron risotto, and I'll have the T-bone steak with cilantro butter, a loaded baked potato and a Caesar salad."
"Good choices," the waitress nodded, this time ignoring me completely. "Anything else, sir?"
"No Amy, that's all for now," he said, charming his way into her heart.
She left and I asked, "Do you always order for the women you're trying to control?"
"Interesting way of putting it," he said.
I didn't completely realize what I had said until I replayed my words. I smiled, almost challenging him, "Do you think you can control me?"
He shrugged, "My job is to help you find your true self."
"And what's my true self?" I asked, his eyes again seeming to see into me... bypassing my strong outer persona.
"We don't know yet; that's what the next month will be about."
"Month?"
"Yes, the board has given me a month to complete my assessment and present my final recommendations."
"I see."
"I made it clear to them that you and I will be working together closely to analyze every aspect of the firm, as well as honing your leadership abilities."
"Oh, good," I sighed, my tone obviously sarcastic.
"Look," he said. "I understand your hesitation and distrust. I would have them too if I were you. But I have an excellent track record of turning companies around, and in building capabilities in the leaders."
"So I'm the issue?" I asked.
"The board obviously thinks so," he nodded. "Which is why they never heed any of your recommendations. But I think you can become part of the solution."
"So I am the problem?"
"If I may be honest?"
"Of course. Always," I said, figuring by now the cat was definitely out of the bag.
"You have a few deficiencies that hinder your ability to truly lead well," he said bluntly.
"You don't sugar coat things, do you?" I asked, his blunt words like a stab to my heart. I wasn't accustomed to having my leadership questioned. Except by the board, of course. Constantly.
"You don't seem like a person who wants things sugar coated," he said.
"That's true," I nodded. "So how do we overcome..." I paused, "...my deficiencies?"
"By working together to increase your strengths," he continued as he sipped his wine, "and by exploring how to satisfy your needs."
"My needs?" I asked, wondering if I was reading his subtle innuendo, or rather not all that subtle innuendo correctly. Could he detect my inner submissiveness? Could he sense that at this very moment my pussy was wet? Why was his cavalier attitude and smug chauvinism arousing me?
"Yes, everybody has needs that must be met for them to be successful in their own terms," he continued as I finished my drink. He waved his hand in the air as he too finished his wine.
"What kinds of needs? And met how?" I asked, wanting to know where he was going with this line of thought.
"Well for one thing, we need to make you more personable and approachable."
"Excuse me?" I said archly, this point feeling like a complete slap in my face.
"My initial research has revealed that all your employees are afraid of you," he said. "Every last one of them."
"Good," I said, that being exactly what I wanted. Fear motivates.
"It's not at all good."
"We may differ on that opinion," I said. "Fear motivates people into wishing to please, and thus to excel at their jobs."
"On the contrary. Ongoing fear leads to hopelessness and thence to apathy, and your employees end up doing their jobs just for the money, and not out of any pride or loyalty," he said. "It also leads to their doing whatever it takes to cover their asses if they do anything counterproductive. Which then leads to the company resting upon an unreliable foundation without any risk taking."
As I processed his thoughts, I wondered if there wasn't some merit to them. That hadn't been my experience, and I almost always got the results I wished by doing things my way... but there was just something bothering me about what he was saying. "I've never thought of it that way," I said, as the waitress... Amy I guess I should call her if we were doing things Paul's way... brought us some more drinks, and a waiter delivered our food.
"Well, if there's one thing I know, it's how to delve into someone's true nature," he said.
Once we were alone again, I pointed out, "I'm assuming I don't really have a choice in all this."
"Sure you do," he said. "You can do as I say and keep your job, or..."
"Or what?" I asked, there still seeming to be some sort of subtle innuendo lurking behind his words, his tone, his facial expressions... and the idea of doing anything he said making my pussy tingle. God, did I need to get fucked!
"Or you can do whatever I say and still keep your job," he smiled.
"Well, I guess I'd better just begin doing anything you order me to do, then," I smiled back, deciding to volley back with my own not so subtle innuendo, my not so subtle tone, and my not so subtle facial expressions.
"Precisely. You're a quick learner."
"Maybe you can teach an old broad new tricks," I said, picking up a fork.
"Oh, I have a lot of tricks I can teach you."
We then ate in relative silence, and when we did converse, we spoke about travelling, which we both loved doing, and Italy, which we agreed was the best place to travel to, and movies, discovering a mutual passion for action movies... agreeing that Lethal Weapon and Die Hard both began epically with the original movie and a single sequel, and then gradually fell apart.
We had three drinks each... that quantity being just enough for me to become slightly tipsy and even a bit flirty... for I could get very wild when I was drunk.
We had dessert, an exquisite chocolate creation that I gained weight just from looking at.
And we finished the evening with his asking, "Now that we're on the same page, are you ready for task number one?"
I actually wondered if my first assigned task was to suck his dick or something. "Sure, I'm always up for a challenge."
"Tomorrow I want you to dress in a colour that isn't black, since black isn't really a colour anyway, but just the absence of any colours at all."
"That may have my employees keeling over in shock," I joked.
"And no pants."
"For you or for me?" I asked, flirting perhaps a little too aggressively, even as I leaned forward to allow him a very good look into my valley.
He ignored my flirtation, which annoyed me. I didn't plan on doing anything with him, but I wanted him to think the possibility existed. I'd used my sexuality many times to achieve what I wanted. Men can generally be easily manipulated... although as I aged, that had become a little less successful a strategy.
"You. Wearing a dress or a skirt."
"Okay," I said, deciding to go along with this requirement without any argument, although I didn't see it as having much of a purpose, "but I don't see how this wrinkle addresses anything we've talked about."
"A complete makeover begins small," he said.
"I dislike the term makeover," I said. "It implies I'm starting out ugly."
"If I may be frank, your leadership style is a little ugly," he appraised, "and the outfit you wear... singular since it's more of an unchanging uniform than an outfit... presents an image that you're sexually repressed and prudish."
"Oh, I can be very not prudish," I claimed, again flirting a little excessively... I needed him to get drawn into me. I needed a win.
"I'm certain you're capable of being the opposite of prudish," he said, ignoring or perhaps actively evading my blunt implication.
"Are you married?" I asked.
"God, no," he said, as if that were the most appalling condition ever, akin to a disease.
"Why not? Have you had your heart broken?" I asked, that usually being how men like him ended up as eternal bachelors espousing anti-marriage sympathies. Or rather the opposite: no spouse and no sympathy.
"Perhaps," he said, "but primarily because I've never believed in monogamy."
"That's rich," I scoffed.
"How?"
"That's just what all single men say," I said, maybe not using those exact words, but they always have a chauvinistic mindset to why they remain single... always shallow... always pathetic.
"There's nothing more exhilarating than the thrill of the chase," he said, "and I can't imagine never doing that again."
"Thrill of the chase?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "There's just such a rush when you draw a new woman into your own unique way of life."
"Way of life?" I asked, beginning to feel like a parrot.
"Shit, I've already said too much," he said, looking at his watch. "I need to go."
"You can't say something like that and just stop," I reproved him.
"I can, and I have," he shrugged, standing up. "I'll see you in the morning."
I stood up too as he walked away, leaving me feeling oddly horny, largely confused, and completely unsure of what the fuck had just transpired.
By the time I got home Joseph was asleep, but no loss, because he wouldn't be up for anything anyway, and I ended up using my vibrator to bring myself to multiple orgasms while imagining Paul doing some very wicked things to me. He was all the things Joseph wasn't: confident, strong, and I assumed a dominant man who knew how to take charge of a woman like me.
After two orgasms I shook my head... I needed to control myself... that was only fantasy just now... in real life I needed to be able to outsmart him... I needed to play his game and win.
.....
Unlike most mornings, where my getting dressed ritual took only a few minutes and almost no thought, my biggest decision usually being black pants or a different pair of black pants, with the first ones winning out most of the time.
Today it took me over thirty minutes. I tried on a dozen outfits. I wanted to impress Paul, but I also didn't want to wear something that would have my employees thinking I'd gone off the deep end. Eventually I ended up wearing a white blouse, a dark blue (but not black) pencil skirt, and mocha pantyhose.
Thus I ended up being five minutes late to work... which never happened!
Paul was already in my office, sitting at my desk and going through files. He didn't look up until I cleared my throat, implying 'What the fuck are you doing at my desk?!'
"Good morning," he said, glancing up at me for only a heartbeat... before offhandedly returning his gaze down to the files.
"You're not even going to comment on my attire?" I asked perturbed. I don't know why, but I suddenly felt the need of his approval.
He glanced back up, briefly looked me up and down with no expression, and said only one word, "Better." He then returned his attention to the files.
Better? Fucking better? I spend half an hour going through all my outfits to fulfill his expectations, and all I get is a brief perusal and a bisyllabic response?!
I was fuming when he said, still not looking at me, but patting a chair he'd apparently placed beside him when he came in, "Come and sit beside me."
So now I'd noticed the chair sitting beside him. A plain stacking chair without even a cushion.
He was expecting me to perch myself on a hard-surfaced chair, while he lounged in the $2,200 leather executive chair I'd ordered hand made for myself!
If this were a cartoon, I'd have hot steam jetting out of my ears while my face turned tomato red! Yet knowing that my continuing to live this CEO life along with the luxuries that went with it largely depended upon his approval, I sucked it up, bit my tongue, and meekly walked over to join him.
I perched (yes, that was the perfect word) myself on the chair with nothing to occupy myself except for attempting to wrestle my inner rage under control.
I watched him work for a minute or two before asking, "So do I have any role in whatever you're doing, or am I just occasional eye candy?"
He smiled, turning to me and looking into my eyes for the first time today, and just like always, his gaze melting my cold interior, "Sorry to keep you waiting; I'm looking for something in particular."
"What is it?" I asked.
"I'll know it when I find it," he said, but added... finally... "you do look nice today, Cecelia."
"Nice?" I asked. Only nice?
"Yes, you're less dark and drab," he said, neither response even remotely flattering. For a man who was clearly a ladies man, his compliments needed a lot of work.
"No woman ever wants to be told she looks nice," I pointed out, "or... 'less dark and drab'? Where did you come up with that left-hander?"
"Oh, I see what you mean. Well what I mean to say is your appearance is a definite improvement over yesterday's black on black attire."



"But...?" I said, waiting for the zinger.
"You're right, there is a but. It still seems a little bland for someone in your position."
"Then what should I wear?" I asked. "A sexy gown like last night?"
"I have to admit you looked amazing in that," he said, finally giving me an actual compliment, "but no, that wouldn't send the right message either."
"And what would send the right message?" I asked, annoyed, yet kind of curious.
"Full honesty?" I asked.
"No, lie to me," I said sarcastically. "Yes, honesty between us at all times, please. Even if following that policy often has me sounding like a bitch."
"Thanks for mentioning that, because I don't want my next point to come off as sexist, but it probably will, since there's definitely an unfair difference in the standards expected from men and women."
"Tell me about it," I said with a sigh, one of the reasons I dressed as I did... my all black attire an attempt to somewhat replicate a man's standard business suit.
"And I can tell you've attempted to fit into the masculine code in your fashion choices," he said, as if reading my mind. "But...."
"I'm really beginning to hate that word," I said.
"But," he smiled, even as he stressed it this time, "but you are a woman and not a man, and you'd never convince anyone otherwise even if you wanted to. So don't try to be like us, be yourself."
"I am being myself."
"So you're saying you're a bland woman?"
"Excuse me?" I asked, insulted by the question and shocked he'd even asked it.
"Your clothing choices, even today's, are bland, boring, and they don't let anyone see who you really are. They don't have any personality," he said, "and I know that underneath your conservative exterior lies a very different woman."
"You do, do you?" I asked, curious to know what he thought he was seeing, and whether it was at all accurate. Was he seeing my natural submissive nature and my desperate need to find a man who'd treat me like a cheap slut, just like I read about in erotica and watched in porn, or was he just saying something generic, knowing the assertion was true in general?
"Yes," he said, not saying anything more helpful than that.
"What exactly do you see?" I asked bluntly.
"Honestly?" he asked, that particular question really beginning to annoy me. I'd already answered it, and with a certain amount of flair, I might add.
"Yes, dammit," I cursed, letting him know how frustrated I was becoming with this conversation.
"This answer is less about my role in helping you to remain CEO here, although likely it will help, and it's more about your accepting who you are as a person."
"I don't even know what that means," I said; he was speaking in riddles.
"Cecelia, you're an intriguing woman."
"Thank you," I replied, finally getting from him something somewhat akin to a compliment, and I was rather desperate to receive compliments from him. (But don't ask me why because my head was spinning!)
"But," he said, smiling widely, "I really do use that word a lot."
"Yes you do," I agreed, his eyes and mine locked into their own conversation... one that appeared only slightly linked with our verbal exchanges.
"You're hiding your true self," he said. "Not only that, but you're hiding it completely. At least you're hiding it from other people; I suspect you're not fooling yourself, at least not completely."
"I'm hiding my true self?" I asked, knowing he was correct, but still wondering what he was seeing beneath the surface.
"Do you enjoy dressing like a man so you can be accepted around here?"
"No," I admitted.
"Do you enjoy acting like a man so you can do your job?"
"Um. Give me a minute." I really had to ponder that one, since until he'd asked the question, I'd never considered I might be doing that... yet as I did ponder it, I realized that was exactly what I'd been doing for years! I'd been doing everything I could to blend in... and be careful what you wish for... I'd succeeded all too well and had become one of them.
"No, I hate it," at long last I said sheepishly, swimming in a sea of guilt for betraying what had been my original purpose all those years ago, and for betraying the young woman I once was. I'd once been the woman who would make a major difference for other women. I'd thought I had broken the glass ceiling by being the youngest CEO of a major corporation in history, yet I had done absolutely to open any doors for other women. The majority of the employees I'd placed in positions of power were men... men that I personally had hired. The majority of the women here were performing the stereotypical jobs that maintained mankind (as opposed to womankind) in their traditional positions of power. My sisters played the roles of the secretary, the researcher, the services.
"Then why do you do it?" he asked, still looking deep into my soul, and at least for the moment, not at all unkindly.
"Until you asked the question, I never realized I was," I said, needing to look away from him because of my intense guilt, and the brimming tears threatening to run down my cheeks.
"Then the first thing we need to do together is to rediscover your young Cecelia and to bring her back to life," he said with extreme gentleness.
"I wouldn't even know where to start," I said forlornly.
"Well..." long pause... "for starters, you can go and fetch me a coffee," he said, all of a sudden very brisk. "You may also fetch one for yourself, if you like."
"Excuse me?" I demanded, a rhetorical question I was asking a lot in the last couple of days, and all because he was continually saying things that shocked me; things no other man or woman would ever dare to say to me.
"Yes, until you can tell me the name of the girl who usually brings you coffee, and tell me some more about her life, then you'll fetch your own, and mine as well," he said, and then added offhandedly, "Cecelia, no kids, no pets, a husband named Joseph."
"You're serious?" I asked.
"Yes, and get Karen a coffee too," he added. "And say something gracious when you deliver it. If you don't know how she takes it then ask her beforehand, and when she offers to go get them instead, insist you're really in the mood to get it for her, and don't back down."
"But..." I began.
"Just do it," he ordered, his tone stern and firm, which made my pussy tingle, which was something else frustrating me. His treating me like an errand girl also infuriated me. I wasn't his or anyone else's servant! At least not at work.
"Fine," I said, in a tone that was anything but fine.
"And chat with Karen a little, find out something about her you don't know."
"I don't know how she takes her coffee," I said, standing up.
"Well, that's a decent start," he said. "I like mine black."
"Tell me something else I don't know about you?" I said.
"I enjoy having an occasional beer at a sports bar," he said. "Or sometimes two, but never more than that."
"I was hoping for something a bit more personal," I said, looking down on him, yet unlike most times not finding it a position of authority.
"Ask away," he said.
"Have any kids?"
"No," he said.
"Favourite colour?"
"Green."
"Mine too," I said, although I almost never wore it.
"I bet you look great in green," he said.
"I do," I agreed, then turning and walking away, feeling I'd gotten a win there.
I walked out and asked as casually as I could manage, which wasn't very, "Karen, I'm going on a coffee run, what can I get you?"
"Pardon?" she blurted out, so astonished by my question she wasn't sure she'd heard it right. Her instinctive reaction told me all I needed to know: Paul was right. I didn't lead this office, I controlled it. Fuck!
"I'm going to get coffees for Mr. Stevenson and myself; may I get you one as well?" I asked.
"Oh, yes, that would be great," she said, obviously still shocked by my offer.
"How do you take it?" I asked.
"Oh, right," she said. "Two sugars and two creams, please."
"Same as mine," I smiled.
"Yes, Mrs. Durden," she said stiffly.
"Karen, unless we're in a professional situation, you may start calling me Cecelia if you like," I offered, a familiarity I'd never before offered anyone who worked for me, although that's the way I was usually addressed by members of the board.
"Okay Cecelia," she said tentatively. It felt weird hearing her call me by my first name, yet it also felt kind of right... even liberating, somehow.
"I'll be back in a few minutes," I said, heading to the elevator.
There was a coffee shop down on the main floor where the coffee delivered to me always came from. Around here I'd never waited in line for coffee. Not ever. I sighed as I walked to the foot of a line with seven people in front of me. Then I felt guilty for minding it as much as I did.
Fifteen long minutes later, I was handing Karen her coffee.
"Thank you so much!" she gushed as if I'd bought her a new car.
"You're welcome, Karen," I said. After a pause I asked, "May I ask you a question?"
"Sure," she nodded, clearly a little worried what I might ask. Did she think I was setting her up with kindness so I could deliver some bad news? Was that the aura I'd created for myself?
"What's your little girl's name again?" I asked.
"Carissa," Karen answered, obviously surprised by the question. Mrs. Durden never asked personal questions.
"She's two?" I asked, suddenly realizing I actually wanted to know, as I glanced at a picture on her desk showing her holding her tiny daughter.
"Three tomorrow," she answered proudly.
"Oh my, how quickly they grow up," I said, recalling how annoyed I'd been when I learned she was pregnant and going on maternity leave... she'd been a great pussy pleasure for a couple of years by then, and the prospect of finding a replacement had exhausted me at the time. At the time, I now realized, I'd turned her wonderful news upside down and made it all about me. I really was a bitch!
"Tell me about it," she said.
"Then why don't you take tomorrow off and spend it with your birthday girl?" I offered. "Paid time off, of course."
"Really?" she asked, stunned by my offer.
"Yes, you and Carissa deserve it," I said. "Mr. Stevenson is working with me on my leadership skills, which frankly I resented at first, but one valuable thing I'm learning is the importance of getting to know my employees, since we're all a team."
"Thank you so much," she said, genuinely thankful, and not only for the day off I thought, but even more for my remarkable change in attitude.
"You're most welcome," I said, although now unsure whether I could ever again use her for sexual release like I had for years. Damn that Paul!
I walked back into the office and Paul was still working at my desk.
I reported, as I walked towards him with his coffee, "Karen's daughter's name is Carissa."
"Good start," he said, nodding approvingly as he accepted his coffee.
"I also gave her tomorrow off, since it's Carissa's..." I paused as I stressed the name, "...third birthday, so I felt she should spend it with her daughter."
"That was very thoughtful," he nodded as he sipped his coffee. Then after a pause he asked, "How did it feel?"
"How did what feel?" I asked, even though I knew what he was asking.
"Having a friendly conversation and doing something unnecessary but nice for an employee of yours."
"Good," I admitted, before giving a sigh, "yes, I'm beginning to see your point."
"And what point is that?"
"That for this company to be successful, I need to erase the hierarchy that's been established," I said. "By me."
"Not the hierarchy itself," he said, shaking his head no. "The hierarchy is crucial. People occupy the positions they do because of the skill sets they have. And your Marketing Director for example, needs to exercise his authority over his staff."
"But isn't that what you wanted?" I asked. "For me to get to know my employees better?"
"Yes of course," he nodded. "But the hierarchy is a business structure, and that won't ever change except for some details, but the way the people higher up in the established hierarchy treat the people beneath them is completely under your control."
"Right," I nodded.
"And what we're discussing isn't just about you. It's about many women who aspire to such positions of power."
"Just women?"
"No, no, definitely not," he said. "Men do it too, but for different reasons. For women, their rise was a lot more troublesome than it was for any corresponding men."
"Ain't that the truth," I agreed, thinking of how many men had tried to obstruct my rise for reasons totally unrelated to anyone's competence.
"But once you get there, you've been conditioned to need to prove yourself at all costs, and in so doing, you become cold and distant to the people you were originally trying to inspire and to advocate on behalf of," he elaborated.
As I heard that, I knew it was true. And like before, it felt like a punch in the gut.
He then threw in the knockout punch.
"How many women have you hired to serve in administrative positions?"
I was speechless! The answer was horrific! It would have mortified the young, ambitious, change-the-world me. And this answer was also a key to almost everything else I'd done wrong.
"Just so you know, you're not alone," bringing out his very welcome gentle side again.
"What do you mean?" I asked, feeling guilt unrelated to my sexual leanings for the first time in a long time. I'd become the kind of person I'd always resented, and I hadn't even realized I'd become that person!
"Most women in positions of power have a few common traits," he said. "Not all of them, but most."
"We do?" I asked, avoiding being sarcastic, which was my tendency. I'd always hated being lumped into being seen as a type of person or a member a group I hadn't deliberately joined.
"Yes. For starters, and please keep in mind this will be a little stereotypical and overgeneralizing, but it's usually true, or at the very least somewhat true," he said, as he pointed for me to sit down in the chair opposite my desk, since he was still occupying my chair at my desk. This imposition should have infuriated me, yet realizing what I had become, I was ready to listen... even though I sensed I'd hate what he had to say.
I sat down and said, "Go ahead. I'll keep all those disclaimers in mind, and I know I need to hear this."
"Well, for starters, women in positions of power that they've actually earned, as opposed to been handed those positions on a silver platter, are generally hardworking, determined, and stubborn."
"Check, check and check," I smiled, having gotten to the top through sheer hard work and determination, as well as the stubbornness to find a way past anyone who tried to stop me from getting where I needed to be.
"They also tend to be feminists, although not in the traditional sense."
"The traditional sense? Meaning?"
"Yes, they're not standing in front of crowds to lead rallies or ranting on social media," he said, "but they inherently believe in the concept of feminism, of equality between the sexes, and during their journey to the top, those principles have been part of their motivation, especially during challenging times when they might briefly question whether it's all worth it, or whether they actually can break through the glass ceiling."
I couldn't believe how well he had me pegged! I hated it! Was I that transparent? Yet it was also heartening to hear that other women in roles similar to mine were faced with similar thoughts and challenges.
He looked at me, and perhaps inside of me, during this entire conversation with those piercing, soul-unearthing eyes.
"But, once a woman gets to the top, she often changes," he continued. "Not overnight, nor does she even notice it while it's happening."
"How so?" I asked. So far everything he was saying rang with a lot of truth to it, enough to make me question myself as a leader and as a woman, yet I couldn't pinpoint exactly where I too had gone off the rails. When and where I'd deviated from my plan of changing the world for my generic sisters... yet as he spoke, I was beginning to realize that very much like Margaret Thatcher, I'd become a man in all ways but appearance... and even that was debatable, based on the way I'd normally dressed for work.
"Well, for instance did you rise to the top with the goal from the beginning of only hiring men for positions of authority, or to unwittingly demean your fellow women?" he asked, not in a condescending way, but in a blunt, compassionate even, way of coaxing me into recognizing some truths that were already lurking inside me.
"God, no," I said, feeling yet another invisible punch hammering my gut at his words, which again weren't accusations, but became ones once I'd recognized the truth of them, and then all by myself stacked them up against my growing guilt.
"Yet that's what transpired over time," he said. "And I know right now you're feeling overwhelming guilt, and you're questioning every decision you've ever made."
I didn't need to say a word, since his eyes could read my inner thoughts and bore witness to my personal devastation at what I had undeniably become.
"But there is some good news," he said.
"I hope so, because I'm not feeling too good about myself at the moment," I admitted. "And that twentieth storey window over there is looking a tad too inviting." I was only half joking.
"Most women in positions similar to yours are faced with the same challenges," he said. "The balancing act of being a woman who's true to herself, but still finding the necessary power to excel within a predominantly man's world."
"That is the rub," I smiled ruefully.
He smiled back. "Exactly. As we speak, you're experiencing your own 'To be or not to be' moment. Thankfully yours isn't about deciding whether to live or die, so I sincerely hope your quip about the window wasn't particularly compelling, but your choice is whether to begin leading the way just like you imagined doing when you were still at the bottom, or to maintain the status quo."
"Well, the status quo isn't really an option anymore, is it?" I pointed out, since that's why he was here in the first place. But it was also because after absorbing the harsh reality of what I had become, I couldn't even bear for it to continue.
"No, it isn't," he agreed gently.
"Are there other similarities between women like me?" I asked.
"Yes, but those are more like personal viewpoints, and ones I don't know enough to attribute to you personally yet," he said, "although I have noticed a few anecdotal quirks about you... enough to consider my beginning to assemble a theory, but not nearly enough to expound upon it with any confidence."
"Which are?" I asked.
"I don't want to present a hypothetical assessment on you without sufficient evidence."
"But you said you've already observed some anecdotal evidence," I pointed out, curious to know what else he might have to say. Everything he'd explained so far was personal anyway, so I said as much. "Plus everything you've said so far, regardless of whether I think it's true or not, has been personal."
"Yes and no," he said.
"Excuse me?" I asked, my apparent go to statement whenever he said something either I didn't like or didn't quite understand.
"Well yes, everything I've said has been personal, but it's only been about your job or your leadership role. And the other typical correlations between women of power are very personal matters."
"So you're talking about sex," I said bluntly.
"Somewhat."
"'Somewhat' is not an answer," I said, always hating to hear such words just to avoid any meaningful response. "Either it's about sex or it isn't."



"Okay," he said, raising his hands in surrender, "no point in beating around the bushes."
"Is that a joke? Never mind, just spit it out," I demanded, "I can take it."
"Okay, since you insist, then here goes. There are two conflicting sexual oddities, although they aren't all that odd once they're dissected and analyzed," he said. But he still hadn't said anything.
"Okay, enough preamble. Now that's out of the way, just tell me," I repeated. Patience never was and never would be a virtue of mine.
"Well first of all, most women in positions of power approach sex like a typical man does."
"Well, at last I'm not fitting into a stereotype," I said, "I definitely don't do that."
"I don't mean you wear a strap-on to peg a man with or something," he said with a chuckle, "but since your working life is all about power, sex might be about that too."
"Nope. Still not me," I said, thinking of how I just wanted to let go and get myself brainlessly fucked when I got home, even though my husband was too useless to do any such thing for me.
"Really?" he asked. "Think of your most recent sexual encounter with someone. Was it romantic? Intimate? Or was it all about your own pleasure?"
I could feel my cheeks redden as I realized that other than my toys, my most recent sexual encounter was requiring Karen to crawl under my desk yesterday and eat me out. There was no way that was about her!
"See?" he pounced, still able to see right into my soul with those piercing eyes, or perhaps he could just tell because my cheeks felt like they'd burst into flames.
"See what?" I asked.
"The last encounter you had was someone just getting you off, wasn't it?" he asked. And then apologized, "I'm sorry if I'm being too blunt, but you did ask."
"Fine, you're right," I admitted, "but that isn't always the case."
"Oh, I just bet it isn't," he said, his tone almost sing-song like as if he knew something more about me.
"It really isn't," I insisted.
"I believe you," he said. "So not all of your sex life, but the majority of it is someone getting you off quickly, perhaps even here at work, but that never truly satisfies you, it only brings a bit of brief pleasure. You enjoy having someone who services your needs, likely someone here in this building, and someone likely beneath you in the hierarchy, since you need to keep up appearances of being just one of the boys when you're relating to the boys club, but it's only a sexual release... nothing else. It doesn't bring you any real joy, or any connection with anyone, just a quick, meaningless release."
"What the everlasting fuck?" I demanded, since somehow he knew exactly how I felt. I'd been enjoying my power over Karen in summoning her to crawl under my desk and get me off with no more than the snap of a finger, although since our recent conversation perhaps that was over, but now that Paul had pointed it out, it was obviously nothing more than a Power Trip (major point) accompanied by a sexual release (minor point).
"Interesting. Why the sudden outburst?" he asked.
"How did you even know that? Are there cameras in here?" I asked all panic-stricken, looking around for them.
"No, no, no," he said, "it's just a pretty constant thing that occurs in people with power, both men and women."
"So it happens to you?" I asked cagily.
"Well, I do fit the profile I'm explaining, I suppose," he admitted readily.
"Then you have someone below you whom you use for your own sexual release?" I asked, thinking I qualified as being below him.
"Well no, not at the moment," he replied completely openly, not at all fazed by my questions, yet while his eyes were boring into me like they always did, I felt his words 'not at the moment' might be a subtle hint... a hint that part of me really wanted to be in the room. If only he was probing a little more deeply into his sexual assessment of me.
"Oh, too bad," I said, a little more flirtatiously than I meant it to come out.
"Oh, it's usually only a matter of time," he countered right back, in a way that could only be taken one way by my naughty head... he was implying I might be only a matter of time.
After a lengthy pause on both of our parts, with his eyes never breaking eye contact until I did because I felt suddenly uneasy, a little confused and a lot wet, he added, "but for most women, which is different from most men, although not all of them, since this next generality fits some men too, a woman in power often has an extremely well-hidden secret."
"We do, do we?" I asked rather playfully, my flirtation obvious, although coming off a little awkwardly... I hadn't needed to flirt with a man in years... since once I'd landed the driver's seat I was now occupying, I'd switched off that part of me... I now focused instead on using my position to get what I wanted, not my body.
"Yes, and like I said, I have no way of knowing for certain if you too hold that secret, although in my experience most women in power do. From teachers, to nurses, to political figures, and also to, of course, CEOs like yourself." He paused, clearly enjoying how obviously I was being drawn by his theory.
"Go on, say it," I urged him. Truth was, I was dying to know whether it was truly my secret he was about to reveal to the light of day... my secret desire to be controlled, my secret need to be completely submissive, my secret fantasy to be fucked and dominated by a strong man... by someone just like the strong man currently sitting at my desk.
"Most women in positions of authority are sexually submissive," he blurted out. "Although very few people would ever guess they were."
"Excuse me?" I said by rote, even though... no, actually because he'd just pegged me one hundred percent accurately.
"Women exerting their intellect and will all day become mentally exhausted and emotionally drained, so once they arrive home or anyplace else they consider safe, all they want is to shut off their brains and allow their man, or perhaps their woman, to take charge," he explained.
"Including sexually?"
"Yes," he nodded. "Primarily including sexually."
"So you're saying that all my female schoolteachers were submissive sluts?" I asked, trying to direct the focus away from myself while I took some time to process his words.
"Not all," he said, "it's not a perfect theory. Some women aren't overly sexual, others tend to be naturally dominant, so they let loose by being aggressive sexually, but most of them... most of you... either allow their man to be in charge of them, or... and these are the ones who suffer... they only fantasize about having someone take charge of them. And they obsess about it endlessly, poor things."
"That theory seems a little over the top," I said, even while my pussy was leaking like crazy into my panties and pantyhose.
"You did ask," he said, again lifting up his hands.
"So do you think I'm sexually submissive?"
"I plead the Fifth."
"Smart," I smiled, as I wondered whether he had a big cock... in my imagination he certainly did. Eight inches, perhaps. Fat. With a little upwards curve.
"On that note," he said. "I need to do some interviewing today."
"Of whom?"
"I'm interviewing every leader in the building."
"You're asking everyone about me?" I asked, suddenly mortified what others might say after all I'd learned during our conversation.
"No, no, no," he laughed, "you needn't be so paranoid! Please remember that I'm here to analyze all aspects of the company from the top down, so I'll be asking lots of detailed questions about their jobs and the people they work with directly."
"Okay," I said, secretly sighing.
"You have some interviews yourself this afternoon, don't you?"
"I do," I nodded, having almost forgotten about my interviews for a marketing manager beginning at two.
"Then I'll see you tomorrow," he said as he walked out.
I waited until he'd left and closed the door before I went around to my side of the desk and sat down. A day ago I'd be beckoning Karen to come in here to go down on me... yet now taking that liberty seemed wrong... even though right now I desperately needed her to. Yet my pussy was so wet, I called her in, wishing to apologize for that too.
She walked in, closed the door, and asked, "Yes, Mrs. Durden?"
"Remember, you can call me Cecelia if you like."
"Right, sorry, I'm not quite used to that yet."
"No worries, it's a privilege, not a requirement. Now I know I've been quite the bitch to you in the past," I opened with.
"No you haven't," she said too quickly, which only confirmed I had been.
"Yes I have, and you know I have, and you've been an utter Saint to suffer through it for so long," I said. "But now I'm terribly sorry and I apologize deeply. I've required you do some very unprofessional things for me."
"But that's my favourite part of the job!"
Well that was a shocker! "It is?"
She walked to my desk and said, "Yes, I love eating your pussy, Cecelia."
"Y-y-you do?" I stammered.
"Yes, I most certainly do," she said as she came around to my side of the desk, "I may be married, and I may have a kid, but at work is my only chance to explore my bisexual side."
She pushed my chair back and knelt down before me. "So, if you're not going require that service anymore, Mrs. High and Mighty CEO, would you like me to eat your pussy? I bet it's really wet and tasty after having that hunk of a man in here for all that time."
"You think he's good looking?"
"He's so delicious I'd cheat on my man in a heartbeat!" she said, as she stroked her hands up and down my nylon legs. "You know, you really should wear thigh highs around here, or a garter-belt and stockings. And no panties, of course."
"I should? No panties?" I asked, in a daze at the sudden role reversal inherent in what was transpiring.
"Yes, for anyone lucky enough to take a look, such as myself, you'd look far sexier that way, and you'd be allowing me quicker access to your sweet pussy," she explained, as she brought her hands to my hips.
I automatically raised my ass, and she pulled my pantyhose and panties down to my ankles.
"S-s-so, you don't resent me for making you go down on me for all this time?"
"Resent you?" she asked as she spread my legs as if I were her puppet right now, which I suppose I was. "No, I admire you. You've climbed to the top in a man eat man world."
"Or in this case, a delightful woman eating a wet horny woman world," I smiled fondly, looking down at her.
"Mmmmmmm, exactly," she smiled as she leaned down and breathed her hot breath on my pussy, "it looks like he got you very wet indeed."
"Oh God," I moaned, but instead of calling her names or ordering her to do what I wanted, I played the supplicant, begging, "please Karen, lick me, I need it so bad."
"God, do I love the taste of your pussy, Cecelia," she purred, as she lapped between my wet pussy lips.
"And I love the feel of your tongue on my pussy, Karen," I moaned, as I closed my eyes and simply allowed her to work her magic.
Her amazing tongue, Paul's recent hypnotic eyes, my crazy honest conversations with each of them. All were factors in why I flooded Karen's face with cum in less than two minutes.
"So good," she mumbled as she lapped it up.
Once we'd both finished, she pushed back my chair, stood up, and for the first time ever, leaned forward and kissed me. I was still tasting myself on her lips when she hiked up her dress, hopped onto my desk, spread her legs and ordered, "Now, you newly egalitarian boss lady, it's your turn to get me off."
I was suddenly staring at her shaved pussy. Karen wasn't wearing panties or pantyhose. Like she'd suggested I do, she was wearing a pair of thigh high stockings.
My eyes went wide as she said, "Although I often go down on you, I also have a couple of submissive pets working here who go down on me whenever I beckon them."
"Y-y-you do?" I stammered, having only gone down on a few women in my life... mostly during my wild college days, but also the wife of a man who was able to benefit my career, as well as an older woman I met at a bar while visiting Mexico. (And no, I didn't need to peel her fruit, and I still didn't get diarrhea afterwards.)
"Yes, now get licking, Mrs. Durden," she ordered, I assume deliberately using my surname. To give herself airs, perhaps, which was perfectly fine with me.
My head feeling light from my recent orgasm and from Karen's current baby step towards satisfying my secret natural submissiveness, added to her beautiful pussy, I leaned forward and licked her pussy.
"Oooooh, I've imagined making you my pussy pleasing pet for a long time, Mrs. Durden," she moaned, her hand going to the back of my head as I slowly licked her pussy.
I couldn't believe I was eating pussy... an employee's pussy... while she sat on my desk.... I also couldn't believe how natural it felt to be between Karen's legs... to be licking her pussy. Mindlessly I said, "You taste so good, sweety."
"I know," she moaned, as her hand continued resting on the back of my head.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," I said as I probed her pussy, trying to collect as much of her sweet taste as I could.
"Oh, believe it," she said, guiding me a little deeper into her pussy.
"So sweet," I said, as I began to get more aggressive, wiggling my tongue between her pussy lips and flicking her clit.
"Oh yes, I'll be using your wicked tongue often," she moaned, as she started grinding her pussy up and down on my face.
I didn't say anything... I didn't want to imply I wanted to do this again, even though I definitely did... I also didn't want to imply I didn't want to do it again because, well, as I already said, I definitely did.
Instead, I extended my tongue and held it out as she began to fuck my face with her pussy... something I'd already done to her a plethora of times.
"Oh yes, I'm going to fuck this face good," she moaned, as she pushed my face deep into her pussy and really ground on my face.
I was feeling so many mixed emotions... humiliated to be used like this... by my secretary; I was excited... my pussy on fire from being treated this way; I was confused... at how quickly our hierarchy had flipped.
Seconds later she let out a quiet moan, and coated my face with an excessive amount of pussy cum while her legs tightened around my head.
"Oh fuck, that was amazing," she said a few seconds later as she let go of my head and opened her legs, thus releasing me from imprisonment; not that I'd minded. She looked down at me and added, "although next time I expect you to be on your knees."
"I'm not certain there will be a next time," I said, knowing my face was glistening with her wetness... yet knowing I had to try and keep control of this situation. Or rather to regain it.
"Oh, there will be," she said with utter confidence as she hopped off of my desk.
"This remains between us," I stressed, back to my normal in control tone.
"Of course," she said as she walked away. "I've never outed anybody yet, and you wouldn't believe how many women I could have."
Once I was alone I shook my head, asking the empty room, "Fuck, what the hell just happened?"
Later that day I interviewed five very qualified candidates... and for once... instead of being fearful of hiring a woman who could challenge me sometime down the road, instead of worrying she might go on maternity leave in a year or two or three or five, I went ahead and hired the best candidate.
Her name was Lisa.
It felt good to know I was starting to make amends for my many past bad decisions. Decisions that might have been best for me (although not necessarily), but not best for the company, and most definitely not best for any other women wishing to make a name for themselves.
As I drove home, I felt good... I'd finally done the right thing... I'd done what the idealistic twenty-one-year-old me would have wanted me to do.
That night Joseph came home after I had, and I simply pushed him onto the bed and rode him.
He came in three minutes.
Guess what? I didn't.
He apologized, and instead of just going away and rubbing one out myself, I straddled his face and insisted he eat my cream pie... something I'd never done before. He protested, but I grabbed the back of his head and held him deep in my pussy, so he licked.
I came in a few minutes while wondering how big Paul's dick was... I just knew he had a huge fucking cock!
I wondered whether he was a dominant in the bedroom... so many things he said and did implied that he was... his tone... his demeanor... his piercing eyes... his knowledgeable dissertation on how powerful women might find pleasure.
Once I was done, I got off of him and said, "That was hot."
"It was certainly different," he said dazedly.
If he wouldn't dominate me, then I'd use him. I told him, "It was hot making you eat that cream pie." I then walked off to have a bath.
.....
Thursday....
I spent a good twenty minutes choosing my attire. A green blouse, with mocha pantyhose (since Karen had the day off to spend with her daughter... I needed to go shopping later today for some new nylons), and a black skirt with a somewhat low hem but with a generous slit to showcase my legs whenever I was walking or had seated myself to advantage. My outfit wasn't slutty, but it was sexy.
I slid my feet into a nice pair of four-inch pumps, and headed to work.
To my surprise, I didn't encounter Paul all day. He must have been continuing his interviews of the staff. Oddly, I felt a little disappointed... which was weird... except that I'd chosen the green blouse and the slightly revealing skirt in part to impress him.
So I decided after an hour of working with the CFO and his upcoming projections, I then had an hour of undesignated time, so I decided to call in three employees, all managers, all male, to discuss how they saw the business, their long-term goals, and I asked a little about their families. It was casual once they'd gotten somewhat comfortable following my breaking the ice with some idle but pleasant chit-chat... which none of them were expecting.
I realized Paul was right, and that I needed to learn more about my employees... and as I chatted with these ones I learned more about their company goals, and to my own inner excitement that all three of them agreed we should be expanding (instead of cutting way back like the board wanted us to do). I suggested we start a regular weekly meeting on Monday mornings to discuss the past and upcoming weeks, and they all agreed enthusiastically. We'd be adding my new hire to those meetings as well.
I was actually getting ready to leave at the end of the day, when Paul finally walked in.
"How was your day?" he asked.
"Good, yours?"
"Interesting," he said, checking out my outfit for the day.
"How so?" I asked.
"I'll let you know once I'm finished with all the interviews."
"That isn't fair," I said.
"The interviews are confidential, but my tentative conclusions afterwards are not," he explained. "Or at least I won't keep them from you. And then you and I will keep those conclusions confidential from everyone else, until we're ready to present our final ones to the board."
"I guess that makes sense," I said, as I paced aimlessly for a little to let him see more of my nylon-clad legs. Since he wouldn't take the bait, I asked, a little annoyed, "Is this outfit more to your liking?"
"It is," he said. "It's a very classy look, especially on you."
"And it's a little bit sexy," I added, for some reason moving my hands to the skirt to showcase more of my leg.



"It's a lot sexer than any of your previous work outfits," he nodded, openly admiring my leg, since I was obviously leaving it displayed for that very purpose.
"Thanks, I guess," I said, of two minds about his definitely admiring my legs, or rather leg, but not coming out and giving me a straight-out compliment... which for some reason I was desperate to receive from him... since recently I was constantly craving his approval.
"Tomorrow I'll be interviewing on this floor," he mentioned.
"Sounds good," I said as I grabbed my purse.
"See you tomorrow then."
"Oh. What should I wear tomorrow?" I asked, wanting him to tell me what to wear.
"Honestly?"
"Yeah," I nodded. "As much as I hate to admit it, almost everything you've said so far has been... or has turned out to be... accurate."
"Almost everything?"
"I can't let my esteem go to your head too much," I smirked.
"Fair enough," he said. "So wear a dress tomorrow. Green, which we both know looks good on you. No pattern, just the solid colour."
"I can do that."
He headed out, and I followed.
I spent the next three hours shopping. I bought a few new outfits (skirts, dresses, blouses), a half dozen pairs of underwear including thongs (which I'd stopped wearing years ago), three garter-belts, five pairs of stockings, and six pairs of thigh high stockings.
That night I spent a couple hours reading erotica (a few lesbian ones, a few male dominated stories, all with submissive older women) while my husband worked late. I ended up bringing myself to multiple orgasms while imagining myself being Karen's sex slave... and then being Paul's sex slave. I couldn't explain why, but I couldn't stop obsessing about Paul, or at least not whenever my attention was on sex.
Yes, I'd technically cheated on Joseph... for a few years!... by having Karen go down on me so often, in addition to yesterday's venture into doing some munch diving myself, yet I'd never cheated on him with another man. Truthfully, the thought hadn't even entered my mind before Paul showed up. I'd been living only for my work, and had long ago pushed away those rare submissive fantasies that had previously (until now) lingered in my head.
Maybe it was Joseph's apathy about sex, or his quick trigger, or his lack of ability to detect my desire to be dominated during all these years (I know, that's at least partly on me... maybe all I'd have had to do was ask, but I didn't, or couldn't), or maybe it was something troubling within Paul that he too was unable to mention.
Either way, I felt compelled to obey him (Paul, not Joseph anymore), and I felt the desire to impress him and to get his approval.
.....
FRIDAY
I dressed for work wearing a garter belt and stockings, both black, the stockings even having those sexy seams up the back, with a dark green dress and five inch heels... an almost balletic style I almost never wore... and finally, hoping Karen would notice, no panties.
Last night I'd also shaved my pussy completely.
I appraised my apparel as 'business sexy'. Appropriate for work, but for those wishing to give me a closer examination underneath my outerwear, I was a slut ready to fuck them.
So, when I arrived at work I was already horny.
Karen smiled as I arrived, "That's a great outfit, Mrs. Durden."
"Thank you, Karen," I smiled, appreciating the compliment. "And please, call me Cecelia."
With no one else around she asked, "Cecelia, did you comply with the undergarment request I made on Wednesday?"
"I did," I reported with a smile, "it cost me a couple hundred bucks, but I certainly did."
"Show me," she ordered.
I looked around and didn't find anyone in the vicinity who could see us, so I sidled closer to my office door and lifted up my dress enough to show the tops of my stockings and the garter.
"Nice," she approved.
"And you?" I asked.
She spun her chair slightly so she was positioned directly towards me, parted her legs, and raised her dress to reveal thigh high stockings and no panties. (I hadn't raised my dress sufficiently to reveal that secret yet.)
Instantly my mouth watered, and part of me wanted to drop to my knees, crawl to her, and devour that sweet-looking pussy. Instead, I just admired her sexy pose and said, "Very nice. I do hope you can stop by later so we can perhaps share some dessert?" (In spite of the subject matter, my demeanour was rather like we were chatting over the fence between our homes, and I was inviting her over for a dish of sorbet.)
"We'll see," she said, dropping her dress back down, closing her legs, and spinning her chair back towards her desk.
Now obviously I wasn't going to crawl under her desk and service her, no matter how enticing that idea seemed, yet her oddly dismissive response to my offer hurt a bit. But I only said, "Have a good day, Karen."

"You too, Cecelia," she responded, even though she was already focused back on her work and didn't look at me as she spoke.
I walked into my office and found Paul sitting at my desk again. My first thought was to wonder whether he could have heard any of what was just said. Yet the door had been closed and our voices soft, so it seemed highly unlikely. He looked up and said, "Good morning, Cecelia."
"Good morning, Paul," I greeted back, hoping for a response to my attire for this morning.
"I like your new plan for Monday meetings with your managers," he said.
"Yes, after absorbing some of your criticisms of my leadership style, I felt I should start listening to them more often."
"Which is why you hired them," he pointed out.
"Right, except I've always been such a control freak," I admitted freely, before adding ever so subtly, "at work, anyway."
"Only at work?" he asked, actually raising an eyebrow as his hypnotic eyes looked right into me. He had to know what I was feeling, didn't he? He had to know that behind my strong-willed persona was a submissive woman. He'd already speculated as much. Out loud.
"Yes, at home I just want to let loose," I admitted, not being completely blunt, but close enough to hint his earlier speculations were accurate.
"I see," he said, looking into my eyes, "Well, it is important to have some balance to your life."
What the fuck kind of response was that? Fuck! But I just agreed, "Yes, I've allowed work to consume too much of my life."
"Then your husband must be thrilled with your ability to separate your work and your domestic life."
I sighed. "I'm not sure he'd notice if I arrived home naked."
"Well that's a shame," he said. "Every woman, actually every person, needs and deserves to have their needs met." He paused, his eyes really looking into mine as he stressed, "All of them."
"You should drop by and tell my husband that," I laughed, very broadly hinting I wasn't getting what I needed at home... although feeling a little guilty for throwing my husband under the bus, feeling a little more guilty for almost blatantly throwing myself at another man, yet also frustrated that this man who seemed to understand who I was underneath my strong exterior wasn't even nibbling at any of my bait!
"I'm sorry to hear that," he said. "Do you like your outfit today?"
"I do," I nodded, doing a complete spin, the dress rising up maybe just enough to show the stocking tops, although I wasn't sure, "Do you?"
"It doesn't matter whether I do," he said. "It matters that you do."
"But I need to know whether other people like it too," I said. "What if they think it doesn't suit me?"
"I thought you didn't need other people's approval," he said, before adding just as I was about to speak, "but if you're asking for my honest opinion?"
He paused and I said, a little frustrated to feel so desperate for his approval, "Yes, I do want your opinion. Like I told you yesterday afternoon, I've learned to respect it."
"Well then..." he said, then paused while he looked my body up and down, "...my considered opinion is that you look really good today."
"Thanks," I said, really needing that, including his so blatantly checking me out.
"Your taking my suggestions and making them into realities is a very promising start."
"Only a start?"
"Yes," he nodded. "We still have lots of work to do if we're going to turn this company around."
"Which means we'll need to work very closely together?" I asked, stressing the word... and not very subtly.
"Yes we will," he agreed before adding, also not so subtly, at least that's how I took it, "likely including some long nights."
"I'm willing to do whatever it takes," I said, keeping our lack of subtlety going.
"Good," he nodded. "because I can be a bit of a slave driver."
God, did he mean what I thought he did?! This entire conversation could be completely innocent, or incredibly blunt in its sexual implications.
"Then I guess I'll need to slave away. I'm ready and willing to do whatever you tell me to," I replied, repeating my eagerness and pushing the envelope of hints a little further.
"Excellent," he nodded. "So far you've shown some great initiative, and you've been very open to my suggestions."
"I've come to accept the way I need to be more open to suggestions from all quarters."
"Hiring Lisa as the new marketing manager was a great example of that."
"She was the most qualified of the applicants."
"Yes, I agree," he said, standing up. "I'll be doing interviews all day today. Why don't you come to my house on Staten Island at five o'clock tomorrow?"
"On a Saturday?" I asked.
"Yes," he said as his eyes never left mine, "Is that a problem?"
"No, no, not at all," I said, loving the way he could be polite and businesslike one moment, and hinting at his hidden dominance the next.
"Good, I'll email you my address," he said before walking out.
"See you then," I said.
The remainder of the day went by quickly. I caught up on some paperwork, took part in a Zoom meeting for over two hours, spent some time with my new hire Lisa, and dropped by the coffee shop downstairs to chat with Helen, the sweet young caterer for whom I felt bad because of my dismissive behavior towards her earlier... I apologized, and told her I'd love to help in any way I could. She was so thankful, which made me feel even worse about my prior treatment of her and so many others.
How had I fallen so far from the idealistic vision I'd had when I began the journey to the top?
How could I have possibly treated people, especially women, so dismissively and with such disrespect?
How had I become just like a man?
How? How? How?
By the time I was done with all that, it was 3:30, it was still Friday, and so I decided to call it a day... I didn't beckon Karen in, nor did she beckon me... although we did share some sly innuendos whenever I passed her as I went to and from my office. Yet after my week of so many revelations, I never planned to show her the disrespect of beckoning her in ever again no matter how horny I might be, or how desperately I needed to get some stress relief... no, I'd wait for her to make any moves... but alas, she never did.
As I was leaving, Karen asked, "Are you leaving your office for good?"
"No, I'll be back on Monday," I smiled playfully.
"Then you'd better get back in your office, so you can have a snack before you leave."
"I could really use a snack," I agreed, a rush of excitement coursing through me, and a little wetness even leaked out of me... which was inconvenient since I wasn't wearing any panties.
"Let's go then," she said as she preceded me into my office, something she'd never done before.
I followed her in, closed and locked the door, and turned to face her.
She then startled me by snapping her fingers as she stood arrogantly in the middle of my office. "Knees," she ordered imperiously.
I know that's the most overused word in erotica, yet when she said it to me, I felt a sudden fire inside me as well as some leakage out of me... while I obeyed instantly, dropping before her.
"Have you been craving my pussy all day?" she asked.
"Longer. Ever since Wednesday," I answered, looking up at her.
"Mmmmmm," she said, lifting up her dress. "I trust you know it's still true that all you need to do is ask, anytime you want to eat my pussy, my pet boss."
Hearing her call me 'pet boss' sent yet another rush of flames though my body, as well as more leakage from my pussy, and I actually let out a moan upon hearing her words.
"You get off on being called 'pet boss' do you?" she asked, as I now felt continuous wetness dripping out of my pussy.
"Yes," I admitted, feeling both ashamed of and excited about my answer.
"If I'd known you were submissive, I could have been using you for years," she said, "especially when I was pregnant. Fuck, I was so horny during those last two months."
"Well, now we can make up for lost time," I said, desperate to eat the pussy so openly displayed right before me.
"How badly do you want to eat this sweet peach, my pet boss?"
"So bad," I answered, in complete lust.
"Because you're my pet?"
"Yes," I nodded, "I'm your pet."
"And my pussy licker?"
"Yes, I'm your pussy licker, your cunt eater, your submissive, and your pet boss," I listed, each term sending another wave through me, my pussy on fire without even being touched.
Looking down possessively at me she said, "I could never have predicted I'd ever hear such terms flying out of your mouth!"
"Me neither," I laughed.
"Oh my," she said.
"What?" I asked, suddenly concerned.
"You've created a little puddle on the carpet." She pointed at it.
I looked down and let out a gasp, since indeed I had leaked so much without realizing, that there was a dime-sized puddle directly beneath my twat... maybe even nickel-sized! "Oh my," I said, echoing her phrase.
"I guess you're excited to be my pet boss and about to eat my pussy."
"I am, I really am," I agreed wholeheartedly, needing to let it all spill out, "I've been fighting my submissive side for years, and it's been agonizing!"
"Well trust me," she said, as she brought her hand to her pussy and slid two fingers inside, "you'll be dining on your fair share of pussy, and submitting to tons of pet play from now on."
I almost cheered, looking up at her from my submissive position on my knees, "Yes, please!"
"Delicious," she said, as she pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy and then offered them to me... glistening with her wetness.
I opened my mouth and took her two fingers in, and sucked them slowly as if I was worshipping someone's cock. Probably Paul's.
"Good girl," she said.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, loving to get this chance to taste her, albeit not as directly from the source as I wanted to. Not yet anyway, I hoped.
She pulled her fingers out and gave me permission. "Go ahead, my pet boss, eat my pussy."
"Thank you," I said, feeing somehow liberated by that simple word... pet... maybe I didn't have to cheat on my husband to get the sexual domination I needed... maybe I could just get it from Karen.
"You're welcome, you hungry slut," Karen said as I began licking.
Another wave of wetness leaked out of me at being called a slut, a term that should be so insulting... yet it described perfectly what I wanted to be. A slut for Paul. A slut for Karen. A slut to a strong woman or a strong man who knew what I wanted... what I needed... and who took me for their own pleasure, demanding that I satisfy their needs... which of course automatically satisfied my own at the same time..
"God, you're such a great pussy licker," she moaned after a couple minutes.
"Thank you," I replied between licks, "You taste so fucking good!"
Another minute or two later as her moaning increased, she draped a leg over my shoulder and used it to pull my head deeper into her pussy.
"Now get me off, boss slut," she ordered.
I licked faster.
"Eat me, you pet pussy-munching boss," she moaned.
I sucked on her clit.
"Yes, don't stop, my boss slave," she cried out, shoving my face roughly against her pussy as she ground up and down until she came. "Yeeeeeeeeeees!!" she screamed as my face was plastered with her wetness.
I kept licking throughout her orgasm until she let go of my head and said, "Fuck, you really are a natural!"
"I've always been a quick learner," I smiled, my face soaked with her pussy cum.
"That you are," she said. She looked at the clock. "Shit, I'd love to return the favour, but I need go pick up my daughter."
"No worries," I said, feeling so contented from pleasing her. "Your pleasure comes first."
"You truly feel that, don't you! This is still so crazy," she said as she took her leg off of me.
"Tell me about it," I said, thinking how drastically a few days were changing my life.
"I just did," she joked, her sense of humour still active.
"I guess you did," I laughed, as she pulled me up and kissed me. Her lips were so soft, so much softer than Joseph's, and I melted into them.
The kiss lasted only about thirty seconds, but they were thirty amazing seconds... then she broke the kiss and said, "I'll see you Monday, Cecelia."
"Have a good weekend," I replied.
"You too," she replied as she strode out of the office.
"Wow, just wow," I said to myself as I licked my lips, hoping to find some of her sweet taste lingering.
That night, horny as fuck, I received a call from Joseph telling me he had to fly to Philadelphia for the weekend to deal with a computer system that had been hacked at some major government facility. He apologized profusely and I patiently listened through it, even though I didn't really care.
I had been going to make him fuck me when I got home, but some wine, some porn streamed into the television, some erotica to read, and one of my toys would be a lot more satisfying and would last a lot longer.
He promised to make it up to me when he returned, and I replied with some polite noises.
Having the house to myself, I did just what I said I would do, having two orgasms spread over an hour and a half of hot porn, two glasses of wine, my rabbit vibrator, and some dirty sex stories.
The entire time I fantasized first of Karen using me over and over, and then without my conscious decision, the one dominating me shifted to Paul.
Fuck, following all our blatant flirting this morning, the bull was loose in the china shoppe, and tomorrow would be extremely interesting for real!
.....
SATURDAY
Without a doubt, I spent more time preparing for my 'business' meeting with Paul than I had for my wedding.
I got a massage, a pedicure and manicure, a Brazilian, my hair done, and even had my eyelashes and eyebrows plucked.
I spent literally over two hours pondering what to wear (on my wedding day that had been established far in advance). I decided early on to wear some sexy lingerie underneath... just in case... I had on hand a sexy white, sleeveless with a very open middle, with garters, camisole... and although the lingerie came with a matching thong, I discarded that on the bed.
I wore a tighter than usual black blouse, with a sexy as fuck plaid green, red and black skirt, which barely hid that I was wearing stockings, not pantyhose.
I finished the ensemble off with five-inch fuck me heels.
As a finishing touch, I put on the reddest red lipstick I owned, and headed out.
One might think a simple drive to Staten Island would be simple, but of course it was chaotic. Even following my phone's GPS, I made myriad wrong turns, causing the irritating e-girl to endlessly recite "Recalculating," which drove me crazy. Even so, I arrived fifteen minutes early, so I needed to park a block away and just sit in my car trying to look inconspicuous until a minute or two before five. So by then I was a nervous wreck! And my pussy was already wet... ridiculous, because I was only going to his house for a meeting... but a meeting that could have taken place at the office or a restaurant... so his choosing his home must have been significant... wasn't it?



Just as ridiculous was my ignoring two phone calls and five texts from my husband... I just couldn't talk to him right now!
Even more ridiculously I came dressed sexy... and even slutty underneath... I came here with hope... hope he'd finally make some tangible moves on me after all he'd implied, and after all I'd assumed he'd seen inside me when he'd really looked into me with those seductive, hypnotic eyes.
This time I arrived outside his house two minutes early, so I waited half a minute before walking up the steps to his very large home. I knocked on the door exactly one minute early.
I then needed to wait a minute before he opened the door at precisely five o'clock. And immediately I realized I'd gotten dressed with entirely the wrong idea in mind. Here I was dressed to the nines, or perhaps more like the sixty-nines, and Paul was dressed totally casually. He was simply wearing jeans and a light sweater, not even any shoes, although he was wearing some funky socks.
"Come on in, Cecelia." Which was also casual and totally laid back.
"Thank you," said I, feeling completely overwhelmed by my presumption and silliness. First, Paul was an entirely different level of specimen. Ridiculously good looking, well worthy of a Ten Rating for his movie star looks and charm. Whereas I was a Six, or perhaps a Seven I hoped, dressed like I was today. No way he was planning to fuck me! No way should I have been so willing to cheat on my husband! What had I been thinking?!
He said, once I'd walked in and he'd closed the door, "You look lovely, Cecelia."
Instantly the hope that had just been crushed was rejuvenated. I turned around, my five-inch heels bringing me to only a few inches shorter than him, "I wasn't certain what the dress code was for tonight."
"Well, I may have underdressed," he smiled. "I certainly don't consider you dressed inappropriately."
"No..." I said, as I could really see how his sweater showcased his arms and chest. Fuck, I just wanted to run my hands all over his arms and linger over his manly chest. And unlike my husband, he had no spare tire; none at all. "...you really pull that look off."
"Thanks," he said, purposefully obvious about taking all of me in.
"Like?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "It's professional, yet fun and... and a little sexy."
"Just a little sexy?"
"Well, in a nightclub you'd turn a lot of heads, that's for sure," he said. "Come with me."
"Sure," I said as I followed him.
"Oh," he said as he turned around to face me again. "Would you please remove your heels? My hardwood floors have just been polished."
"Of course," I said, thinking I was losing a sexy part of the entire package... but at least my feet had been recently manicured, and my toenails matched my fingernails, which matched my lipstick... all of them ruby red.
I slipped out of my heels, and he offered me a surprise compliment, "I particularly like your toenails painted red like that."
"Thanks," I said, playfully wiggling my toes.
"A woman should accentuate all of her assets."
"My toes are assets?"
"A beautiful woman's legs, feet and toes combine into a potentially lethal combination, don't you think?"
"Oh? Perhaps, I've never thought about it," I responded. I knew I had great legs, and my feet were cute I guessed, but I'd never thought about my toes taking part in a lethal combination.
"Understanding how a man's mind has different trigger points from a woman's is often a key to success," he said, glancing down at my nylon-clad feet. "You must have learned that on your way to the top."
I wasn't sure whether he was accusing me of fucking my way to the top or manipulating men. I'd done a little of the former early on (although blow jobs usually sufficed to get what I wanted), and a lot of the latter ongoingly. Men were easily swayed by my tits, my ass and my legs, and I guess now that he'd mentioned them, my feet and toes... for although I'd abandoned this technique years ago... a dangling heel had often been enough to draw a man in. "You're right; I've learned most men are easy to manipulate. Present company excluded of course, you're formidable!"
He laughed heartily, and soon afterwards led me downstairs to his basement and offered me a drink: "What's your poison?"
"You're not choosing for me this time?" I asked flirtatiously, another hint of my submissive persona.
"I certainly can if you'd like," he said as he selected a bottle from his rather large selection. He poured me an amber rum from a bottle I didn't recognize and said, "I picked this one up in Hawaii."
I accepted the glass and sipped from it. "Mmmmmmm, very nice," I said, both because of the scent and the taste.
"I thought you'd like it."
"Why's that?"
"You have an appreciation for the finer things," he said as he poured himself a splash of the same rum.
"As do you," I agreed.
"Yes, I've come to appreciate obtaining the quality things I want," he said, only somewhat addressing what we were discussing.
"What do you want?" I asked, with an ever so slyly flirtatious tone.
He didn't reply except with a 'follow me' gesture and we walked around from the bar to a couch facing a large home theatre system and he sat down... where he patted the spot beside him, even though there were six other seats for me to choose from. "Come sit."
I did as he requested. Sitting beside him and crossing my legs, so one of the nylon-clad feet he seemed so enticed by was closer to him than it would be when resting on the carpet.
"What do you want?" he asked, returning my earlier question with the exact same one, just a different inflection and a slightly different meaning.
"What do you mean?" I asked. "That's the question I just asked you."
"Well, may I assume you want to maintain your position as CEO?"
"Of course."
"And you want to improve your relationships with your staff?"
"Thanks to you, I've come to accept that's a rather high priority," I nodded. "Over time I'd allowed my original true vision to become muddied."
"It happens to the best of us," he nodded.
"You've lost your vision?" I asked. "I've certainly seen no evidence of it."
"Well, not so much that..." he began as he turned sideways to gaze right into my eyes, which I found as compelling as ever, but this time he also reached down and placed a hand on my nylon-clad foot as he continued, "...it just took me a very long time to discover who I was as a person, and to learn what I needed."
"And what do you need?" I asked, his hand not moving across my foot, simply resting there, while his eyes bored into me like Superman's.
"What do you need?" he asked me again, frustrating me by answering my question with another question... and worse yet, the exact same question.
"Why am I here?" I asked, as his hand began to move ever so slowly over my foot, sending a chill up my back. "And that's not an existential question, I mean why am I here tonight?"
"Why do you think you're here?"
"I'm beginning to ask myself that same question," I said, getting more frustrated.
"Look, we both know why you're here," he said, his hand drifting up to my ankle.
"Because you ordered me here," I said, trying to be as blunt as possible about my submissive nature (but without coming right out and fucking saying it, damn him!).
"'Ordered'. Interesting choice of a verb."
"How so?" I asked coyly, as if I hadn't purposefully chosen that specific word.
"Did I actually order you here?"
"More or less," I said. "Did I have a choice?"
"Certainly," he said. "I'll never insist on your doing anything you don't wish to do. You could have easily counter-suggested we meet at the office, a restaurant, or even your house."
"I didn't wish to be rude," I said. "And as I've said before, I've learned to value your opinion."
"Perhaps so," he shrugged, his hand still proceeding upwards at a snail's pace. "There's still one remaining area we need to address in your leadership makeover."
"There is, is there?" I asked, excited, nervous, yet also finding him just a tad pretentious.
"Like I've said before in our earlier discussion, it's clear you aren't satisfied with the life you lead once you leave your work behind."
"I never leave my work behind," I said, as his hand reached the swell of my calf.
"Well, therein lies the problem."
"How so?" I asked, becoming more and more drawn in by his eyes, his touch, and his words.
"I think you already know the answer," he said softly, almost but not quite a whisper, his eyes still connected to mine.
"Just tell me," I said.
"You do want me just to tell you, don't you, Cecelia?" he asked, his tone so sexy and firm... his eyes locked on mine.
"Well why the fuck not?" I said, trying to act casual when I was actually dying for his dick!
"Does Joseph understand what you need?"
"Heavens no," I admitted, "he doesn't have a fucking clue."
"And what is it you need?" he asked like a broken parrot, his hand now resting on my knee.
"You know what I need," I insisted, becoming flustered, excited, rattled... wet.
"I do know, yes," agreed. "I know exactly what you need and how to provide it."
"Oh," was all I could reply to his confident words.
"But..." he said, smiling for the first time in this entire conservation, this seduction, this whatever, "I really do use that word a lot."
"You do," I agreed a bit impatiently, on pins and needles about what he might say next and wishing he'd just come right out and say it!
"But first I need you to tell me what you want, and to say it clearly."
"Please don't make me do that," I pleaded, his hand now at the hem of my dress yet not attempting to explore any further, was driving me nuts.
"Cecelia, I never make anyone do anything they don't wish to," he said, a finger slowly drifting back and forth just below my dress. "But we both know I have the knowledge and ability to give you everything you desperately need and desire."
"But I'm married," I pointed out, my head spinning, my pussy burning... this red herring protest really just for the purpose of protesting somehow... I knew I was going to give in... married or not... but I wanted to put up some sort of resistance.
"Yes you are," he nodded, as his fingers finally slid underneath my dress, while he repeated a telling question I'd already answered, but now more meaningfully with his hand slowly progressing upwards toward my already very stimulated... and uncovered... pussy, "and does he give you what you need? Does he understand what you need?"
"No," I said, my body trembling at his touch, at his words. "He cannot."
"And what, Cecelia, do you need?" he asked me -again.
"It's just so embarrassing to say," I complained, while his fingers reached my stocking tops.
"Why did you dress in a garter-belt and stockings?" he asked, his eyes never once leaving mine, as his fingers slowly explored around on the top of a stocking.
"Just in case," I said mindlessly.
"In case of what?"
"Just in case you might decide to assess my attire."
"You expected I might decide to see what was underneath your dress?" he asked, his hands now inching closer to my fevered pussy and getting very close.
"I thought it might occur," I said, quivering with surreal anticipation.
"So are you telling me you're ready to begin your final training?"
"I don't know," I said, standing up, suddenly overwhelmed. "M-m-may I use your washroom?"
"Sure," he nodded, not getting up. "It's the third door on the right."
I hurried towards the washroom, but as I passed an open door, I gasped and stopped in my tracks. I was staring into a sex room. Among many other implements, it contained a St. Andrew's cross (the one like an X), a bench with bindings, some whips and paddles displayed on a wall... I shouldn't have, but I walked right in.
"Holy shit," I said, as I entered and next saw a Sybian resting on the floor, a bed large enough for five, a wall with costumes on hangers, a mirror on the ceiling above the bed, ball gags, and more sex toys I couldn't even fathom their purposes.
"I thought you needed to pee," his deep voice observed from behind me.
"Sorry, but the door was open."
"This is where some of your training might eventually take place."
"I can't fathom," I said, the contents of this room substantially more intense than anything I'd ever imagined, even in my many submissive dreams.
"I bet you can without half trying," he said, his hands now resting on my shoulders as he stood behind me.
"I was contemplating a far more simplistic version of submission," I admitted in stunned awe.
"The world of submission spans a very wide range," he said, his hands remaining on my shoulders, but not pushing me to my knees, which is how I'd envisioned my initial submission occurring... and what I really wanted to happen.
I turned around, and deciding just to answer the question he'd asked earlier that I'd attempted to avoid so strenuously, "Yeah, I was hoping for you to make me suck your dick and thus become your submissive or something."
"Do you want to suck my cock?" he asked, his eyes boring into mine again, his hands once again resting on my shoulders, but still not applying any downward pressure.
"I don't quite know," I said, prevaricating again, even though I desperately wanted him to push my shoulders downwards with his strong hands, guide me to my knees, reveal his huge cock (I prayed it would be) and shove it in my mouth.
"This is the last time I'll ask you this, Cecelia," he warned. "What do you want?"
"I want..." I began, as I looked pleadingly into his eyes.
"I want..." I repeated, truly wanting to say the words, wanting to just blurt everything out, yet struggling against my years of hidden shame, of concealing my nasty self from a judgemental world, against my almost lifetime resistance to my finally crossing that invisible line. Until now everything Paul and I had spoken of had been all theory, flirtation, temptation... etc.... but this was the step that once said, I could never retreat from!
"What I want... what I really want... more than anything..." I struggled to force out on the third try, and then hurriedly blurted out the rest "...is to be your submissive!" a chill going up my spine upon uttering that simple yet powerful statement.
"I see," he said, which wasn't exactly the response I was expecting. I was expecting him to agree immediately, to take control, to use me.
"Is it bad for me to want that?" I asked from total vulnerability, desperately needing his approval, desperately needing him to confirm that he understood these needs, and that he didn't hate me for having them!
"No, it's not bad," he said, "not at all. It's natural."
"My wanting to be your submissive is really natural?" I asked, the idea feeling oddly natural to me, yet not at all natural either... if that makes any sense.
"He said, his eyes still never leaving mine, his hands remaining on my shoulders, still just like I'd fantasized so many times, but still without applying any pressure, "You're a submissive by nature, it's who you are, not just something you might do, or actually that you're doing right now, and you need this kind of release from your everyday life, if you're to achieve any balance."
"But it makes me weak," I said. "Everybody knows that."
"If they think that, they're wrong; what It makes you is human," and he'd now completed his explanation, since at long last, he gently pushed me to my knees.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," I said, my mind spinning with lust. Even though I hadn't even seen his dick yet, I simply had to have it.
"You know you need this," he said, as I brought my hands to his belt.
"Stop!" he barked sternly.
I froze, startled. "Am I doing something wrong?" I asked, looking up.
"Did I give you permission to undo my belt?" he asked, surprising me again.
"No, but I...."
"You never think when you're on your knees, all you do is obey, is that clear?" he interrogated, not in an angry fashion, just a dominant one... which turned me on even more.
"Yes sir," I replied without hesitation, wanting to just let go of myself and obey, and using the simple word 'sir', to add emphasis to the hierarchy already established.
"Good girl," he said, "now lean forward and suck on my cock through my pants."
"Really?" I asked, this not at all what I'd expected.
"Don't ever question me," he scolded. "Just do as you're told."
"Sorry sir, yes sir," I apologized, and I leaned forward, bringing me very close to his disappointingly flaccid cock. Why wasn't he hard? Didn't he find me attractive? Insecurity continued swarming through me.
My position felt awkward, this was weird, but I used my lips and sucked his big cock (from what I could feel, I thought it must be big) through his pants. God, I wanted to see it ... to suck it skin to skin... and ultimately to be fucked by it.
I performed this task for just a couple of minutes before he said, "You may undo my belt and pull down my pants."
"Thank you sir," I replied with an excitement that likely sounded pathetic and desperate. It was as if I'd been waiting for Christmas morning and was finally about to catch sight of exactly what I'd asked Santa for!
I'd never in my life wanted to see a cock more than I did right now.
As if I were performing a sacred ritual I methodically undid his belt, unbuttoned his waistband, unzipped his fly... and then slowly pulled down his pants.
I began to reach for his boxers, but he asked sternly, "What were my instructions?"
"To undo your belt and pull down your pants," I answered, staring at a semi hard cock framed rather perfectly within the pouch of his Saxx boxer briefs... it was definitely long and thick... just like I'd imagined. And flatteringly, it was growing slightly.
"You need to obey my instructions precisely," he instructed. "No deviations."
"Yes sir," I said, staring at his cock that was both hidden, but its shape was displayed so deviously by this black underwear.
"What do you want?" he asked.
"To see your cock," I answered.
"Why?"
"I don't know, I just feel a great need to see it, to stroke it, to suck it, and to be fucked by it," I answered, determined not ever again to hide from him my natural submissiveness and my lust for him. I would be his obedient submissive because I needed to be his obedient submissive.
"You understand this training commits you to one hundred percent mindless obedience," he warned.
"Yes sir, I'm ready to do whatever you tell me to," I affirmed.
"Without hesitation?"
"Yes, sir, to the best of my ability."
"Stand up and remove your skirt," he ordered.
I stood up, slowly unzipped, and then allowed my plaid skirt just to slide down my legs to the floor.
"Now your blouse."
"Yes sir," I repeated, as I unbuttoned each button slowly, trying to be sexy. I opened my blouse and then shrugged it off.
"Nice, very nice," he approved, as he looked me over in my sexy lingerie.
"I bought all of this for you," I said. "As well as several more outfits."
"Why?"
"Because I knew you'd like it."
"I see," he said, as he walked around me and admired me from behind. "Back down on your knees."
"Yes sir," I said, and I dropped back to my knees, but didn't turn around to face him, since he didn't tell me to.
"Good girl. Turn around," he said as he walked to the bed and sat down.
"Yes sir," I obeyed, then crawled one step towards and then stopped abruptly.
"Good catch," he approved. "Now you may crawl to me."
I did, feeling so humiliated (and thus excited) from allowing myself to be treated like a well trained dog. Well okay, I wasn't very well trained yet, but I was learning.



I arrived at his feet and waited.
"You must be punished for entering my pleasure room without permission," he judged.
"Yes sir," I repeated, thinking hard to process how quickly and completely everything had turned around in the last few minutes. Admitting to him what I wanted now felt like I'd made a life choice, and at least so far, I didn't regret it a bit.
"Drape yourself across my lap," he ordered.
"Yes sir," I obeyed, as I stood up, stood beside him, then leaned way over his lap until it was supporting me, reaching over to the bed for balance.
"You understand that every time you disobey me there will be consequences," he said sternly, as his hand went to my ass.
"Yes sir."
"What kind of slut neglects to wear panties to a business meeting?" he asked, squeezing my ass cheeks, but only gently.
"The kind who was longing to be your slut," I answered, getting a tad wetter at being called a slut.
"And you're already soaking wet."
"I've been hoping to do this since I first met you," I admitted.
"Why?"
"There was just something about your demeanor, your tone of voice, your knowledge, both academic and intuitive, but especially your eyes... every time they caught mine, they seemed to see right into me."
"Indeed they did," he agreed, then suddenly he slapped my ass.
"Aaaaaah!" I let out a scream of pain and surprise.
"What my eyes were seeing was that you were an uppity bitch who needed a real man to put her in her place," he said as he slapped my ass again. Hard!
"Yeouch! Yes sir," I agreed.
"Yes sir, what?" he asked.
"Yes, I was an uppity bitch who was only half a woman without a real man to put me in my place and turn me into the submissive slut I've always craved to be. But I was always so ashamed of those cravings I didn't dare tell anyone." I'd replied with a rather long and rambling answer, but I wanted to be thorough, and every word was from the heart.
"And you wish to be an obedient slut?" he asked as he slapped my ass again.
"That, and also a mindless bimbo for your pleasure, if you wish me to be one," I answered, shocked by my own words of self-degradation. But nevertheless I added, "You can pretty much write your own ticket."
"Good girl," he said, as he caressed my ass soothingly.
"Thank you sir," I said, needing his approval, a condition I suspected I'd never get over, but it felt so right.
He spread my legs apart, brought his fingers to my pussy and said, "You really are soaking wet."
"I know," I replied, never having needed a dick inside me more than I did this moment.
"Get back on your knees."
I quickly obeyed, scrambling off his lap and kneeling before him, praying he'd finally allow me to see his cock, to suck his cock, and especially to get fucked by his cock.
He stood up and said, "Now you may pull my boxers down."
"Yes sir, and thank you," I replied, placing my slightly trembling hands excitedly onto his hips and slowly pulling them down to at long last reveal his dick.
When it flipped up, released from its fabric captivity, I gasped, "Wow, just wow!" as I admired what had to be over eight inches, and fat.
"So you like what you see?" he asked, as I stared at it like it was the Da Vinci of cocks.
I managed to resist my instinctive reaction to reach up and immediately begin stroking it, but I did stare at it as if I was in Louvre fawning over the Mona Lisa. "It's fucking perfect!"
He asked, his tone still firm, dominant and sexy, "Now what do you want? And I trust you've conquered your reticence by now."
This time I answered this repetitive question without hesitation. "I believe I have, sir. I would dearly love to stroke this big cock, and to suck it, then to swallow your load, and it would be wonderful if I could then take it in my pussy," I said, my eyes never leaving the majestic sceptre.
"Oh, you'll certainly be doing all those things..." he said, "...in time."
"In time?" I asked, salivating at the perfect serving of meat before me.
He didn't reply, and instead of shoving his cock in my mouth like any other man would do with a woman kneeing before him, he mildly ordered, "Follow me."
He went to the Sybian and ordered, "Straddle it."
"You don't want to fuck me?" I asked, suddenly feeling wounded.
"You need to earn the privilege of sucking and getting fucked by my cock."
I was stunned!
Was he really not going to fuck me?
Was he really going to make me earn it?
How would I earn it?
Horny as fuck, and hoping this machine, which admittedly I'd considered buying on more than one occasion, might quell at least some of the burning lust inside me, I obediently straddled the machine.
Once the entire small dildo was inside me he said, "Endure five minutes without climaxing, and you may suck my cock."
"I can dooooooo that," I said with an immediate and uncontrollable moan as he pressed a button and the machine began.
"So tell me, have you ever cheated on your husband before?" he asked, "Not that I'm judging you, I believe whatever we do together will do us both a lot of good," his cock... now wonderfully hard... just a couple feet away from me... seeming to beckon to me like it was forbidden fruit... I now understood why Eve couldn't stop herself from sinning.
"That depends on your definition of cheating," I answered, trying to focus on answering his question instead of the buzzing inside me, which felt like a vibrator on steroids.
"Explain."
"Well, I've never been with another man since saying I do..."
"But?"
"...but I have been with the odd woman," I answered, "and as you surmised, usually just to get myself off."
"Karen?" he inflected it as a question, but it wasn't really one.
"How did you know that?"
"Your office dynamics became clear very quickly," he said. "I was surprised you were only using one employee as your personal getting off toy."
"Thanks primarily to you, although I'm not complaining since I'm a better woman for it, I recently found myself feeling very guilty for how I was using my power for ordering her to eat me out," I admitted, as the pleasure inside continued to grow. Was the five minutes up yet?
"One minute done," he said, reading my mind.
"Only one minute?" I asked. "Seriously???"
"Yep," he nodded. "So is that why you gave her the day off?"
"No, well maybe that was part of it," I said, "but it was more my reflecting about how I'd always treated her, and how I'd never seen her as a person... but just an employee I could order around however I pleased."
"That was a powerful revelation," he said as he slowly stroked his cock.
"Yeah, it was a real kick in the gut," I admitted.
"What was?" he asked, "Exactly?" as I watched him stroking his dick, which added to the surreal reality of our having a serious discussion about life and ethics while I straddled a working Sybian and he stroked his fat cock.
"The stark reality that I was a complete bitch," I replied bluntly.
"And are you a complete bitch?"
"No... yes... well I was..." I said, as I processed a question which couldn't be answered with a simple yes or no.
"Okay, I can see it's complicated. So tell me more."
"It's just that I realized I'd undoubtedly lost my way as the years went on," I admitted.
"And now?"
"And now, because of some blunt words from you, and from some serious self-examination, I realize I absolutely must change, I must become a far better person if I want to live with myself."
"That's great," he nodded, as he came closer to me, his hard cock of course leading the way and riveting my gaze to itself.
"It is great," I admitted, "as is your cock."
"But how will you be able to maintain this new perspective?" he asked. "Over time, most people tend to fall back into their old habits."
"No, I mustn't!" I exclaimed, shaking my head vigorously. Yes, I desperately wanted to suck his cock; yes, I dearly wanted to be his submissive slut; yes, I was willing... no, delighted... to cheat on my husband with this man, but equally as vitally I absolutely couldn't slip back into being the woman I had so recently been.
"Why not?" he asked. "This sounds very important to you," his cock now an inch from my mouth.
"Because I must continue remembering the reason I began climbing the ladder in the first place," I said, desperately resisting my urge to lean forward and take his cock in my mouth... all of this somewhat painful self-reflection usefully dulling my fire inside... but not quelling it completely.
"What reason is that exactly?" he asked as he waved his cock back and forth... and my head followed it back and forth like a dog focused on a ball in her master's hands.
Master. A powerful word.
"So that I can add compassion to the mix while I do my best to build more capacity in all of my employees, and always to remember the importance of helping each one of them to understand they're not just an employee, but an integral and valued member of our team," I answered. I know that sounded like a blurb from an HR handbook, but I really meant it!
"That is an amazing revelation, Cecelia," he said. "You should be rewarded for such self-discovery."
"I do have something in mind I'd love for my reward! If that's all right with you?" I said hopefully while staring at his cock.
"I expect at this moment it will be more than all right. So I'll ask you yet again: what do you want?"
"I'd love to suck your cock as a thank you for all you've done for that uppity bitch you first encountered," I answered with a bit of wry humour.
"You understand I expect a lot from my pets," he said, using the 'P' word for the first time.
"Yes sir, I do," I agreed mindlessly, willing to do anything it took to suck his cock. Never in my life had I wanted so intensely to suck a cock.
"I'll push your limits,"
"Push away," I replied, my eyes never leaving his cock. "I may not always like it, but I'm certain that whatever it is I'll be a better woman for it."
"I'll program you into being a compete submissive to me, whenever you're not at work."
"I think I'm already there!" I kind of half joked.
"Oh, no. This evening you're just beginning your journey towards completely surrendering," he cautioned. "When I train a woman, I take control of her mind, her body and her soul. And a task that monumental isn't accomplished overnight."
"Fuuuuck," I moaned, his ominous words, his cock poised just inches away from my salivating mouth and the eternal buzzing inside me on the cusp of completely driving me wild... my orgasm virtually screaming for release! "Has it been five minutes yet?"
"You have eighty seconds left," he reported after glancing at his phone.
"Oh my God!" I gasped, that minute and a third seeming like an eternity.
"This cock is reserved for only completely obedient sluts," he said.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned, never wanting to come more, never wanting a cock in my mouth more.
"And what are you?" he asked.
"Your obedient slut," I moaned, praying he would permit me to be his obedient slut.
"What do you want right now?"
"Your cooooooock," I moaned.
"Then beg for it," he required, as he traced my lips with his cock.
"Please, Paul, I want to suck your cock, to be your slut, to come," I listed, near orgasm.
"Time's up. Well done. Now get off the machine and follow me," he announced, praised and ordered briskly as the vibrations stopped.
"Oh, God," I moaned, as my rising orgasm was also stopped. I weakly collapsed off of the machine and fell the couple of feet to the floor, wetness leaking out of me, as I crawled behind him to the large bed.
He finished undressing completely and said, "Let's see how flexible you are." He sat on the edge of the bed and asked as I looked up at him, "Have you ever performed a foot job?"
"No," I replied, "is that what it sounds like?" having never even heard of such a thing before.
"Sit on your ass up here on the bed, raise your legs, and stroke my cock with both of your nylon-clad feet," he ordered.
"Okay, sure," I agreed, realizing my flexibility would come in handy. I got into position as instructed, raised my feet to his cock, and after a little struggling, I had both of my silky soles sandwiching his big cock. I imagined this wasn't as exciting as stroking it, or better, taking it into my mouth, or best, sliding it into my pussy... but I was finally being allowed to touch his big cock for the very first time!
"Now stroke it nice and slow," he said, and I realized he'd have a particularly good view of my swollen pussy, thanks to my very revealing position.
"Yes sir," I said, as I slowly stroked his hard cock.
"You see, slut?" he asked didactically. "To perform as an adequate pet, you need the ability to please a cock in a variety of fashions."
"Yes sir," I replied, loving the feel of his hard cock between my feet.
"Now let's run through my ongoing expectations of you.
"Okay," I acknowledged, as I was beginning to achieve a smooth rhythm.
"First, which has already been mentioned, you shall obey each and every order I give you without hesitation."
"Yes sir," I agreed, having already agreed to that requirement, and having no intention to renege.
"Second, and I might have mentioned this already, but I can't recall for certain whether I specified clearly it was a rule, but you'll wear either a garter belt and stockings or thigh high stockings at all times, work or play... and, of course no panties, unless it's that time of the month."
"Yes sir," I agreed, having already agreed to that expectation for Karen, and assuming it was for the same reason Karen had given... for quick and easy access to my pussy.
"Third, you will of course maintain your pussy completely shaved."
"Of course," I agreed, having done that for years anyway.
"Fourth, you'll already be kneeling whenever I arrive, unless I show up unexpectedly. And in that case you shall immediately face me and drop to your knees."
"Even at work?" I asked.
"No," he said, "never at work unless I've scheduled a training session with you."
"I'll be happy to," I agreed particularly willingly, since I loved the idea of expressing my submission to Paul in such an obvious and unmistakable fashion.
"And fifth, beginning this instant, you shall invariably address me as Master, unless you have reason to believe some third party might hear you."
This was a term I'd often encountered in erotica, and I had secretly fantasized about having my own Master for years. I agreed with perhaps too much enthusiasm, "Yes indeed, Master!" And the word flowed off my tongue so smoothly and it felt so natural!
"Sixth, you shall read and respond to my texts twenty-four seven."
"Yes, sir, I mean Master," I replied... oops!... that idea both exciting and terrifying.
"And to be perfectly clear, what I'm saying is that I now come before your husband at all times, regardless of what he might learn about us or how he feels about it, " he clarified as I continued to stroke his cock with my feet, although they were starting to get tired.
"Well that goes without saying," I smiled, knowing I could never go back to my marriage as it had been before I'd agreed to these conditions... they, along with Paul of course, were now as precious to me as my life's blood!
"And seventh," he said as he grabbed my feet and began to slowly fuck the soles of my feet, "we're going to cuckold Joseph sometime soon. We'll have sex right in front of him."
"We will?"
"Yes we will," he confirmed. "I require both members of a couple to capitulate to me completely, whether both of them know beforehand or not."
"Oh my," I said, this announcement coming as a huge surprise! "I'm not certain he'll go for that."
"Don't worry," he reassured me. "In no time at all I'll have him begging me to please fuck your ass, and then I'll require him to clean up after me in the most abject fashion possible."
"That I can't imagine ever happening," I said, it feeling different when he was fucking my feet... even while I was imagining exactly what he described.
"Then you're not seeing your husband at all clearly. Because if he hasn't even noticed, let alone fulfilled your need to be a submissive by now, it can only be because he's one himself."
"Oh," I said, that actually making a lot of sense, once I'd pondered his words even briefly.
"He's probably even a cock sucker, or at least a wannabe cock sucker," he added, as he released my feet.
"I'm right with you up to this point, but that? I really don't think so," I said, as I considered how oblivious he'd always been to all my hints about dominating me over all those years.
"Trust me," he said. "Just like I can see into your sexual soul, I'll be able to see into his."
"Okay," I nodded. "Given your track record with me so far, I'm certainly not going to argue the point."
"Good thinking. Now get back on your knees," he ordered.
"Yes Master," I replied, praying he was finally going to let me suck that cock... because even though I wanted to come, what I really wanted to do first was to make him come.
"Since you've been such an obedient and agreeable slut, I'm going to do something I usually don't on the first day of training," he said, as he got off the bed and walked to me.
"You're going to fuck me and make me into your complete whore?" I asked wickedly.
"Not yet, but I am going to fuck your face and come all over it," he said as he slid his cock into my mouth.
I moaned on his cock as he face fucked me roughly, slamming all eight inches into my mouth and making me gag. "Don't fucking gag," he ordered even though he didn't slow down, his balls actually bouncing off my chin as I was used like a cheap slut and loved it.
I focused on breathing through my nose, and for the next two or three minutes I just closed my eyes and permitted a man who wasn't my husband to use my mouth however he wished to.
He then pulled out and coated my face with a massive load of warm cum, which felt so fucking good! Once he was done coming, he slid his cock back into my mouth and I bobbed on it slowly, nursing it to completion.
He pulled out and said, "Crawl to the bed."
"Yes Master," I replied, "and thank you for coming all over my face, Master."
"You're very welcome," he said graciously as I wiped some cum from my eye and crawled to the bed... but not onto it, since that wasn't the instruction.
He came up and put a blindfold on me... which sent a chill up my spine... I found it so sexy... even though I'd never had a naked man place one on me until this very moment.
"Crawl onto the bed and roll on your back," he said.
"Yes Master," I obeyed.
Once I was in position he ordered, "Spread your legs."
"Yes Master," I again obeyed, hoping he had a quick reload and was finally going to fuck me.
But to my surprise, I felt his hands on my left ankle tying some rope around it.
He then tied my other ankle with my legs still spread wide, so now I couldn't move them; he must have tied them to the bed.
Then he tied my wrists to the bed as well... so there I was bound spread eagled... which had never happened to me before.
It was scary.
But also exciting!
"You mentioned your husband is out of town?" he asked.
"Yes Master."
"So you can stay here all night without any premature repercussions?" he asked, although the question was undoubtedly rhetorical.
"Yes Master," I replied anyway.
"Good," he said, as I heard something start buzzing, and then it was placed against my pussy lips. "I'll be back in a little while... enjoy... but no coming. Part of your training is orgasm denial. And rule number eight is you only come with permission from your Master whether I'm present or not, and even if you're having sex with your husband, is that understood?"



"Yes, Master," I replied, "although I'm not certain I can control myself."
"Do your best. Because if you do come, you'll be punished," he warned.
"Yes Master."
"Good girl," he said like I was twelve, and then he was gone... or at least I assumed he was.
I have no idea how long I was lying there bound... but it felt like an eternity. The buzzing drove me wild and got me incredibly horny... yet not enough to orgasm, so at least for now, obeying Rule Eight wasn't difficult. Or at least not very.
It also gave me time... a seemingly endless amount of time... to replay the night... replay the week...
It also gave me time to think... time to feel... which in turn gave me time to make my way through a plethora of feelings and emotions. Such as...
Desire... I'd never wanted a man more in my life.
Guilt... I'd not only cheated on my husband, but I'd allowed lust to lead the way, and I wasn't about to stop doing so.
Helplessness... I had absolutely no control over my actions tonight. I simply couldn't deny Master Paul anything.
Exhilaration... at the overwhelming pleasure that had consumed me only a short while ago.
Obedience... because it allowed me just to let go of myself and obey mindlessly.
Relief... to finally be with a man who understood my needs... seemingly even better than I did!
All this time my need for an orgasm had been growing, and I was a sopping wet mess when he returned... his voice sending chills throughout my entire body.
"Good job," he said. "Orgasm denial is a key aspect of your training."
"Does that mean I have permission to come now?" I asked. "Please?"
"Not yet, but very soon. The ability to come on command is another important aspect of your training," he said as I felt him climbing onto the bed and sliding the vibrator, that had been buzzing for who knows how long, all the way inside me... making me realize this toy had a very impressive battery life.
"Oh my God, now that devil toy is driving me crazy! Please Master, please, may your slut come?" I pleaded, knowing I was suddenly mere seconds away from an apocalyptic eruption.
"You may come on seven," he said as he pumped the toy in and out of my pussy.
"Oh fuck, that'll be an eternity," I moaned.
"One, two, three..."
"Four, five, six..." I counted aloud with him.
"Seven," he said. "You may come... right... NOW!"
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, since with permission granted, I had the most intense orgasm of my life... without a doubt... as I soaked him and his bed by squirting all over the place!
"That's it, enjoy your orgasm: gifted to you by your Master."
"So good," I moaned weakly, my entire body usurped of energy.
As I laid there, he untied my arms and legs, and then surprised me by retying my ankles and wrists together all into one. I felt, and probably looked, just like a calf tied up in a rodeo.
"I only fuck my pets while they're tied up," he explained.
"Then I hope I'll get tied up a lot," I shot back, my orgasm still not completely finished running its course through me, but now the very welcome implication was I was finally going to be fucked.
Truth was, I'd never fantasized, or even considered bondage as something that might turn me on, but the ultimate helplessness of the experience... the undeniable fact of my being one hundred percent subject to his every whim, had me really excited. I mean I fully intended that from now on I would obey his every whim, but having even that choice taken away was a real kick for me!
"Do you wish to cheat on your husband by taking my cock in your pussy?" he asked rather formally, as still blindfolded, I felt him bring both of his hands to my ankles and wrists, and even better... I could feel the tip of his cock nestling between my pussy lips.
"Yes Master, from now on I fully intend to cheat on my husband as often as you're willing to give me the privilege, and to be, body and soul, your completely submissive slut," I answered, attempting to match his formality, knowing I'd already crossed the line and there was no going back... nor did I ever want to go back. I loved my husband, but no longer with any passion since he couldn't give me what I wanted and needed... he was incapable of seeing me as the whore I desperately wanted to be. Although he might manage to catch on once he'd witnessed for himself how I responded to my Master!
"This pussy is now mine," he said calmly as he slid inside of me.
"Yes Master, you fully own my pussy!" I screamed back, declaring this truth to the world.
For some reason, perhaps from reading too much erotica, I expected a bunch of dirty talk during this climactic activity of his totally claiming me for the first time... but he just fucked me... hard.
The tied-up position was a little uncomfortable, but a lot amazing. My second orgasm was rising quickly.
"Don't come yet," he instructed me after a few minutes. "But you may always come whenever you feel my load exploding in your pussy."
"Don't you mean your pussy?" I asked.
"I guess I do," he said, a little surprised by the question.
"Then fuck your pussy, fuck it hard, fill it with your cum and breed your slut!" I cheered him on, not at all worried about the risk of pregnancy... even though right now was my most fertile time. Joseph couldn't have kids... and I'd never wanted kids, so it worked out perfectly... but at the moment, that possibility didn't matter to me... I just needed to be bred, to feel his cum filling me come what may.
"Oh yeah, you nasty slut," he said. "Get ready for your Master's load."
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck your slut, fill your whore, breed your bitch," I babbled, anything to make him come, which in turn would allow me to come.
"Oh fuck, get ready to come," he grunted.
Three more thrusts, and he filled me with his load while I screamed, "Yes, breeeeeeed me," as my second orgasm in a few minutes coursed through me
He continued pumping until his load was deep inside me, before he pulled out and my own cum flooded out of me... again.
He untied me and said, "You may sleep in this bed tonight. Tomorrow morning we resume your training."
"Thank you, Master." As I replied, I was now free of any restrictive bonds of submission, even psychological ones, but I lay there anyway, completely spent.
"Oh, and Rule Nine is you'll always eat my load, no matter where I shoot it."
I felt my face and the dried cum on it. "Yes Master." I licked two of my fingers to moisten them and rubbed them over my face and then sucked them into my mouth. It wasn't as exciting as tasting a fresh load, but I could still subtly taste his cock cum.
I assume he then went upstairs to his bed, as I lay in place for a good fifteen minutes, recovering from my two stupendous orgasms... recovering from the beginning of a very different life... one that was a little scary... yet it was completely what I both needed and wanted.
THE END OF PART 1
Do you want to see more of Cecelia's training?
Like:
Chapter 2: The Next Morning
Cecelia's training is continued at Paul's house including some anal play.
Chapter 3: The Next Week
Paul gives Cecelia a week of tasks including pegging her husband.
Chapter 4: Cuckolded
Cecelia's husband learns the truth and must make a decision.
Chapter 5: Full Submission
Cecelia and her husband explore BDSM and complete submission to Paul.
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* * * * *
Owning a grocery store has always been a major part of my adult life. (That statement will probably make more sense if you know that as soon as I graduated from college, my Dad gifted me into being its co-owner and his junior partner, kind of an antemortem inheritance, which was an arrangement that continued successfully and amicably until he retired twenty-six years later and I became the sole proprietor.)
The store will never get me rich, but it will also never allow me to go broke.
People always need food, good times or bad.
I love the job, as I'm a people person, and I love the daily interactions with strangers and with the regulars... some of whom have been coming to the store since my Dad had owned it outright, and I was an adolescent bag boy.
A few weeks ago, after over forty years in one capacity or another in this same grocery store (I'm 55, in case you're curious), I encountered someone really sexy who intrigued me in a way I couldn't explain. (And yes, she's the reason for this story, but I'm getting ahead of myself.)
I've seen hot women saunter into the store flaunting their tits and asses many times... as a teenager I nurtured way more stroke fantasies about hot MILFs than I did about cheerleaders, or other girls my own age.
The first time I spied two women holding hands, I was shocked... scandalized... but these days it's a daily occurrence, and I'm happy for them. I still don't see too many guys holding hands, but this is the South, after all.
I've seen college girls flash their tits, occasionally targeting me personally.
One night I saw a guy fucking a girl in the middle of an aisle... both of them drunk... after ripping open a new box of condoms. (I had to boot them out of the store, but only after I got the guy to pay for the condoms; the incident was highly embarrassing for all concerned.)
I even saw a woman use a cucumber in a way it isn't usually taken internally. (I still have the surveillance footage of that one.)
The point of all this is that occasionally I see sexy people, or even sexy things happening in my store, but it's no big deal, and life goes on.
So I couldn't explain the utter intrigue and attraction I felt for a certain younger woman who began coming into the store; the sexy one I mentioned earlier. Now don't get me wrong, my almost eight-inch cock has hardened many times because of some of the women in my store: hot women, women with big tits, women in short skirts, women in tight jeans, women in stockings. Young women and older women. But I'm a married man, and although I can drool... and I can sometimes jerk off back in my office, I don't cheat.
I admit that our sex life after more than thirty years together is as stale as month-old bread, but I made a promise in that church all those years ago, and I meant it.
For better or worse... although these days it was more like worse. Empty nest syndrome hit my wife hard, while I figured (wrongly) it might spark our sex life.
So I spent more time at work now... not less.
This younger woman didn't really fit any of the categories I listed.
She was a beautiful Latina, but she was massive. Not overweight or obese, quite the opposite; she was what I guess for a lack of a better term could be called a muscle woman... a bodybuilder.
Although I'm 6'1", she stood above me at 6'3" or more.
While I was still quite lean for my age, thanks to a great metabolism and regularly working out, at 215 pounds I was pretty much the perfect weight for my height (ten pounds less would make me perfect, but I couldn't ever get there, no matter how hard I worked out), she was, I'm guessing, around 250 pounds of pure muscle.
I couldn't explain why, but she was the hottest woman I'd ever seen... even though before meeting her I'd never considered a body builder sexy in any way... there was just something about her demeanor and the way she carried herself that was downright sexy, even though she likely wasn't trying to be.
I'd chatted with her a few times, including mentioning how I just couldn't get those last ten pounds off, and after about a month of a few private jerk-off sessions interspersed with brief public generic conversations, she invited just as we were closing, "Why don't you come over and work out with me tonight?"
"Excuse me?" I asked, even though I'd heard the invitation perfectly well, and it made my already hard cock flinch... so much so that she likely noticed it.
"My regular trainer isn't available tonight, I have a big competition coming soon, and I can't lift weights without a spotter, it wouldn't be safe," she explained. "Plus, I guarantee that a month training with me, and we'll get rid of that little belly of yours."
"Trust me, I've tried everything."
"But I'm sure you've noticed how well I've sculped my own body without employing any personal trainers, so I can guarantee it," she said. "I'll have you down those ten pounds, plus turn some of that other fat you're carrying around into solid muscle within in a month."
"Well okay, why not?" I nodded, thinking it would be fun; I'd love to lose these ten pounds, and I'd have lots of opportunities to watch her body in action.
"Be wearing your workout clothes when you arrive; I'll make sure you really sweat," she said, giving me a really nice smile for the first time since I'd met her.
"Uh, sure," I nodded, sensing that perhaps she was flirting with me... although based on her tone and the look on her face, I couldn't remotely tell. I'm decent looking, and I do get hit on occasionally, although alas, less and less each year. A fifty-five-year-old bald man doesn't draw in the ladies the same way I did in my twenties.
"Here's my address," she said, handing me a card, which strangely displayed a nearby address, but no name. "Get there as soon as you can," she added, and strolled out.
I watched her leave, her tight ass and muscular legs in her tight skirt really showcasing the back half of her.
I adjusted my cock and went into my office to grab some workout clothes. I had a couple of sets there, one of them freshly laundered, which of course is the one I changed into.
Once Amy and I had closed the store and locked it up tight, I texted my wife I was going to work out after work (not a lie), and I walked the two blocks to where she lived.
I knocked on the door, oddly feeling a little giddy... as if this was a first date... even though it would likely be just a workout... but with her in a leotard or whatever, even that would be plenty hot.
She greeted me at the door, now wearing tight shorts and a workout bra, an outfit that did nothing to conceal her impressive six pack abs, and said, "Come on in."
"Sure," I said, following her downstairs and into a basement that was completely filled with exercise equipment, primarily weights in various configurations, making it a full gym. "Wow," I said, as I looked around at all the top end equipment.
She went over to a huge set of weights, lay down on the bench and said, "Please, for now, just spot me."
"Sure," I nodded, walking around to the spotter's location, which gave me an amazing view of her entire body.
Of her strong, muscular legs.
Her fleshy tits.
Her washboard stomach.
Then as she began to lift, a view of her arms... which had more well-defined muscles than any man's I knew. I couldn't explain it, as I certainly didn't have an arm fetish or a muscles fetish, and yet my cock ached, as I watched her lift a huge set of weights... 150 pounds... up and down.
After she did three reps of twenty, which was three reps of twenty more than I could lift that kind of weight, she said, "Now let's work on you for a little while."
"Me?" I asked.
"Yep, I promised we're going to get those last ten pounds off of you," she said, thoroughly looking me over, so no doubt noticing the bulge in my shorts. "You're actually in pretty good shape for someone your age."
"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment, something my wife never gave me, even though I'd remained at this weight for years while she'd gained about eighty pounds with the interminable excuse of having had two kids twenty-plus years ago.
"Did you get turned on watching me pump?" she asked, making eye contact with me immediately after taking another look at my crotch. Yup, she'd noticed all right.
I stammered, a little embarrassed, "Um, I, well, a little."
"It looks more like a lot," she disagreed.
I laughed awkwardly, surprised by her brazen words, and having no idea of what the hell to say.
"A workout with me is intense, guaranteed to get you into the best shape of your life, but it's also a little... well... a lot unorthodox," she said, which again had me at a loss for what to say. "You up for it?"
"Sure," I said after a brief hesitation. This women was obviously a fitness guru, and she could probably teach me a lot; plus, I was intrigued.
"But for this fitness regime to work, you must do whatever I say without hesitation; is that clear?" she asked, her tone strong and no-nonsense.
"Yes," I nodded, a little frightened to refuse her anything, and in total awe of this dominant, beautiful woman.
"Excellent," she nodded. "Let's see you do some sit-ups. Lie down on the floor, face up."
She pointed to a nearby black mat, and I obediently lay down on it. She stood at my feet and said, "Now remember, my motivational approach may be unorthodox, but it has a hundred percent success rate, and it literally changes people's lives."
"Sounds good; I'm all in," I nodded, ready to do whatever she told me to, although her brag seemed a little extreme... changing everyone's lives through workouts? What, like everyone in the world?
"And soon I'll be all in too," she said, which didn't make any sense to me at all. She then instructed me, "Each time you sit up you must remain in place for three seconds and you may stare... but don't touch."
"Don't touch what?" I asked.
"You'll see," she said. "Now close your eyes, count to ten, and then give me your first sit-up."
"Okay," I said, a little curious about where this was going, a little overwhelmed, and a lot excited. "One, two, three..."
"Count to yourself," she said. "And keep your eyes closed for the first three sit-ups. You must remain sitting up each time, until you hear my command."
"Okay," I said, as I counted off in my head. At ten I sat up and remained there, eyes closed, as I smelt something I couldn't quite place.
"And down," she said.
I went back down, and after a couple of seconds she said, "Up."
I once again sat up, wanting to get a better smell of that unique scent; it was drawing me in the same way homemade cookies do.
"Absorb the scent you're smelling," she ordered, "Savour it," just like I was already doing, dying to open my eyes to see what it was, and yet determined to obey this muscle goddess without exception.
"Whatever it is, it's amazing," I said as I took a big whiff.
"It's one of a kind," she said before adding, "Down."
I reluctantly moved away from the scent for a brief period of time until she allowed me up again by saying "Up."
I did.
It was on the third time up as I took in another big whiff that I realized, or I was pretty sure I realized that what I was smelling was her pussy. But that didn't make much sense... although it would be at the right height if she was standing straddling my legs; and she'd said this would be unorthodox, which if I was correct it definitely was.
I desperately wanted to open my eyes and confirm my suspicion and yet I didn't, knowing I'd be allowed to do so very soon.
"Down."
Back on my back, she instructed me dispassionately, "This time, once you're sitting back up you may open your eyes."
"I can hardly wait to see what it is," I said, dying to see her pussy... it had to be her pussy. And it had to be uncovered, because of the strength of the scent. What else could it possibly be? It smelt like pussy, although unlike anyone's I'd ever smelt before.
As I rose back up, I opened my eyes and saw a completely shaved, slightly glistening pussy. It was so beautiful! My wife not having shaved since the Clinton Administration, meant I almost had to use a machete for hacking through the jungle to find her pussy, and that obstacle made this lack of one all the more enticing.
I loved eating pussy... at least I used to, back when my wife and I had regular sex. But now? I couldn't remember the last time I'd tasted a pussy; it certainly wasn't anytime this year. And a completely shaved pussy? Shit, likely sometime in the late eighties, if anyone had even begun shaving them back then.
"Like what you see?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, "Wow!" in awe of a glistening pearl only a few inches in front of my eyes and my nose, stunned by what was transpiring.
"You're not a faggot, are you?" she asked.
"No, no, no," I quickly clarified. "I like women. Present company included!"
"Good," she said, looking down at me. "Each time your face arrives up here you're allowed a single lick. But only one, unless I indicate otherwise, is that clear?"
"I'm... I... well," I said, her offer very appealing... yet I was married... not overly happily, but still married.
"I wasn't asking you," she said, grabbing my head and shoving her pussy in my face. She ground up and down on me before letting go and adding, "I'm telling you. You've already agreed to do whatever I say."
"Sorry, you're right, of course," I apologized, in a complete daze, and still feeling her wetness on my lips.
"Now start doing your sit-ups," she ordered. "And no more fucking intransigence."
"Yes ma'am," I nodded, overwhelmed by the dominance and beauty of this woman... her overwhelming mixture lethal to my marital vows. Her taste was lingering on my lips, her scent captured in my nostrils.
"Good boy," she said, and now that I was obviously on board, her tone softening from her dominant approach.
I lay down and sat back up, and gave her a single lick between those pink pussy lips. Her wetness was like fireworks on my tongue.
I did it again.
And again.
And again.
The taste was so tantalizing.
The act so sensual.
The order so surreal.
I was obeying her mindlessly. I was working out without even realizing I was. I didn't feel the usual burn of doing sit-ups, since all I wanted to do was lick that pussy the next time.
"Faster," she ordered, after I'd done a couple-dozen-plus sit-ups.
I obeyed, beginning to really sweat, beginning to feel the burn as I licked her and dropped back down for another cycle.
"Faster," she repeated a few sit-ups later. "I want to see you sweat."
I wasn't sure I could go much faster, the burn really beginning to hit me.
I did the best I could; I sure didn't want this unorthodox workout to end.
"Ten more, and I'll give you a reward," she offered when I was at around forty, as helplessly I began to slow down, my body unable to keep up with the frantic pace of my libido.
I continued working, sweat dripping off me, determined I could do ten more, while my muscles swore to me that they couldn't possibly!
"Five more," she informed me, as I was really slowing down, the pain really beginning to burn.
I sat back up and gave her a long, slow lick, trying to sneak a brief reprieve before the next one.
"Four more," she counted down. "You can do it," she encouraged me.
"I can do it," I agreed against all evidence, now more determined than ever... especially since I was dying to know what the reward might be.
I did two very quick down-ups and licks.
"Only two more," she said. "Attaboy, you can do it." Her words were encouraging, pretty much just like every trainer I'd ever worked with, but with the added enticement of her pussy, she was pushing me too far.
I did one more, every inch of my body on fire... especially my poor, overworked abs, yet my cock remained hard as steel, and my mouth salivated with each tantalizing, teasing taste of her pussy.
"Only one more, and you receive the gift of a lifetime," she promised, grabbing my head and pushing it firmly into her wetness. I mindlessly licked as long as she allowed me to, until she pushed me back down and said firmly, "Up you come just once more! Earn it!"
I nodded as I struggled to pull myself up one more time and finally succeeded, and I was once again getting another lick of her amazing pussy.
But not for long. Almost immediately she pushed me back down, straddled my face and said, "Here's your reward."
My head foggy with lust, my body burning with pain, I mindlessly began licking her pussy, desperate to get her off and taste the full flood of her sweet nectar, even as I couldn't believe any of this was happening.
"That's it, eat my pussy," she encouraged me in a far more enjoyable exercise, as she began to grind on my face.
As I licked and she grinded on me, I realized that even though I'd eaten my wife's pussy quite a lot before we'd slowed way down, I'd never once had a girl sit on my face. It was a completely different position, I was pretty much helpless, which somehow made it more enthralling.
"Faster, bitch," she ordered, as she really rubbed her pussy on my face.
Being called a bitch was kind of startling, but my being used this roughly, completely for her pleasure, was intoxicating! I couldn't explain it, but even as my body burned with pain from my recent intense workout, my cock raged in response to her rough, dominant treatment.
"Oh fuck, eat my cum," she ordered, as she grabbed the back of my head and held it forcefully against her pussy, and as she exploded all over my face, and I discovered that a woman can give a facial.
My face was soaked with her pussy juice and I tried to lap up as much of it as I could as it continued squirting.
Once her orgasm was finished, lasting a good thirty seconds, squirting intermittently the entire time while I began having trouble breathing, she released her iron grip on my head and turned around, giving me a wonderful view of her ass, and said as I felt her hand go to my raging rod, "I see my style of workout turned you on."
She rubbed my cock through my gym shorts for maybe fifteen seconds if even that, before I groaned and came in my underwear.
She laughed, "That was quick," before she got up and said, as she went to grab her shorts, "I expect you to be here same time tomorrow."
"Really?" I asked, both surprised and excited... this wasn't a one-time thing? Wow!
"My usual spotter will be gone for a couple more days, and clearly we need to work on your stamina," she said, and then looking down at the wet spot in my crotch added, "In all areas."
"I'll see what I can do," I said, suddenly feeling a wash of guilt at the realization I'd just inadvertently cheated on my wife.
"That wasn't a request," she said similar to before. "Just be here."
"Okay," I said, her tone kind of scaring me. I couldn't explain it, it wasn't like I thought she'd tell my wife on me, it's just that I felt completely compelled to obey her. The particularly scary part being after my Dad retired, I was accustomed to making all my own decisions, but around this statuesque muscle woman, I was making absolutely none of them.
"You can see yourself out," she dismissed me, wiping her face with a towel.
"See you tomorrow," I said, still stunned at all that had just transpired.
I went back to the grocery store and let myself in... washed up... got the cum scent off my face and changed my stained underwear, as I replayed what just happened.
I couldn't believe it, and I knew I shouldn't go back tomorrow... yet my cock was still hard as I wondered what she might do to me tomorrow. Would she let me fuck her?



Fuck, I was already in way over my head!
.....
I'd like to say I didn't go over there the next day, that I admitted to my wife what had happened and overcame the temptation to do it again, but of course I did no such things.
Nope, I ended up back at her place right on time, in her basement, once again serving as her spotter.
She then said following her own workout, which had my loins burning and my cock raging, "It's sit-up time."
"Okay," I said, excited for a replay of last night.
"Lie down on the mat, close your eyes and count to twenty."
"Okay," I repeated, prepared to work out intensely so I could end up tasting that pussy again. Her taste had been all I could think about all day... well, and her body... and the sight of her pussy... and her dominant persona. I'd always been the dominant in any relationship before my marriage, but she was completely different, and completely life-altering.
I wondered why twenty instead of ten, but I wasn't about to second guess her. Not when she could break me in two without even breaking a sweat. I imagined she'd be a wildfire fuck, and I hoped I'd get the chance to find out.
I counted out loud, and on fifteen she added an instruction, "I want your mouth wide open when you sit up, but just like yesterday, keep your eyes closed until I say; is that understood?"
"Yes," I agreed, curious to know what she had in mind.
On twenty I opened my mouth wide and sat up, and was stunned suddenly to find something long and hard in my mouth!
I opened my eyes and saw she was wearing a strap-on; and the plastic cock was in my mouth. I went to lie back down, but she grabbed my head roughly, holding me impaled on the cock. I gagged as she scolded me fiercely, "Did I fucking tell you to open your eyes?"
I couldn't reply, since I was gagging on the cock! I couldn't believe I had a cock in my mouth. Sure, it wasn't a real cock, but this wasn't at all what I'd bargained for.
"I'm in charge here," she said harshly, as tears rolled down my eyes and I tried to stop gagging, "I'm always in charge, and you'll fucking do as I say without exception, is that fucking clear?"
She released my head and coughing, I replied in fear, even though my cock was still hard, "Yes."
"Now today's motivation is simple," she said. "Do sixty sit-ups, or I fuck your ass with this dildo."
"W-w-what?" I stammered, praying I had somehow misheard her.
"It's the ultimate motivation," she explained, "You'll complete your assigned exercise unless you want to get ass fucked, and thus become my newest little faggot fuck toy. I have an opening, since one of my other ones recently moved away; and besides, ass fucking is great for the cardio... for both parties."
"But I'm straight," I said, lying on the ground and watching my saliva drip, drip, drip from the six-inch cock.
"Then you'll do sixty sit-ups and remain straight," she shrugged. "Now start working, taking this cock into your pretty cock-sucking mouth with each rep."
"I... um... I..." I tried to formulate words to explain how much I didn't want to do this, but I was so dumbfounded, that I was incapable of completing even a simple sentence.
"Right now, you dumb fuck, or before you can blink, I'll flip you over and slam this cock deep in your asshole, making you my bitch immediately!" she roared with a fiery anger that had me instantly beginning my sit-ups.
"Take it all, slut," she barked the first time I came up, taking only some of the fake cock in my mouth.
The second time I did take it all, but I gagged; she advised, "A cock sucker quickly learns to breathe through his nose."
I wanted to point out I wasn't a cock sucker, since this wasn't a real cock and I wasn't sucking on it, yet such fine distinctions seemed irrelevant at the moment, and they'd likely only end up with my receiving even more blasts of fire and rage from her.
On my fifth attempt I was able to take it all without gagging, feeling a small rush of adrenaline at the accomplishment, and then shaking my head at my own dumb-ass thoughts.
"Better, faggot," she said. I was beginning to understand what she was doing. The humiliation... the name calling... was very effective motivation, pushing me to go further than I thought I possibly could, and the consequence of getting ass fucked if I failed, although surely she wasn't serious, was a pretty damn good motivation as well... although sixty sit-ups was ten more than I'd struggled to manage yesterday.
I did twenty more sit-ups, getting into a smooth rhythm where I lay down, came back up, sucked the cock, and repeated.
"You're slowing down," she observed. "It looks like you do want to be my bottom."
"No I don't," I said as I continued to work, as my body really started to burn.
"Oh, yes, you'll make a great little fuck toy!"
I couldn't tell whether she was only trying to motivate me or was really planning on fucking me, but either way she had me focused. I did not want that cock in my ass, and I feared she was serious, even though I hoped desperately that she wasn't.
"I'm told that once you take a dick up the ass, you can never get enough of it," she said. "I'm also told that I have the gift of turning straight boys queer whenever I put my mind to it."
I didn't dare respond, as I was focusing all my energy on the task at hand as I reached forty-five sit-ups.
"Then eventually if you go down that road, you'll want a real cock in that cock-sucking mouth of yours, plus another real cock pounding your backdoor, making you squeal like a bitch in heat," she continued, really enjoying making me squirm.
Forty-seven.
"On the other hand If you reach sixty, I'll let you eat my pussy again," she tossed into the mix.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, my cock twitching at the treasured thought of savoring her addictive pussy again.
"Although I believe that deep down you prefer cock to cunt," she said, employing the word 'cunt', which I found so hot being said by a woman.
"No..." I said as I reached forty-nine... sixty still seeming so far away, "...I'm not."
"Don't worry, whenever I fuck your asshole, I'll do all the work," she said. "You'll get to just lie there and moan like a sissy faggot fuck toy. Won't that be nice?"
"Please no," I said, as I did reach fifty, yesterday's unreachable goal that I nevertheless managed to reach, but I was weakening fast.
"Ten more, or this cock goes eight inches deep in your man cunt," she cautioned, using a term I'd never heard before. Was she feminizing my asshole? It seemed that she was.
"I can do it," I said, although I wasn't sure I could.
"Think on the bright side. Getting ass fucked can be quite an effective workout," she said, as I slowly sat up for number fifty-one and thus took the cock in my mouth for the fifty-first time... oddly starting to find the cock in my mouth after so many reps kind of erotic... which disturbed me.
I focused on achieving nine more.
Then eight.
Seven.
My body was on fire, but if I couldn't do seven more of these, my asshole would be set on fire!
"Looks like you're running out of steam," she observed.
Six... which took me a good fifteen seconds to get there, and then I needed to rest there with the cock all the way in my mouth, on the bright side now able to take the eight inches into my mouth with ease.
"Give up, cock sucker," she said. "You can't possibly have six more reps in you."
"I can't possibly take it in the ass, either," I refuted as I collapsed back down to the mat.
"Oh, you definitely can," she said, and added, "I'll give you ten seconds to complete your fifty-fifth rep, or you're done."
It was time for me to sit up or shut up, and I struggled first to get my shoulders off the mat, which I managed, but struggle as I might, I couldn't make it any further as she methodically counted from ten down to zero.
"Time's up my newest faggot," she chortled, as she reached down and gleefully pulled my shorts and underwear down and completely off in a single swift swoop. "Shit, you're still hard, even after swallowing my cock fifty-four times. I guess you really do want it in the ass."
"No," I protested weakly, "Please, no."
"Or it's that you love sucking dick," she mused as she flipped me over like I was a feather, and tugged me up onto all fours. "Or perhaps both."
And without any lube, without anything having ever gone in there to stretch it out, I felt her cock pressed against my anal entrance. "Please, no," I repeated weakly, "Don't do it," as her strong hands held my hips in place.
"This will only hurt for quite a while," she said unhelpfully as she pushed hard, and the cock barged past my clenched backdoor defense, and deep inside me.
"Oh my God!" I screamed, as my virgin ass was sodomized, and excruciating pain coursed through my body, making the pain of all those agonizing sit-ups seem like pleasure!
"Breathe," she advised me, as the cock kept going deeper and deeper into me... seeming never to end.
"Please stop," I begged with a whimper, as I was subjected to the most extreme pain I'd ever experienced.
"Oh, the next stage of your workout is just getting started," she said cheerfully, as she bucked her hips the last little bit into me, her body now resting against mine.
"Fuck!" I scream/whimpered (which is something that begins on the inside as a full-throated scream, but only reaches the outside with the energy of a pitiful whimper), in a voice that sounded nothing like my own.
"Such a tight fucking hole," she said as she began fucking me. "One would think nobody had ever fucked it before." (Of course knowing full well that nobody had.)
"Oh, God," I moaned after a couple dozen strokes, as even though the pain remained intense, a tiny modicum of pleasure began to build inside me.
"There you go, faggot," she said. "Your body is beginning to enjoy your new status as bottom bitch."
"Nooooooo," I protested even as my cock pulsed, somehow remaining hard throughout this entire humiliating experience, from start to finish.
"Oh yes, faggot," she said, continuing to pound my ass. "You'll be begging for this cock soon, begging to be fucked all the time. I know a secret faggot when I see one, and even though you didn't know it... I saw right through you the moment I cast my eyes on you. Why else would I invite a fiftyish bald guy into my home?"
"I'm... not... gay," I argued, although those three words took about twenty seconds to say as she slammed into me over and over.
"Oh, you may like girls too, but you're going to love cock," she predicted. "Love my dick face-fucking you, love my cock banging your backdoor."
"...hurts..." I whimpered almost silently.
"And yet you're beginning to feel the pleasure too," she said, somehow able to read my mind... and probably my body.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, hating that my body was beginning to enjoy this, and it was inviting me to come along for the ride.
She fucked me hard... harder than I'd ever fucked a woman... she manhandled me easily... and during the entire time my cock remained hard as it swayed below me.
"Say it, faggot, tell me you want me to keep fucking your ass," she said, as she paused her frenetic activity deep inside me.
Suddenly halted, I couldn't help but feel a desperate urge for her to continue... I couldn't help replying, "Please... keep fucking me."
"Keep fucking your what?" she asked, roughly bucking her hips a few times.
"My... my ass... please fuck my ass," I begged, not believing the words coming out of my mouth, until I heard them with my own ears.
"As you wish, faggot," she said contentedly, as she resumed fucking me.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, at this point not believing how good this felt.
She suddenly shoved my head down onto the mat, and then placed her foot heavily on my head as she continued fucking my ass, going deeper in this new position... creating new pain, but also new pleasure.
"You love dick, don't you?" she asked, really pounding me.
"Honestly? I don't think so. But I know I love your dick," I did my best to clarify my meaning, my cock throbbing.
"Oh, faggots like you will take any dick they're offered," she assured me as she continued fucking me... not slowing down at all... no way I could fuck a woman this hard for this long.
"Just yours," I said, wanting to make that clear, as I moaned and moaned.
"Come faggot, come from getting your ass fucked," she ordered, as I felt ready to burst.
"Oh God, fuck, shit," I babbled, my cock pulsing, and then a few deep strokes later, I erupted my load all over her mat.
"Only real faggots are able to come from getting ass fucked," she informed me, as she pulled out, went around me and shoved the dick that was just in my ass, into my mouth.
She face fucked me roughly, as cum continued leaking from my cock.
"Yep, you're my bottom bitch now," she said as she pulled out, and added, "Now clean your cum off my mat with your mouth. Eat it."
"My own cum?"
"Yes, right fucking now," she ordered, pushing my head roughly down into it, and I mindlessly licked and sucked up the cum.
It was gooey.
Salty.
But surprisingly, not too bad.
She then said, "See you tomorrow. Same time," before she strolled effortlessly up the stairs and out of the basement, leaving me alone.
I lay there for a few minutes recovering, as my entire body was aching and usurped of energy.
There was no way I could come back tomorrow.
No way.
No chance.
None.
None whatsoever.
Of course, the next day I was there and ready for my workout.
.....
Even after being sodomized and thus effectively having my manhood stolen from me, I arrived at her place for another workout. And for whatever.
I'd spent the day telling myself over and over I wasn't going back.
She'd ass fucked me.
She'd humiliated me.
Yet all day my cock was hard, as I replayed the intense pleasure that had built inside me once I'd gotten past the intense pain of having my virgin ass violated.
And I came.
I really came.
Hard.
Without even having my dick touched.
It was both humiliating and exhilarating, two polar opposites, and therefore completely confusing.
"Hey faggot," she called upstairs to me brusquely. "Get undressed and get your ass down here, you're late."
Being greeted as a faggot compounded my humiliation, and yet it made my hard cock flex in my shorts.
So although I should have turned around and run away, just like I should have done on the first day, when she'd gotten me to cheat on my wife (yes, I probably could have resisted... but I doubt many men could) and definitely on the second day, when she punished me for not finishing my reps by ass fucking me, I got undressed in her front hallway.
I was curious.
What did she have planned for today?
And although it made me gay-ish (since she was a woman, it felt less gay than outright gayness), I kind of wanted her cock in my ass again... it had felt strangely empty all day.
I walked downstairs and was surprised to see another guy there in her basement gym.
He was younger than I was.
Just as naked.
Built.
He was lying on a mat, with a damned impressive cock standing straight up, like a lighthouse navigating me to it.
Disappointingly, she wasn't naked, but was dressed similarly to how she'd been dressed (for a while, before she lost the shorts) on the first day, in another pair of tight shorts and a workout bra. "His dick is already lubed for you, and today I want you doing squats, taking as much of his dick into you-know-where as you can each time; is that clear?" she asked, not acting like this new twist was remotely unorthodox or way over the top. She'd told me on the very first day her training would be unorthodox, and she'd already thoroughly backed that up, but this newest exercise was even more extreme than getting pegged.
Oh yes, and so much for my being no more than gay-ish.
"Um... I... um..." I said brilliantly, gazing dubiously at her, and then back at the completely shaved cock, which oddly looked kind of hot to me.
Hot? What the fuck is wrong with me?
"Look, faggot," she said sternly and pissed off, as she roughly grabbed me by my hard cock and tugged me over to him, "The deal is that you do exactly what I say the moment I say it! Now straddle that big cock I've so generously arranged for you, and do fifty squats."
"Ohhhhhhh," I groaned, as she yanked my hard dick in a way it wasn't supposed to be yanked... and fifty squats was double what I was likely capable of achieving.
"Now drop your ass right onto it," she said, placing her hands on my shoulders as I straddled the guy. (We hadn't been introduced, so I can't tell you his name, and I still didn't know hers, so total anonymity must be a thing around here, though presumably she knew mine, from my nametag at the store.) But names aside, my mind was a completely stunned fog. "Your asshole was made for faggot workouts."
I couldn't believe that my workouts were now called 'faggot' workouts. I was mortified, but my traitorous dick was once again inexplicably raging, and as she guided me down, what's-his-name positioned his dick for me so it slid slowly inside me.
"Oh, God," I moaned, still in disbelief, not only that she expected me to do this, but I was doing it without protest. I was just willingly... because although she'd ordered me, I had free will and could have refused, at least theoretically... sitting on someone's dick, taking about half of it inside me.
"Relax," the guy said, as pain burned my ass again, his dick fatter than yesterday's strap-on.
"Take a deep breath then exhale while you come up, and another round while you go back down," she instructed, as if this was just another exercise, with nuances to be observed to obtain maximum benefit. "Think of this as yoga for faggots."
"I'm not a faggot," I finally pointed out, as I moved up and down slowly, although my actions didn't back up my words.
"That's correct; you're only a faggot in training," she lectured didactically, her hands still firmly grasping and guiding my shoulders. "A natural cock-sucking, ass-taking faggot in training, with excellent potential for soon becoming an actual faggot."
Shame coursed through me as she continued finding ways to humiliate me more and more. This humiliation was compounded by the raging hard-on I couldn't control.
"He has a tight fucking asshole," the guy reported as I slowly did my squats, rhythmically taking his big dick inside of me before leaving it behind again.
"That makes sense. You're his first real cock," she explained.
"Nice," he said. "I love breaking in virgins."
"Just like I loved breaking you in," she said.
"Yes, Mistress," he said, a word I'd only heard uttered in porn films.
"Really?" I asked. This guy calling her Mistress looked like he could be a movie star, with a body every guy wished he had. Perfect abs. Large, well-defined muscles. A chiseled chest.
"Oh yeah, I broke in that asshole good," she bragged.
"Best workouts ever," he moaned, as I kept squatting down on him and up again, and in this position, my ass was really clenching around his cock.
"He remembers them fondly now, but at the time he screamed like a bitch in heat," she explained.
Listening to them talk about his first sodomy so casually was weird as fuck, although I too was squatting onto a cock in my ass, as my legs started to burn from the effort. Squats were never something I did well.
"He laughed, "I discovered I could be a soprano."
"You're already slowing down, faggot in training," she noticed, "And you're not even at twenty-five yet."



"I've never been good at doing squats," I said, my hard cock waving around as I took another hard cock in my ass.
"If you don't do fifty, you're sucking his cock while I ass fuck you," she threatened.
I can't do fifty," I said as I reached twenty-five and was already ready to quit.
"No worries," she shrugged, "We can all just enjoy the consequences," as she pushed me down hard, so I was sitting solidly on his entire nine-inch cock.
"Ooooooh, fuck!" I groaned and screamed simultaneously, as a mixture of pleasure and pain filled me, as did his cock, easily going four inches deeper than it had when I was only taking half of his dick during the squats.
"Sit all the way down on that cock, and remain there until I return, faggot in training," she ordered.
"Okay," I said.
"Congratulations, I believe your training is advancing well enough that you may begin calling me Mistress, faggot in training," she informed me. "So going forward, you may do so every time you address me. And, my well-advanced pet faggot, feel free to buck fuck him."
It sounded like she'd said 'buck' instead of 'butt', and I thought she had misspoke, until he replied, "Thank you so much, Mistress," and began vigorously to buck his ass up into me, somehow reaching new depths inside my burning asshole.
I whispered, sounding rather like a soprano myself, "Oh, God!"
"Take it, faggot," he said as he continued bucking his ass into me, creating new pain, but also creating a very different numbing pleasure, as he seemed to be stimulating my prostate at a unique angle.
As he bucked his ass up at a rapid pace, I was moaning as my hard dick bounced all over the place, "Ooooooooooohhhhhh."
"You like this, don't you?" he asked.
I didn't try to deny it, it would be pretty obvious to anyone that this felt really good to me, "Yessss!"
"The other boys are going to love you," he said, just as she returned. She'd finally lost her shorts (but not her bra), and had replaced them with a longer and thicker strap-on than yesterday's.
"Yes, he's going to be very popular," she agreed, as she pointed her cock at my mouth and shoved it in before I could ask the obvious question: what other boys?
I keep telling everyone... I'm not gay!
Yes, I had a guy's cock in my ass, giving me a good reaming.
Yes, I also had a fake cock in my mouth.
But I could defend myself by saying she'd coerced me. I know it's a weak defence, but it's all I had to convince myself that I wasn't turning into the faggot they kept insisting on calling me... even as my cock raged, and right now I felt nothing but pleasure.
"Stand up, faggot in training," she ordered after another minute of my getting ass bucked (a new term, at least for me), and now also bobbing on a fake cock.
I got off of his cock, oddly feeling empty again, as I obeyed her and stood up.
"Bend over," she ordered.
I again obeyed her, as the other guy stood up too.
"Time for a spit-roasting," she said, as she slid her larger cock in my ass. "This is a great workout for everyone. It burns a ton of calories, and it pushes the stamina."
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as she filled my asshole.
"Suck it, faggot," he ordered.
Since he'd just been fucking me, I thought it odd he'd call me a faggot; yet he had a point, since I was the one with a fake cock up my ass, who without complaint was also opening my mouth to accept the dick into it that had just been in my ass. Oddly it didn't taste at all disgusting, like I would have thought.
"See? You're already becoming a real faggot," she praised me, "I predicted you'd do well," as they both began fucking my two holes as I did no more than maintain my position, thinking this wasn't much of a workout.
"Yeah, I think he's already ready to become our cum bucket," the guy said, as he face fucked me in impressively perfect rhythm.
My eyes went wide, as they talked about me like I wasn't there, and seemed to be planning some pretty crazy shit for me.
"Yes, he's a natural faggot fuck slut," she said as she slammed into my ass. "And he'll be in amazing shape, once we're done with him."
"Yeah, this same regime he's beginning, really got me into amazing shape," he reminisced as his balls bounced off my chin.
"Can you believe, faggot in training?" she asked, "The muscle man whose dick you're sucking used to be two hundred and fifty pounds, just six months ago?"
That I couldn't believe. The guy looked magnificent!
"Yeah, I was a real fatso," he agreed, and added, "Before Mistress put me on this special workout program."
"Like I told you the first day, it's a hundred percent effective," she added, as my balls boiled from the rough treatment, and somehow the idea of being a cum bucket for some strangers didn't turn me off.
"Okay faggot, it's your turn to work out," she ordered, "Start throwing yourself back onto my cock, and then forward onto his. And I want vigorously, in both directions."
I obeyed, and I began rocking back and forth between the two cocks. I couldn't explain it, but as I began this different workout I felt a major rush, as I loved the cock in my ass, and I was beginning to enjoy the cock in my mouth.
"Fuck yourself, faggot," she ordered. "Burn those calories."
"Faster, faggot," he added.
They were now calling me a faggot again, instead of one in training. Perhaps they thought I was doing well!
And for a couple of minutes I did just what I was told... bouncing back and forth from cock to cock, still standing on my feet but bent way over at the hips, really working a ton of muscles all through my body.
The guy suddenly said, "Oh fuck, Mistress, I'm about to shoot. May I come in the faggot's mouth?"
I hadn't actually thought about encountering his cum until that moment, and I realized that I had no choice but to swallow it down if Mistress gave him permission. (It didn't escape me that nobody was asking me if it was okay for him to come down my throat, but by this time that went without saying.)
"Yes, you may deposit the first load of his new diet of protein shakes," she gave permission.
"Thank you, Mistress," he groaned, then immediately exploded a large, salty load into my mouth.
"Swallow it all, faggot," she ordered, continuing to fuck me as the surprisingly warm cum struck the back of my throat and filled my mouth, giving me no choice to do anything but swallow the load, even as a rush of adrenaline coursed through me at tasting and swallowing it all.
"Good faggot," she said, as she kept reaming my ass.
When he pulled out and thus freed my mouth for speaking, I moaned, my own orgasm rising inside of me, "Yes, Mistress, please keep fucking my ass hard... just like that!"
"I'm glad to hear you begging for it! Does that mean you're ready to become my gym's cum bucket, taking everyone's cocks in both of your holes?" she asked, as she went motionless deep inside of me.
I was so desperate to come, that I didn't even hesitate to agree, "Yes, Mistress, I'll be happy to serve as your gym's cock-sucking, ass-taking, cum-guzzling faggot."
"Shit," the guy said, "Biggest faggot yet!"
"Yep, he's a keeper all right," she agreed, and she resumed fucking me.

"Oh, God," I moaned.
"Going forward you'll be taking a dozen loads or more each and every workout," she told me.
"And often two or three times that," he added, "Just like I did when I was bottom boy."
"Oh yes, I want every cock available," I agreed eagerly, gazing hungrily at his cock and wanting it back in my mouth, the aftertaste of his cum making me crave even more of it.
"Biggest faggot ever," he repeated, laughing, and I proved him right by suddenly spewing my load all over the mat. Which made him roar, "Holy shit, that I've never seen before."
"He did it yesterday, too," she bragged on my behalf. "Like we keep saying, biggest faggot ever," as she kept fucking me throughout my pathetic orgasm.
"Cock... get me more cock," I moaned deliriously, having completely become the faggot she wanted me to be.
"Call the boys," she said. "Let's give him his first major workout right away."
"How many of them?"
"Text everyone; we'll just see who's available," she said, pulling out of me, walking around, and shoving her cock once again into my mouth.
"Shit, our newest faggot is about to get the workout of a lifetime," he predicted.
THE END
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Becoming a Lesbian Slave 2

Summary: Pet tries to regain control, but falls deeper into submission.
Note 1: This is a sequel to a story I wrote eight years ago, and it's resulted in frequent requests for a part two. So after re-reading it, I decided the plot was still pretty hot (even though sometimes I look back upon an older story and cringe), so I decided to pay it another visit. And as usual, what I'd first thought would be a short sequel evolved into a lengthy one.
Note 2: In Part 1, Cassie (whose attitude at the beginning is 'don't call me that, I'm Cassandra, damn it') is the owner of a bridal shop which although in the past it's been very successful, its sales, and thus its profits, have recently been declining severely during a recent recession. (Interesting. This story was written eight years ago, but doesn't it sound familiar today?) She hires a young woman with a stellar reputation for taking on failing businesses and turning them around into wildly successful ones. But she always demands total control of a business, at least temporarily, before she'll do anything at all for it. Cassie agrees in desperation, signs a contract, and from that moment on, even though within a week the customers and the money are flooding in, she watches her world falling apart as the young woman (consistently referred to or addressed as Ms. Amber by absolutely everyone, far and wide) assumes iron control not only of Cassie's business, but also of her sex life by training her to be a thoroughly submissive pet. Pretty much literally, since by the end of the story Cassie finds herself required to crawl around on the floor in her own former office for she knows not how long, perhaps forever, eating and drinking from doggy bowls on the floor, constantly naked while at work, except for an anally attached doggy tail, and with her verbal communication often restricted to utterences of "Woof!"


Becoming a Lesbian Slave Part 2
Ms. Amber left me alone for the rest of the day, leaving early, granting me the privileges of getting off of my hands and knees and speaking, so she could have me answering phones... and thankfully with the tail no longer in my ass.
Given some time to think between calls, I was mortified by my recent actions.
How the hell had I let that bitch take over my company?
How had I allowed her to fire some of my longest serving and best employees, as well as turning my very most loyal employee, who was married even, into an almost twenty-four seven submissive lesbian slave to her?
Fuck, plus how had I allowed her also to turn me into her lesbian pet?
And insanely, why the hell did I enjoy it so much? I could still remember Amber's most recent sweet tantalizing taste, and to a lesser extent Nicole's, although hers too was delicious. (Nicole was one of my company's (I still call it mine, if only out of habit) new employees although apparently a longstanding friend and colleague of Amber's, and was definitely not anybody's submissive pet, who served as Amber's second-in-command.
Determined to find a way to turn this total disaster around (except for the money still flooding in), I sent a copy of the contract I'd photocopied to a lawyer friend.
I was at home in the bathtub when she called.
It was far from good news. She told me the contract was ironclad, and if I hadn't signed it out of duress, I wouldn't have any case at all for getting it cancelled. But then when I gave her the details of how I'd been rushed into signing it, and then been immediately rushed off to Hawaii for a week of five-star pampering, she said that meant I wouldn't have much of a case for duress either... although she did allow that perhaps, although it would be a real Hail Mary, we could possibly (that latter word said in a high, squeaky voice) come up with some evidence for fighting it on the grounds of manipulation.
She promised to look into it further by researching Amber's professional history and studying copies of the contracts (fortunately they were on public record) Amber had signed with the other businesses she'd worked for (if the term 'worked for' was even applicable, given her consistently highhanded tactics).
I thanked her profusely, and pleaded for her to find a loophole or some other means... any means at all!... for me to regain control of my company.
That night I had another sex dream, one in a steady stream of them ever since Amber had appeared on the scene. My mind was continuing to betray me.
"Slut, your new role is company pet," Ms. Amber announced, as once again I was naked and on all fours while wearing the butt plug tail, while a crowd of ridiculously pretty and young employees in their five-inch heels (and wearing actual clothing, the lucky sods) surrounded me.
"Please," I pleaded, this the ultimate shame... going from the penthouse to the dog house... literally.
"You're most welcome to beg," Amber smirked, as all 'my' ladies sat down on chairs, and they all spread their legs to reveal they were all wearing thigh high stockings, while they offered me their unadorned, shaved, glistening pussies.
I ate pussy after pussy after pussy... and was called derogatory name after name after name...
I woke up with wet panties.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
.....
To my surprise... and relief... yet a little bit of frustration... Amber wasn't at work when I arrived.
That said, Sophia was.
As I arrived, dressed in a garter-belt and stockings underneath a nice dress, unsure of what to expect, what horrid job she might give me this time, Sophia greeted me a little sheepishly, "Hi."
"Hi," I responded, this being the first time we two had been alone together since this entire whirlwind had begun.
"How are you doing?" she asked, sounding just like her old, caring self.
"Overwhelmed. Shocked. Bewildered. Regretful. Angry," I listed.
"I can understand why you'd feel all of those."
"How about you?"
"Actually, I feel pretty good," she answered, surprising me.
"Really?"
"Yeah, I know it sounds crazy," she said, "but Ms. Amber awoke something inside of me I never knew existed, and since then I've never felt more alive."
"But she's made you into her sex slave," I pointed out.
"I know," she agreed. "And I know it's ridiculous, and part of me knows my entire world could come crumbling down in a heartbeat, but I don't even care."
"You don't care?" I asked incredulously. Yes, during the heat of my own humiliation, my own complete and humiliating submission, I too didn't care about anything but serving her... but given some time to think and to recover... to take a step back from my libido... I was once again seeing very clearly.
"No, I really don't," she shrugged. "This awakening into a world filled with sex has been completely liberating."
"It's a lot of things for me," I said, "but liberating isn't one of them."
"Didn't you feel complete tranquility when you just gave in and submitted to Ms. Amber unconditionally?"
"I'm not certain tranquility is the word I'd use," I said, although there'd been some periods of time when I'd just allowed my brain to shut off completely and allowed Ms. Amber (shit, I was even deferring to her as Ms. inside my own head) to control me completely, that I had felt briefly at ease during the surreal, degrading situation.
"Well, you looked like you were enjoying yourself."
"Excuse me? You weren't even there!""
"She filmed the session where you completely submitted and send it to me last night, ordering me to watch it in its entirety," she revealed, "and that I should enjoy it properly by simultaneously fucking myself with the new vibe she gave me when we were in Paris."
"And you did that?" I asked, not know which disturbed me more: my entire humiliating submission being filmed, or my dearest friend in the world watching the entire thing while getting herself off.
"I had no choice," Sophia replied. "These days I never disobey Ms. Amber, and unless you're completely insane, neither will you."
"But we've always been best friends!"
"I know," she said. "That's what makes this so awkward."
"Everything about this entire situation is awkward," I complained, completely exasperated. I could understand where she was coming from since I too had submitted completely to her only yesterday and had been sincere about it at the time... I'd woofed for fuck's sake, but couldn't she see this had turned out badly for her too? I'd been brought even lower than she, since this was my establishment, or at least I hoped it still was, if Amber hadn't completely taken it away from me, but Sophia could get another job if necessary; and truth be told, her husband made enough money that she didn't even have to work if she didn't want to.
"No, the awkward part is something you don't even know about yet: what she told me to do today," she explained, without getting to the point.
"Okay, what awkward task does Amber have you doing today?" I asked, feeling the need to try and protect my close friend, since she wasn't demonstrating any ability to protect herself.
"It's Ms. Amber," she corrected me seriously, slightly scolding me. "Always. Even if nobody else is here with us to listen in."
"Right. Fine. What is Ms. Amber requiring you to do today?" I asked flippantly.
"I'm supposed to work in her office and order you to run my usual desk while I assign you tasks," she replied, looking very uncomfortable.
"Excuse me?" I asked, comprehending everything she'd said but not believing a word of it.
"Yes, Ms. Amber has left me in charge of everything... and specifically of you... until she arrives after lunchtime," Sophia answered. "Well, Nicole and I are jointly in charge."
"I don't think so," I said cannily, realizing her absence, even if only temporary, would allow me some time to take back control of my company.
"I will not disobey Ms. Amber's orders," she said with a fair amount of heat. "And I truly hope you won't be foolhardy enough to attempt to disobey them either."
"Really?! How on earth did you allow yourself succumb to Ms. Amber?" I asked even more heatedly, stunned that she had... but just as stunned that I had.
"How did you let yourself succumb to Ms. Amber?" she shot back, annoyed by my question and my attitude.
"You're married. I'm not."
"So?"
"So? So you're cheating on Jake," I pointed out.
She shrugged like that wasn't a big deal. "I only eat pussy and get fucked by strap-on cocks worn by women."
"That's still cheating," I insisted, although I supposed some husbands would find that okay... especially if they could watch.
"Semantics," she shrugged. This wasn't the Sophia I'd always known.
"I need to get to work," I said, not knowing what else to say.
"Not yet. I need to put this inside you first."
"Put what inside me?"
She pulled an ovoid-shaped thing out of her purse. "This."
"I don't think so," I objected, closely examining the weird-looking shiny, silvery, metal thingmabob.
"Cassie," Sophia sighed, yes she actually sighed at me as if she were my disappointed mother for crying out loud, "I don't have all day for this! Ms. Amber has given me a lengthy to-do list for today, but I'm not allowed to start on anything else until I've done this. Please, just let me put this vibrating egg in your cunt, so I can get on with everything else I need to do."
Even after all that had happened to us both, including this conversation today, and Sophia's total lack of concern about her cheating, I still found her using the word 'cunt' shocking. "Sophia, please no!"
"Right now, Cassie," she ordered me sternly. And then she marched right up to me, lifted my dress, tugged my panties aside and slid it right into my pussy!
And I just stood there like a statue while my best friend molested me.
"Why are you already wet?" she asked, with her hand still on my pussy.
"I'm not," I denied, which was a stupid thing to claim, since she'd just slipped a toy into my pussy easy as you please!
"It's okay though," she allowed. "Ever since Ms. Amber awakened my inner slut I've been wet too, pretty much twenty-four seven."
"Sophia," I said, while her hand still remained inside my panties and on my pussy, "this path we're taking isn't going to end well."
"I don't know about that," she countered as she now began rubbing my pussy, something she'd never done to me before, "the shop is thriving, I've already gotten a huge raise, and I've never felt so alive in my entire life!"
"What about when Jake finds out?"
"That's my problem," she said. "You're lucky; you don't have anyone or anything standing in the way of your complete submission. Just say 'I'm yours forever, Mistress' once and really mean it... piece of cake!"
"Sophia, stop touching me," I objected, although not making any attempt to push her away.
Sophia ignored my weak protest and appraised my situation. "Ms. Amber has saved your business, your life's work... in grand style no less... and even better, she's guiding you towards fulfilling your true purpose in life."
"My life's purpose is to be endlessly humiliated? To serve as a pet... no, as a slut!... to that bitch and her friends?" I demanded, finally finding the gumption to push her hand away even though what she'd been doing had felt really good.
"Exactly. And to serve as my pet slut too, you ingrate!" she rebuked me, bringing her hand forcefully back to my pussy and adding sternly, "and don't you ever push my hand away like that again!"
"Sophia," I said, as I looked fearfully into the eyes of this sudden stranger. The nervousness and apologetic look in her eyes had completely vanished, to be replaced with something I couldn't quite place.
"You're my pet too now," she reiterated as she began rubbing my pussy faster, "and you'll do whatever I say!"
"Ohhhhh," I moaned as Sophia rubbed me, "but you were my best friend!"
"I know," Sophia said, her tone softening, "and I still am, so you can trust me when I say I know what's best for you."
"I'm best off if I spinelessly go along with Amber taking everything I hold dear away from me?" I asked, now sounding like a whining victim.
"Ms. Amber," she corrected me, slapping my clit. Painfully!
"Sorry, Ms. Amber," I complied, stunned to be molested by my best friend, but also stunned to find enjoyment in it, and stunned I wasn't stopping her.
"I did a lot of research while were away on your involuntary retreat," Sophia elaborated. "And you returned looking absolutely marvelous, I might add. And what I learned is that every single company she's ever worked for was turned completely around, and is now thriving."
"But life about more than just financial success," I objected.
"Is it?" Sophia said. "Without Ms. Amber's intervention, you would have watched your life's work go completely down the toilet. And I would have needed to hold your hand while we both suffered. I don't think we could have gone through that without us both falling completely apart!
"But my company is being revitalized at what cost?"
"According to my research, it won't be nearly as costly as you think."
"How so?" I asked. "Have you read the contract?"
"Yes, and if you look at it one way, you really should be as concerned as you are; if she wishes to, it gives her the power to make all your worst nightmares come true, and there'll be absolutely nothing you can do to stop her. There's even a clause saying if you complain to the media about her you'll have to give her every last nickel you probably won't have any more," she expounded, still rubbing me. "But then I spoke with every single owner she's worked with, and they all told me once she's fixed a company, customarily turning the owner into a submissive plaything and her mindless pet while she's at it, she soon moves on, only returning once or twice a year to check up on the business. She gets bored easily, you see. So yes you'll be her submissive pet, but your Lord and Mistress won't come calling... briefly... more than once or twice a year."
"So to get things back to normal, except we'll be rolling in money, I simply need to capitulate one hundred percent to Ms. Amber?"
"Yes, and the sooner you start doing everything she says without hesitation, the sooner she'll get bored and leave us alone... most of the time. Plus, you will have given in to your true nature!"
"My true nature?" I asked. "You're bringing up that fallacy again and calling it a plus?"
"Remember, I saw the video," she pointed out.
"I was under duress," I protested.
"It sure didn't look like duress to me," she disagreed. "And she's already given us another lovely benefit."
"And what's that?" I asked as she grabbed my hand and led me into my office... well, in my head it was still my office.
She closed the door, shoved me against it and kissed me.
I was stunned, but when her hand returned to my pussy and began rubbing me, I simply melted into the kiss.
Our tongues danced around, exploring every reachable crevice inside each other's mouths until she broke the kiss and said, "The benefit being that thanks to Ms. Amber, not only can we fuck each other now, but we know for the first time in all these years that we want to! Or I do at least, and if you're not there already, I seriously doubt you'll be far behind me in getting there."
"What?" I asked. "Where did that come from?"
"Ms. Amber ordered me to eat out a couple dozen pussies in France at a wild all-girl lesbian orgy, and to get fucked by at least a dozen women with strap-ons, and three shemales who all came inside me," she said wickedly, as she slid two fingers inside my pussy while it was already stuffed full with that weird metal thingy. "But I also had a chance to wield a strap-on."
"You took part in a lesbian orgy?" I gasped. Every time I thought I'd gotten beyond being shockable ever again, I encountered yet another thing that shocked me even more! Three immediate cases in point: my best friend was fingering me; my best friend had gone off to gay Paree and become a complete lesbian; and my best friend had returned wanting to fuck me!
"There were over a hundred women there, including international celebrities, the governor of an American state, two members of royal families, and a full complement of very rich women," Sophia bragged, still fingering me while those metal balls inside me kept moving around and stimulating me even more.
"Sophia, oooooh," I moaned, the fingering, the metal things and her shocking revelations driving me wild. "Which celebrities?"
"I don't eat movie stars and tell," Sophia quipped, "plus, the entire thing was filmed, to guarantee everyone's privacy. Which didn't make any sense at all until I thought of blackmail. If I blabbed they could ruin my life! Which of course went for everyone else there too. At one point I was required to receive golden showers on camera from a few women while I declared into a mic who I was, my address, my husband's name, and even my kids' names. So no way I'm telling you who was there, except for Ms. Amber and me, because that's obvious."
"No way," I gasped.




"Yeah, they make absolutely certain no one will ever reveal the secrets of Le Chateau! That's the name of the underground society. Most people think it's just an upscale lesbian nightclub in Boston, if they even know that much."
"Wow," I said, as she pulled her fingers out of me and brought them to her lips.
She sucked my wetness off of them and appraised, "You taste delicious! Now get to work," she added, going to sit down at my desk.
"That's it?" I asked, close to an orgasm. "All that fingering and then just stop?"
"Ms. Amber made it clear I was to keep you on the brink of climax but never allow you to come," Sophia said. "So I'll be juicing you up again very soon, but then leaving you high and wet again. And trust me, I know what it's like, because she does it to me all the time. Frustrating isn't it?" she finished, as if she found the frustration delightful, which it certainly wasn't!
"This is getting ridiculous," I sighed, sorely wanting my friend to finish what she'd started, and yet knowing all of this was wrong.
"Cassie, the day is just getting started," Sophia said impatiently as she started pecking away at my computer. "Now get to work."
"What about this thing in my pussy?"
"Leave it in there," Sophia said, "but don't come or Ms. Amber will punish you."
"If I'm not allowed to come then you shouldn't have finger banged me," I complained. I was frustrated so I was also rather blunt.
"Oh, I plan on doing lots more than just finger banging you," Sophia said, looking up at me with a smoky look I'd never seen from her before. "But I can't do it until I have Ms. Amber's permission."
"And just what do you want to do to me?" I asked, knowing I shouldn't ask, yet since I was horny as fuck, I couldn't help myself. And just then I felt the thing inside me start buzzing. "Oooooooooh!"
"We'll be doing everything licentious you can or can't imagine," she answered, in the most vague and yet informative answer ever. "By the way, that egg inside you will be buzzing at random times with growing intensities throughout the day."
"Great," I said, as it sent soft waves through my already stimulated pussy.
"Remember, no coming," Sophia cautioned, as she resumed pecking away at my keyboard.
I sighed and returned through the office door to her usual desk, to do her job... and I was fuming again... so frustrated from not getting off, and now angry at being treated like the lowest plebe in the store. I considered removing that damned egg thing, but for some reason I didn't. I told myself that was because it felt nice... but I knew it was really so I wouldn't disobey Ms. Amber and bring some sort of punishment down on my head.
God, I hated how quickly my entire world had fallen apart all around me.
The next three hours actually went by quickly. I answered the phone, I did some online research on Amber, finding nothing but rave reviews on all the social media sites, and struggled not to come while the egg turned itself on and off all morning... and each time it started up again, it was at a slightly higher intensity than before.
Twice I moaned into the phone when the buzzing started while I was speaking with someone. Luckily not clearly enough to make it obvious what was happening.
Around eleven, Nicole stopped by and greeted cheerily (and no doubt insincerely), "How are you doing today Cassie?"
"Splendidly," I responded with perhaps the most sour lemony sarcasm anyone had ever squeezed into a response.
"Great," she said, ignoring my tone completely, then walking into my office and closing the door behind her.
She came out fifteen minutes later a little red-faced, which made it obvious why she'd gone in there.
I left for lunch, desperate to get out of my very own very busy store, since the word of mouth about Taylor Wilson herself having bought her wedding dress from us had really taken off following here appearance on Entertainment Tonight where she'd raved about my shop. Usually such publicity would have me overjoyed, but as I saw the queue just to get inside, I couldn't help feeling envy instead.
While I was sitting at a table having lunch at my favourite restaurant, the egg started up at an incredibly high intensity, and I couldn't stop myself from letting out a very audible little scream, that had the entire restaurant turning to look at me.
I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment, but also a growing pleasure inside me.
When the waitress hurried to ask if I was all right, I struggled through my preoccupation to tell her all was well while the ongoing intensity of the gadget inside me was seriously about to force me into coming right there in the restaurant!
"You're sure?" she asked, clearly concerned.
"Yes, yes, just fetch me the damn bill," I snapped impatiently, just so she'd get out of my face and leave me alone.
I braced my hands against the table, focused on not moaning, or I might even scream again since the intensity of what felt like a living thing squirreling around inside me was driving me wild, and was about to get me off! It was then I remembered I wasn't allowed to come without Ms. Amber's permission. Yet the current maelstrom of vibrations in my cunt was too much to bear! I bit my lip to control my vocalizing as the orgasm hit me hard, and I slammed the table with my fist a half dozen times while the pleasure exploded inside me!
This of course summoned more looks from more than a few people, and my face was flushed, my body literally trembling, and my pussy cum leaking out of me, very likely creating an obvious wet spot on the back of my skirt!.
I kept my head down, hating to have so many condemnatory eyes on me, feeling completely humiliated. I pulled a wad of money out of my purse, much more than the bill could possibly be, and scurried out, even while the buzzing continued, and I was staggering on weak legs.
Once I was outside, I rested my back against a brick storefront wall while the orgasm still continued pulsing through me... the mechanical vibrations still carrying on at the same wildly accelerated pace... and with a second orgasm already rising, even while the first one hadn't finished its zero to ninety drag race through my shuddering body!
I was trying to look casual, even though I was a wreck and was collapsed against the brick wall, when I heard an unmistakable and very unwelcome voice! "I see you couldn't even obey a simple order. Didn't you remember you're not supposed to come?"
"I couldn't help it! Please make this crazy thing inside me stop," I pleaded, the intense vibrations still completely consuming, and still making me come, as I looked up through my bleary eyes to see Amber gazing at me smugly.
Impossibly, the vibrations increased yet again, and numbly I heard her say, "Since you disobeyed me like such a dumb slut, I guess I have to make you come again, right here. I hope you know how sorry I am to do that." She got that right. I knew exactly how sorry she was!
People were walking by and giving me curious looks while I squeezed my legs together, which actually made things worse, since then I felt pulsations even better, for a backwards definition of 'better'.
Now every single person walking past me was giving me peculiar looks, because I had absolutely no control over my extravagant moans, and I could feel my cheeks on fire... as was my pussy.
"Please, no more," I pleaded as the bitch strolled away. Then "Hey! Come back here!" I demanded, but that was followed by a primal moan as my second orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Are you okay, dear?" A woman at least in her sixties stopped and asked me.
"I'm just about to come," I confessed, so overwhelmed I wasn't thinking straight enough to invent a lie, as I leaned back hard against the wall
"Excuse me?" she asked, unable to make sense of what I'd just said.
"Oh God, fuuuuuuuck!!!" I screamed bloody murder, as the second orgasm in short order careened through me!
"You're disgusting," she said, finally realizing what was happening.
"I'm so sorry!" I apologized deliriously like a drunk person, only the sturdy wall keeping me from collapsing onto the sidewalk.
She stormed off, just as the egg inside me switched off.
Thank God.
More people walked by, but these ones didn't say anything or even particularly notice me while I slowly regained my composure... needing to rest against the wall for a good ten minutes before I could figure out how to walk without falling down.
My panties were literally soaked... so I went across the street to a small boutique where I often shopped... I believed in supporting small businesses, since I ran one. I bought three new pairs of panties.
I then went into a McDonald's, went to the bathroom, and changed into a fresh pair, tossing my soaked ones pair in the garbage.
Finally I headed back to work... humiliated... frustrated... and knowing I really needed to do something about this... this... I guess it was a 'situation'.
I went back towards my office and saw Sophia back at her usual desk. She told me, "Ms. Amber wants to see you immediately."
I sighed, "This is getting way out of hand."
"Stay calm," Sophia urged me.
"Excuse me?"
"Just remember she's the one in control, and that's how it's supposed to be," Sophia advised, "and any defiance from you... any at all... will only make it worse."
"Worse?" I asked. "I just orgasmed at the top of my lungs in a restaurant, and then I did it again even louder outside on the sidewalk! And you're telling me there's WORSE?!"
"Oh, that is really bad," she agreed.
"I know," I said, frustrated and humiliated.
"But you did disobey her orders," she added, not focusing on the humiliation I'd just endured, but on my disobeying Ms. Amber's instructions.
"Who cares?" I said, "I can't set foot in my favourite restaurant ever again!"
"I get it. But still... do your absolute best to be calm when you go in there," Sophia continued attempting to talk me down.
"Fuck that; I need to end this," I said, ignoring her advice and storming into MY office. I began to yell, "This has got to eeeeeeend..." but then got completely rattled when I spied my mother sitting on the other side of my desk, visiting with Amber. "Mom?" I asked, much more softly of course.
"Your mother is a delightful woman, Cass," Amber said in a sweet tone, but with a smirk on her face communicating loud and clear, 'Don't fuck with me.'
"Are you okay, Cassie?" My mother asked, looking genuinely concerned.
"Yeah, yeah," I nodded, completely thrown by my mother being here, which must have been what Sophia had been hinting about, but why didn't she just fucking tell me?!
"I was just getting to know your mother," Amber continued.
"What are you doing here, Mom?" I asked as mildly as I could manage. Mom lived three hours away, and although she did stop by on occasion, sometimes unannounced, it was rare.
"I saw your shop on television and how it was booming, and how Taylor Wilson herself was raving about it, so I just had to drop by and see all these changes for myself," Mom said.
"Your charming mother tells me she's been suggesting some of these same changes for years," Amber said.
Yes, that was actually true. Oddly, my mother was more into the internet than I was, since being a widow and retired gave her a lot of spare time. But alas, I hadn't thought those changes were necessary. "Yes, she actually did," I agreed.
"Why didn't you listen to her, Cass?" Amber asked, clearly pushing my buttons.
"I don't know," I said. "No, actually I do. I wanted to keep my shop small and simple."
"Well, it certainly was small and simple," Amber agreed ironically.
"Cassie, this is exactly what I'd envisioned!" Mom said excitedly.
"Well, Amber appears to have a vision similar to yours," I said, not realizing until now how the two women were indeed very similar... although Amber had the resources to do what I still didn't think I could have pulled off without them.
She gave me a look, clearly pointing out silently I hadn't referred to her as Ms. Amber, but no way was I doing that in front of my mother.
"Well Barbara, it seems that if your daughter had the same head on her shoulders for business that you do, I wouldn't even need to be here," Amber said.
"She's a very stubborn girl," Mom said. "Always has been."
"I've been trying to help her with that, haven't I, Cass?" Amber said, her look warning me 'You'd better fucking start playing along!'
"You could say that," I replied, just avoiding using her name at all.
"Well, your mother and I were in the middle of a discussion you rudely interrupted by barging in like that," Amber said, just as my cunt buzzing started up again. Yay.
"Oooooh," I let out a little moan, and thankfully the buzzing wasn't on high this time, like back at the restaurant.
"You have a 1:30 appointment," Amber told me.
"I do?" I asked, trying not to moan, trying not to let on to my Mom there was a vibrating egg in my pussy, struggling as its intensity began increasing.
"Yes you do; you can ask Sophia for the details, Cass," she said, stressing my name, as the vibrations increased even more dramatically.
"Ooooookay," I agreed.
The speed then increased almost to its earlier maximum intensity, so I hurriedly added, sensing what she expected from me and if I complied, the intensity would decrease, "Ms. Amber."
"Good. Now get going, Cass," she said, waving me off like she would a peasant, while the vibrations shut down completely.
"Yes, Ms. Amber," I repeated, my cheeks flushed, as I walked out of my office... once again flustered... once again humiliated... and now stressing about my mother.
As soon as I closed the door behind me, I complained, "You could have told me my mother was in there."
"Ms. Amber ordered me not to," Sophia said, "But I did do my best to warn you."
"Now I'm really worried what she will do to my moooooother," I said, as unexpectedly the vibrations again leapt to their full intensity, forcing me to grab the edge of the desk while yet another orgasm rose inside me!
"That egg is super powerful," Sophia said observed mildly, watching me rushing towards another orgasm without being touched by anyone.
"It's way too intense," I moaned.
"Ya think? Try sitting in first class on an airplane while it goes full throttle!"
"Ooooooh, fuck," I said, in my current state finding it dead easy to imagine Sophia in first class having a violent orgasm!
"I came at least ten times on that flight," Sophia said, "plus, I ate out Ms. Amber twice, all four flight attendants, and I blew both of the pilots. They must have known her quite well since she didn't offer my services, they just asked her if I was the flight's designated slut."
"You did all that?" I asked, stunned to hear she had cheated on her husband with another man.. or actually, two of them.
"Twice," Sophia said, before adding, "eating a flight attendant in the front galley quite a rush, but blowing a pilot in the cockpit was exhilarating!"
"A cockpit it's called," I laughed like some silly bimbo, just as I was about to burst.
"Yeah, I thought that was funny too," Sophia agreed.
"Aaaaaaaaah," I screamed, likely loud enough to alert my mother in the next room, as my third orgasm in a fifteen or twenty minute span roared through me like a roaring lion serenading the jungle!
The buzzing stopped but my orgasm didn't, as I continued clutching the desk. My eyes were closed, since despite everything, this time I actually went with the pleasure consuming me instead of fighting it, allowing myself to enjoy it.
A minute later, maybe two, I opened my eyes and said, "You've got to make sure she doesn't do anything to my Mom."
"Your Mom is a grown woman," Sophia said.
"So are you," I retorted.
"As are you," she shot back.
I sighed.
"There's a car waiting outside to take you to your appointment," Sophia said.
"What is my appointment?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I was just told to arrange a car and driver for you."
"This Cloak and Dagger shit is getting really old," I sighed.
"If you stop fighting everything and just embrace it, you'll start finding it exciting," Sophia said. "It sure worked for me, I had the time of my life at that orgy and on that airplane!"
"Embrace being a sex toy for a girl half my age while she's taking over my company?" I asked incredulously.
"She's already succeeded at achieving both of those," Sophia pointed out rather bluntly, which was a real slap in the face. "But if you'll just allow yourself to go with the flow, you'll discover your true sensual self and begin having the time of your life."
"Like you did by cheating?" I asked sarcastically.
"You're mocking me," she said, "but yes actually. Like I've already said, I've never been so alive since becoming Ms. Amber's pet, and her pussy licker, foot worshipper, and sex slave. And I'm not remotely ashamed of any of it, I'm just bummed it took me so long to discover who I am."
"I don't think you're even able to hear what that sounds like."
She shrugged, "Don't need to. But you're going to be late."
"Fine," I sighed in the most overly dramatic way I possibly could before storming out, feeling yet more wetness gushing out of me. Those fresh clean panties certainly weren't that way any longer!
I was escorted into the car, and once inside I asked the driver, "Where are you taking me, please?"
"Sharon's Salon," he told me as he started driving.
"Why?".
"Isn't that what you're supposed to know?"
"Yeah, I guess I should," I said, obsessively worried about my Mom. As he was driving, I texted her: BE CAREFUL. SHE ISN'T WHAT SHE SEEMS.
A minute later I saw a response, although it wasn't from my Mom, but Amber: YOU DUMB SLUT. ITS LIKE YOU *WANT* ME TO TURN YOUR MOTHER INTO A CUNT LICKING SUBMISSIVE SLUT JUST LIKE YOU!!!!!
I quickly responded, now terrified I might be pushing my Mom into a situation she couldn't control, I responded in the submissive way the bitch would like: Sorry, Ms. Amber, I will be a good obedient slut. Just please leave my mother out of this.
I stared at my phone for several minutes awaiting a response... but none came.
This upsetting exchange now had me completely filled with anxiety. I was the one to blame for my own downfall. My poor decisions, my weaknesses and my incompetence had led to the predicament I was in... but I couldn't allow my mother to become Amber's victim too, because of me and no fault of her own!
I texted again to Amber: Please, I'll do ANYTHING. Just don't turn my mother!
I pressed Send, but then realized although I'd just offered her anything, which I'm sure in Amber's twisted mind could include lots of kinky shit. And besides, my mother was a strong woman, and thus unlikely to succumb to Amber. Plus, unlike with me, Amber didn't have anything she could use to blackmail or threaten my mother with to turn her into a pet.
Which made me slightly relieved... although I knew by now never to underestimate her.
Just as I was arriving at the salon, Amber finally responded: Be a good dumb slut and do just two things for me for now. One is to accept the exact haircut I ordered for you with no modifications. Two is to eat out Sharon and anyone else she orders you to as payment once she finishes. Is that clear bimbo bitch? BTW your mother has very sensual, clit sucking lips.



I responded, my eyes going wide, not even processing how I felt about her two orders, more focused on my fear for my Mom: Yes, Ms. Amber, I will obey.
I arrived at the salon and went in. At first they didn't know about any appointment until I mentioned, "Ms. Amber sent me."
"Ooooooh, so you're her newest project," the large woman, who looked older than me, said.
"My business is actually her newest project," I corrected her, now dismayed I was going to have to eat this large woman's pussy!
"Sure, sure honey, whatever," she waved it off, uncaring about my nuance, "just come with me."
I followed her past three hairdressers who were working on customers, and to the final chair.
"Take a seat," she offered.
I did.
Then unlike most hairdressers, who always chatted your ears off, which I hated, she didn't say a word, only began cutting my hair... not even asking what style I wanted.
I thought of objecting to that, but I'd just agreed to go with whichever haircut Ms. Amber had ordered for me. So instead I asked, "And what hairstyle has Ms. Amber requested for me?"
"A bob cut," she answered as she proceeded to snip away of my long luscious hair; it had been this length for decades!
"What?" I gasped, a little louder than I'd anticipated that coming out.
"A bob cut," she repeated, as if I hadn't heard her.
"No, I don't want that!" I objected, leaning way forward and away from her to escape her scissors.
"I believe only what Ms. Amber wants is relevant here, is it not?" she objected right back, while a little roughly, she yanked my shoulders back into my sitting upright in the chair properly.
"I guess so," I sighed, "But I've had it this length for decades."
"Then it's high time for a change," she said breezily, as she resumed chopping off almost all my hair. I felt tears beginning to well up inside me while the mirror I was facing showed me every single minute of a major part of my identity falling to the floor right before my eyes.
"I suppose," I sighed again, trying not to weep.
Once she'd finished I looked very different. More mature, and even sophisticated in some way, and although I wanted to hate it... actually I didn't.
"Come with me," Sharon then said.
I followed her into an office at the back of the salon, and she seated herself in a chair while asking, "You know why I brought you back here, right?"
"To pay for my haircut by eating your pussy," I replied sullenly.
"No, you're still paying me the sixty dollars for the haircut," she said, "you may count this as my tip. And if you do a good job, I'll consider it a generous tip."
"Okay," I said, part of me curious to know what she tasted like... another part repulsed to be going down on a stranger... and a rather large stranger.
"Well then," she said, as she hiked up her dress and spread her legs to expose her unpantied twat, "this pussy isn't going to eat itself."
"Right, sorry," I said, approaching her nervously, "this all seems rather unorthodox."
"If you're Ms. Amber's newest pet, then mine is just the first of many strangers' pussies you'll be snacking on," she predicted as I knelt before her.
"God, I hope not," I said as I looked at her hairy pussy, so very different from Ms. Amber's and Nicole's hairless ones.
"Trust me," she said, as she grabbed my head and pulled me snugly between her legs, "you'll be a completely different woman by the time she's done with you. You may even start liking yourself!"
Well that was a strange thing to say! I found her scent strong as I extended my tongue and tried to lick my way through the hairy pussy. It took a bit of determination to clear a path and get directly to her pussy... which was already a little wet.
"There you go, now eat Momma's pussy," she moaned, which instantly had my own mother flashing into my head... please, please, please will Ms. Amber not have seduced, manipulated or used my Mom!
I focused on licking this woman, wanting to hurry back to my shop, feeling a great need to check in on my Mom to see if she was still okay.
"You're one eager beaver all right," she praised as I devoured her pussy, which although I was doing it only because I'd been coerced into doing it by Ms. Amber, and I was licking it aggressively because I needed to get back, there was still no doubt I was enjoying this pussy and her strong pussy bouquet that appeared to be concentrated in her abundance of pubic hair.
It took only a few minutes, before she roughly shoved my face deep into her pussy and began grinding on it. I kept my tongue extended, and was rewarded with a gush of tasty wetness that went mostly into my open mouth and down my throat.
"That's it," she quaked as her orgasm hit her. And I couldn't explain why, but knowing I was the one who'd gotten her off sent a chill up my back.
I lapped up her cum until she released her grip on my head saying, "You're a natural little pussy muncher!"
I looked up, my face no doubt shiny with her wetness, and mentioned, "yours is only the third pussy I've ever eaten."
"Well, I'm sure that count will increase drastically in a hurry," she said as she stood up.
I didn't respond, since what was there to say? She added, as she pulled her dress back down, "But anytime you're craving some pussy, feel free to stop by."
"Um, okay," I said; that wasn't likely going to happen.
"Once you start eating pussy, you won't ever get enough of it," she said. "Trust me."
"It's just the means to an end," I replied as I stood up.
"Then keep telling yourself that while you still need to," she smirked and headed out of her office.
I followed her, paid my bill, and returned to the car and driver who drove me back to work. I'd been gone an hour and a half. That could translate into an eternity and a multitude of accomplishments in Ms. Amber's world.
Traffic delayed my return.
I texted Mom a carefully safe question: Where are you?
She responded almost immediately, which relieved me, as did her answer: Just having a late lunch.
I responded: Want to meet for supper? How long are you in town?
She responded: That would be great. I'll be here for at least a few days. Ms. Amber has asked me to stick around and help her using some of my ideas.
My eyes went wide. She'd just called Amber Ms. Amber! Why would she do that? Did she already feel she had to? Also, why would a control freak like Amber possibly want advice from a retired woman?
My brief moment of relief was gone, and full out stress had replaced it.
I responded, trying to be polite, wondering if she was still at the office, if she was still with Amber: That's great. I'd love to keep you around for a few days.
The car pulled up to the shop, I hurried out and went directly up the stairs and just outside my office and asked Sophia, "Is my Mom still here?"
"No, she left an hour ago."
"Oh good," I said, letting out a huge sigh of relief.
"With Ms. Amber."
"You can't be fucking serious!" I cursed, slamming my open palm on her desk.
"I'm sorry."
"Why?"
"Because I can guess what you're thinking," she said. "Ms. Amber told me they were going out for lunch so they could get to know each other better, and you think horrible things are happening."
"Oh God," I said, indeed thinking the worst.
"Oh God what?" Ms. Amber asked from behind me.
I turned to see she was alone, thank God, and said tersely, "Nothing."
"Nice haircut," she said, examining it.
"It's way too short."
"No, on you it's perfect," Amber said, having strolled behind me for a complete look. "Come into my office, we need to talk."
I sighed, gave Sophia a look, and followed Ms. Amber into my office, her office, whatever. She seated herself at my desk, slipped out of her heels, placed them on my/her desk and ordered me, "Come here and massage my feet."
"Seriously?"
"Not very long ago you promised to do anything I ordered, and already I'm getting attitude?"
'It's just that doing such a task is very demeaning," I explained.
"And you disapprove of being demeaned? Too bad. So instead, you will now suck each of my toes through my sweaty nylon, is that clear?" she asked in a tone indicating the question was rhetorical. "Or are you now requesting me to turn your Mom into my newest pet? She's very lonely you know, so she'd likely submit to me without much effort at all. You know: like daughter, like mother?"
I sighed as I walked over to her and picked up her silky sheer foot in my hand.
"No, that's the order you refused, so now you've gotten yourself the new one. Now get on your knees and suck my toes, you dumb slut!"
Shame coursed through me; yet needing to protect my mother, I obeyed her, kneeling down and taking her manicured pinkie into my mouth. The silk tasted salty sweet, which was oddly appealing.
"Good bimbo," Amber said, as I advanced to her next toe.
It was still humiliating.
Amber continued, "Your mother is a very pretty woman."
"Please don't talk about my mother," I said, as I moved to her middle toe.
"Why not?"
"Just please don't," I requested.
"Did you know she hasn't had sex in over four years?" Amber asked. "I mean, I don't go even four days, ever. But four years? Fuck."
"I don't need to know this," I complained, moving to her fourth toe, and just then, buzzing in my pussy started up yet again. "Oh, no. Not again," I sighed.
"Yes again. You still need to be punished for coming in the first place," she pointed out.
"How could I not?" I asked incredulously. "That thing was crazy intense!"
"Regardless, your instructions were not to come," she said, as I reached her big toe.
"I can't fathom anyone able to control themselves at such a high intensity," I defended.
"Perhaps," she said. "Your mother heard you coming that third time, you know. She even asked me why you were having an orgasm just outside the door."
"Oh God," I said. I'd worried she might have. And worse, she'd known what it was!
"I told her you're undergoing a sexual awakening."
"You didn't!" I gasped, looking at her.
"I don't tell lies," she said smugly.
"Yeah, you're such an honest person," I responded sarcastically.
"Other foot," she said, snapping her fingers. As I went to her other foot with the heaviest sigh I could possibly expel, she added, "And yes, I am one. I may neglect to tell you things, but what I do say is always the truth."
"So you're not a fibber, just deceptive?" I asked, just before I sucked on her other big toe.
"Perhaps," she shrugged. "I can't deny taking advantage of stupid people."
"I'm not stupid," I said, that comment really pissing me off.
"And I suppose you're not desperate either?"
I didn't say any more as I went to the next toe... I was indeed desperate and thus vulnerable to her machinations. I couldn't deny it.
"I also have a way of seeing deep inside a woman to the truth of her dark sexuality."
Again I didn't say anything. Perhaps it was the buzzing still going on in my pussy, but although it was humiliating, this task was turning me on... obeying her was turning me on.
"Nothing to say?" she asked as I reached the middle toe.
"So humiliation turns you on?" I asked, refusing to admit my uncomfortable truths, but not denying them either.
"No, humiliation turns you on," she corrected me. "Just like I said earlier, and like I was able to tell within moments of meeting you, you're a natural submissive."
Again I remained silent, knowing whatever I might say, regardless of its intent, she'd turn it around like she had my previous response.
"You likely needed me more for awakening your submissive persona and for prompting you to explore your true sexuality, than for saving your store," she said, as I moved to her second to last toe.
"I don't think so," I finally spoke up.
"You're not supposed to think, you dumb slut," Amber said harshly. "You're an old bitch who was living a mundane life, and whose shop was about to get shut down forever, but now you have a thriving shop, and you're finally embarking upon the path towards becoming the true submissive you were born to be."
"No one is born that way," I denied.
"Perhaps not," she shrugged, "okay, the way you were raised, then. You do know your mother is another natural submissive, do you not?"
As I reached the last toe, I sighed, "I don't think so."
"Of course you wouldn't," she said. "You're as dumb as they come when it comes to sex. You lived your entire adult life in a marathon of meaningless sexual encounters with men who were just using you for getting off."
"I used them to get off," I corrected her.
"Same thing," she shrugged. "Now lick the entire sole of my foot, including the heel."
"Aren't we done yet?" I asked, again with a blunt sigh.
"You dumb cunt!" she snapped. "We're done when I fucking say we're done! You haven't learned a fucking thing yet! I might have to turn your mother into a cunt-licking slut just to teach you a fucking lesson!"
"No, no, no," I responded urgently. "Not that! I'll obey you like a good dumb slut, Ms. Amber."
"I'm getting sick of all this pretending you're above me, and that you're not the cunt-craving whore we both know you are," she continued angrily.
"Yes, I'm a dumb cunt," I admitted, humiliated to be saying such words about myself.
"And? Say on."
"And a cunt-craving whore whose only purpose is to please you," I added, feeling humiliated and yet getting more turned on from saying it.
"Good. More."
"I'm a dumb bitch whose only purpose is to serve younger, prettier women such as yourself, Ms. Amber," I said, hating every word I was saying, as I extended my tongue and licked the sole of her foot only as a show of humility.
"Better," Amber said. "Now understand this: I have no intentions of turning your mother."

"Thank you, Ms. Amber," I said, a huge weight off my shoulders, as I licked every inch of her foot.
"Unless... you continue to be a pain in the ass," she added.
"Then I'll do anything you say, Ms. Amber," I repeated my earlier promise and meaning it... wiling to do absolutely anything to protect my mother.
"Good," she said, as she presented her other foot for my tongue.
I licked that sole too, and she said, "So your amended punishment will be to report to the break room and service every last employee during their afternoon breaks today."
My eyes went wide. "I will obey Ms. Amber, as promised, but doing that will discredit me to all my employees. Isn't there anything else I can do instead? With your permission, of course."
"Trust me, you're already the bottom feeder around here," she said. "You haven't any credit remaining to diss."
"Isn't there anything else I can do instead, Ms. Amber?" I asked. "Anything?"
"Well, I am feeling generous," she said. "So I'll give you a different punishment in a while, but you won't like it any better."
"I'll take it, if it means I won't have to service all my employees," I pleaded, trying to use flattery, "It's just that I'd hope when you've trained me to be the perfect pet, and made my... your... our store into a thriving success, and you move on to help some other fortunate woman, I'll be allowed to be back in charge again."
"That is the plan," she agreed, seeming to accept my sly compliments. "Now get down on all fours and crawl to me."
"Yes, Ms. Amber, "I said, giving her foot one last lick, having shockingly enjoyed this task intended to humiliate me, and getting on all fours, I crawled the couple of feet to her.
She then rested her feet on my back and said, "Now just hold still while I get some work done."
"Yes, Ms. Amber," I obeyed, this new task even more humiliating than licking her feet. Yesterday she treated me like a dog, today she was treating me like an inanimate object!
And for an hour, she worked while she rested her feet on my back... the egg vibrating inside me at a low setting the entire time... a constant tease....
Then Sophia walked in and said, "Barbara is back to see you, Ms. Amber."
"Okay, give me exactly one minute and then let her in."
"Of course, Ms. Amber," Sophia replied, and walked out.
"You shall now crawl under my desk and eat my pussy very slowly, while I visit with your mother, is that clear?" she asked, in a tone telling me I'd better not dare to give her any argument.
"Oh God," I said, as she moved her feet off of me and rolled her chair, my chair, back from the desk.
"Hurry, or she'll catch you still crawling under my desk," Amber pointed out.
Realizing I had no choice, I quickly crawled under MY desk and watched as she rolled MY chair back towards me, then spread her legs to offer me her pussy. "Now start licking, slut."
I sighed as I leaned forward and began licking, and just as I did, the buzzing inside me stopped. But the instant I tasted her pussy, a chill went up my spine... God, she tasted so fucking good... and being on my knees servicing her felt so fucking good! For a few seconds I was actually enjoying the submissive task of licking her pussy, and I even forgot about my mother, until Amber asked her, "How was your visit to Sharon's Salon?"
My eyes went wide, and I froze.
"Simply amazing, she's really great!" Mom enthused, and I assumed she then sat down, since her voice began sounding closer whenever she spoke.
Amber's hand slapped the side of my head, soundlessly thank heaven, so I resumed slowly licking her as Amber replied smoothly, "Yes, she certainly has a magic touch. You look amazing!"
"Thanks," Mom replied, clearly enjoying to receive compliments from a woman greater than forty years younger than she.
"You're welcome," Amber said, being so much nicer to her than she'd ever been to me. "I imagine Cass prays she'll look half as good as you do when she's your age."
"I can't believe she allows you to call her Cass," Mom said admiringly. "She doesn't let anyone call her Cass."
"Yes... well... she has been a little hard to tame." Amber said as if sharing a confidence between peers.
"Tame?"
"Yes, tame. You need to understand I employ a rather unorthodox method whenever I assist in rebuilding a company."
"How so?" Mom asked, as I did my best to listen and lick at the same time... which was more challenging than one might think... especially when I was mortified by everything I was hearing.
"May I be frank?" Amber asked, as she placed her hand on my head and just rested it there.
"Please."
"You see, Barbara," Amber said, " it became obvious pretty quickly to me that the principal reason the business wasn't successful... was that Cassie wasn't being true to herself."
"True to herself?"
"Yes, she's been living in denial for years," Amber continued. "Decades, really."
"Denial?"
"Yes, your daughter has been living a façade of herself," Amber continued speaking without actually saying very much... as if testing me... seeing if I would speak up to object... although how could I possibly do that? I was hiding under my own desk eating her pussy, and there was a chance I'd out myself?! But every time I thought I couldn't get any more humiliated, Amber found a way to push the envelope even further!
"How so?" Mom asked, clearly drawn into Amber's meandering analysis of me.
"Well, here goes..." Amber began saying, but then she squeezed her legs tightly around my head, literally muffling the continuing conversation... to the extent where I couldn't hear anything clearly... voices yes... but words no.



I kept on licking, I literally couldn't do anything else, as the combined efforts of Amber's hand on my head and her legs squeezing it totally immobilized and deafened me, so I couldn't hear a fucking word!
I don't know how long I was trapped there licking... fifteen... twenty... maybe even thirty minutes. And then when she finally did remove her hand and part her legs, the first thing I heard was, "Suck my clit, slut."
I prayed Mom wasn't still in the office as I obeyed, and now I really wanted to get her off. I wanted to taste her sweet pussy nectar when it flowed out of her, but I also needed to finish doing this in a hurry, because my knees were really killing me.
"Oh, yes slut, suck my clit, get me off, you hungry twat," Amber ordered, her hand still on my head, and now pulling me deeper into her wetness.
I obeyed: sucking, licking and tugging on her clit while her moans increased, and then she came, and I eagerly lapped up her sweet-tasting cum.
I continued licking until she rolled the chair back and said, "You really are an eager slut, Cass."
"Thank you," I replied, knowing how dumb that sounded.
"You may come out," she said.
"Thanks," I replied again, crawling out while asking, "What did you say to my Mom?"
"That's a conversation for you and your mother to have tonight."
"May I at least have a hint?"
"Nope," she said, standing up. "Now for the punishment I promised you."
"Punished for what?" I asked without a clue; I'd totally forgotten about it with everything else going on... like my fearful about Mom's future.
"For coming without permission," Amber said. "In the restaurant and outside this office."
"I really couldn't control that," I protested, "nobody could have," still on all fours.
"Regardless, you didn't obey," she said. "Now stand up and bend over my desk."
"Okay," I sighed, horny from that damned egg still inside me and still teasing me, and knowing it was futile to argue.
Amber pressed the intercom button and said, "Please come in here, Sophia."
"No, not Sophia," I protested, as I stood up and stretched from being on all fours for so long.
"Right away, Ms. Amber," Sophia responded briskly and entered a moment later.
"Please prepare this slut's asshole for fucking," Amber ordered, and Sophia went to a cupboard where I'd always stored extra clothing and other supplies.
"Bend over, Cass," Sophia ordered, which got her a look for calling me Cass, that she ignored. "Now!" she ordered, in an impatient no-nonsense way.
"Fine," I said, shaking my head, signaling her I couldn't believe she was doing this.
I felt my dress pulled up, my ass cheeks pulled apart, and then her tongue on my asshole.
"What are you doing?" I gasped.
"I'm eating your asshole to prepare it for a good fucking," Sophia explained in a surreally casual way.
"She just loves eating assholes," Amber confided in me as if we'd suddenly become pals for a moment, and I felt the strange and oddly pleasurable sensation of my friend's tongue licking and poking against my butthole.
"And I love eating pussies too," Sophia added.
"Well of course," Amber actually laughed companionably.
"This is weird," I said.
"Yeah, but it's about to get even weirder," Sophia warned, as I next felt her fingertip against my asshole. Yesterday that would have freaked me out, but after crawling around with a butt plug tail in my ass like a dog, a narrow little finger wasn't that big of a deal... except this finger belonged to my best friend.
"Yes, I've given you to Sophia as her pet," Amber informed me. "You're to obey her just the same as you would me, is that clear, slut?"
"Yesssss," I moaned, as I felt her finger slide inside me, stunned that this was where my life had led me.
"I'm going to fuck you so good," Sophia purred, as her finger wiggled weirdly around inside me.
"Sophia," I moaned.
"It's Mistress Sophia whenever we're in private," she clarified, surprising me by slapping my ass with the hand that wasn't in my ass. "Is that understood?"
Her dominant persona shocked me, and yet it turned me on. I nodded, the finger in my ass, the buzzing still in my pussy, her wicked treatment of me, all working together to drive me crazy. "Yes, Mistress Sophia."
"Mistress," Amber said. "Nice."
"Thank you for my special gift, Ms. Amber," Sophia said as she began finger banging my ass.
"Yes Mistress," I moaned, getting so turned on, "Please finger bang my asshole and get it ready for Ms. Amber's cock."
"There's the slut I always knew was hidden away behind that bitchy façade," Amber said.
"Yes, I'm just a dumb slut; and thank you for showing me what I aaaam," I moaned, as Sophia slid a second finger in my ass, creating a subtle pain being subdued by the buzzing in my twat.
"More confessions, bitch," Amber ordered.
"I'm just a bimbo bitch born to please other strong women," I declared.
"How about being a slut?"
"Yes, Ms. Amber, I'm also a submissive dumb slut," I declared, feeling a strong need to degrade myself for some reason. Not because Ms. Amber or Mistress Sophia were requiring it of me at the moment, but because something inside me required it.
"A cunt licking slave?" Amber asked.
"Yes, I love eating cunt now, especially your delicious cunt, even while my mother was in the room," I added for some reason, as Sophia's two fingers reamed and gaped my asshole.
"Yes, your Mom; what would she think if she saw you like this?" Amber asked, as Sophie pulled her fingers out of me.
"I don't knooooooow," I said, suddenly feeling empty.
"Do you think she knows how big a lesbian slut her daughter is?" Amber asked, as Sophia climbed onto the desk, carelessly tossing her dress away.
"God, I hope not," I answered, while Sophia shuffled herself in front of me. I moved my left arm so she could.
"My opinion is she'd be so proud," Amber said, as I felt her hands on my hips.
"Get eating, my pet," Sophia ordered me, spreading her legs and offering me her pussy.
"Do you really want me to eat your pussy?" I asked.
"Don't pretend you don't want to eat my cunt."
"I didn't say that," I smiled, "I just can't believe you want to do this."
"Oh, I certainly want to do this," she said just as I felt either a cock or something very like one, pushing its way inside my ass.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, this dick noticeably wider and longer than yesterday's toy.
"Get licking," Sophia ordered, and I leaned forward and obeyed, hoping that licking my best friend's pussy would distract me from the pain of being sodomized.
"Oh yes, such a nice tight ass," Amber said, as the cock just seemed to keep going and going forever into my ass... creating a raw burn the entire time.
"She'll just love it in the ass, Ms. Amber," Sophia assured her, as her hand went to my head and just rested on it.
"Oh, I know she will," Amber agreed, "just like you do, my slut."
"Yes, Ms. Amber, you've trained me to be a very happy three-hole slut."
"And so will your pet become just as obedient and happy," Amber assured her, as she began slowly fucking me. Thankfully she'd put some lube on the cock, since I could feel some slickness that couldn't have been from my ass.
"I just know she will," Sophia assured her Mistress back, as I licked her very delicious pussy while getting slowly ass fucked and wondering if they might be right. I wasn't at all displeased at the moment, all things considered.
Was it humiliating? Of course.
Did the humiliation enhance my pleasure? Of course.
And did that egg endlessly buzzing inside me keep the erotic fire within me burning though the initial pain? Of course.
After two or three minutes of slow fucking, Ms. Amber asked, while I began moaning, the pleasure by now having completely consumed any pain at all, "Are you ready to really get ass fucked, slut?"
"Yes please, Ms. Amber, fuck my asshole; fuck your slut," I replied with total sincerity, truly wanting to feel what it felt like to be ruthlessly reamed anally.
"You may come as many times as you wish throughout this session, slut," Ms. Amber permitted generously, and not only did she begin pounding my ass extremely hard, but the vibrations inside my pussy once again shot up to full intensity! Omigod, talk about a rush! And there was no need to resist any of the many orgasms I was surely about to gallop through in very short order!
"Oh fuuuuuuuuck!!!" I screamed wildly, this double-teamed pleasure totally consuming me! I made a few feeble attempts to lick Sophia, but this crazily intense pleasure had reduced me to a helpless slut... a jellyfish of a woman!
"We told each other she'd love it, "Sophia said.
"Yes, it's so good," I moaned my agreement, my first orgasm no doubt of many rising fast and furious.
"She's already almost ready to come from getting her ass fucked," Sophia said, grinning at seeing the lust in my eyes as I looked up at her.
"Just like you do," Ms. Amber said.
"Yes, I certainly do love a dick in my ass," Sophia smiled, looking down at me.
"Oh fuuuuuuck, I'm coming," I screamed my declaration at both women.
"Only real sluts come from getting ass fucked," Ms. Amber mused as she continued pounding my ass.
"That's me all right! You've turned me into a real slut, and I love it," I agreed, the intense orgasm coursing through me while I felt my cum leaking out of me and trickling down my leg.
"Get back to eating, you dumb slut," Sophia ordered me, shoving my head back into her wet pussy.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, then discovering I'd regained my ability to lick her beautiful box.
I came nine more times before we were done... yes, nine! For a day's total of a full baker's dozen.
Sophia came on my face... twice.
Finally when Ms. Amber pulled out, I collapsed on the floor, completely spent. Every ounce of energy in my body had been usurped from me. My legs were soaked and sticky from my own cum... which had even made a puddle on the floor!
Ms. Amber removed her harness and straddled my face.
Weakly, I ate her to an orgasm, and then as she left, she said she'd see me tonight.
"What? Why?"
"I'm joining you and your mother for dinner," she said. "She invited me."
"Oh," was all I said, and even after all that pleasure, all it took was a single statement from her for all of my anxiety to come rushing back.
I lay on the floor for a few minutes recovering, before Sophia pulled me up and kissed me.
She did it softly and tenderly... intimately.

Once she broke the kiss she me, "I know this will sound crazy and fucked-up, but that was exactly what we both needed."
"And what's that?" I asked, feeling safe in her embrace.
"Well, every woman should have a best friend who'll fuck them and let them eat their pussy."
Well of course," I laughed.
"So we should have been doing this years ago," she said, kissing me again.
"Yes, the fringe benefits we neglected to pick up on for all those years," I smiled.
"Then we'd better start making up for lost time," she concluded, as she straddled me and buried her face in my pussy, but first pulling out that damned egg that had given me so much frustration, but also such pleasure.
"I guess I could use an appetizer before meeting Mom and Ms. Amber for whatever she'll pull out of the hat to shock me with tonight," I said, trying to push the near future I had no control of out of my head, and for now just live in the delicious present.
"Exactly," Sophia agreed as she began licking me.
And as we enjoyed a lazy, leisurely, sensual 69, I couldn't help but wonder what did lie just ahead.
Yet for this brief moment of tranquility I just didn't care... this felt right... this was who I really was... I hated to admit it... really hated to admit it... but Ms. Amber had awoken my true self, and regardless of the consequences, whatever they might be, regardless of whatever she had in mind for my Mom and me tonight, plus for tomorrow and the day after that and etcetera... at this moment, I was where I was meant to be.
The end of part 2.
Part 2 leaves many questions like:
What will happen tonight over dinner and afterwards, and what's for dessert?

How much does Cassie's Mom know, and how does she feel about it? Is she Ms. Amber's confidante by now, or her patsy, or something else?

And what is Sophia to Cassie really? Friend? Lover? Betrayer? All of the above?

What will Cassie's lawyer friend come up with if anything? Rescue? Disaster? Rescue masquerading as disaster?

What is Amber's intentions with Cassie's mom?

These and many other questions will be answered in the final chapter of the trilogy... based on your suggestions... leave here.








        Like Aunt, Like Niece

        Mistress Aunt seduces submissive niece.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/like-aunt-like-niece

Title: Like Aunt, Like Niece

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Mistress Aunt seduces submissive niece.

Tags: aunt, niece, incest, stockings, submissive, anal, older-younger, lesbian, milf, silkstockingslover




Like Aunt, Like Niece
Summary: Mistress Aunt seduces submissive niece.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Breezy, because you came up with this wicked, twisted tale. And since you're our consultant, no cocks were included in this story... only dicks.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Like Aunt, Like Niece
Shay was desperate to leave the ghetto of Houston's Fourth Ward. After spending a year at a local community business college with hopes of opening a plus-sized lingerie business, she set her sights on the far less conservative state of California.
Of course, the problem was she didn't have the money to do any more than just move there. No way could she afford to live there, everything was way too expensive... but she did have an aunt. Aunt Penny. She'd always been her cool aunt. A wild child. A lesbian, even. Mostly.
Penny eagerly agreed for Shay to come live with her, since she could use the company, and she loved her spirited niece... a young adult who reminded her of a younger version of herself.
A twenty-three-hour drive in her 2014 Honda Accord from Houston to Long Beach California, plus a frustrating hour and a half near her destination of getting lost, and Shay arrived at her aunt's.
After a lengthy sleep to recover from the long drive, Aunt Penny laid down her rather simple rules:
1. No smoking in her house (although weed was okay)
2. Clean up after yourself
3. No more than one friend over at a time (which was one more friend than Shay currently had in California).
4. No sleeping all day.
Shay thought those were reasonable expectations, and ones she could easily follow.
"Nice tats," Aunt Penny said, surprised her sister had allowed her daughter to get such tattoos.
"Mom hates them," Shay said, towering over her aunt. She was 5'10" and 200 pounds, while her aunt was 5'5" and 125 pounds. Other than their both being black, their only physical similarity was huge tits.
"I'm not surprised; your mom was always the white sheep of our black family," Penny joked, thinking if this girl weren't her niece, she'd already have her between her legs licking her. As has been said, Penny was a lesbian, and she loved seducing girls... college girls were her favorites (and she lived just a few blocks from California State University Long Beach), preferably big-bootied BBW's (just like her niece), since their figures were the polar opposite of hers. Although Aunt Penny looked sweet as pie and generally was, once you got her in the bedroom (or more likely she'd get you there), she was completely dominant, and loved nothing more than sitting on a pretty girl's face or giving her back shots with one of her half dozen strap-ons.
Unbeknownst to her, her tough looking niece's personality was the polar opposite of hers. While she was street tough and thoroughly able to handle herself, in the bedroom she became extremely submissive.
The one trait she had that complemented her aunt's, her favourite sex position was getting back shots from a big dick (albeit a living male one).
...
During their first month together Penny and Shay became even closer than before. They discovered they had a lot in common. For instance they both found Shay's mom to be overbearing, they both found her dad to be useless, they both enjoyed smoking pot, they both loved dancing, and they both loved old Motown records.
Whenever they were high, which was most nights, they'd blast the music and dance... often in their underwear. Penny was completely mesmerized by her niece's big round booty and the way it shook whenever she twerked... which was often.
During that same month Shay, with some help from her aunt, had established the beginning of her business. It would be online for the most part, Aunt Penny had convinced her that was the way of the future (she'd been a marketing major, and now made good money helping people to create their businesses online, as well as having some showings in the community).
Shay had made a few friends, as well as meeting a few young, curvy women like herself who were willing to model her lingerie... and she felt she had an opportunity for an untapped market... BBW girls like her being largely ignored by marketing brain trusts, and a society that considered sexy to be size zero.
Shay also started hanging out with a good-looking college basketball player named Tyler... who had a big dick and knew how to fuck her good, and who regularly began filling the role of Shay's 'no more than one friend over at a time'.
One day while Penny was supposed to be out helping a young woman develop a marketing strategy, she came home early and walked in on her sexy niece taking back shots from a white boy. Of course she wasn't angry, like some people would be to discover a guest having sex in her home... she'd imagined herself doing exactly that to her niece many times... including each pet she'd recently given back shots to. Instead she felt a little jealous... of the guy, not Shay... a little envious... and a lot aroused.
Penny shamelessly hung out and watched from the open doorway, admiring her niece's big, naked, black ass bouncing around as she got pounded. She wondered which hole the white boy was drilling, until Shay moaned, "Fuck my ass! Give me that big white dick in my black asshole!" having a very nasty mouth whenever she had a dick in any of her holes... which was doubled if the dick was big and fat... and quadrupled if it was buried in her asshole.
With music blasting, and the room in a haze of smoke (no worries, it was just pot), Penny watched her niece getting her ass really hammered... very similar to how she really reamed the big booty of one of her pets.
"Oh, fuck yes, I'm going to come from your huge dick drilling my asshole," Shay cried out as she bounced back to meet the deep thrusts coming from Tyler... her orgasm imminent.
Penny reached a hand inside her jeans and began rubbing her pussy as she watched her niece getting sodomized... imagining herself being the one sodomizing her. She knew many people would consider that wrong, yet her body and her twisted mind didn't care.
"Then come, you nasty slut," Tyler ordered, loving to listen to Shay erupt; he'd never met such a nasty or verbal slut.
"Oh yes, give me that big white dick," Shay moaned, taking his dick as deep as she possibly could.
"You love my big white dick, don't you?" he grunted, having fucked women of most races, but never having met such an insatiable slut, or plowed such an amazing ass, both in its size and tightness.
"Oh yes, I love your big white dick," Shay declared.
Penny rubbed herself, really drawn in by her niece's huge ass and her nasty tongue as her own orgasm rose.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuck," Shay screamed as her orgasm ripped through her. She couldn't explain why, but her most intense orgasms always came from getting ass fucked. She guessed it might be because the more taboo something was the more intense, and there's nothing more intense than giving up your asshole.
Although Tyler enjoyed shooting loads inside Shay's tight ass, he also loved fucking her mouth and shooting loads all over her pretty face, so he pulled out, took a moment to admire the huge gaping asshole he'd just destroyed, and ordered, "Suck me clean, slut."
"Yes, baby," Shay complied, not at all fazed by the so-called disgusting ass to mouth transition (since her motto was the nastier the hotter), as she spun around, impaled her tonsils on his big fat dick and sucked it down.
Shit, what a big dick! Penny thought to herself. She didn't fuck too many men, since they always came with baggage and they almost never got her off, while her college girls always got her off, and were always eager to eat her to multiple orgasms... but that dick... that dick would feel very good buried in her long-neglected ass.
"Oh yeah," Tyler groaned, "nobody sucks dick like you, my dirty slut."
Shay loved the mixed compliment as she bobbed on that dick as if she were competing in the Dick Sucking Olympics (she wished there actually was such a thing... she'd certainly watch that... or even compete, since she'd spent the past year of her life honing herself into a gold medal athlete in the sport).
Shit, she can really suck dick!, Penny thought, imagining the girl devouring one of her biggest strap-on dicks.
Tyler waited until the last moment before he pulled out, gave it a few more strokes, and spewed five big wads all over her black face... and Penny thought seeing his snow white cum dripping all over her dark chocolate face was so hot!
Shit, what a load! Penny thought as she rubbed herself... very close to her own orgasm.
"God, I love your dick!" Shay said, as she took the dick back in her mouth to hoover up every last drop of cum from his big balls.
What a slut! Penny admired, as she imagined herself sucking that big white dick... she did love a big white dick... and also imagining her niece on her knees sucking one of her own big dicks. She snuck off to her bedroom.
.....
Later that night Penny observed, "So I see you have a boyfriend."
"What do you mean?" Shay asked.
"I came home early and saw you taking his dick pretty good," Penny smiled.
"Oh, shoot," Shay said, embarrassed. "I'm so sorry!"
"No worries," Penny said, "It was quite the show."
Shay smiled, "So you stuck around and watched?"
"It would have been hard not to," Penny said, recalling her niece's big booty bouncing around, "I was a little surprised you could take such a big dick in your ass."
Shay realizing her aunt was far from mad, shrugged and said, "I've had lots of practice, auntie."
"So I see," Penny laughed.
That night while they smoked and got high, Shay told Penny about how she met Tyler; they also talked a little about sex, and a lot about Shay's business, including an upcoming show at the college in three weeks.
.....
A couple days later while Shay was out for the day doing a photo shoot with three models, Penny, who'd been horny ever since seeing her niece taking those back shots, called over one of her favourite college sluts, the one with the biggest ass, very like Shay's.
Three orgasms later, she was really ass fucking the Latina's asshole with her 12-inch strap-on, the biggest she owned, imagining it was her niece's ass she was drilling, replaying the sex scene she'd witnessed in real life as she delivered deep, hard back shots.
"Oh my," Shay couldn't help blurting out, as she came home to see her auntie naked except for a strap-on around her waist, really giving it to a large woman on all fours.
"Hey, Shay," Penny greeted after calmly turning her head around to see who it was, not at all startled or embarrassed to be caught fucking a woman... apparently no matter who might have just entered.
"The photo shoot ended early," Shay explained as she watched the lesbian scene... finding it surprisingly hot. Although she'd fucked a lot of men, she'd never been with a woman, other than back in Houston making out with Kimmy once during a foursome that had ended up with her getting double penetrated for the first time... prom night had been rather epic.
"I see," Penny said, as she kept pounding her pet from behind. "Since I watched you getting back shots, you're welcome to watch me giving them."
"It does look pretty hot," Shay admitted, having never thought of being fucked by a woman with a strap-on until right now.
"Say hi to my niece, slut," Penny ordered.
The Latina had been moaning like crazy, having discovered nothing got her off more than getting her shit hole drilled (Mistress Penny's description), although just like Penny she'd been facing the other way and couldn't see her Mistress's niece. She obediently turned her head around, but she couldn't say anything, since she had a ball-gag in her mouth! Nonetheless, she mumbled something unintelligible but friendly-sounding through the gag.
Shay laughed, her pussy tingling, "Damn auntie, you're into some freaky ass shit."
Penny smiled, still drilling her Latina pet even as she admired the forbidden fruit right before her, "Oh, you don't know a tenth of it."
"Well, this may not be like mother, like daughter, but it sure seems like auntie, like niece," Shay observed.
Penny laughed, "Although one of us is submissive and the other is dominant."
"And one of us is a lesbian and the other loves dick," Shay added.
"Not necessarily. Until you've explored pussy, you'll never know," Penny said, wondering if she could turn her niece into a bisexual slut. "And you got the other half slightly wrong too: I'm not a lesbian, I'm bi; although I do lean heavily to the lezzy side."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have assumed," Shay said as she wondered what it would be like to be fucked like that... she'd known her aunt was hot, but watching her big tits bounce around while she fucked this chick on all fours... she was actually a goddess.
"No worries," Penny smiled, hinting at what she could do for her niece. "I may be older than you are but as you can see, I love nothing more than pounding back shots into hot young big ass sluts."
"Hey, I'm a hot young big ass slut," Shay pointed out playfully.
"That hasn't escaped me. And if you weren't my niece, this twelve-inch dick would have been fucking your big ass every night since you arrived," Penny said wickedly.
"Shit auntie, you're getting me all wet," Shay faux complained... desperately needing either some dick or to come.
"Aren't you getting Tyler's big white dick?" Penny asked, as she continued working her slut's ass.
"Sadly, no," Shay said. "The team is away this weekend."
"Shit; then maybe I should lend you Marissa, here."
"Seriously?" Shay asked, wondering if she could fuck a girl.
"Yeah, Marissa's an amazing pussy licker," she said, as she stopped deep inside the girl and unclasped the ball gag. "Aren't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, I love eating your pussy," Marissa agreed, feeling awkward to have another girl, especially her Mistress's niece watching her, yet her desire to obey and to be fucked overrode any possible humiliation.
"Marissa, this is my niece Shay; Shay, this is one of my pets Marissa."
"Hi, Shay," Marissa smiled sheepishly.
"Hey, Marissa," Shay said.
Penny asked her niece, as she resumed fucking her pet in the ass, "Have you ever had another girl eat you out? Because out of all my pets, Marissa is the best."
"Thank you Mistress," Marissa moaned, both for being fucked again and the compliment... she'd been practicing eating any girl's pussy she could back at the dorm... sometimes a dozen or more a day... just so she could properly please her Mistress... and hearing her practicing had paid off was a major rush.
"No, just a little kissing sometimes to tease the boys," Shay said.
"Well, you haven't lived until you've come on a girl's face," Penny said, hoping to entice her niece into the wonderful world of lesbianism.
As she watched her auntie really give it to Marissa, Shay admitted, "You do have me curious; and truth be told, watching you fuck Marissa, added to Tyler not being around to give me any dick, has me feeling pretty horny."
"Just say the words, and I'll tell her to eat your pussy all night," Penny offered.
"Fuck, it's tempting," Shay said, feeling so fucking horny. Oddly, although the idea of this pretty Latina eating her was exciting, even more exciting was the idea of taking the girl's place on all fours and getting dicked by her auntie... who obviously really knew how to fuck!
"Marissa, crawl over to my niece and show her a bit of what only a girl can do for her," Penny ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Marissa obeyed as she crawled over to the girl, the dick slipping out of her well fucked ass.
"Umm... I'm really horny, but I'm not sure if I can do this with you watching," Shay confessed, feeling oddly self-conscious, and backing a couple feet away.
"I've already watched you getting ass fucked and you didn't seem to mind," Penny pointed out, having planned to continue ass fucking her slut while she ate out her niece.
"I know," Shay said. "But this is just a little too weird. Maybe because I've never done it before?"
"Okay, I get it," Penny conceded, thinking enough seeds had been planted for one night anyway, and still not certain she should be crossing the line into incest... no matter how tempting her niece's forbidden fruit was. Penny slapped Marissa's ass, admiring her huge gaping hole briefly before instructing, "You'd better take good care of my niece. Unless she's a silly cow and doesn't like it, I want you to suck her pussy until she screams. Do you feel me, slut?"
Marissa nodded, now on all fours right in front of the new girl, who seemed even younger than herself, "Yes, Mistress."
"Have fun, Shay," Penny said, giving her a wink.
"Thanks, auntie," Shay said, wondering what it would be like to start calling her Mistress too. That was such a sexy fucking word.
Penny left, and Marissa stood up and kissed the young black woman.
Shay was stunned to feel another woman's lips on hers. She was then stunned to discover how different kissing a woman felt compared to a man. Marissa's lips were so soft... the kiss so sensual... yet sending the same waves of pleasure through her as did a raw, intense kiss from a man.
Shay returned the kiss, and for a couple minutes there was just kissing.
Marissa then leaned down, sucking on Shay's huge tits through her blouse, sensing this would drive her wild just like it did her.
"Ohhhhhh," Shay moaned, as she thought to herself, How did this bitch know my nipples were my spot? Fuck...she already has me all wet and bothered. I'm already about to cum, and she hasn't even touched my pussy!

As Marina cupped the big tits, she said, "Fuck, you have amazing tits."
"Thanks," Shay moaned, as she told herself, Hold your shit together, Shay. Don't let this bitch turn you out. Just enjoy it.

Marissa sensed that her Mistress's long-term plan was to fuck her own niece, and for some reason that really turned her on... and she saw her role as demonstrating to Shay that only a woman can truly understand the body of a woman, and thus had the knowledge to drive her crazy. So she unbuttoned Shay's blouse, unclasped her bra, and took a very hard chocolate nipple into her mouth.
"Oh fuck yes," Shay moaned. Tyler always fucked her good, Tyler always played with her tits, but he never went down on her, and he didn't suck on her sensitive nipples. And now it felt like Marissa had just hardwired them to zap incredible pleasure directly down to her pussy!
"Such big hard nipples," Marissa purred, loving to suck on them, loving to hear a woman moaning because of her ministrations... crazy: she'd had no idea she liked girls, or pussy, or getting ass fucked, before Mistress Penny had seduced her a few months ago... and now she had no time at all to waste on boys or dicks... only time for girls and pussies. And oh yes... her studies.
"My nipples are very sensitive," Shay admitted, as pleasure swarmed her entire body.
"You're telling me? I can tell," Marissa smiled, as she went back and forth between both inviting nipples.
"You already have me so fucking horny," Shay admitted.
"Yes? Then just wait until I get busy between your legs," Marissa said wickedly, knowing she'd developed an amazing tongue. In addition to honing her technique, her recently devoting several hours each day to eating pussy had gotten her tongue wonderfully strong.
After another minute of dedicated tit attention, Marissa moved underneath the big girl's skirt and between her legs, and Shay mindlessly spread them... so horny by now she'd have let just about anyone go down on her!



Marissa was surprised to see Shay was wearing thigh high stockings, since nylons were so out, and she herself seldom wore them... once to a wedding, twice to funerals. "Oh my, such sexy undergarments!"
"I design my own," Shay said as the Latina removed her panties.
"Hot," Marissa said.
"Actually," Shay said, as she shimmied out of her skirt before sitting down and spreading her legs, "I think you'd be a perfect model for my business."
"You do?" Marissa asked, flattered.
"Yes, I'm developing a line of lingerie for big girls like us."
"Then I'd love to model for you," Marissa said, as she went between the girl's nylon-clad legs, gliding her hands over them to discover how silky sheer they were.
"They're sheer silk," Shay pointed out.
"So soft," Marissa said, surprised since that hadn't been her experience with any of the pantyhose she'd worn.
"Only the best," Shay said.
"And I'm the best at doing this," Marissa said, as she leaned forward, taking a good whiff because she loved the scent of pussy, especially a new pussy, and began licking.
"Oh my," Shay moaned, as she allowed a girl to go down on her.
Marissa, knowing this was Shay's first experience with a girl, decided to give her the sensual slow burn style of orgasm; so she kissed her lower lips and methodically explored every crevice of the girl's fat pussy lips... her very wet, fat pussy lips.
"So good," Shay moaned, not accustomed to anyone spending more than a minute down there. Admittedly Tyler did go down on her, but he never lasted too long, and the rest of her guys were only interested in playing with her tits, getting blown and fucking her.
"You taste amazing," Marissa said, knowing girls needed to hear that, and it was the truth.
"Don't stop," Shay moaned, as Marissa sucked her fat clit between her lips and slid two fingers into her pussy. "Ohhhhhh fuck, you nasty slut, finger bang me!"
"You like that? I can do even better," Marissa bragged as Shay tugged her hard nipple up to her lips and sucked on herself.
Marissa had the magic gift, and in just a few seconds she found Shay's g-spot and tapped it slowly while sucking on her clit.
"Oh, my fuuuuuuuuucking God," Shay screamed as her legs stiffened and her orgasm erupted from her, squirting all over the pretty girl's face just like her Mistress's often did.
Marissa eagerly lapped up as much cum as she could, having just discovered that squirting is genetic.
Penny listened in from the hallway, also slyly watching as she rubbed herself. She waited only a minute, just long enough for Shay's orgasm to begin dissipating, before she called out, "Slut, get your ass in here to get me off, once you're done with my niece."
"Yes, Mistress," Marissa said as she kept licking the girl's pussy, easing her down from her high.
"That was amazing," Shay praised.
"Agreed," Marissa said, as she moved up and kissed her lips. "I hope I can service you again some day soon."
"Oh, I hope so too," Shay assured her, this the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced from oral sex, or from any other sex that wasn't anal.
"Thanks for the tasty drink," Marissa said as she got back onto all fours and crawled away towards Penny's room.
"Wow," Shay said as she watched the girl leave, admiring her big Latina booty.
As Shay was recovering, she heard Penny say, "That's it slut, eat my asshole."
That too was something she'd never done or had done to her... so now she was curious what that would be like, both giving and receiving. A guy's ass was almost always hairy and that didn't appeal to her at all, but a nice feminine ass like Marissa's was beginning to look very intriguing.
Shay listened to her aunt verbally assaulting Marissa for another minute or two, but then she decided to stop eavesdropping and go shower, since listening to her aunt's abuse was turning her on, and she knew that was wrong... so very wrong... and yet....
.....
That night while they were eating dinner, Penny asked, "So did you enjoy Marissa?"
"Well, kissing her was weird at first."
"But? If there is one?"
"Yes there is. But... once she began sucking on my nipples, I just let myself go and allowed her to get me off," Shay explained, then wondered why she was revealing such personal details to her aunt.
"Yeah, my nipples get me all revved up too," Penny said, wondering how large her niece's nipples were. She'd seen her in panties and a t-shirt, and in some lingerie, but never naked.
"They do?"
"Yeah, my nipples are like a lit fuse to my pussy," Penny said bluntly, deciding not to hold anything back anymore.
"That's exactly how I'd describe it," Shay agreed. After a pause, she asked out of curiosity, "You called Marissa one of your pets; what do you mean by that?"
"It means I have at least a dozen college girls happy to come over to go down on me or to get fucked," Penny explained bluntly, "plus a couple of professors, a lawyer, a doctor, a couple of nurses, a neighbour, a secretary to the mayor, and..." she paused for dramatic effect, "...Zelda."
"Zelda?" Shay asked. She'd been about to ask about each of the different professions her aunt had listed, but Zelda was a friend of hers and one of her models.
"Yeah, she loves eating my ass," Penny revealed.
"No way!" Shay gasped. Zelda was a large blonde woman, and of all her models the most reserved... quite nerdlike, even.
"Yeah," Penny nodded, deciding to explain her philosophy. "You see, almost all women are either dominant like I am or submissive like my pets. And..." she paused for another dramatic effect, "...like you."
Shay asked, "What makes someone one of your pets?" a moment before she picked up on her aunt including her in the submissive category.
"She willingly obeys my every order and demand," Penny said. "Just like Marissa. Did you notice how she didn't hesitate, but she headed straight over to go down on you the moment I gave her the order?"
"Yeah," she nodded, as she processed her aunt's appraisal that she was a potential pet.
"That's partly because she's submissive, partly because she's a natural lesbian (although she discovered that only through submitting to me), partly because she's now trained to obey me without hesitation, and partly..." Penny explained, and then stopped, again for dramatic effect, but also wanting her niece to realise she really wanted to know, and thus ask.
"And partly what else?" Shay asked, drawn in completely by this wicked, wild web of sexual submission and dominance her aunt was in charge of.
"I may have gone too far," Penny feigned sudden concern.
"You can't tell me all this and then just stop," Shay complained.
"It's just something rather personal for an aunt to share with her niece," Penny said, reeling her in like a fish on a hook.
"You've already watched me getting my ass railed, sucking a dick just in my butt, and taking a massive facial, and I watched you sodomize a college student," Shay said bluntly, describing such acts turning her on.
"True," Penny laughed. "And I loaned you a pet who ate your pussy."

"And that too," Shay nodded.
"Your mom would kill me if she came across even a clue of the lifestyle I'm exposing you to," Penny said, amused at the double meaning of 'expose'.
"And then she'd kill me," Shay added with a laugh, finding it so strange that her wild and crazy aunt was her prudish mom's sister.
"You're sure you want to hear this?" Penny asked, knowing her niece would want to.
"Just tell me," Shay demanded, dying to know what this deeply hidden secret was.
"Well," Penny said, "I've been told many times over the years that I have a very delicious and addicting pussy."
"That's it?" Shay asked, having thought it would be something more earthshattering.
"I don't think you quite understand," Penny said. "Married women, straight women, elderly women, and two nuns, have all eaten me out and then came crawling back... often literally... begging to taste me again."
"Nuns?" Shay asked, although that entire revelation was stunning, and it made her curious about eating pussy... although obviously eating her aunt's pussy would be wrong.
"Long story," Penny said, and she smiled, thinking back to the time she'd fucked those two nuns, both in the ass, just so they could earn the privilege of going down on her... or as they often described it... to worship her pussy.
"Now you have me curious," Shay said.
"About eating pussy?" Penny asked, even though she was pretty sure her niece really wanted to know more about the nuns.
"Well," Shay said, feeling her cheeks heating up a little, "maybe a little."
"Sorry, I do have that ability to make straight girls question their sexuality, or even convert a hundred percent into sharing sapphic pleasures with other women," Penny explained, her pussy getting quite wet while telling her niece this, and even imagining her next conquest being family.
"You're sorry? No, it's very interesting."
"Living so close to the college gives me ample opportunities to explore my seductive nature."
"Do some women turn you down?"
"Of course," Penny said, "and there are other women who are dominant like I am (although I've turned some of those into my pets too), and some a hundred percent straight and thus not the least bit interested, but for the most part once I get a woman into the house I'll get her between my legs before she leaves, addicted to my pussy forever, and usually having taken my strap-on dick in her ass as well."
"You are literally the coolest auntie ever!" Shay blurted out, her aunt's casual yet erotic reality having her so horny.
"I'm just happy you're not disgusted," Penny said. "Because this is who I am."
"No, it's cool to know exactly who you are and not hide behind a façade," Shay said. "That's one of the reasons I had to leave home. I couldn't bear to keep pretending to be someone I'm not."
"Well, this is La La Land, where everyone pretends to be something they're not," Penny joked. "But actually I'm kidding. The coolest thing about California is you can be whoever you want to be, become anything you want to be, and do anything you want to do."
"That's more inspiring than anything I've ever heard before!"
"I'm serious," Penny said, shifting away from her sexual undertones. "Your lingerie store idea is a perfect example of what I'm talking about. It's inspirational, and it's also filling a need."
"Thank you for believing in me," Shay said, her mother not comprehending her vision at all.
Penny got up, pulled her niece into a hug and said, "Shay, always remember I'm here for you in any way you need." And Penny meant every word of that. She was here to support her niece's business goals; to guide her through the difficulties that would inevitably come with it, and perhaps... just perhaps... to guide her through satisfying her sexual curiosity. She knew that was wrong, she knew she shouldn't, but the temptation to seduce and make her big ass niece into her pet was becoming more and more difficult to resist.
"I love you, auntie."
"I love you too, Shay," Penny said. "But that's enough touchy feely crap. Let's get high and shake our groove thing."
"Agreed," Shay said, hoping some pot and some dancing would push her overactive hormones aside for a while.
Yet as they were both heading towards their beds a couple hours later, each in a hurry to get herself off, Shay with her fingers and Penny with her rabbit vibe, Penny revealed, "Just so you know, I've been denying my pets some of their playtimes since you got here, but now that you know the whole truth, I won't. So you might need to accustom yourself to walking in on me with someone between my legs or bent over taking my dick in her ass."
"Okay, I guess I can live with that," Shay nodded, rather excited at the thought; she could still visualise her aunt's amazingly slender body and her big tits fucking the shit, literally she realized, out of Marissa. "Is it always the ass?"
"Yeah, that's my thing," Penny said, since fucking a pussy was boring.
"Well fuck away then," Shay shrugged, hoping to walk in on it again real soon.
"Just know you've been warned," Penny said, planting more seeds for her niece's possible seduction.
"It's your house," Shay pointed out. "You can fuck whomever you wish."
"Yes, I can," Aunt Penny agreed, her tone and her subtle gaze at her niece hinting at which new participant that sweeping privilege might include. "Give me your phone."
"Okay."
Penny typed something into it and handed it back. "Here. I've just entered Marissa's number, and I've instructed her she's to obey your beckoning just like she would mine."
"Beckoning?" Shay asked, as she looked at the phone and saw Pet Marissa.
"Yes; meaning that whenever you text her, she'll drop whatever she's doing and come service you wherever you ask her to," she explained, "unless she's in class."
"Oh! Really?" Shay asked, astonished!
"Yes, she's now your pet too," Penny announced generously.
"Cool!" Shay said, deciding she'd be using Marissa and her amazing tongue again very soon.
.....
Over the next few weeks, Shay received regular anal drillings from Tyler, and she also had Marissa service her a few times, including inside a mall clothing store's changing room, a bathroom at Starbucks, and an empty classroom on campus (where two girls walked in on them but she was too close to coming, so she just kept her hand firmly on Marissa's head).
Shay also walked in on Aunt Penny in some variety of sexual act with six different women... even including a mother-daughter team. She'd also seen an older woman eating her aunt out while Penny watched television; Shay twice walked in on Aunt Penny fucking a college girl in the living room: one of them a tiny Asian girl, the other a large black exchange student from the Democratic Republic of Congo, who was as black as night; she also witnessed her aunt fisting a large Russian woman (a Professor of Russian History at the college) and witnessed the mother-daughter double teaming her aunt, the mom eating the pussy while the daughter ate the asshole... it was fucking hot!
Then one evening the inevitable happened...
Shay was wearing her newest lingerie creation, a sexy light blue lace piece with white stockings, when her aunt walked in and said, admiring her niece's amazing big body in the sexy lingerie...the white stockings somehow making her even sexier. She said, "Damn girl, you look sexy as fuck! Is that new?"
Shay loved her aunt's reaction and replied, "Yes, auntie. It's from my new line. Do you really like it?"
Penny didn't even try to hide how much she liked it as she said, "Those white thigh-highs add some extra class to the entire ensemble."
"And it's comfortable, too." Shay added.
"That's never been my experience with nylons," Penny said, able to count on a single hand the number of times she'd worn nylons in the last decade.
"Then you've never tried Elegance Stockings," Shay pitched, having found the perfect nylons for her lingerie. "Silky sheer to the touch. Expensive, but well worth it."
Penny ordered, horny as fuck and wanting to push the envelope even further after deliberately setting herself up to get caught in all those compromising situations, "Come to me, dear; let me feel them."
"Yes, auntie," Shay obeyed, having watched and listened to her aunt dominating many girls by now... each time making her so wet. If Penny weren't her aunt, she'd likely be begging to become her pet too. She didn't think she was a lesbian, because she loved dick too much, but her aunt's demeanor and confidence drove her wild!
Penny traced her fingers over the sheer nylon and said, "Wow, these are soft!"
"Then you should try on a pair," Shay offered, for although most of her lingerie was for big girls and thus wouldn't remotely fit her slender aunt, she stocked Elegance Stockings in all sizes, colours and styles.
"Do you have any that would fit me?" Penny asked, a wicked idea formulating in her head.
"I do, and in a variety of colours," Shay said.
"Well, don't just stand there, you silly girl, go fetch me a pair," Penny instructed, waving her off.
"Yes, auntie," Shay agreed, dying to see her aunt wearing a pair of sexy sheer stockings.
"Good girl," Penny said, admiring her niece's big ass in only a thong as she hurried away.
Shay grabbed a black pair, a red pair and a white pair, and returned. "I have a few choices for you."
"Which colours?"
"Black, red or white for now."
"White is for submissives," Penny said, not actually knowing whether it was true, but to clarify the hierarchy between herself and her niece.
"Then I guess black would be for Mistresses," Shay said, going along with it, having heard a few girls call her aunt Mistress... an honorific that sounded so hot.
"Well, black it is then," Penny smiled, as she stood up and pulled her jeans down and off, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties, which was almost always the case.
Shay stared briefly at her aunt's pussy before she opened the package and Penny said, "Come over put them on for me. I've always hated putting nylons on."
"Sure, auntie," Shay said, although she'd never put stockings on another girl.
Penny watched her size large niece kneeling before her and pondered whether she should cross that invisible line. The temptation had kept growing and growing during the entire time the girl was living here.
Shay slowly rolled up a stocking, then just as slowly unrolled it onto her aunt. It felt like a very sensual act, making her pussy tingle.
"That feels so nice," Penny said as she parted her legs wide, to give her niece an excellent view of her slightly wet pussy.
Shay noticed her aunt's legs widen just as she finished drawing the first stocking up her thigh. She tried not to stare, but she couldn't help but admire her aunt's pussy. She'd never put much thought into what a vagina looked like, but looking at her aunt's, she now found it very enticing.
Penny smiled at her niece's reaction to her pussy. She wasn't blatantly staring at it, but her gaze returned to it often enough to show it intrigued her.
Shay put the second stocking on and Penny said, "Shit, for some reason seeing you on your knees between my legs has gotten me a little wet."
"Well," Shay smiled, admiring her aunt's pussy once more before looking up to her face, "I believe a psychologist would call that association. You're very accustomed to having girls between your legs, and they're almost always doing something sexual while they're there."
"True," Penny said, as she rubbed her hands over her legs. "Wow!"
"I know, right?" Shay agreed. "They feel sexy, but their looks completely accentuate your legs."
"So they do," Penny agreed, as she stood up and looked down at herself.
Shay stood up too and said, "You look really hot, auntie."
"I always do," Penny smiled.
"Of course," Shay laughed, as Penny brought her hands to her niece's lacy lingerie, grazing one over her niece's nipple, "This outfit is really sexy too."
That nipple graze sent shockwaves of pleasure from it directly down to Shay's already very wet pussy. She trembled ever so lightly, biting her lip, her head spinning with possibilities, "Thanks, Aunt Penny."
Penny was tempted to pull those huge tits out to play with them, but she decided against it. She wanted to seduce her niece, she was pretty confident her niece would be willing, yet she still wasn't sure it was morally acceptable. So while she pondered what to do next, she suggested, "Why don't you show me how you move around in it... and I have an idea! How about you pretend I'm Tyler? Show me how you'd strut your stuff if Tyler were here with you."
"Really?" Shay said, actually loving to wear lingerie. She loved those evenings when she and her aunt danced together in their underwear, but she'd found it awkward at the rare times when she'd tried to be sexy for her aunt.



Penny lit up a blunt and passed it to Shay. "Here, hit on this. It should relax you."
"Okay," Shay said, wondering whether her aunt was about to seduce her, and wondering whether she wanted that to happen. Her aunt had undoubtably gotten her curious about more same sex exploration, in addition to her regular interludes with Marissa, and she'd gotten her really curious about being pounded from behind by one of those fake dicks, but being curious and actually going for it were two very different things. Penny was, after all, her mom's sister... so it would, after all, be considered incest to anyone with access to a dictionary. Yet somehow that label made the potential between them feel even hotter.
Penny told Alexa to play a song they both love, a funky dance number: She Luv It by UGK.
Shay took a few long drags from the blunt before handing it to Penny. Shay smiled as she shook her big ass, "Now Aunt Penny, you know this is my song."
Penny smiled back as she admired her niece's amazing ass, just made for fucking. "That's right, Boo. Now show auntie what ya got."
Wearing only lingerie, and excited by the prospect of playfully dressing up her aunt too, with the weed relaxing her, and that song just like always getting her into a groove, she started to dance.
She tried to pretend Aunt Penny was Tyler, but that didn't last very long, since what she really wanted was to impress her aunt... to tease her... to tempt her... and to expand her own sexual horizons... her pussy beginning to dictate her actions. She began slow, but as the song played, she rubbed her hands over her big tits, loving how soft the fabric was. So she began moving her hands all over her curvaceous body.
Penny brought a hand to her wet pussy, watching her niece performing the hottest dance she'd ever seen live, and she decided to prod this scene even further. "I get it, girl. Now hop up on the couch and show auntie what you've been working with."
Shay obeyed, noting her aunt's hand busy between her legs not at all secretly, as she hopped onto the couch and began wiggling her big booty from side to side.
Penny stared at the bodacious booty and ordered, as she slapped her niece's ass, "Make those buns clap for me."
Shay was in a complete zone, feeling high and horny as she shook her ass up and down, literally clapping her butt cheeks together.
Penny cheered her niece on, "Yeah! Get it, bitch!"
Then Penny, the temptation now too strong to resist, got onto the couch next to Shay saying, "Damn girl, you got a big fat booty just like yo mama." She slapped it again.
Shay was really into the song, and really into this attention she was receiving, and as she shook her body, she sang the hook of the song, "And she Luv it."
"Oh, I do love it," Penny said, as she slapped her niece's ass yet again, this time harder. Deciding to blur the line she asked, "and you love it too, don't you?"
"Yes," Shay agreed, loving her ass being slapped like this. She wasn't sure if her aunt intended it to be erotic, but for her it was.
Penn slapped the big booty again, "You love getting your big ass slapped! Don't you, slut?"
Shay took note that her aunt was calling her a slut, which she always did to her pets at some point, and since she took that as encouraging, she agreed without hesitation as her natural inner submissive and her growing lesbian curiosity took control, "Yes, auntie. Slap my ass some more! I love prancing around like a sexy slut!"
"Glad to hear it. But do you want to be MY sexy slut?" Penny asked, nailing down the commitment as she squeezed her niece's big ass, deciding, Fuck it! I'm just gonna go ahead and fuck my niece!
"Oh yes, squeeze my ass, auntie," Shay approved, so fucking horny, and happily processing what was now happening.
Penny tugged Shay off the couch, pulled out one of her huge C cup tits and pinched her nipple... hard and painfully, "You want auntie to fuck this big booty, don't you, slut?"
"I-I-I don't know, auntie," Shay moaned in response. Part of her was dying to become her aunt's pet and to be used roughly like she'd witnessed other women being treated a good number of times now, but there was no denying that Penny was her mom's blood sister.
Penny ignored her niece's weak hesitation, one she'd encountered many times during many seductions, as she pulled out the other nipple and pinched that one just as painfully. "Slut, you gotta tell your sexy Auntie Penny you want her to fuck this big booty! Because if you don't, I won't do it."
"Oh, auntie," Shay trembled, the pain bringing pleasure... her nipples seemingly directly connected to her pussy.
"What do you want, my sexy slut?" Penny asked, as she reached her left hand between her niece's legs and traced her very wet, fat, pussy lips.
"Oh, God," Shay moaned, her entire body on fire from this simple touching.
"Decision time! Tell me Shay, tell me what you want," Penny insisted as her finger slid inside her niece's pussy, requiring her niece to say the words. Penny never allowed a woman to go down on her, or to host a dick deep in her asshole, until she begged for the privilege. That was her normal aphrodisiac... although this time so was Shay's big body, plus their being relatives really enhanced this moment.
"Oh fuck, auntie," Shay moaned, overwhelmed by the pleasure, and from being attacked so intensely by her beautiful, dominant aunt.
"Say it, slut," Penny demanded as she fingered her niece while sucking on her huge, hard nipple. "Tell me what you want me to do to you."
Desperate... frantic... overwhelmed... lustful... Shay could no longer resist her desire to submit to her aunt, to become her dominated slut... her pet. Shay declared while she burned with undeniable lust, "Yes, auntie. Please conquer me! I want you to fuck this big ass of mine, and to fuck it hard!"
"You're sure?" Penny asked for confirmation just like she always did, and not once had the pet-to-be ever changed her mind.
"Yes, auntie. I want to be your slut. I want to be your pet. I want you to fuck my ass so fucking hard!" Shay ranted, her entire body aflame with invisible fire.
Penny pulled her fingers out and slapped her niece's clit three times, making her legs buckle, "Then wait right here, boo."
Shay dropped to her knees and watched as her aunt dashed off, to return only a few seconds later with lube, a blindfold, and three strap-ons with harnesses.
"Are you ready to yield that big ass to me?" Penny asked, looking down at her beautiful, big bootied niece.
"Yes auntie," Shay nodded, checking out the three huge dicks in her left hand.
"So you want to become auntie's newest pet?" Penny queried, always feeling a real high at this moment of a pet's complete submission.
"Yes auntie, I want to be your obedient pet slut," Shay said, always loving to be called a slut.
"Good girl," Penny said, always giving positive reinforcement whenever a pet was obedient. She tied the blindfold over Shay's eyes and asked, "Do you trust me, baby?"
"Yes, auntie. I trust you completely," Shay responded, meaning it.
"Good girl," Penny repeated, as she asked, "Now choose a dick: A, B or C?"
"Whichever one is biggest," Shay responded, wanting to be stuffed as full as possible.
"A is the twelve-inch strap-on, B is eleven inches but fatter, and C is the tiny ten inch one," Penny explained, even though ten inches wasn't remotely small.
"A, please, " Shay chose, preferring depth to width.
"Good choice," sommelier Penny approved, tossing the smaller two dicks on the couch and fastening her biggest foot-long monster in place. "Get onto all fours."
"Yes, Mistress," Shay said, the term coming out so naturally and meaningfully.
'Good girl," Penny repeated as she knelt behind her niece.
Penny, who loved eating an asshole, bent down, pulled her niece's big ass cheeks apart, and probed the inviting puckered hole with her tongue.
"Oh, auntie, you dirty girl," Shay moaned, having had her ass railed many times, but never eaten.
"A big fat ass like yours cries out to be worshipped," Penny said, a puckered fat asshole being her kryptonite.
"That's it, auntie," Shay moaned, loving the feel of her aunt's tongue licking her hole.
"Damn, you've got a lot of ass," Penny observed, entranced.
"Then I'm giving you a lot of ass to fuck," Shay purred, as Penny licked her hole and then fingered it. Then shortly afterwards, "Please, Mistress Penny," Shay begged, Penny's licking and fingering her asshole driving her wild. "Shove that massive dick in my ass!"
"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked," Penny warned, reaching for the lube.
"Do it! I want to become your dirtiest ass slut ever," Shay said, as she waited eagerly to feel the huge dick plunging into her ass.
Penny coated the dick, and probed some into Shay's asshole, which was already slightly open, thanks to the fingering she'd already given it. Then once she decided her niece was ready, she positioned her dick between those huge, black, ass cheeks.
"Just slam that dick into my shit hole, auntie," Shay begged, "I need it so bad!"
"Fuck, you can hardly wait? You've been tempting me for weeks!" Penny complained amiably as she slid her dick into her niece's ass.
"Ooooooooh, so says the woman who continually uses her bitches right in front of me," Shay moaned, as the dick slid inside her.
"Were you jealous?" Penny asked, as the length of her dick continued disappearing into her niece's amazing ass.
"It drove me fucking nuts," Shay replied, the dick continuing to slowly fill her.
"Well, now that you're my pet niece slut, everything will change," Penny consoled her, all twelve inches now buried deep inside her niece's ass.
"Yes, Mistress Auntie, whatever you say," Shay agreed, biting her lip as the pleasure-pain principle went to war inside her cornhole.
"What I say is that from now on I'll be fucking this ass all the time," Penny assured her, as she wrapped her hands firmly around her niece's hips.
"That sounds wonderful, Auntie Mistress," she said, impatiently waiting for the actual fucking to begin, and trying to decide which sounded better: Mistress Auntie or Auntie Mistress.
"You'll also discover the joys of eating pussy," Penny tossed in, "both mine and other girls'," already imagining her pretty niece's her face between her legs and buried in her pussy. She just knew it would look so hot, and she sensed her new pet's submissive nature would make her a natural pussy pleaser.
"Because now I'm your pet," Shay said, the idea of the very first pussy she'd ever eat being her aunt's a wicked turn-on.
"So my pet, are you saying you're willing to commit the terrible sin of eating your mom's sister's pussy?" Penny asked as she began slowly fucking her niece... this incest angle adding to the wickedness of the situation now that the line had irreversibly been crossed.
"You bet! I want you to sit on my face until you come all over it, Aunt Mistress," Shay said and added cheekily, "if you don't mind, that is." She'd been wondering what it would be like to be the bottom participant in a face sitting ever since she'd sat on Marissa's face the other day.
"I'm going to make you into a pussy craving slut," Penny said, knowing one feast, and her niece would be addicted.
"Right now what I crave is you really pounding my shit hole with your huge fucking dick," Shay said, the slow fucking annoying her. "But if you want me to crave your pussy as well, I can be flexible."
"But right now you want it hard, my slut niece?" Penny asked, as she began slamming into her.
"Yessssssssssss!" Shay screamed with delight. "I'm your slut, fuck me like one!"
"Fuck, do I love this ass!" Penny exclaimed as she really began drilling her niece's asshole, her only disappointment being she wasn't the first person to take her ass, just the first woman.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my ass," Shay babbled, an orgasm rising inside her after just a few hard strokes.
"Imagine if your mom could see you now," Penny teased with zero cruelty, thinking it would be even more thrilling to turn her similarly big bootied sister into a nasty ass slut too.
Reading her mind, "Could you turn her into an anal slut too?" Shay speculated, not sure that was possible, but the idea was hot as fuck.
"Mmmmmmm." Penny purred, the idea so delicious.
"Harder, auntie, harder," Shay begged. "Please tear my asshole apart!"
"You're such a natural ass slut," Penny approved, sweat beginning to drip off of her as she gave her niece the hardest ducking she was capable of.
"Oh fuck auntie, fuck yeah," Shay moaned, as she took the longest dick she'd ever had in her ass. It being her aunt the one pounding her from behind just made it more intense.
"Such an amazing ass," Penny said, as she admired her niece's back end while she fucked it.
"Don't stop, auntie," Shay pleaded as her orgasm rose.
Penny didn't slow down, instead she kept thrusting her fit body into her niece with all her might; "you love getting your ass fucked don't you, you dirty incestuous slut, you?"
"Oh yes, I love getting ass fucked by my mom's hot sister!" Shay agreed, the nasty taboo of what they were doing making this even hotter. She added, as the pleasure consumed her and her orgasm was imminent, "I'm a dirty incestuous slut for my hot auntie!"
Listening to her niece's breathing and always able to tell when a pet was close, she ordered, "Come, my slut, come from my ass fucking you!"
"Oh yesss," Shay moaned, the orgasm rising.
"Come from committing incest," Penny added, the taboo really adding to the thrill of this seduction, her own body on fire.
"Yes, I'm an incestuous lesbian slut for you, auntie," Shay declared as she began bouncing back to meet her aunt's hard forward thrusts, striving to find a way of taking even more dick into her shit hole.
Penny loved the unbridled passion and desire exuding from her niece, and she added, knowing the pet was about to erupt, "Come, knowing you've sunk to being no more than a submissive plaything to your mom's sister."
"Yes... oh fuck yes... yes auntie... fuck me... oh God... yes auntie, yes, yes, yes," Shay babbled for over a minute, as she was thoroughly ass fucked until she went apocalyptic. "mother fucking yes!"
Penny didn't slow down at all, even when Shay's orgasm struck, and as Shay collapsed face first into the couch, she followed her forward, continuing to ream her asshole throughout her orgasm as she watched her floor getting soaked with a flood of pussy cum.
"Ooooooooooh," Shay moaned weakly, as all the energy in her body was usurped from her, while pleasure pulsed through every crevice of her being.
"Good girl," Penny crooned motherly as she began to slow down, this having been a pretty damn good workout. Her own pussy on fire, it was time for her to get off too.
Penny pulled out a minute later and admired, like she always did, the huge gaping hole of a well pounded asshole. She couldn't explain why, but there was just something so hot about admiring her own handiwork. She climbed out of her strap-on harness and ordered, "Lie on your back, my pet niece."
"Yes, Mistress Auntie," Shay said, getting onto her back on the carpet.
"Want to taste your first pussy?" Penny asked, the question partly rhetoric since Shay was undoubtably going to eat that first pussy, but she wanted to hear her niece say the words; to make this commitment too.
"Yes please, Aunt Mistress," Shay nodded, looking up adoringly at her aunt, who was now straddling her... while she still couldn't decide which wording variation was best.
"You're about to have your world changed forever," Penny promised, as she lowered her pussy onto her niece's face.
"I think that happened a few minutes ago when my aunt fucked the shit out of my ass," Shay smiled, as she admired the pussy lowering onto her.
"Then consider this to be life changing moment number two," Penny corrected herself, loving how wicked her niece's mouth was.
"Okay," Shay said, about to eat her first ever pussy... her aunt's! It was crazy, surreal, and yet super exciting.
"Now scarf down your aunt's pussy, my sexy slut," Penny ordered as she dropped the treat onto her niece's face.
"Yes Mistress Penny," Shay said, that version finally sounding just right. She was surprised by the smell swarming her as she extended her tongue and licked.
"Good girl," Penny moaned, as she felt her niece's tongue begin its work on her very stimulated pussy.
"Oh my God," Shay said, as she felt fireworks on her tongue.
"Delicious, right?" Penny asked another rhetorical question.
"It's heaven," Shay said, already intoxicated by the scent and taste... as she discovered her newfound love for pussy... this was so different from sucking dick! More intimate.
"Well worship, my pet," Penny moaned, her orgasm rising quickly as the wild evening had continually increased her body's burning.
"I think I've found my new place of worship," Shay said mindlessly as she lapped between her aunt's pussy lips, unable to get enough of this exotic, exquisite taste.
"For you my cuntal shrine is open all day and all night," she said as she reached down and pulled her niece's head deeper into her pussy.
For the next few minutes the talking stopped. There was just licking and moaning. Just exploring a pussy and enjoying the pleasure.
As her orgasm rose, Penny ordered, "Suck on my clit now slut, suck it good."
Shay did as ordered, and within seconds, Penny screamed and flooded her niece's face with her own torrent of cum.
Shay lapped up as much of the pussy cum as she could, this full flood tasting even stronger than the prior.
Penny let go of her niece's head as she enjoyed the orgasm... the thrill of yet another conquest... but this the ultimate conquest!
After a minute Penny arose from her niece, pulled her up and kissed her... something she never did to her pets.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "You're a natural, you know."
"I am?" Shay said, in a daze after what she... what they... had just done.
"Oh yes," Penny said. "Soon you're going to be a great pussy pleaser."
"I can see why your girls always come back for more."
"I know," Penny said, as she pushed her niece back down and added, as she moved between her niece's legs, "Let's see if the taste is hereditary."
"Oh yes, auntie, eat me just like that," Shay moaned as her aunt licked her.
"Good news," Penny said, planning on the two of them soon going on the hunt for pets together, "it is!"
"What is?" Shay asked, already enjoying the licking.
"The family taste, you have it too," Penny said as she devoured her niece's pussy.
.....
.....
.....
Epilogue:
Over the next month Shay was regularly ass fucked by Aunt Penny, regularly ate her out, and twice they double teamed a new pet they'd seduced together, which was a massive rush.
Also, Penny finally got some real dick for the first time in a while, during a wild threesome with Shay and her boyfriend for her 36th birthday. She was double penetrated by Tyler and her niece for the climactic finale, after taking a load in her ass, a wild incestuous 69, and a nasty fisting.
The end
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A Fairly Fairy Family Trip
Summary: Family of four takes an 'adult' vacation at a tropical theme resort, and enjoys many experiences none of them (except for Mom) would have ever thought possible.
Note 1: This is a NUDE DAY 2021 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: The basic idea for this story was dreamed up by my long-time editor Tex Beethoven, who has been playing around with illustrations for a little over a year and a half. And since I'm sometimes told many of my stories are similar to each other, I think you'll find that although this one includes a number of unmistakable silkstockingslover themes, it's nevertheless quite a departure from my normal fare. (The opening illustration might give you a clue.)

One late afternoon in early July, Layla Emerson, the pretty mother of teenage twins, called her family together to make an announcement.

"Kids, since you're both eighteen now, and most of the COVID restrictions have mellowed," Layla began to her twins, "I think we're ready to go on an adult family vacation together."
"An adult vacation?" Sabrina, a pretty redhead like her mother asked.
"Yes, I've organized a weeklong trip to a place where you two can legally drink with your father and me, and you can take part in some special fun activities like the adults you now are," Layla said, not mentioning just how adult she'd be allowing... even encouraging them to behave.
"Cool," Hal said cheerfully, since although a trip with the parents might sound boring to most boys his age, to him the chance to hang out with his Dad and twin sister, but especially with his hot Mom (who like many boys he'd love to fuck) was way cool! He asked, "Where are we going?"
"To a beachside resort in Belize," Layla replied.
Walker, the lucky and grateful husband to this beautiful woman asked, this being news to him as well, "Really?"
"Yes," Layla said. "We leave in a week."
"Wait a minute! You can't just spring a weeklong trip on us out of the blue like this; especially because at this late date, I won't even have enough time to organize the time off work!" Walker objected. His wife could be very spontaneous. For instance, she'd sucked his cock in the McDonald's drive-thru just yesterday, and back in the day she'd strolled on his arm down a crowded street in a Mexican beach town with a load of his cum all over her face while beaming at everyone with pride...

...and she was the one who'd initiated all five of their threesomes in the past three years (always with another girl instead of a guy, thankfully). She also loved having sex while the kids were home and might catch them, often leaving the door partly open, to plant some seeds in their heads for those fun activities she'd mentioned for not far down the road. Neither of the parents realized that just a few days ago, the two rascals had snuck up to the top of the stairs to watch. (Author's note: since we shot this scene in a two-story open-plan house, this is the closest we could come to showing them peeking through a partly open doorway. They were, however, crouching at the top of a stairway, each of them wearing (not shown) flannel pajamas.)...

...but this 'adult vacation' idea seemed a little over-the-top wild even for her!
"No worries, I've already arranged those days off for you," she reassured him. Layla was without a doubt the decision maker of the family. She was never heavy-handed about it, and she certainly didn't micromanage... in fact she generally encouraged her husband and kids to do pretty much whatever they pleased, within reason of course... but when she did want something to happen, she got it... and she wasn't afraid to put her foot down if needed... although she almost never needed to. There was a clear hierarchy in their family's structure, and her husband and kids all knew when she was drawing a line they mustn't cross.
"Well that's good news! So may I take it everything is already booked, and all the details already seen to?" Walker asked more cheerfully, loving both his wife's organizational skills and her free spirit. Such as last week, when the moment he'd arrived home from work, Layla and a young-looking college girl named Vanessa pounced on him, and almost immediately he and Vanessa (who was already stripped down and wearing a strap-on) began double teaming his wife to multiple orgasms.



"Of course it is," Layla smiled, "absolutely everything has been taken care of," before deciding this conversation was at an end for now, since the real surprises wouldn't start being revealed until they'd arrived at the resort. "Now everyone go and get dressed for tonight's party."
"Yes Mom," both her children said in unison. The family had a weekly tradition of cosplay parties... sometimes with invited guests, but more times than not it was just the four of them. They literally had over a hundred different costumes they'd already worn on various occasions.
Here's one from a couple weeks ago.

Roleplaying was one Layla's biggest turn-ons, and Walker had fucked her in many of her costumes, like right after their beachcomber party...

...and following their 'Holier Than Thou' party... where she portrayed a bride who's fucked by the opportunistic minister...

...and finally for now, in celebration of the upcoming trip.

Layla also loved to showcase her sexy birthmark... the outline of a butterfly right above her right breast, and her daughter had one too; they'd each had theirs since birth.
Sabrina had asked her Mom many times why they both had the exact same birthmark in the exact same place.... But her mother always just shrugged and told her it was just one of life's mysteries. It had used to bother her, but now she found it sexy, and anyone who noticed it when she wore a bikini or something always thought it was a tattoo, so they too thought it was sexy, which made Sabrina feel badass.

Of course only Layla knew the complete truth, which would be shared with the rest of her family at the resort.
Actually, lots of secrets would be coming out at the resort... and not all of them at once.
.....
The family took a redeye flight so they could arrive at daybreak on July 14th... and only Layla among them realized the significance of that date... Nude Day.
They arrived in Belize City, the capital of Belize, which is a small country on the Yucatán Peninsula, bordering Mexico to the north-northwest, Guatemala to the south-southwest, and its eastern border was its coastline, stretching along the Caribbean Sea. At Layla's insistence they'd all dressed for the trip in sexy, revealing costumes. Or at least Layla and Sabrina did; Walker and Hal had each tried to come up with something suitable, but because men's fashions tend to be so humdrum, they couldn't find much. (Layla didn't give them a hard time about it; she knew within a few hours of their arrival in Belize, all four of them would have no difficulty in looking extremely sexy.)
A van picked them up from the airport, and drove them an hour away to a resort called País de las Hadas (Spanish for Fairyland), which in addition to being located on the coast and having its own very long private beach, was a theme resort that would be catering to some of their family idiosyncrasies in ways that so far nobody but Layla had a clue about. As usual Layla stole the show with her costume, wearing a skimpy bright blue outfit made almost entirely of feathers, and with thong-cut panties that weren't fabric, but appeared to have been forged from solid gold (but probably weren't). But what really set her apart was a huge pair of fake wings strapped to her back, that for the flight she'd had to store in her luggage.
When they stepped into the resort's lobby, they were surprised to find everyone naked -- and even Layla was surprised. The lady on duty behind the front desk was also nude, except for what was kind of a garment, since she was inked with a huge tattoo covering her entire body, front and back except for her lovely Asian face. When asked about everyone's nudity, she explained that today, July 14, was Nude Day, which was being wholeheartedly observed by pretty much everyone at the resort, both the staff and the guests. Although technically the resort's regulation was Clothing Optional, she told them that except for guests who were just arriving, she hadn't noticed anyone wearing much of anything so far today. The Emerson family could remain clothed if they wished, of course, but they'd definitely stand out in the crowd. In fact País de las Hadas was Clothing Optional at all times, with the staff always fully nude, except for the aprons worn by the staff in the kitchens, and minimal clothing required for guests and staff alike in the dining room, but today they were offering all their guests especial encouragement to go naked because of the holiday. She quite specifically said to Layla she sincerely hoped the Emersons would give serious consideration to joining in on the festivities fully, since she'd hate for them to feel left out. Layla immediately took a liking to this charming woman, who'd introduced herself as Yasmin. (Pinning a nametag onto herself would have been totally impractical, for obvious reasons.) She gave Layla the impression that her mission in life was to mother everyone around her, and to do whatever was necessary to keep them healthy and happy. (Which in this case apparently included stripping down for their viewing pleasure. Layla certainly took pleasure in the view, since Yasmin was indeed beautiful.)
"Oh, I'd forgotten that detail about this resort," said Layla aloud, but Sabrina quietly wondered if she really had. Sabrina also noticed this naked staffer was standing near a large picture window, so she and just about everyone else in the lobby were readily visible from a public street. Although the thoroughfare was deserted at present, anybody could easily happen by, possibly even including policemen, although around here presumably John Law (or likely Juan Ley) wouldn't mind any amount of public nudity. Sabrina decided that just like Dorothy Gale, she wasn't in Kansas anymore.
Sabrina was a little, or perhaps a lot, baffled by the costume her Mom had chosen to wear, and the surprising one she'd insisted that she wear... with no bra... which was an almost see-through skimpy halter top on the one hand, but on the other hand, it included sheer thigh high stockings. Ordinarily she loved wearing high stockings, but this country was hot as fuck. She asked, "Why are we wearing such skimpy clothing?'
"Trust me," the mother said, admiring the sight of her daughter's ripe young body in the sexy attire. "It will all make sense very soon."
"What does that even mean?"
"It means I'll explain later. But have I ever steered you wrong, honey?" the mother asked, knowing what was best for her daughter. (And to be clear, not the best given Layla's abilities or lack of them, but the best conceivably possible on any scale imaginable.)
"No, I guess not," Sabrina admitted, her mother acting even more flamboyantly than usual today.
"Like I said, Sabrina," Layla repeated. "It will all make sense very soon."
So there she was, in the lobby of a resort where everyone was starkers except for her family, and things were not making more sense, they were making less of it... although she did understand her own skimpy attire a bit better now... around here she was overdressed compared to everyone else... but why on earth would her mother bring them to a place where everyone was naked except them?! What kind of resort was this?!

Hal too was in compete shock. He'd watched some porn sometimes of course, and seen a couple girls naked, including his mother just a few nights ago while he and his sister spied on her fucking and their talking nasty to each other, which had really turned him on... but the surroundings here contained an entirely different... previously unimaginable... level of nudity!
Walker was also stunned, for even after living his wild married life with his wild wife... this was a whole new level of kink. Instead of his supporting all Layla's sexy whims while they shocked everyone around them, today he was the one being shocked!
An extremely pretty (and of course nude... hurrah!) Asian woman strolling by caught Walker's and Hal's attention, and she gave them a particularly friendly smile, but she didn't pause.

Walker, noticing his son's cartoon-like bulged-out eyes, laughed and advised him jokingly, "Why don't you put your tongue back in your mouth, sport?"
"Where on earth are we?" Hal asked.
"Apparently it's Heaven for you," Walker laughed, patting his son on the back man to man, as they both watched the hot girl walking away for the entire time... nice butt!... until she disappeared from sight.
"What kind of resort is this?" Hal asked.
"I have no idea what your mother has gotten us into," Walker said, now admiring someone else's amazing naked ass.
Once Layla had checked them in, the family headed up to their room, encountering yet more naked people pretty much every step of the way, with nary a scrap of clothing to be seen, except for occasional accessories. And some of the guests were having sex right in the hallway!
It seemed not only was clothing optional at this resort, but so was public sex! At one point they were confronted by a complete roadblock, or actually a hallway-block since that's where they were, with two couples fucking in such close proximity to each other, there was hardly any room for pedestrian traffic!
"Oh my," Sabrina gasped upon seeing the two girls licking each other, something she'd fantasized about doing herself on more than a few occasions. She wasn't a lesbian, nor was she straight. She was intrigued both by cock and pussy... or at least hypothetically she was, since she hadn't had the opportunity to sample either of them yet.
"Holy shit," Hal gasped, his eyes going wide as he saw a guy fucking a girl right in front of him while they were standing, distracting him into almost tripping over two lesbians (or perhaps bisexuals) who were fully engaged in a sixty-nine on the floor.
Walker didn't say anything, he just enjoyed the view, but he wondered what else his wife had in store for them... no way she could have brought them to such a place by accident... she was far too meticulous [A1]in planning events to possibly not know what she was getting them into.
However even Layla was surprised, saying, "I hope all this uninhibited behaviour around us isn't too shocking for my innocent children."
"No worries Mom, it's way cool," Hal enthused, his only worry being unsure where to direct his eyes: at the two hot girls eating each other out, or the other hot girl getting fucked.

"Hey, you sexy thing," the girl being fucked (rather than eaten) grinned at Hal.
"H-h-hi," he stammered as he stumble-footedly followed his family past her.
"He'll be out and about later," Layla informed them graciously as they passed the two couples enjoying their exhibitionistic sex.
"Mom!" Sabrina gasped. "You're pimping out my brother?!"
"What? No, certainly not. But there's no harm in mentioning he'll be around later, because he will be," Layla shrugged as they all kept walking.
They reached their room in only a few more steps, Hal stumbling into his sister and his open hand accidentally landing on her ass, since he was still gazing back at that outgoing girl getting fucked.
"What are you doing?" Sabrina squealed, turning around to confront him.
"Sorry," Hal said, although he wasn't sorry at all, since he'd enjoyed more than a few stroke fantasies about his hot sister. In them, he was often the centerpiece of a threesome with his Mom and her. Yes, he realized he had a fucked up mind, but what could he say... he was eighteen... and a virgin... so of course he was always horny.
Once they arrived in their room, Hal, with his dick doing all his thinking, and wanting to get back out there to see even more naked women having sex, this vacation already way too excellent to be true, suggested casually (yeah, right), "Why don't we get changed so we can hit the pool?"
"I know why you're in a hurry," his mother teased.
"To go for a swim," Hal defended, turning his body away from her and his sister, trying to conceal the embarrassing tent in his pants.
"Gotcha," Layla smiled, looking directly at the tent. They all went to change into their bathing suits, and when they returned, Sabrina asked, "So is this place for all intents and purposes really a naked resort?"
"Yeah, I guess it is," Layla admitted, and Walker could tell by his wife's tone she wasn't surprised... she'd known it all along.
"And we're staying anyway?" Sabrina asked.
Layla said, as she stripped off her bikini top, "What choice do we really have? It's already paid for. Besides, if we're 'stuck' at a nude resort, which I don't consider terribly unacceptable, my thought is to embrace it fully."
"It is?" both Walker and Sabrina asked.
Hal just gasped, since he was suddenly staring at his hot Mom, totally naked except for her pink stockings and bikini bottoms.
"When in Rome..." Layla shrugged, pulling the string of her bikini bottoms and tossing them playfully at her son.
Even Walker was stunned by his wife's sudden brazenness. Sure, at heart she was wild as fuck. Sure, they'd even indulged in the odd incest roleplaying together; but this, as has been said but bears repeating, was an entirely new level even for her!



Layla added, now wearing only stockings (they all knew she always wore stockings, it was who she was, even in the bath sometimes), "You guys are at liberty to embrace Option Prude if you wish, and I won't insist upon your doing anything you don't feel comfortable with, but what I'm comfortable with is showing everyone how gorgeous this mother of grown twins is without any covering up!"
"Okay," Hal said, drooling over his Mom. The only reason he wasn't stripping right down to join her was because it would reveal his massive woodie.
Walker though, was concerned. First because his son looked like he was about to suffer a seizure from staring at his naked mother, but also because he wasn't sure how he felt about everyone at the resort seeing his wife naked, so he asked, "Are you sure about this, Layla?"
"Yes, and you're welcome to strip down too," Layla said, jiggling her entire body a bit. "It's actually quite liberating."
Sabrina, being the quiet one in the family, wasn't saying a word at the moment, but she wondered why her mother was so comfortable with this. Being naked at a public resort? Stripping naked in front of her own children? Sure, she'd been naked when she and Hal had spied on her and Dad making love upstairs (although with the filthy language they'd both had been using, she wasn't sure it could be called that), but this time she knew they both could see her, and she was actually flaunting herself in front of them!
Hal of course, had very different thoughts. His Mom was really fucking hot! He'd always wanted to fuck her, and since he had a one-track mind, he took her carefree attitude as even making that a possibility! Yet he was equally nervous about his mother seeing him naked... or her learning (unmistakably!) the impact she was having on him right now.
"Let's go," Layla said, having just checked a clock for the time. Enough chit chat!

As they all followed her back into the hallway, Layla whispered to her husband, "I'm giving you a hall pass for this entire trip. Have fun, and however you decide to play with anyone willing, go for it. You have my blessings to do absolutely anything! You'll just have to tell me all the juicy details afterwards."
"Are you serious?" Walker asked, dumbfounded. This unprecedented offer was just compounding shock upon even more shock! They'd played with another woman occasionally, but always together... so this offer was completely unprecedented.
Layla added, "The same liberty goes for Hal. He won't feel the same obligation to be faithful to me that you have of course, and I won't mind if he sows a few wild oats, but especially at this resort, you should really go ahead and sow some too. And just for your information, that hot girl who spoke to you in the hallway is called Nessalaeyn."
"You're serious?" he repeated, although this time as less of a question and more of a stunned response.
"Absolutely! She whispered it to me and said she thinks you're really hot! And that guy she was with isn't her boyfriend, he's just one of her lovers. So keep your eyes open! However, Sabrina and I will be finding our own fun, and you men mustn't complain about anything we've done once we see you again and tell you all about it. And in case it matters Walker, I won't 'technically' be unfaithful to you in the next little while. In fact, you might actually enjoy hearing all about it afterwards! But that's all I'm telling you guys for now, so go out and have some fun however you please! This is a very special place," Layla finished.
"Okay, Mom!" Hal agreed eagerly.
"Sabrina," Layla said, grasping her daughter's hand, "you are coming with me."
"I am?" Sabrina asked as her mother led her to the elevator. "Did I do something?"
"No, or at least you didn't do anything bad. It's just time for you to discover who you really are."
"What does that even mean?" Sabrina asked, this previous hour having been so surreal she couldn't process much of anything right now.
"It'll make more sense if I just show you," Layla said, as they entered the elevator and she pressed three, and then when nothing happened except for a question mark appearing on a small screen, she held her palm against a scanner, and then the elevator started moving.
"Okay," Sabrina said cautiously, feeling she might be stepping into some twisted version of Alice in Wonderland. Unbeknownst to her, she wasn't far off.
The elevator opened, and unlike the Lobby on the main floor, which had been full of people, the hallway here was completely deserted, with the walls painted in an abundance of splattered colours... every colour in existence, including some she'd never seen before.
Sabrina continued thinking she might be in some strange version of Wonderland, until they came upon a door displaying an oil painting of a winged fairy pulling on a pair of stockings. The style of the painting was almost photographic, but nevertheless the painting and its frame appeared quite old. Layle pressed her palm against another scanner, and the door opened itself. Curiouser and curiouser, thought Alice, I mean Sabrina.
The room too appeared very old, many decades old perhaps, maybe even centuries. Like a very small but precious space in a castle from years long past, made completely of marble. Still obviously knowing her way around, completely at home even, Layla went straight to a cupboard, retrieved a pair of thigh high stockings and ordered her daughter, "Now strip off that silly bathing suit and replace it with this more appropriate apparel."
"What? But you said earlier that..." Sabrina began to protest, not because of the stockings, she loved wearing stockings, back in high school (she and Hal had graduated this spring) it had been her fashion trademark, which was very rare for teenagers, and even rarer in often sweltering hot Los Angeles... but she never wore them with a bikini, that just didn't make any sense. But her Mom was telling her to remove the bikini, so it was different. Maybe? "You're saying a pair of stockings along with nothing else is more appropriate? More appropriate than what?" she asked.
"Don't argue. Where I come from, wearing stockings only is considered formalwear," Layla interrupted abruptly, which she seldom did, but this was an important occasion.
Sabrina was shocked by her mother's uncharacteristic pushy manner, since she'd always allowed her to make her own decisions about her clothing. Even the nylons they both always wore hadn't ever been forced upon her, her wearing them had just stemmed from a natural transition of her own femininity as she'd gotten older. But of course Sabrina also wanted to be just like her mother. Mom was a woman she idolized, and Sabrina particularly wished she had the self-confidence that she did.
Layla softened her tone, taking note of the surprised look on her daughter's face. She said, "Look, I'm sorry for being so bossy right now, but I need you to ask yourself whether you really mind being naked where people might see you, or do you just think you're supposed to feel that way?"
"Huh?" Sabrina asked.
"You've grown up in a society that arbitrarily dictates right from wrong for you," Layla pointed out. "It's told you over and again it's important to follow a bunch of rules, and that deciding things for yourself, especially things relating to what they call morality, is wrong, and perhaps even dangerous."
"Ummmm," Sabrina pondered, and quickly saw how this was actually true.
"More specifically, old men wearing identical suits to each other's dictate to us what is and isn't morally acceptable," Layla continued.
"I suppose," Sabrina said thoughtfully, pondering her Mom's words.
"No, you don't suppose, my daughter, you know," Layla corrected her, "because of your keen intuition," knowing this frank conversation would push her daughter towards where she wished her to end up. "And the religious leaders are even worse."
"I certainly know that," Sabrina agreed, since one of her own pet peeves for a few years already was how churches often abused their powers. She believed in God, or maybe in Gods, perhaps even goddesses too, she wasn't particularly dogmatic about her cosmology, but she was dead set against the churches' manipulation of people into believing that a book written by some nomads twenty-eight or so centuries ago should be the moral compass for all of society. She'd even written a paper on the topic for her final English paper in high school. (Her teacher had said it was very well written but totally wrong, and he'd given her a C. That was until her Mom had marched down there the very next day and read him the riot act... in front of the entire class... Sabrina was so proud of her... and he'd sheepishly changed the grade to an A.)
"I know that one of the few things you and I agree about from the Bible, is that God created everything, including our bodies. So why would he or she wish us to hide such lovely creations behind manmade clothing?" Layla asked, this thought pretty much irrefutable.
Sabrina considered what she was hearing for a moment and nodded, "Actually, you're right."
"I usually am," Layla smiled, winning the argument like she always did. Even if Sabrina hadn't been arguing, which she hadn't.
"But won't it be weird to see your grown daughter next to naked?" Sabrina asked.
"Honey, your body is just an extension of who you are," Layla said, although secretly she was very much looking forward to seeing her daughter buck naked... even though her bikini already didn't leave much to the imagination.
"I guess," she said, although she still felt a little uncomfortable about getting naked in front of her Mom.
"Now hurry up and get dressed suitably ; we have an appointment that was supposed to start two minutes ago," Layla ordered.
"We do?"
"Hurry up, get that bikini off and those nylons on," Layla ordered, as she changed her own stockings from pink to blue, like she'd been wearing earlier.
"Okay, okay," Sabrina said, getting out of her bikini and putting on the new nylons.
Layla looked her over once she'd changed and said, "Perfect. You know, you really do look like a younger version of me. Except for that bright red bush of course, but it's really cute!"
"I'll take that as a compliment," Sabrina said, surprised to find herself not feeling the least bit uncomfortable being naked, even with her Mom checking out her bod and giving her such a personal compliment.
"You should," Layla smiled, openly admiring her daughter's ripe eighteen-year-old body.
Sabrina laughed.
Layla then raised her voice slightly and said, "You may join us now, Mother."
"Mother?" Sabrina asked, as the same woman she'd seen strolling naked through the lobby materialized. It wasn't that she stepped out of hiding, or came in through the door, or even magically floated in; no, she was just suddenly there. Sarina also noticed, something she hadn't in the lobby, that she had the exact same butterfly birthmark, in exactly the same place, as hers and her mother's.
As Sabrina stared in complete shock and confusion, her mother said, "Sabrina, I'm thrilled to finally introduce to you my mother Hatsumomo ... she's your maternal grandmother. Mom, this is Sabrina, your newly matured granddaughter."
Sabrina continued staring, and she continued being speechless. Compounding confusion with perplexity, her so called 'grandmother' didn't look a day older than she herself did! But come to think of it, she now realized after all these years, neither did her mother. And compounding her confusion with perplexity with bewilderment, the woman... or girl really... was quite obviously Asian, while she and her Mom were unmistakably Caucasian.
Finally Sabrina voiced her thoughts. "But... but she's not even the same race as we are! And there's no way this girl is old enough to be your mother!"
Hatsumomo walked up to her naked granddaughter, and it occurred to Sabrina that her mother must have just gotten her naked except for her 'formalwear' specifically for this grandmother. Hatsumomo said, "I'm delighted finally to meet you, Sabrina. And to address your concerns, yes I appear to be Asian, but that's only because it's how I choose to look at this time. Once you and your mother reach the age of 150 or so, you too will be able to choose not only which race you appear to be, but you'll be able to make quite a few other changes in yourselves as well. And as for my age, I'm 800 years old, give or take. It gets so difficult to keep track after the first couple of hundred years or so."
"800?" Sabrina asked, completely overwhelmed by what she was hearing. That was ridiculous! It was impossible! "But that's way back when Genghis Khan was galloping around on those little Asian horses and conquering everybody!"
"Yes, he we was pretty scary. But it gets even more complex," the grandmother added.
"Than your being 800 hundred years old?" Sabrina asked, flabbergasted.
"Yes," she nodded sympathetically. She knew this Day of the Reveal was always a great shock to an eighteen-year-old; she could still remember her own one eight centuries later. And Sabrina was actually taking it better than most. "You see, Sabrina," she continued, taking both of her granddaughter's hands in hers, "We three women aren't human, even though your father and your brother are."
"What?" Sabrina asked, having heard very clearly what was said, but finding it unbelievable.
"Now I know this is a lot to take in, but now that you're an adult, it's time for us to meet each other for the first time, and for me to reveal some truths to you," Hatsumomo continued.
"That I'm not human," Sabrina said, waiting for a punchline. This was just getting too silly to be anything but a convoluted joke!
"Yes, and that your mother and I are fairies, and since your mother is one, so are you."
"I'm a fairy?!" Sabrina asked, not believing it at all.
"Yes. All fairies are females, and our species is passed down from mother to daughter," the grandmother explained, seeing the disbelief in the girl's eyes.
"Really?" Sabrina asked. She turned to her silent mother, silence not something Layla was known for, and asked her sarcastically, "Then how old are you, mother?"
"112," Layla said casually, recalling her own Day of the Reveal back in the late 1920s, although it wasn't at this resort, but in an illegal speakeasy during the Prohibition era. The resort they were standing in was built in the 1950s during McCarthyism, when in the USA there'd been some suspicions of fairies being real, and of course unamerican communists to boot.
"112?" Sabrina asked, this conversation just getting weirder and weirder.
"Yes, honey. I know this is a lot to take in," Layla said.
"So in a few decades you too will be able to change your appearance?"
"Yes, and I've already been pondering how I might change," Layla said. "At the moment I'm leaning towards being black for a while. In spite of all the grief people give them so unnecessarily, I think they manage to have more fun than anyone! They know who they are, just like I know who I am."
Just when Sabrina thought there was no way this could get any weirder, Hatsumomo said, knowing this next question would really startle the teenager, "Speaking of fun daughter, how many years has it been since we've made love?"
"Made love?" Sabrina gasped. "You mean together?"
"And have you had sex with my granddaughter yet?" Hatsumomo added with a wicked smile, foreshadowing that the threesome scheduled to begin shortly, one she was really looking forward to, would begin sooner rather than later.
Sabrina cried out, not yet processing her grandmother's last question, "But you two so-called fairies are blood relations!" Then it did register, and her eyes went wide. "As am I," she added in a hushed, awed voice, almost a whisper.
"Now Sabrina, I need you to take a few deep breaths and not take that leap you're tempted to make into judging us," Layla cautioned.
"Have you really had sex with your Mom?" Sabrina asked.
"Many times," Layla said quite proudly. "And as you will soon learn, she's a wonderful lover!"
"But..." Sabrina said, this becoming far too much!
But before she could say another word, her mother walked up to her, placed a finger on her lips and said, "So I need to ask you again daughter, is that what you really feel, or just how you think you're supposed to feel?"
"Both," Sabrina murmured after a few moments of thought.
"I mean really think about it," Layla said. "Sex is intimate."
"Or wild fun," Hatsumomo added with a chuckle.
"Well yes, that too," Layla smiled. "Do you love me, Sabrina?"
"Of course Mom, but...."
"Shhhhh, no more buts from you today," Layla interrupted. "And I love you too, completely, without question, and with fierce loyalty. And if two or more people love each other, what better way of demonstrating that love, and perhaps even enhancing it, than with sex?"
"But that's incest," Sabrina pointed out, even though she felt herself getting turned on by this conversation, her virginal pussy tingling.
"That was another 'but', you naughty girl," Layla rebuked her mildly and with a gentle smile before continuing. "And with fairies there's absolutely no stigma against incest," Layla explained. "It's as natural as breathing, and just as essential to our wellbeing and happiness."
"Really?" Sabrina asked, feeling rather overwhelmed by everything she was hearing, and yet finally beginning to give some credence to the idea that this wasn't just an elaborate ruse or a mean trick.
"And we never suffer any harm or any diseases from having sex, since we're magically protected," Layla explained.
"So I can't catch any diseases from sex?"
"Nope," Layla nodded. "Actually you'll never get any diseases at all; you may have noticed you've never been sick a day in your life, even though Hal and your Dad sometimes have been."
"This is all a bit much," Sabrina said. "But I'm beginning to believe you."
"I'm very glad to hear it. May I ask you another question?"
"Sure, why not?" Sabrina agreed, although she was still shaking her head in bewilderment.
"Have you ever fantasized about fucking your brother or your Dad?"
"Mom!" Sabrina gasped, her cheeks going instantly red.
"Your words are saying no, but your delightfully red face is screaming 'yes, absolutely I have'," Hatsumomo inserted herself back into the conversation.
"I mean... well..." Sabrina chuckled awkwardly, and then decided fuck it. "Fine, yes I have; they're both really hot!"
"Agreed," Layla nodded.
"And if I'm coming completely forward, I've fantasized about being with you too, Mommy," Sabrina added, having read lots of incestual erotica, and she'd always found the term 'Mommy' cunt gushingly hot.
"Well if that's the case..." Layla said, and she leaned in and kissed her daughter passionately for a full minute, and her daughter even kissed her back after only a few stunned moments of indecision. Then upon breaking the kiss, she said, "Then now that you and your twin are eighteen, let's get started!"
"Wow," Sabrina said, that kiss sending waves throughout her entire body... along with internal fireworks!
"In a little while Mom and I can double-team Hal, since I haven't done him yet, and meanwhile you can tackle your father, whom I know you and Hal have watched fucking me, you cute little spy."



"That was Hal's idea," Sabrina defended, surprised her mother knew.
"You're not denying peeking ," Layla pointed out.
"It was kind of hot," Sabrina admitted.
"Oh, you're going to start discovering hundreds of varieties of hotness, now that you're at the starting line," Hatsumomo interjected. She then added, bored with talking, and sensing Sabrina was ready to be enticed across that forbidden line, that until now had been barring her from indulging in any taboo kinds of fun, "In fact, we should go and ignite some new familial bonds together once we're finished here!"
"Finished? Finished doing what?" Sabrina asked.
"Finished fucking, of course!" Hatsumomo said, leaning in and kissing her granddaughter with passion equal to her Mom's!
Sabrina melted into this kiss too, even though her head was still spinning with all the shocking revelations she'd just been presented with, capped off by her sharing that passionate kiss with her Mom, and now sharing another toe-curling one with a grandmother she hadn't ever known she had.
As she broke the kiss, Hatsumomo added, "And I know I can speak for your mother when I say we can hardly wait!"
"Wait for what?" Sabrina asked.
Then she watched her grandmother, who looked a lot like a cute nerd from her school named Sally Takahashi, saunter behind her as she instructed, "Layla, it's time for you to sample the fruits of your labour."
"Yes Mommy," Layla said, she too loving that term. She dropped herself in front of her daughter and said with a huge grin, "I've been looking forward to this moment since the day you turned eighteen!"
"Looking forward to what moment?" Sabrina asked, looking down at her mother kneeling directly in front of her, and smiling tentatively back.
"Actions speak louder than words. Now just relax and enjoy this," her grandmother whispered directly into her left ear, as she began caressing her granddaughter's ass and reaching around to cup her right tit.
"W-w-what are you two dooooooing?" Sabrina squealed, as she felt her mother's tongue begin licking her pussy.
"You're so wet, dear," Layla purred, as her obviously experienced tongue parted her daughter's sweet pussy lips.
"Oooooooh my God," Sabrina moaned, as instant pleasure coursed through her the moment her Mom's tongue contacted her pussy.
"No one can pleasure you like a fairy can," her grandmother said, nibbling her ear.
Layla couldn't agree more. Sure, she loved her husband, and she loved getting fucked by him; sure, she loved the sexual encounters they shared with other women; and sure, she was dying to fuck her son for the first time. But nothing compared even remotely to indulging in lesbian frolics with other fairies... it was like stepping into another world, which in essence was exactly what it was.
"I've never had this done to me before," Sabrina mumbled mindlessly, the pleasure she was experiencing overriding any common sense or morality. What her mother's tongue was doing to her pussy was just too intensely pleasurable to object to. And her grandmother's wandering hands were simply heavenly! She just gave in, relaxed, and allowed everything to happen, happy nobody at present was making any demands upon her at all, just lavishing their attentions on her. But she also realized that anything these magical creatures did ask her to do, she'd do in a heartbeat, no matter what it was.
"Like never, never?" Layla asked between licks.
"Never, never ever..." Sabrina moaned dreamily, as she felt her legs floating themselves up into the air and draping themselves over the shoulders of her eagerly licking mother, who didn't pause for an instant... Sabrina's sensations of floating something else brand new, surreal, and also confusing, but not in any troubling way.
"Are you a virgin then?" Hatsumomo asked, a little surprised. In today's world, an eighteen-year-old virgin was rare... unlike in prior centuries, where many women's first sexual experiences were on their wedding nights, or secretly with their servants or friends. Hatsumomo had eaten literally thousands of pussies during her 800 years, and two-thirds of them had never been eaten before. She prided herself on awakening the lesbian sexuality of as many women as possible. It was her gift.
"Hal and I both are virgins," Sabrina admitted, as she felt her body burning with lust.
"Oh my," the grandmother said. "Well then. Today will be even more special than I thought!"
"Life altering even," the Mom promised, pleased that today she was not only introducing her daughter into the fairy world by serving as her first pussy pleaser, but soon she'd be taking her son's virginity... if he didn't first have it taken by some (again literally) fly by night nymph of a fairy... and now she was wishing she hadn't given her men that hall pass instead of just revealing the truth to her family, immediately before taking her son's dick in all three of her holes while his sister and father watched. In spite of his precautions, she'd noticed his hardon, and the unabashed way he'd been staring at her when she'd stripped down; so she knew he would have been all over her at the slightest invitation! But now she could just hope fate or something would lead him to wait for her, since she certainly wasn't going to cut short this first threesome with her daughter and her Mom!
"Oh God," Sabrina said, her pussy experiencing pleasure unlike any she'd ever experienced before. She regularly masturbated of course... a lot... with fingers, brushes, cucumbers, even a wine bottle once... but those orgasms that she'd considered wonderfully intense when they'd happened, she now recalled as totally inconsequential, beginning the moment her mother began eating her pussy and sucking on her clit, while her grandmother simultaneously groped her tits, nibbled her ear, kissed her neck and whispered naughty things into her ear.
"Oh, yes Sabrina, I'll be eating this pussy all the time from now on, and you'll be eating your Mommy regularly too," Layla promised, loving how her daughter tasted, remembering being eighteen herself and how she'd eaten her mother's pussy a few times a day for the next year or so while her mother had returned the favour almost as often.
"Oh Mom, may I? Really?" Sabrina moaned, finding that prospect so wicked, yet something else new she was suddenly very eager to explore. And then she needed to blurt out, "Mommy, I'm about to come! You'd better back off now, 'cause I don't want to get you all messy!"

"No worries, just come all over my face, baby. I'm going to love your getting me all messy!" Layla encouraged softly, and she promptly sucked her daughter's clit between her lips and wiggled it.
"Oh God!" Sabrina moaned loudly, the pleasure inside her continuing to build more intensely, yet she wasn't coming yet, even though she was so excited she certainly should have by now!
Layla slid two fingers inside her sweet daughter's virgin pussy, wanting to taste her sweet nectar, then found her g-spot, since every fairy could find one with ease, and tapped it.
Sabrina, whose orgasm had still been growing, suddenly exploded like a tidal wave hitting the coast, and flooded all over her mother's face. "Yesssss, Mommy!" she screamed.
"Good girl," Hatsumomo purred. "That's right, come all over your mother's face."
"Yes, grandmother," Sabrina agreed weakly, feeling as if she'd found heaven... her pleasure all-consuming... like a billion tiny fires all combusting inside her at once.
"You have a delicious cunt, honey," Layla said as she lapped up her daughter's cum extremely eagerly, since it tasted like a blend of every sweet tropical fruit combined into one. Eating pussy had always turned her on... having become addicted to it while her mother trained her in the art of cunnilingus during that wonderful first year. She recalled eating pussy to provide stress relief for the Army nurses in World War II, being part of a secret lesbian actress society during the male-dominated McCarthyism of the early 1950s, leading the charge in the hippy movement of the 1960s when she'd taken part in massive orgies where she ate every pussy she could and fucked or sucked just as many dicks, and the 1980s when she was a dancer for Madonna, although she did lots more for the superstar and her cast than just dance. Alas, at least for that crazy lifestyle, since she did love her family now, eventually she met Walker, fell in love, and gave up most of that wildness cold turkey... other than sharing the odd threesome with Walker, and unbeknownst to him a secret relationship with a plump neighbour, and of course those sly encounters on far too seldom occasions with her mother.
"I feel so weak now," Sabrina said listlessly, since her arms and legs had gone limp like jello.
"Let's show this sweet young vixen some of her duties now," Hatsumomo suggested, and while continuing to embrace her, she helped to lower her granddaughter to the marble floor.
"Who's first? Yours or mine?" Layla asked
"Mine of course, daughter," Hatsumomo said teasingly, straddling her dazed granddaughter, who was still coming.
Sabrina was still feeling the intensity of her orgasm, her head light, her body on fire, as she watched her grandmother's pussy lowering down to her face.
"Get licking, my sweet granddaughter; this is something I'll expect from you at least once every time we encounter each other," Hatsumomo said.
"I'd love to, but I've never done it before; what exactly should I do?" Sabrina worried, although she'd fantasized eating pussy many times.
"You were born with fairy instincts, so just do what comes naturally," her grandmother said reassuringly.
"Okay, I'll try," the granddaughter agreed, in the past several minutes having gladly crossed all lines of propriety. She was now sold on this delightful incest stuff! Sabrina extended her tongue and made an exploratory lick between the lips of the shiny pussy.
"There you go," Hatsumomo moaned. "And just keep doing that. Lick your Nana's pussy!"
"It tastes so good," Sabrina said, having read many very differing descriptions online about how a pussy tasted... although none had come remotely close to describing this one adequately. She tasted like a blend of strawberries, blueberries and cherries.
"I know honey, a fairy's pussy always tastes like a mixture of different fruits. Each of us is different, yet we're all subtly similar," she explained.
"You taste like a fruit smoothy tap dancing on my tongue," Sabrina said as she began lapping hungrily at her grandmother's pussy. She'd never tasted anything so good... or so satisfying... and she couldn't get enough of it!
"Oh Layla, she's already eating my pussy like the natural she is," Hatsumomo moaned, gazing lovingly up at her daughter.
"Like grandmother, like mother, like granddaughter," Layla adlibbed, as she lowered herself onto her knees to taste her daughter's pussy again... she could never get enough of pussy, and now that her daughter's was no longer off limits, she'd be able to indulge herself every day.
"So true," the grandmother laughed, her entire family great pussy munchers.
Sabrina licked, explored, and only wished she could be lying on her stomach, so she could dive in instead of licking upwards, as she felt her legs being parted and her Mom's tongue back on her pussy. So on second thought, she was positioned perfectly!
"Oh yes Princess, lick your Nana's pussy," Hatsumomo moaned, her orgasm rising.
"Eat your Nana's pussy good, sweetheart," Layla encouraged her while watching the action from behind as she slowly licked her daughter. Sabrina noticed the lapse in grammar and decided it sounded sexier that way.
"I want to taste your cum, obaachan," Sabrina said as she lapped the pussy hungrily.
"Then don't stop what you're doing and you'll taste it very soon, magomusume," Hatsumomo moaned. "And where did you learn Japanese?"
"She has some Japanese American friends who speak it at home, and she's been pestering them to teach her new words and phrases every chance she gets for a couple of years. I don't think she's realized until meeting you today why she's so fascinated with the language." Layla explained. "But back to what's important right now: you're going to be eating a lot of pussy from now on, my daughter."
Sabrina was so focused on eating this pussy and tapping her grandmother's cum that she didn't respond, but she was excited to hear her Mom's final words. One lick of one pussy, and she'd known she'd be addicted for life!

"Oh yes, oh yes, get ready for it my child, here comes my cum," Hatsumomo declared, reaching down to grab her granddaughter's head and pull it deep into her wetness.
Sabrina kept licking just like her obaachan had told her to and sure enough, was finding that eating a pussy was as natural as walking, until she was rewarded with excessive wetness... a cum shower....
"Lick up all my cum, magomusume!!" Hatsumomo screamed as she flooded her granddaughter's face with her cum.
Sabrina was doing just that, since the taste of this no longer remotely forbidden fruit was a million times more intense when it was cum and not just wetness... she literally felt fruitlike fireworks exploding on her tongue.
Once her orgasm was over, Hatsumomo got off of her granddaughter and Layla immediately asked, "Would you like to eat Mommy too, Sabrina darling?"
"Oh, yes please Mommy," Sabrina replied eagerly, sitting up from lying on her back. "But this time I want to crawl between your legs."
"Mmmmm, then crawl right on over here," Layla invited as she spun around, rolled onto her back and spread her legs.
"Yes, go and eat your mother's pussy for the first time," Hatsumomo urged, as she fondly watched her granddaughter crawling between her daughter's legs.
"I certainly will, you yummy Nana," Sabrina said, as she bent down and began licking her mother.
"Oh yes, baby girl," Layla crooned as she watched her daughter's head arrive between her legs and begin licking... a visual and sensational combo she'd been looking forward to experiencing for a while.
"Mmmmmm Mommy, you taste really good too," Sabrina exclaimed, her Mom's taste similar to her Nana's, but hers had a definite raspberry tang to it... which was Sabrina's favourite fruit.
"This is the hottest thing I've ever seen," the proud grandmother said, even though she'd taken part in many hot moments in her long history, and had eaten many amazing pussies throughout the centuries: Jane Austen (whose Pride and Prejudice was a façade to camouflage her secretly being in love with a woman twice her age), Queen Elizabeth (back then nobody called her 'the First'), who'd gotten her pussy eaten almost every waking hour of every day of her post-puberty life, Catherine the Great (a large woman who squirted like nobody she'd ever met before or since), Amelia Earhart (an adventurous woman who particularly liked her pussy eaten while she was up in the air, a favour Hatsumomo had granted without needing an airplane; she was a blonde Englishwoman back then calling herself Shirley Whiting), Hecate (an extremely demanding goddess she'd served only for several months before sneaking away one noontime... this was a nocturnal goddess after all) and most recently Taylor Swift (who loved having her pussy eaten before a concert, during breaks and after the show)... not to mention many more famous, infamous and not so famous women.
"I could eat this pussy all day, Mommy," Sabrina said, finding this position a lot more comfortable for eating pussy, and it also allowed her more control over her actions. She probed her mother's pussy, exploring its every crevice.
"Oh, you'll be dining from this box for breakfast, lunch and dinner," Layla promised, as she lovingly watched her daughter licking her.
"Yummy!" replied Sabrina gleefully.
The grandmother joined her two blood relations, drifting her hands over her daughter's tits.
Sabrina wiggled her tongue between her Mom's pussy lips, she traced them with it, and once her mother's moans got louder, she attacked the clit.
"Oh yes, eat Mommy, eat her cunt, suck on her clit, Mommy wants to come all over her cunt-licking daughter's face," Layla cried out nastily, her tongue always getting wicked whenever she was close to orgasms, a trait Walker often praised her for.
Hearing her Mom talk so nasty enhanced her excitement as she devoured her Mother, determined to get her off.
Hatsumomo moved to her granddaughter's pussy and slid a finger inside. as she watched her granddaughter eating her daughter's pussy.
"Oh yes, Nana," Sabrina moaned, feeling the finger's presence.
"Focus on my cunt," Layla reminded her, reaching for her daughter's head to pull her face snugly into her wetness.
"Yes Mommy," Sabrina obeyed, suddenly with a face full of pussy.
"Oh yes, you're quite the hungry pussy licker," Hatsumomo encouraged her, as she lay down on her side, and she too dove into a pussy... Sabrina's being the one available of course... and sure enough, just like any fairy's pussy, it was delicious... very like a blend of peaches and nectarines.

"Oh yes honey, eat my cunt, eat it, suck it, become my Mommy's girl, my Mommy's pet," Layla declared as she was about to erupt.
Sabrina obliged by sucking on her Mom's clit, wiggling her head and making her Mom come.
"Yesssssssssssss!" Layla screamed as she came.
Sabrina slurped up as much of her mother's come as she could, savouring her delicious berrylike cum.
"Oh fuck," Layla said as she collapsed onto the marble floor, her body quaking with the euphoria of her very first orgasm from her daughter's inexperienced, but naturally talented tongue.
"Mommy, you have a real potty mouth," Sabrina observed.
"Oh dear, do you mind?" Layla asked. "I do get quite animated sometimes."
"Fuck no!" Sabrina giggled, her merriment quickly joined by the other two fairies... as she recalled hearing her Mom begging to get fucked harder on more than one occasion, among other nasty things she'd said.
"Well, I hate to end this ground-breaking encounter, but we should go check on my grandson," Hatsumomo said, standing up.
"We probably should," Layla agreed, still in the rapture of her orgasm. "I certainly hope he's still a virgin. I want that cherry!"
Sabrina continued licking up as much cum as she could find, until Layla stood up and said, "Welcome to the magical world of fairy sex."
"It's been so surreal," Sabrina said.
"And it's just beginning, "Layla said, helping her daughter to her feet.
"I just thought of something. Can I fly?" Sabrina asked... since fairies could fly, couldn't they?
"The answer is both yes and no, but we can chat about that later," Hatsumomo said. "First we need to go find your Dad and your brother."
"Mommy, are you really going to fuck Hal today?" Sabrina asked, still a little overwhelmed by everything, although she didn't mind that she could still taste her mother on her lips.
"And you're going to fuck your Daddy," Layla added. "I highly recommend him as an excellent first fuck for you."
"All this is still a little too much," Sabrina said, shaking her head.
"But you want to, don't you?" Layla asked, as they headed out of the resort's secret Fairy Sex room... completely naked except for their formal nylon-wear... of course.



"Actually? I don't really know," she answered, now that they were about to venture out of this room, feeling a little insecure and vulnerable in her nudity. She had mixed feelings about the question. On the one hand it was wrong and everybody said so... just because he was her Dad, end of story, and no, we can't talk about it. On the other hand she'd always found him sexy, and she'd enjoyed some secret fantasies about him, which she always felt guilty about after she came. On yet another hand, she'd just thoroughly enjoyed having sex with her Mom, and with the grandmother she hadn't known existed, so the lines of morality had certainly been crossed.
"Again, not what society has required you to believe for all these years, but instead what you really feel. What you really want. And as a fairy, you can almost always get whatever you want," Layla said as they approached the elevator.
"My inner leaning is still towards that first alternative," Sabrina admitted. "Society can't be all bad."
"With us there's no moral code, just living in the moment," Hatsumomo clarified as they stepped into the elevator.
Sabrina was relieved it was empty, but she didn't say so. Instead she asked, "Like walking around naked?" Sabrina asked.
"Exactly," Hatsumomo nodded. "And trust me, you have an amazing body for walking around naked in."
Layla added, "Yes, you're really about to turn some heads, honey."
"I think I'm about to find it really weird," Sabrina said, as the elevator carried them down to the lobby, no doubt to encounter at least a few strangers... or perhaps lots of them! She suppressed a nervous shudder.
"Sometimes it takes a little time to allow yourself just to let go and allow your true self to take charge," Hatsumomo said.
"What if being a nervous wreck about being naked around people is my true self?" Sabrina worried, her hands instinctively going up to cover her breasts.
"Oh trust me," the grandmother smiled. "The sexual awakening you've just experienced with us is just the beginning."
"You're going to discover your true abundant sexual being," Layla added, as the elevator stopped and the doors opened.
"Now step forth and strut your stuff, my sexy Princess," Hatsumomo ordered cheerfully.
"Okay," Sabrina said, as she figured 'When in Rome', as her Mom had said earlier, and she walked into the lobby behind her grandmother trying to act casual, and to resist hiding any body parts behind her hands, as if she wasn't naked except for thigh high stockings, which didn't hide anything of course.
"Who's this?" a woman asked from out of the blue.
"This lovely lass is my granddaughter Sabrina," Hatsumomo said, beaming. "She's just turned eighteen, and a couple minutes ago she ate my pussy for the first time."
Sabrina gasped at her grandmother revealing such a private event... bragging about it even!
"Lucky girl," the woman smiled. She was elegantly dressed in some heart-themed earrings and a matching necklace, and her short turquoise hair was stylishly cut. And yes, that was all. But her most outstanding feature was her tits. They were easily the most gigantic ones Sabrina had ever seen!
"Oh, to be eighteen and just discovering her sexuality and powers," Hatsumomo sighed.
"That was over a thousand years ago for me," the woman said, looking Sabrina over up and down. "I expect some quality time with your granddaughter at some point."
"Of course you may, Fiona. She'll need all the pussy licking experience she can get for the next year or so," Hatsumomo said. "Although even her first time she displayed considerable natural talent.'
"I'm sure it's be hereditary," the woman smiled, knowing the girl was staring at her tits. Everyone stared at her tits. They'd been her 150th birthday present to herself, having been disappointingly flat for her first century and a half.
"I imagine so," Hatsumomo said. "But we need to get going, we have some men waiting for us... first to astonish, and then to initiate."
"Delicious," the woman smiled.
"That's definitely the plan," Hatsumomo agreed.
"I'll see you soon, sweet thing," the woman said to a stunned, red-faced Sabrina.
"Yes, ma'am," Sabrina replied politely, while she couldn't help wondering how tits that majestic could possibly avoid sagging.
"Don't worry pretty girl, you can suck on my titties if you want," the woman said, proffering her a huge one.
Sabrina realized with a start she really did want to do that, so she repeated "Yes ma'am," then opened her mouth and sucked the huge tit and hard nipple into it.

"You shameless temptress," Hatsumomo objected mildly, "we've really got to go."
"I couldn't not let her have a taste," the woman said as Sabrina sucked on the tit like a baby nursing for milk. Little did the naïve girl know that fairies have the ability to squirt delicious treats out of their breasts (or nasty-tasting ones if they choose, although few ever did) once they were at least 300 years old. And since her dear old friend (very literally) Hatsumomo was in a hurry, she immediately squirted a treat into Sabrina's mouth.
Sabrina, startled, immediately backed off, swallowing before saying, "That was tasty; but what on earth was it? And it was cold! How do you manage to get cold out of a warm breast?"
"With magic, of course. White wine is supposed to be served chilled. I gave you a swallow of Chardonnay La Crema 2007, which was reportedly their very best vintage year," Fiona said smugly. "And next time you may request something else you'd like."
"Yeah, yeah, you show off," the grandmother said with a chuckle as she waved her friend away.
"Later, sexy," the woman who could be the poster girl for buxom said, wandering off as Sabrina stood there in a captivated and embarrassed daze.
"You can play with Fiona some more later," Hatsumomo said. "But first you've got some more family fun to enjoy."
"I can't believe I just did that," Sabrina said, wondering if she should go and hide someplace. But looking around the lobby, she didn't see anyone paying any attention to her. Except for the lady with her body completely covered with that single tattoo who'd checked them in, who gave her a cheery smile and a friendly wave.
"It happens all the time; they're impossible to resist," Layla said. "The last time I sucked them, she gave me a shot of tequila. The time before, it was coconut milk."
"They're magical," Hatsumomo added offhandedly, as they resumed walking through the lobby.
Sabrina looked back to see the woman was gone, so she just shook her head and hurried to catch up with her mother and grandmother, so intoxicated by the huge tit she'd just sucked and drank from, for a little while she forgot she was naked.
Layla, using her mating bond, another fairy gift, she magically knew where her husband was at all times although he couldn't do the same with her, walked directly to where her husband and son were chatting with a gorgeous naked black girl who had teal-coloured hair styled in an Afro. Walker and Hal were in a rustic open-air tavern right on the beach, that had a roof consisting of a large wooden, very weathered, upside down whaling boat.
As the three women arrived, it was obvious Hal was staring at the black girl's tits, and so was Walker.

"Are you flirting with that girl, Walker?" Layla demanded, her tone cold and dripping with jealousy.
"W-w-what?" he stammered as he looked up to see his wife, his daughter and another woman, all naked except for stockings, and all staring at him. Of course the father couldn't help staring at his daughter thus displayed... his hard cock uncontrollably flexing in his swim shorts.
"You heard me," Layla demanded. "Were you hoping to fuck her?"
"I was just... you said I... I could... hall pass..." Walker stammered, trying to find some intelligible words, but a couple of things were stopping him. His naked daughter with a bright red bush that seemed to be calling out 'Stare at me, Daddy!'... The very hot Asian girl he and Hal had encountered earlier in the lobby... still as naked as before. And even though his wife Layla had told him quite clearly he could do whatever he wanted with whomever he pleased, she appeared extremely pissed with him for just chatting with a naked woman.
"And you Hal, are you staring at your mother's naked body?" Layla accused.
"N-n-no, Mom," Hal stammered, which was partly true... his head was swiveling back and forth among all four women... his hot sister... the hot Asian stranger... the hot black girl who was both naked and very friendly... and his hot Mom.
"And why aren't you?" Layla asked, abruptly looking and acting delightfully playful! She laughed merrily at the appalled looks on the men's faces and chortled, "Gotcha!"
Hatsumomo walked up to a dazed Walker and said warmly, "Hi Walker, we haven't had the pleasure of meeting before. I'm your mother-in-law, Hatsumomo."
"Y-y-you are?" Walker stammered, that not being remotely possible; she didn't look a day older than his daughter... plus, she was Asian.
"Jasmine, were you about to take my grandson's virginity?" Hatsumomo asked the black girl.
"I was certainly considering it, Hatsu," Jasmine smiled.
"Y-y-you were?" Hal blurted out, his eyes unable to focus on anything for longer than a moment with these four hot women, all of them naked, around him.
"Layla, what on earth is going on?" Walker asked, completely baffled by everything.
"It's time for some truths to be revealed," Layla said. "For a start, this wonderful woman is telling you the truth; she's my mother, Hatsumomo."
"But how?" Walker asked, examining the Asian woman more closely, and noticing the same butterfly birthmark his wife and daughter had. And for that matter, so did Jasmine.
"Magic," Hatsumomo answered.
"She's a fairy," Layla added.
"She's a fairy?" Walker said, as his son's head kept swiveling round and round to each of the four naked hotties, trying to capture the visuals and burn them into his brain... this was too excellent to be true!
"Yes, and I'm also a fairy," Layla said.
"You're a fairy?" Walker asked, completely bewildered, strange compounding strange.
"And so am I," Sabrina added, wanting to take part in the conversation.
"You are?" Walker asked, unable to keep up with these revelations that literally made no sense. Come on, fairies aren't even real! 'Pull the other one, it's got bells on,' as the English say."
"Honey," Layla said. "I know it's a lot to take in, and I'm sorry for keeping this a secret from you for so long, but now that our kids are eighteen, I'm allowed to tell you what I really am."
"Am I a fairy too?" Hal asked, hoping he wasn't. For a girl it was kind of hot, but for a guy it would label you gay in a hundred different connotations.
"Only girls can be fairies, honey," Layla said, following her bare boobs over to him. At least that was Hal's take son it.
"Oh, good," he said.
"But now you start getting to enjoy all the perks of having a mother and sister who are fairies," she said, ruffling his hair affectionately. And now her naked boobs were about six inches away from his goggle eyes!
"And a fairy grandmother," Hatsumomo added. "I'm sorry that doesn't have the same ring as 'fairy godmother', but it is what it is."
"But how can you possibly be his grandmother?" Walker asked.
"The usual way; I carried his Mom for nine months and gave birth to her," she shrugged.
"Actually, it's more complicated than that," Layla said. "My girlish-looking Mom is actually over 800 hundred years old."
"Just barely over," Hatsumomo clarified.
"And I'm 112," Layla added.
"You're 112?" Walker asked, thinking he was on the weirdest episode of Pranks ever. He actually looked around for the cameras.
"Yes, and once we reach 150, we can start changing our looks however and whenever we want," Layla explained.
"This is too much," Walker said, just as Hatsumomo spun around, and suddenly there was a blonde naked beauty standing right where she'd just been.
"This was my look during the 1930s, when everyone knew me as Shirley Whiting," Hatsumomo explained, unmistakably in her own voice and with her slight Japanese accent. She pointed a couple of fingers at her head to direct everyone's attention to her other look, as if it weren't patently obvious.
Walker and Hal stared in complete awe. The tits were the same size, her body the same shape, she was wearing the same stockings, but her hair, face and overall body complexion had all transformed drastically.

"I was told blondes had more fun, so I tried it for a few decades," Hatsumomo explained, "but I discovered it's not the hair colour that decides your fun level, but who you are as a person. How you live your life."
"Also, we never age beyond whatever point we decide to stop doing so," Layla added. "I stopped when I was 21."
"That would explain why you never seem to get any older," Walker said, while he watched his mother-in-law morph back into her Asian redhead form.
"Yep," Layla nodded.
"So I can choose when I want to stop aging too?" Sabrina asked.
"Yep," Layla nodded. "It's one of the perks of being a fairy. There's a small ritual for doing it that I can teach you whenever you like."
Looking at Jasmine's butterfly, in the same place as his daughter, wife and mother-in-law's, Walker asked, "And the butterflies?"
"Identical birthmarks on all fairies," Hatsumomo answered succinctly.
Sabrina asked, recalling the lady at the front desk, "What about the tattooed woman in the lobby? She didn't have one."
Hatsumomo explained, "Yasmin isn't a fairy, but she's very comfortable around us because of our long and close association with País de las Hadas, and she's a delightful fuck."
While the two guys and Sabrina gawped at her words, she shrugged and added, "You know, body transforming always gets me antsy and horny. Jasmine honey, would you be a dear and come eat my pussy?"
"Mmmmmm, for the thousandth time... literally... I'd love to," Jasmine purred, having remained silent while enjoying the men's reactions to all the revelations. The black beauty immediately pranced over to the Asian beauty, dropped to her knees and unceremoniously began licking.
"Holy shit!" Hal gasped.

"Hal, language!" Layla scolded.
"Sorry Mom," he said, helplessly staring at the lesbian exhibition happening right in front of him.
"Is it hot watching your sexy new friend eating your grandmother's cunt?" Layla asked wickedly. "Is it making you hard?"
"Layla?" Walker gasped.
"Okay dear, I'll withdraw the question, if you think it's too scandalous; besides, in a moment we'll all see for ourselves whether he is." She paused for a beat before continuing, "Guys, it's time to get those swimsuits off, we're all going to have some fun together," bulldozing her way right across her husband's sputtering.
"B-b-b-but you said..." Walker managed before being cut off by his wife.
"That was then, this is now, so get them off," she insisted, waving him off.
"B-b-but I really think that..." Hal tried to add, and then he just couldn't find the words... he was rock hard, and embarrassed to be seen that way.
Hatsumomo said, with her pussy still being licked, "Layla, I'm pretty sure that with all these lovely naked women around, not to mention their hot Mom, daughter, sister, grandmother and mother-in-law, whichever relationship they have with us, your men must have a couple of distinctly hard erections, and they're terribly embarrassed about them. Am I right, you silly guys?"
"Don't anyone forget my red hot ass is still within view for perving on," Jasmine added between licks.
"That's right, Jasmine must have already gotten these two guys rock hard before we even arrived," Hatsumomo added.
The men replied only with silent, embarrassed nods.
"Then I for one, want to see them," interjected Jasmine, twisting her torso around from her pussy snack. "Because the harder these guys are, the more enthusiastically they're complimenting us!"
"She's right, boys; showing a fairy your hard cock, especially if it's naked, is always considered a gesture of respect and gratitude," Hatsumomo explained.
"And girl..." Jasmine addressed Sabrina, "...you're Sabrina, right? I've really been looking forward to meeting you, you hot young thang... wouldn't you like to check out these nice hard cocks with the rest of us?"
"Remember to answer frankly dear, and not the way you think you're supposed to," Layla reminded her.
"You want frank?" Sabrina asked, not sure where such brazenness was coming from, except she too was very fucking horny again, "Then yes please. Whip it out, Dad! I want to see your big, hard cock. You too, Hal!"
"Sabrina!" Walker gasped.
Hatsumomo made an arcane gesture, and both men's swim trunks disappeared in puffs of sparkly white smoke, and so right out in the open for all to marvel at were their unveiled erections... and huge erections; the playful fairy had enhanced each of the guys' cocks with a few extra inches of steel.
Walker gasped, and for an instant he'd reached down to cover his cock, but then he stopped and just stared at his new tool instead, blurting out, "Holy shit! My cock is huge!"
"Mine too!" Hal added, admiring his new and vastly improved cock almost double its former size. He glanced over at his Dad's and added, "Except mine's even bigger than yours, Dad!"
"And they'll remain that way from now on," said Hatsumomo with a naughty smile, "consider it a belated wedding gift to Layla and Walker, and an eighteenth birthday present for you, Hal."
"Best present ever," Hal said, happily stroking his huge cock right there in front of his mother and everyone else.
"Mom, why didn't you give that extra leg to Walker years ago?" Layla asked, admiring her husband's newly very impressive member.
"Wow, those really are huge cocks!" Sabrina said, admiring her Dad's and brother's enhanced cocks... although she'd never seen them before the magical upgrade. (Editor's note: Yes, I know what you're thinking, but Walker's tool had found a place to hide deep inside his wife that time she and her brother had come spying.)
"Well now that we've seen these impressive phalluses, I think it's time we put them to work," said Hatsumomo.
"Yeah, are you two stallions ready for some fucking?" Layla asked bluntly, looking pointedly at her son.
Hal's eyes went wide as he watched his Mom drop to her knees before him.
"Now that you've had some time to think about it, what do you say Sabrina, would you like to fuck your Dad?" asked Hatsumomo. "I'll be happy to pitch in to spice up the experience for you. And like your Mom keeps telling you, we need an honest answer."
"Honestly, by now I'm sold on the idea. Thanks for your patience, Nana," Sabrina said firmly, staring lustfully at her Dad's huge cock.
"Layla? Sabrina?" Walker said helplessly, inflecting with a questioning lilt, but unable to think of what to ask. He looked, bewildered, to his wife on her knees in front of their son, and then to his daughter stalking towards him with her own look of mischievous lust... the exact same look his wife had given him many times just before they did something particularly wild together.



"What do you say Daddy, am I hot enough to have sex with?" Sabrina asked as she dropped to her knees in front of him.
"Well I'm really not sure that would be even remotely appropria..." Walker mumbled, his cock raging, and yet knowing this was wrong.
"Oh, you don't have to worry , Daddy," Sabrina interrupted him reassuringly. "Mommy already let me eat her cunt, so it's all good," as if her having sex with her mother made everything hunky dory. She then reached up and took his cock in her hand. "Oooooh! It's so hard!"
"Ohhhhhhhh, God," Walker moaned, stunned by all that was happening to him and around him, feeling completely helpless to put a stop to any of it. Sure, Layla and he roleplayed having incest on occasion, where she pretended to be his daughter; and he'd admired his daughter's body many times, especially when she was wearing a bikini; but fantasy and reality were two very different things. So now his daughter's very real hand on his cock... with no artifice at all about her identity... and her stunning revelation that earlier this morning she'd gone down on his wife, just added to the surreal nature of this situation.
"And then I returned the favour," Layla added, as she began stroking her son's cock. "And I just have to say that our daughter's nether region is delicious!"
"I can't believe all this," Walker said.
"You sure sounded like you wanted to fuck me that time Hal and I saw you banging Mommy and saying things as if she were me," Sabrina added, as she rolled her saliva-slick finger around his cock head.
"Y-y-you heard that?! T-t-that was just roleplaying," he stammered, knowing it was a pitifully weak defence, since incest was still wrong, wrong, wrong!
Layla, deciding it was time to put a stop to all this dithering and get to the action, spoke up saying, "Honey, you don't even get a vote about this, or at least your brain doesn't. That rock-hard monster you're sporting is proof positive that you're turned on by our daughter. Isn't she hot?"
"Yes, she's very hot," Walker admitted timidly, looking down at her lovely face and loving what her hand was doing to him. "But this is wrong!"
"Does it feel wrong?" Hatsumomo asked, her pussy again being licked by Jasmine. "Or does it feel really good?"
"Oh, it feels good all right," he groaned, as his daughter progressed to taking his cock in her mouth. And her Daddy's was her very first one!
"Hey daughter, you started without me." Layla objected playfully, as she turned to her son's cock and took his in her mouth. And her mouth was his cock's very first one, which doesn't have quite the same ring to it, but still.
"Oh, yes Mom," Hal groaned, in awe that his favourite fantasy was actually happening. It seemed impossible to be true... but here she was on her knees, sucking his massive new cock.
Meanwhile, the two senior fairies present were showing off their advanced abilities quite acrobatically. Jasmine was sitting on the floor, and Hatsumomo's back was draped against her torso, with the Asian fairy's pussy sticking up in the air where Jasmine was dining on it.

"You see Walker, incest isn't even a thing in the fairy world," Hatsumomo lectured from her upside down position. "I realize most humans consider it sinful, but we fairies know it's the ultimate demonstration of love between two or more family members. So when I watch your loving daughter sucking your cock like she's doing right now, my heart simply melts!""
"Reeeeally?" he asked as his daughter slowly bobbed on his cock.
"Oh, yes Mom, suck my enormous new cock," Hal said, watching his Mom bobbing on his dick, and thus giving him his first ever blow job.
"Just give in and let go of your human scruples, Walker; you were very fortunate to marry a fairy," Hatsumomo advised. "So take full advantage of your good fortune."
"Yes, Daddy, " Sabrina cast her vote, as she briefly took her Daddy's dick out of her mouth, feeling empowerment coursing through her, her sexy fairy side coming to the forefront, "Please take advantage of me. I want to suck your cock and swallow your cum, and then I want you to take my virginity! So don't you dare refuse me, because that would be really mean of you!"
"And I want to take your virginity," Layla added to her son.
"Oh fuck, I've died and gone to Heaven," son and Dad quoted the old saw together, as they both gazed down at the women on their knees while their two cock-hungry fairies resumed sucking their enormous new cocks.
"By the way, boys," Hatsumomo spoke up again, "I've also given you the gift of unlimited cum shots, so whenever you're in the mood, you can just come and come and come!"
"Mmmmmmm," Layla said, as she devoured her son's cock, eager to swallow his very first, hopefully of many, interactive load.
Sabrina sucked rapidly too... for the second time this morning she was proving surprisingly good at something she'd never even done before! She'd assumed she'd gag with such an enormous cock in her mouth, yet without difficulty she could swallow the entirety of the massive cock right down. She wondered whether she'd do as well with Hal's even longer one once she tackled it.
Hatsumomo must have been reading her mind. "Sabrina, unlike humans, you don't have a gag reflex," she explained. "All fairies can deep throat any cocks, regardless of their size."
Jasmine added proudly between licks, "We're also able to take massive dicks in our pussies without any difficulty. We can take all sizes in our asses too, but only after some training."
Layla added ominously, "And your anal training begins tomorrow, Sabrina. But no worries, you'll find the wait is well worth it."
"Well, that goes without saying," Hatsumomo said, while she enjoyed the eager licking of her favourite black beauty. Maybe she should try being black too. She had been considering experimenting with being a Latina... but who knew?... what she did know was she'd feel like making some kind of change fairly soon.
"Oh, fuck Mom, I'm already about to come," Hal warned after only a minute or two of getting blown. "So if you want to get out of the way, you'd better do it soon."
Layla responded only by bobbing faster, and she intended to continue until she tasted and felt her son's warm load explode into her mouth.
A few more bobs and Hal grunted, "Okay, here gooooooeesssss!!" as he filled his Mom's mouth with his load.
Sabrina said wickedly upon hearing her brother come, and surmising its destination, "You've got to come in my mouth too Daddy, just like Mommy did for me earlier."
"Oh fuck, do you really want my come in your mouth?" Walker asked, her plea sounding too good to be true, since he was so horny, his dick was doing all the thinking for him.
"Yes please Daddy, I want you to come in my mouth and show me what a daughter slut I'm going to be for you from now on," Sabrina said, looking up at her father and appearing so incredibly sweet and innocent, even with his Long John all the way down her throat.
"Then I'll fucking give it to you," Walker said, as he grabbed each side of her head and began deep throating her throat like crazy!
"There you go Walker, fuck your daughter's face," Hatsumomo cheered him on, "can you see how much she loves it?" She always loved to see a human male finally giving into temptation and releasing the raw desire only a fairy could instill in him.
"You're gonna get fucked too, you know," Walker replied, now filled with a masculine rush of adrenaline, while he face fucked his daughter with his new huge dick, while somehow she was taking it all.
"Is that supposed to intimidate me? You'd better fuck me, stud," Hatsumomo shot back. "I didn't give you guys those horse cocks only so you could start fucking your daughter, and so Hal could start fucking his Mom and his sister."
"Oh fuck," he grunted as he filled his daughter's mouth with a huge load.
Once he was done, he pulled out and returned to some sanity, and said as he peered apologetically down at his daughter, "I'm so sorry honey, I don't know what came over me!"
"Perhaps not, but I certainly know what came into me," Sabrina said in a muffled voice, like she was gargling. She then tilted back her head and opened up wide, to display the deep lake of cum almost totally filling her mouth! She then closed it again and swallowed, before opening it back up to show her father she'd drunk it all down. Then she gave him a broad smile, the taste of man cum almost as good as the taste of pussy... almost.
"No apologies needed," Hatsumomo said. "Fairies are made to suck and fuck. Our principal purpose in life is to bestow pleasure, and we delight in doing so. Agreed, Sabrina?"
"Absolutely!" she agreed, obviously tickled pink by her skull fuck.
"On that note," Layla said, "it's time for some virginity-taking fucking. Are you up for that, Hal?"
Hal grinned and pointed to his massive boner, which was still as hard as ever, and chortled with a grin, "Obviously!" Then, still horny as hell, and with a confidence he'd never before experienced around girls, he added, "So let's go over to that large table and bend you over it, Mom, I'm going to fuck that fairy pussy I've been lusting after for all these years." Bur then his newfound bravado broke down as he continued, "not that I ever guessed it was a fairy pussy... of course... but..." he ground to a halt.
"No worries about the details, sweetheart. The important one is if you want to be in charge, I'm very good with that; just tell me what to do, son," she agreed happily.
"Yes, it's time to make our Hal into a real mother fucker," Hatsumomo said, loving that term.
"And me into a cunt-filled Daddy-slut," Sabrina said, as she stood up, marched across the room to the same table and bent over it to wait patiently, while her mother bent over the other side.
"Do you really want Daddy to fuck you?" Walker asked, admiring his daughter's amazing ass without even a thong to impede his view of it.
"Yes Daddy, please shove that huge hammer into your daughter's cunt, and pound away just as hard as you like," she said, sounding more like a porn star bimbo than the academic scholar she was... but at the moment academia be damned, all she wanted was to be fucked... by her well hung Daddy!
"Fuck Mommy Hal, please shove that big snake in your Mommy," Layla begged rather theatrically, looking eagerly back at her son.
"Yes, go ahead and fuck my wife, son. "Walker chimed in hospitably, having accepted this sex-filled dynamic as his family's new normal. And if it was, he wanted to be in control of it. (He strongly suspected he wouldn't always be able to carry that off in this wild crowd, but he'd give it a go.)
"Yes sir, Dad," Hal agreed enthusiastically, as they each went behind their respective woman of the moment and slid their new cock inside her.
"Oh yes, Daddy," Sabrina moaned, as she felt her very first dick filling her up.
"Oh yes, son," Layla moaned, as she too was filled. "Such a wonderfully big cock you have!"
The two men began fucking the two women... and as Hatsumomo watched, she pulled Jasmine to her feet, and together they too went over to the large table to embrace each other while watching the action. Most of Hatsumomo's attention was on Walker. Right out of the blue, he'd announced his intention to fuck her: not asking pretty please, just telling her. She appreciated that kind of dominance from the big guy, so she was particularly looking forward to their getting together. And for her part, Jasmine still had her eye on Hal. She hadn't been kidding when she told Layla she'd considered taking his virginity. That wouldn't happen now of course, the deed was being done right before her eyes, but she still thought a dalliance with the brash young guy might be lots of fun.
"Oh yes, fuck me Daddy, fuck me good, really take my cherry," Sabrina moaned, in awe of the pure pleasure she was feeling.
"Harder son, really drill your Mommy," Layla moaned.

"Do you like Daddy's dick in your pussy?" Walker asked, living out a wicked fantasy he'd always thought he'd never achieve as anything more than roleplay.
"Yes I do, Daddy, your cock feels so good in my pussy," Sabrina cheered him on, a different kind of rapture rising inside her as her Dad slammed into her.
"I'm fucking you Mom, I'm fucking you good," Hal said, more in unbelievable awe than anything else... a declaration to himself.
"Yes honey, you're fucking Mommy with your great big dick," Layla said, loving the thrill of taking her son's virginity.
A couple minutes later Walker said, hungrily taking in the two hot women watching, "Why don't we invite our spectators to join in?"
Hal oozing with confidence, agreed, "Sounds excellent! Come and ride me Mom; and Jasmine, please come and sit on my face; I've always wanted to eat a pussy! But first let's go back to the other side, where there's more room."
"About fucking time," Jasmine snorted genially.
Hatsumomo too went back across the room, sat on the floor, and said to her granddaughter, "Come crawl between my legs Princess, and eat your Nana while your Dad pounds you from behind."
"Yes Nana, that sounds great!" Sabrina agreed, so when her Dad pulled out of her, she followed her grandmother, then dropped to the floor, crawled between her nylon-clad legs and buried her face in her pussy.
Hal lay down on the floor, and Layla straddled her son and dropped her pussy onto his erect missile, while Jasmine lowered her pussy onto the cute boy's face.
Walker went behind his daughter and slid his cock back in her pussy.
And for a few minutes, there was only pussy licking and fucking.

Once their orgasms began, they all came in rapid succession.
Hal grunted and filled his mother first, saying, "I'm coming again, Mommy!"
"Then fill Mommy son, you dirty mother fucker," Layla said wickedly, as she felt her pussy walls painted white.
"Oh yes Daddy, I'm so close," Sabrina moaned, since her Daddy was slamming her so hard and fast, her face was continuously being hammered deeper and deeper into her Nana's 'berrylicious' pussy.
"Is it okay if I come inside my baby girl?" Walker asked whoever might answer the question.
"Yes indeed, she's only fertile when she consciously decides to be," Hatsumomo said, as she enjoyed her granddaughter's tongue, as well as watching her getting fucked, and watching her own daughter riding her grandson. "Or in computer lingo, her ovulation's default setting is Off."
"Sweet," Walker said, pounding his daughter as hard as he could, and now without a care in the world!
"Come inside me, Daddy, fill your slut daughter's cunt with your hot cum," Sabrina begged, her own orgasm ready to burst.
"Oh fuck, I can't believe I'm fucking my own daughter," he groaned, just as he erupted inside her.
"Oh yesssssss," Sabrina screamed, and feeling her pussy being filled with her Daddy's cum triggered her second orgasm.
Layla ordered, "Jasmine, get me off."
"Sure, but you do me as well this time," Jasmine bargained, and they were soon engaged in a 69, Jasmine happening to be eating a cream pie, which was an extra treat.
"Don't stop licking, Sabrina," Hatsumomo demanded, her orgasm also close.
"I'll never stop until you ask me to, Nana," Sabrina promised, licking hungrily, like a kitten lapping up milk, as her second orgasm still cascaded through her.
"Fuck," Walker said as he pulled his dick out, and feeling brazen, he strutted over to his newly met mother-in-law, ordered Sabrina to step aside for a moment, lay down next to Hatsumomo, and slid his cock into her pussy. "I said I'd fuck you, and you made encouraging noises indicating you were game, so it's time."
"Like I said before big man, you'll get no argument from me, I was born to fuck. But Sabrina, why don't you get down there and lick your father's balls for him? And while you're there, you can lick his cock while it goes in and out of me, and maybe also spend part of your time licking my pussy again as well. Does that sound like fun?"
"That sounds yummy, grandmother!" the girl said, and she hopped right to it.
Meanwhile Hal was exhausted, so he just collapsed on his back and did nothing, although his marvelous new cock was still sticking straight up in the air!

Over the next couple of minutes Hatsumomo came on her granddaughter's face, Layla came on Jasmine's face, and Jasmine returned the favour.
Once they'd all recovered, even Hal was raring to go again. They began hiking back towards the resort's main buildings, but took a break at a beachfront area where the resort had set out lounging chairs, beach umbrellas, chairs and small tables for two. And there under an awning, standing next to a largish table with various tropical drinks scattered across it was the welcome sight of Yasmin, the gorgeous tattooed lady who'd greeted them in the resort's lobby when they first came in. (The one Hatsumomo had recommended to them as 'a delightful fuck'.)
"Hi, Hatsu, hi Jasmine, it's always good to see you two fairies," Yasmin, the non-fairy but nevertheless hot woman greeted.
"Hi sexy," Hatsu said, Yasmin the most eager pussy licker she'd met in decades... although her granddaughter might soon be competing for that status.
"Hey girlfriend," Jasmine greeted back, as if they were dating. Dating in the fairy world was never platonic, so their already being nude might give them a head start at something at any moment.
After a quick kiss, Yasmin added, "Hello again the Emersons; I'm happy to see you all decided to celebrate Nude Day properly with us. Have you also seen any action"
"Don't know," Layla shot back. "Does taking our two eighteen-year-olds' virginities count? Or telling my daughter for the first time she's a fairy, and then enjoying a lick fest threesome with her and her grandmother? And all of that before lunchtime?"
"I believe those splendid activities qualify quite nicely as 'action'. And does that mean you're my dear friend Hatsu's daughter, and this lovely young lady with the bright red beaver is her granddaughter? I'm extremely pleased to meet you both properly!" Then checking out Walker and Hal's very impressive cocks, which hadn't dwindled for a moment since they'd been freed from their restrictive swimsuits, she added, "And you two studs appear to be particularly enjoying yourselves, but ready for more."
"They were neither this well endowed nor reliably upstanding when they awoke this morning. I worked a little magic on them," Hatsumomo explained.
"I see," Yasmin smiled. "well, everybody please help yourselves to whatever drinks you fancy. We don't have a proper bar way out here, but I did my best."
As they were sipping their drinks, Sabrina asked, "Nana, I just happened to think. In the stories, fairies usually have wings, as well as ears kinda like Mr. Spock's on Star Trek. Did they get that wrong?"



"No, not exactly, dear. Once we're mature, we have the ability to choose how we appear. So just like I can appear to be an Asian human if I wish to, or the blonde Caucasian you saw me as earlier, I can also give myself the legendary operational fairy wings and pointy ears."
Yasmin was a bit scandalized by this exchange. "You mean you haven't even shown them who you really are yet? For shame Hatsu, they're your family!"
"Then I guess there's no time like the present. Wanna see, Sabrina? Hal? Walker?"
"Yes please!" all three said excitedly.
And so Hatsumomo transformed herself into the kind of fairy where people sit up and take notice, as did Jasmine, who had also come of age a few centuries ago.

"Wow!" Sabrina gasped, staring raptly at the two gorgeous and enormous sets of wings.
"So hot," Hal added, admiring them with his sister.
"Do you have wings too?" Walker asked his wife.
"Sadly, not for another 38 years," she said, looking forward to the day when she'd be old enough to sprout them.
"Those years will fly by," her mother predicted, before she flew into the air saying, "And speaking of flying..."
"Wow," Sarina said, wanting the ability to do that too, and disappointed to think she'd have to wait 132 years before getting her own wings.
"Holy shit," Hal said, as Jasmine too spread her wings and took flight into the tropical air.
Everyone watched the two fairies flying through the air for a couple minutes, before Sabrina asked her brother, "So stud, dyawanna fuck another hot member of your family?'
"Hell yeah," he agreed, as they joined each other on a lounge chair. ('Joined' in more than one sense of the word.)
"Just shove that big dick in my pussy, I'm still so horny," Sabrina said. "Actually I've been uncontrollably horny since the moment I learned I was a fairy!"
"It is the one downside of being a fairy," her mother commiserated. "We're always insatiably horny."
"Well then, big brother," Sabrina said, as he slid into her pussy ('big' because he was all of three minutes older than she), "Mom and I may keep you very busy when we get back home."
"I think I can handle that," he said, still stunned by the events of the day. The nakedness. The revelations. Losing his virginity to his mother... by filling both her mouth and her pussy! Eating out a black stranger. (Well, hardly still a stranger! He could tell exclusive relationships wouldn't be in his future anytime soon, but he still felt an intriguing connection with the hottie.) But back to the list... Watching fairies fly. And now... fucking his sister for the first time!
"May I please suck your husband's dick?" Yasmin asked Layla respectfully.
"Of course you may, his hall pass is good for this entire trip, and I'd hate to deny him a chance with a beauty like you," Layla agreed graciously.
"You're sure?" Walker asked his wife, as the pretty, outstandingly tattooed girl dropped before him.
"If I'm going to be fucking various people all week, then you should too," she encouraged him. "Especially with your dynamite new cock!"
"Best present ever," he said gleefully, as Yasmin took his marvel into her mouth.
"Agreed," Layla said, thinking she too would have to take it for a test drive sometime today, as she looked to her right to watch her two children fucking, she was pretty sure for the first time.

As they fucked, both siblings had their eyes directed up in the air, each fixated on a different flying fairy.
Hal was staring at Jasmine, since it was becoming obvious they each had a thing for each other, even though he was definitely also enjoying this fulfillment of every brother's fantasy... fucking his sister.
Sabrina hadn't realized it until she was watching her Nana up in the air flying around so freely, but she was completely enamoured by the ancient fairy's free spirit, and she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to be up there flying with her.
So while her children fucked, her husband got a blow job from an almost stranger, and her mother put on an aerial display, Layla lounged in her chair pondering the upcoming rest of the week. This was only Day One, and all the revelations had been revealed. Well, not all of them... such as Walker being her second husband, not her first... but that was a secret she didn't plan to share. Or at least not immediately. There was also the matter of Sabrina's anal training she'd need to begin tomorrow... since once she'd mastered certain techniques, a fairy could call upon the extra erogenous zones and muscle skills inside her asshole that could make anal sex the ultimate rush for both parties.
"Get on your knees, sister slut," Hal ordered after a few minutes of pounding his sister from behind; he was still feeling a stir of extra masculinity.
Sabrina was surprised to hear her brother calling her that, and yet it turned her on, so she quite happily dropped to her knees on the warm sand, and watched as her brother stroked his cock very close to her face.
"You're gonna give me a facial?! Go for it! Just come all over my fucking face, big brother!" she cried eagerly. And when Layla heard that, she hurried over and knelt down to watch.
"Oh fuck," he grunted as he furiously beat his cock and erupted a massive load all over his sister's pretty face, while their mother looked on proudly!

"May I also please fuck your husband?" Yasmin requested.
"He's the man, he can do whatever he wishes to this week," Layla turned to her and agreed. "And no worries, if you show him a good time, I'll thank you for it."
"Then get on your back, cutie," Walker ordered, deciding it was time to really take advantage of this hall pass!
"Yes sir," Yasmin said, as she quickly lay down on the warm sand, spread her legs, and offered the good-looking hunky man with the super dick easy access to her fevered pussy.
"I still plan on fucking you, honey," Walker said to his wife, as he knelt before the tattooed girl.
"Oh, no worries! You'll soon be working that big dick in all three of my bottomless holes, honey," Layla reassured him.
"All three holes?" Hal asked, as he slid his cock into his sister's mouth after painting her face.

"Yes honey, Mommy loves a dick in her ass. Actually she loves them in all of her holes, but you'll have to wait for another day to do that to me, probably tomorrow," she smiled. "And don't you dare stick that baseball bat in anyone else's bottom! I want to take that cherry of yours as well, okay?"
"Shit, if you insist," he said with a great big grin, "what a life I've just stumbled into!" as his sister bobbed on a cock that seemed totally unwilling to soften. Ever!
Jasmine flew down, grabbed Hal and flew him up into the air, calling back to Layla, "You don't mind if I take him for a thrill ride and another orgasm?"
"Of course not," Layla smiled and joked, "Now he's really about to join the mile-high club!"
Sabrina looked up, first in awe but then envy.
"Want to go for a fly too?" Hatsumomo asked, pulling her granddaughter off the sand and into the air. (Her envy immediately vanished, of course.)
"Have fun!" Layla called after them, recalling an earlier aerial encounter of her own, this one with the free spirited and fully matured fairy Vanessa. It had been a crazy experience, where at Vanessa's insistence they'd both gotten naked, and then once they were airborne, she'd held onto Vanessa for dear life... with both her arms and legs ...and while they were flying high above a forest, without any warning Vanessa had sprouted a large, magical cock and began fucking her with it... while they were high in the sky with Layla herself not yet able to fly on her own! She'd loved it, of course. A little known fact is that any fully matured fairy... 150 years or older... has the ability to temporarily bestow upon herself any conceivable variety of sex organs: penises, vaginas, relocated rectums... absolutely anything. Horse cocks were a great favourite of course, but fish cocks weren't... because there's no place to insert it in the female of the species... only a soggy clutch of eggs at the bottom of the lake or ocean. (Editor's note: Yes, this is the same Vanessa who took part in the threesome near the beginning of this story. They told Walker she was a college girl, and they didn't lie. They simply neglected to mention she was a 400-year-old girl working towards her thirty-seventh degree, this one a Doctorate of Science (which is even loftier than a Ph.D.) in subatomic microbiology.)

"Wow," Hal said, as he looked down upon his family and new fuck buddies. From up here in the sky, they all looked like ants!
"Yeah, there's nothing quite like seeing the world from up here," Jasmine observed.
"I can see that."
"Except of course fucking up here," Jasmine added.
"Seriously?" Hal asked.
Jasmine coasted on her back, supporting him easily (one thing not in the books and movies, is that fairies have considerable strength... think an ant on steroids, where an ant can lift 'only' 5,000 times its own weight even without steroids, not that they use them very often), and she offered, "Just slide that big cock in my pussy."
"Shit, you bet," Hal said as he did just that, and slowly began to fuck this magical black beauty.

"What do you think?" Hatsumomo asked her granddaughter as they soared high above the world in the cloudless sky.
"Amazing," Sabrina said, in awe as she looked down at the world from the most surreal location ever.
"Being a fairy is the most exhilarating thing in the world," Hatsumomo shared.
"So I'm learning," Sabrina agreed.
"Oh, your lessons are just beginning," the grandmother said, as she flipped herself over and began licking her granddaughter's pussy.

"Oh my," Sabrina moaned, as she was now getting licked in the sky, and was also staring at her grandmother's pussy... so she did what any good fairy granddaughter would do... she too began licking.
"Mind if I join you?" Layla politely asked Yasmin, the pretty Asian woman fucking her husband, as she sat down in the sand next to the couple.
"Please do," Yasmin said with equal courtesy, still getting fucked good by Walker.
"Hey, honey," Walker smiled as he pounded Yasmin.
"Enjoying yourself?" Layla asked her husband.
"Definitely," he smiled. "You?"
"Best day of my life," Layla said.
"Mine too," he said. "Well, except for the day I met you, the day you agreed to marry me, our wedding day, and the day our children were born."
"You really are a charmer," she said.
"I'm still trying to process all this," he said.
"You appear to be developing some effective coping skills," she observed, glancing down at his cock sliding in and out of Jasmin.
"When in Rome..." he shrugged, quoting his wife's earlier words.
"Touché," she smiled.
"I can't believe we fucked our kids," he said.
"They seem to be okay with it," she smiled.
He laughed, "Going home is going to be difficult."
"I don't think it will; we won't stop doing much of this when we get home," she said. "I still plan to eat my daughter, fuck my son, and encourage you to do the same."
"Fuck my son?" he asked jokingly.
"Or he can fuck you, if you'd rather," she smiled teasingly.
"Yeah? I don't think so," he said, shaking his head.
"Our weekly dance parties will take on an entirely new dimension. Talk about dirty dancing!"
"You're serious?"
"Yeah, there's no closing Pandora's Box now... or mine or your daughter's either," she added wickedly. "By the way, when's the last time I sat on your face?"
"Ummmm, I'm pretty sure it was the night before last."
"Would you mind terribly if I did it again this soon? Watching this beauty sliding up and down on your hearty new cock is getting me really horny. Again! I think I've been horny nonstop ever since I talked Sabrina out of her bikini and Mom and I told her she was a fairy."
"Of course I don't mind. What kind of loving, respectful husband would I be if I insisted on having sex with only one woman at a time? Climb right aboard!"
So she seated herself on his mouth facing Yasmin, who greeted her with a bright smile.
Walker started licking away immediately while the ladies got acquainted. Kind of like a back fence with benefits!

"It's so sweet of you to let me fuck your husband like this," Yasmin said to Layla. "It's been a while since I've ridden such a nice big rod."
"Think nothing of it; like I mentioned before, if you're making my husband happy, you're making me happy. And as for his outstanding size, that was my Mom's doing. She hadn't even met my family until earlier this morning; the eighteen years rule, as you might know..."
"Yes, I understand the regulation is standard among you fairies."
"From the high praise my Mom lavishes on you every time your name comes up, I thought you might know that. So anyway, she thought supersizing my men's dicks would be a pleasant 'nice to meet you' gift for them. I certainly can't say I disagree with her! She only did it this morning you know, so it will likely take my family a while to get accustomed to using them."
"She's such a nice fairy," said Yasmin with a sigh. "Even though I'm a human, she treats me like a sister. And sex with her? All I can say is Wow!"
"I'm sorry to interrupt, ladies," Walker interjected, "but speaking of 'Wow', you're both so hot I'm about to explode!"
"Then pull out and come on my face, baby," Layla said, always loving the feel of a warm load splashing onto her face and body. "You don't mind, do you Yasmin?"
"Truthfully? I'd far prefer if he came on both of our faces."
"Oh, how thoughtless of me! Of course he will, won't you honey?"
"Sure thing, sweetheart," he obliged, and so the two ladies hurriedly climbed off of him to kneel down shoulder to shoulder, while he leapt to his feet and almost immediately spewed a huge load all over both women's pretty faces and bodies. And the loads emerging from his new cock, he was discovering, were now two or three times their former volume!

At first when Jasmine had swept him off his feet and into the air, Hal's attention was divided between several experiences. In part for safety but in part not, since this African goddess fairy kept her arms wrapped tightly around him, holding his naked body against hers so they were face to face, and doing a lot of kissing. But simultaneously she was performing aerial acrobatics! At times she was sweeping him high into the air, and at other times was plummeting down towards the ocean and beach with him, veering away from a crash landing in the nick of time. She also zoomed along horizontally doing barrel rolls, so for a moment he'd be lying atop her body, but a moment later was hanging beneath her, supported only by her arms around his waist (which like any fairy's had considerable strength), along with his hands gripping her ass cheeks (which weren't all that strong by comparison, but her ass felt really nice). Sometimes his attention was drawn downwards from his aerial view to the ocean and the beach, and sometimes to the allure of her tits pressing against his chest, which both felt and looked wonderful.
And the entire time his sizeable new erection was nestled against her pussy, which he could feel was very wet, but he wasn't inside of it. Then at one point she carried him very high into air, about a thousand feet or so, and abruptly shoved him completely away from her, singing out playfully, "Your turn! Flap your arms, birdy!" which terrified him! But she was only feeling playful, not malicious, so within moments she had swooped down and snagged him safely close to her hot body again. He was still frightened at first, so he wrapped his arms around her (by the ass again) while he held on for dear life.
This time they were pressing against each other head to toe, or to put it more accurately, his head to her wet pussy, and with his cock both more and less in her mouth, since she began bobbing on it. She took her head away long enough to say, "I promised you a thrill ride sweety, and I believe I've come through with that. But I also promised you an orgasm, and you need to give me one too, so get to it!" So he leaned in and began licking and sucking, while she worked wonders on the entirety of his large dick, while she simultaneously continued cavorting through the air, his growing excitement from the ride almost as compelling as from her mouth and throat working his raging cock!
Soon he warned her, "I'm going to come, Jasmine."
"Come in my mouth and down my throat, baby," she replied. "Fill my belly with your big warm load!" Jasmine loved taking loads down her throat, they always got her off. Especially if a guy came buckets, which she was certain the recently enhanced Hal was about to do!
"Fuck!" he grunted, and sure enough... he began coming down her throat, and he continued flooding her throat with his cum for about ten seconds, while she too just came and came!

The latter portion of Hatsumomo and Sabrina's time together in the air was far less madcap than Jasmine and Hal's, in fact just like the earlier portion, it remained downright peaceful. No dashing about, but instead they simply drifted around leisurely, Sabrina now anchored to and supported by her grandmother by Hatsumomo's (incredibly strong) right hand resting upon, and slightly gripping her left thigh. The elder fairy introduced the younger one to a practice she called 'tribbing', which Sabrina had never heard of, but which she found very pleasant. They simply drifted around the region, always remaining in a stable, horizontal orientation while idly chatting about this and that. They spoke primarily about the elder fairy's long personal history. She'd spent it primarily in Japan, but there were also very few places in the world she hadn't visited at least once or twice. And their pussies also chatted continually with each other... it felt as if they were kissing each other like lovers down there, which Sabrina found extremely pleasant. She also felt a bond forming between her and her grandmother whom, although she'd only met her a few hours ago, she'd already come to idolize.



Their mutual coital stimulation gently, languidly increased during their time together, and the moment when they achieved their simultaneous releases, it wasn't at all earth shattering, but during that instant Sabrina did feel her heart melting with adoration for her companion, and she could tell by her soft expression and the look in her eyes, that she herself was also adored. Moments before that special moment occurred, they'd again spoken to each other.
"Come for me, granddaughter," Hatsumomo murmured softly, as their bodies continued idly drifting here and there together.
"I shall in just another moment, I can tell. And please come for me too, grandmother; I feel addicted to your very presence," Sabrina said in a lustful daze, since all the pussy kissing and the gentle flying had gotten her feeling lightheaded and lustful... but also profoundly content, and that she'd come home to her grandmother's heart, a place she'd never known existed before, but was nevertheless one of the few places in this world where she truly belonged..

Soon everyone was back on the beach, wings and Star Trek ears dematerialised for the time being, and heading back to the resort... the Emerson family exhausted from the cumulative effects of their long flight, their bus ride to the resort, and especially all those marathon sex sessions.
Returning to their room, they each collapsed in bed... Layla and her husband in theirs, Sabrina and Hal in the other... each of them only now noticing there was only one proper bed. Fortunately the couch folded out into another one, which a (presumably naked) maid must done for them during their absence. A few hours ago, that thoughtful convenience wouldn't have kept the kids from launching an all out argument over which of them got to sleep in it, but now they simply climbed into the smaller bed together and cuddled each other to sleep.

....
Three hours later they arose, and Hatsumomo and Jasmine came to join them, so all the girls could spruce up together before they all went down for dinner. They all donned some fresh stockings and added garters, heels, and... ah yes, some fun jewelry with tassels, all of their outfits matching one another, as if lingerie had become the new military uniform. Good to go, except that for dinner they added G-strings to their ensembles to abide by the dining room's regulations. (Their being topless wasn't an issue of course, since as Jasmine pointed out, "Nobody has ever contaminated food with their naked breasts, not even ones like Fiona's. And they're routinely used for serving food to infants, after all. That's actually what they're for,"... but the pussy must be covered in the dining room, as must the cocks.) The men, once again unable to come up with anything flashy to wear, settled for matching cargo shorts and flip flops. And they too went topless (although that was a lot less exciting).
And then after a guided tour of the entire resort, which Hatsu and Jasmine declined, having been there and done that, all six of them got back together in the Emersons' hotel room. They were still somewhat weary after their long day, but not too tired to embark on one more lengthy fuck session. Upon their arrival back 'home', the girls immediately lost those silly G-strings, but they insisted on the men keeping their outfits on until after they'd all posed for a group memento photo.

Hal and Walker then spit-roasted all four women... one at time... all six of them reaching orgasm... before the men filled Jasmine fore and aft... each of them depositing a second load of the evening into the black beauty, who levitated as she took their big cocks in her mouth and pussy.

The four girls then staged a freewheeling lesbian orgy, where they all paired off for a while, then swapped partners, and then a bit later swapped again, so by the end, each of them had been with all the others. Meanwhile the two guys sipped on drinks and just watched... since every guy hopes he can witness at least one lesbian orgy in his life... while multiple orgasms echoed through the room from all four of the fairies.

Hatsumomo took her granddaughter, and using her super strength flipped her over and buried her face in her sweet cunt. The excited granddaughter wrapped her hands around her grandmother and buried her face in her pussy in a wicked, not typically seen in porn, 69.
Layla and Jasmine got into a more traditional position, as Layla crawled between Jasmine's legs and lapped the sweet chocolate pussy.
"Shit dad, this is wild," Hal said, watching two lesbian acts... his two biggest jerk off fantasies before today, both his mother and his sister with their head between another woman's legs.
"Yeah, son, that's a real understatement," Walker chuckled as he watched the two lesbian acts and savoured his new knowledge about his wife's background, which explained why she'd always been so wild and carefree in ways no other woman he'd ever met could even approach! He was also processing the unbelievable reality that not only was she a fairy... but she was 112 years old.
"Do you like watching your Mom eating my cunt, sexy?" Jasmine asked Hal as she stared back at him.
"Yeah, I could watch that all day and all night," Hal nodded, his cock already ready for yet another fuck session. The only question being whose pussy was getting fucked next.
"Swap," Hatsumomo declared, as she gently lowered her granddaughter to the floor.
"Let's put on a show, Mom," Layla suggested, kissing Jasmine's lower lips farewell for now, before standing up.
"Let's," Hatsumomo agreed as she picked up her daughter, spun her around and dove her face into her daughter's pussy.
"Oh my," Walker said, his wife always incredibly flexible, but right now putting that to particularly good use.
"Fuck," Hal said, seeing his mom with her legs spread in a position he'd never seen before.
"You look just like your mother," Jasmine said, as she brought her hand to Sabrina.
"Thanks," Sabrina said. "You look like one of those hot women in those 1970s movies."
Jasmine laughed, "Funny you should say that, because that's the look I've been going with ever since I was in those black exploitation flicks in the 70s."
"She's actually the one who created that look," Hatsumomo added, as she explored her daughter's pussy.

"Cool," Walker said, as he watched his daughter being fingered and his wife in a surreal 69.
"Yeah! Finger bang my sister, you sexy babe," Hal cheered, loving the sight of his first love... or lustee, or whatever he should call Jasmine and his budding but freewheeling relationship, while she fingered his sister.
"You like watching me use your sister?" Jasmine asked.
"Fuck yeah," Hal agreed.
"And it's okay if I fuck your girlfriend?" Sabrina teased, checking out her brother stroking his super cock.
"Oh yeah, fuck away and put on a good show," Hal enthused.
Jasmine then lifted Sabrina up, held her in place with both hands, and dined on the sweet, ripe pussy.
"Fuck," Hal said, shocked and mightily turned on, that this position too was possible!
After a few minutes of the room filled with moaning, Hatsumomo announced again, "One more swap!"
The partners swapped again, and Layla came over to her daughter.
"Baby girl, will you please worship my tits for me? Like you did when you were tiny?" Layla requested tenderly, and she led Sabrina to the foldout bed where her son and daughter had fallen asleep tangled together so sweetly. Then she sat her daughter down and straddled her right thigh. "And totally unlike back then, would you please finger bang me too?"
"You're such a silly Mommy," Sabrina replied. "Given everything I've... we've... experienced today, you should know I'll do anything for you now! From now on, I'll be your mindless submissive daughter happy to please you anytime, anyplace, and in any fashion at all."
"Any way at all?"
"Yes, Mommy. Absolutely anything," Sabrina nodded.
"Good to know. I'll be sure to remember that pledge tomorrow," she said forebodingly.
"What's tomorrow?" Sabrina asked wondering what else there could be.
"Oh, that's for tomorrow," the mom said as her daughter brought her hand to her pussy. "Bur for now, just do what I asked you to."
"Yes Mommy," Sarina obeyed eagerly, bringing her lips to her mom's nipples and her fingers to her pussy.
Meanwhile, to the Mom and daughter's left, the exuberant Hatsumomo and Jasmine might have been crowing silently, 'Look what we can do!' as the grandmother continued to show off her strength and kink.

After a few minutes, the men decided it was time to get back in the action.
Walker requested with a 'just kidding' exaggeratedly formal air, "Ladies, might it be seemly if a couple of gentlemen entered your foray? Ummmm... forsooth?"
"Gentlemen? Certainly not!" Hatsumomo snorted. "But we're always up for some footlong fuck sticks, so jump right in, studs!"
The six lovers... or whatever they were by now: partiers... extended family with benefits... everything loving and good... regrouped themselves yet again. On the foldout bed, Layla bonded emotionally more intimately with her son than they ever had before, kissing each other tenderly, while his new supersized dick gently plumbed the depths of his now beloved slut sister. Meanwhile Sabrina was making love to her mother's pussy... and she couldn't ever get enough of it!
And down on the carpet, Walker was thoroughly enjoying his hall pass by fucking his newly met and hot, slender mother-in-law, who claimed to be (only slightly, mind you) more than 800 years old, and given her impressive skills, wisdom and demeanor he believed her, but who still had the face and hot, athletic body of a girl in her early twenties. And Hatsumomo was eating the hot black girl, who was likely at least 300 years old or so, with these two fairies' close and intimate friendship probably going back almost that far.

After a marathon fuck session, the two pairs of women swapping again, so all four woman rode both cocks to yet another orgasm each, the night finished with Hal and Walker giving their sister or daughter (depending upon who was blasting his cannon) a massive double facial.

Once they were spent, all six of them ended up crashing in one bed... Nude Day finally over... but the week just begun.

Readers, my plan is to do a seven-day series (maybe even longer, if it extends once they return home, but first we'll have to see how the remaining six days go). So now it's over to you. What would you like to see happen during those remaining six days? Kindly leave your comments below, so my illustrator can get to work. We've already decided Day Two will highlight Sabrina discovering and being trained in the joys of anal sex. (With the others rediscovering those joys (except for Hal, who's also a newbie).
So coming next: DAY 2: The family discovers the joys of anal.
The next morning after breakfast Layla decrees it's time for some anal. In fact that will be today's principal theme. Everyone has been informed by this point that all fairies (in this case Layla, her mother and Jasmine... plus Vanessa, who joins the party early in the day) are able to host cocks of any size or ferocity in their three holes without any difficulty. But Sabrina has yet to undergo the necessary anal training to host a cock with such ease, Walker hasn't yet taken his sweet daughter's ass, and Hal hasn't ever taken anyone's. So, for this first step in Sabrina's training, both men were more than happy: Walker to lend a hand (so to speak) with his daughter, and Hal delighted for his sexy Mom to take another of his cherries.
They gather to celebrate the occasion on the deck of the resort's pool, and for the purposes of this thumbnail sketch they get right to it, as do two other couples: Hatsumomo doing Yasmin, and Jasmine doing Vanessa.

Then what would you like days 3 to 7 to include? (You're welcome to approve of as many options as you like!)
OPTION 1: IN THE FOREST
A day spent in various forests, including a rain forest, where Sabrina, her brother and Walker learn that fairies at least 150 years old can magically create massive cocks between their legs, which can come in handy for such tasks as, say... more ass fucking. The fairy doing the honours this time is college girl Vanessa (a sweet young thing with only 400 years behind her), whom we've already met twice before.

OPTION 2: CARTOON WORLD
The family and friends visit an alternate universe called Cartoon World, where, since this is a region within the multi-faceted Fairyland, everyone (except the men) has fairy ears, and wings so they can fly. And so, of course, they stage their own version of the Mile High Club, without airplanes.

OPTION 3: SABRINA'S FAIRY INITIATION
Sabrina is trained in the art of being a fairy, and she's initiated by completing several tasks and rituals. She's shown here performing ritual cunnilingus.
In this scene, among many other tasks, she must service the original fairy Hera.

OPTION 4: FAIRY DISCIPLINED
A fairy has broken a cardinal fairy sin, and by order of the fairy council must be humiliated and punished. As the currently youngest fairy in the world, Sabrina is required to watch the proceedings for an hour, and Layla is permitted to accompany her to lend her support to her daughter. The two visitors are locked up in hanging cages to endure they can't interfere with the proceedings.

OPTION 5: FAMILY REUNION
Sabrina meets her great grandmother, her aunts and more. Six of them get together for some light foreplay at an outdoor tavern perched upon a cliff overlooking the Caribbean Sea.

OPTION 6: MYTHICAL ANIMALS AND OTHER CREATURES
Centaurs, Sphinxes, Satyrs, Goddesses, Ice Fairies, Banshees, and whatever sorts of creatures Pumkina, Rebi and Amandha are, can fuck too. At one point a living gargoyle does a flyby to take a look.

OPTION 7: BOTTOM BOYS
The men discover the joys of anal sex with shemale fairies, who can grow a living, well no not breathing, cock once they get to the sweet age of 150.

OPTION 8: ORGY
The final day includes a full out orgy.

So readers, if you enjoyed this story, please comment on which themes from Options 1-8 you'd most like to see explored. We likely won't do them all, since there are only seven days in a seven-day trip LOL, you've just read Day One, and Day Two will be anal play.
I hope you enjoyed this quite different, yet still very much a story with an unmistakable silkstockingslover stamp on it.
Jasmine, June 2021.



[A1]She not a control freak, but she might be called an over achiever.
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Queen of Spades
"Why can't I ever go along?" I asked, the same question I'd been asking every week since I'd turned eighteen a few weeks ago... and far more than a few times before I turned eighteen.
"Soon," Mom promised, just like she'd said for the past few weeks, dressed in a red dress and black nylons. I always found it odd Mom got all snazzed up just to go play cards.
"You say that every week," I complained, having been told for over a year I couldn't come because I wasn't eighteen, which made no sense, since it was just a weekly card game of Spades. A game I'd been playing with my immediate family for years.
"Yes, but I really mean it," Mom said.
"Promise?" I asked, loving the game, and wanting to become part of this weekly family girl fest... Mom, Auntie, Grandma and Great Grandma all regulars.
"Yes, Jamie honey," Mom said.
"Great, I can't wait," I said. Yes, I'm kind of nerdy. Most eighteen-year-olds wouldn't beg to attend a weekly ladies only card game night, especially since they'd be the only one there under thirty-five or so... but I just loved the game. I also loved spending time with my family. I was even looking forward to getting the Queen of Spades tattoo that every female family member had inked on their lower back. I mean there probably wasn't another family anywhere that loved the game of Spades like ours did.
"Me neither," Mom smiled, "in fact, we're planning a special night for you very soon."
"Really?" I asked, unable to hide my excitement.
"Yes, soon you'll not only become a member of the Spades Club, but you'll be the newest Queen of Spades."
"Does that mean I'll get the tattoo?" I asked, there just being something cool and oddly sexy about that tattoo... plus, I wanted to be just like my Mom, Aunt, Grandma and Great Grandmother.
"Well, that goes without saying," Mom assured me.
"Can I get it tomorrow?" I asked.
"I don't know," Mom said. "I'll think about it."
"Okay," I said.
"I need to go, I mustn't be late," Mom said, glancing at the clock.
"Have fun," I said.
"I always do," Mom replied before giving me a hug.
Once she left, I went upstairs to finish my English essay and study for my math test.
An hour later, my essay completed, I went to pull my textbook and math notes out of my backpack, when I realized I'd left the entire backpack at Grandma's house earlier in the day when I'd stopped by for a visit, and to pick up the baking she'd done for tomorrow's bake sale at school for the debate club... because I'm cool enough to be a member of the debate club. (I know, most girls would think it cool to be a cheerleader or something, but I'm not most girls.)
I sighed. I knew Grandma would be away at the weekly Spades game wherever it was being held this week, so I grabbed a spare key and drove over.
I was surprised to see a bunch of vehicles parked near her house, so I assumed the Spades game was at Grandma's this time, although there seemed to be far too many cars for a single card game. Could they be holding a Spades tournament?
I walked up to the door, figuring I'd just say hi, grab my backpack, and head back out. So I opened the door and said, "Sorry, I'm just here to...." but stopped mid-sentence, since I was suddenly staring not at a game of Spades, but a massive orgy! Tits and asses and hard cocks everywhere, and hardly any clothing!
"Jamie," Mom gasped, wearing nothing but nylons, and she was being double penetrated by two large black men.
I was speechless as I stared at my Mom taking two men's dicks into her pussy and ass... neither of them my father's.
The men didn't stop fucking her as I looked around, and realized that every man there was black. And all the women, many of whom I knew, were white. My Grandma was on all fours sucking a black cock while getting fucked by another one from behind.
A woman I didn't recognize who had to be in her eighties, was bent over the dining room table, the same table I'd just removed the baking from a couple hours ago, by a massive black man, and she was moaning like crazy.
Three larger women were all taking turns sucking a younger skinny black guy.
Then I saw my Great Grandma riding a black man, although I couldn't see the black man at all... only my almost eighty-year-old Great Grandma riding his dick... with it in her ass!
"Jamie, come with me," Mom said, now on her feet and no longer with two dicks inside her, as she took my hand and hurriedly led me upstairs, where I saw Mrs. Walker, my English teacher, being roughly face fucked, and obviously too engaged to realize her star student was witnessing her being used.
Passing the bathroom, I glanced inside to see a very obese black man pissing on my neighbour Mrs. Decker, a large Latina, who I'd thought until this moment was a complete prude.
"Holy fuck," I gasped, as my Mom pulled me into Grandma's bedroom... which ironically was empty.
"What on earth are you doing here?" Mom asked, still completely naked except for the thigh highs. She was demanding an explanation as if I were the one in the wrong!
"What on earth are you doing?" I countered, stunned that instead of her being embarrassed or defending herself, since I'd just caught her cheating on her husband, my dad, she was annoyed with me!
"This is a Spades party," she said.
"Yes, I already knew that, but I don't get it, since I didn't see any cards or card tables," I said. "And very few clothes!"
"The men are all black," Mom pointed out the obvious.
After a couple of seconds the light bulb flashed on and I said, "Aaah, you mean black like an Ace of Spades."
"There you go," she smiled for the first time.
"So this naked melee is obviously not a card game," I said, as I verbally processed the stunning truth.
"Nope," she said, "although this wasn't the way we wanted you to find out."
"So our ubiquitous tattoo is a symbol of this... party I guess you could call it... and not the card game?" I asked, as everything I thought I'd known was suddenly blowing up in my face. Which, in retrospect, made some sense... what kind of family gets matching tattoos for a game they like? For instance I've never seen a family with matching Monopoly tattoos.
"Nope, it's a symbol to declare a white woman is a dedicated slut for BBC," Mom said.
"You have a tattoo to celebrate your lust for big black cock?" I asked.
"You know what BBC stands for?" Mom asked, surprised.
"I watch porn," I said, trying to shock her and let her know I wasn't some prude. "A lot of porn, actually."
"You do?"
"Quite a bit of what I watch is BBC, actually," I admitted. Although I'd fantasized about being fucked many times, by many different men, and by a few women truth be told, there was just something especially hot and taboo about a huge black cock.
"Well, if we would have known that..." Mom chuckled awkwardly.
"Known what?" Great Grandma walked in, also naked except for a black garter belt and stockings, which was almost as shocking as my earlier seeing her with a dick in her ass... how many eighty-year-olds wear lingerie? And within view of their great granddaughter?
"What are you doing here?" Grandma asked, concerned, also naked except for red nylons, as she walked in and closed the door behind her.
"She watches BBC porn," Mom said.
"I left my backpack here," I answered Grandma.
"Well then, I guess it's time to have The Talk," Great Grandma said.
"The talk I wanted to have with her on her birthday," Grandma added, giving Mom a Look.
"I didn't think she was ready," Mom defended herself.
"If she was already watching BBC porn, she was ready," Grandma said.
"What talk? And I'm ready for what?" I asked, overwhelmed by what I'd witnessed and the fact that three of the women I loved the most, Aunt Jill being the fourth, which made me wonder where she was, were naked around me, and I'd witnessed them all having sex with black men. Only my Mom was cheating, since my Great Grandpa passed away when I was a baby, and my Grandpa on my Mom's side lived in Florida, moving there after the divorce a couple years ago.
"You'd better sit down," Great Grandma advised me.
"Okay," I said, sitting on the end of Grandma's bed.
"I need to sit as well," Great Grandma said, sitting down beside me. "Jack really worked me over."
"But you were the one doing all the work," I said, trying to fit in.
"True," she laughed, as she put her hand on my hand, "but at my age that position is a lot more work."
"So now you know our dirty secret," Grandma said.
"So this is what happens every Spades night?" I asked, attempting to process my whirlwind of shock.
"Yes, every Wednesday for the past hundred and sixty years," Great Grandma said.
"Pardon?" I asked. "I thought you said a hundred and sixty years."
"Yes, it wasn't always every Wednesday, but our ancestors started the Spades Club back when slavery was still a thing," Mom added.
"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"Yes, our great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great Grandmother, I may be off by a great or two, used to get fucked by her slaves," Great Grandma said.
"Then you are saying what I thought you were saying," I said, completely floored.
"And ever since then, the women in our family have been complete sluts for black cock," Great Grandma said.
"Every black cock," Grandma added. "For instance if we're walking down the street and a black man approaches us and asks us if we'd like to fuck, our answer is invariably 'Yes indeed!' Not that it happens all that much, but theoretically it's the case. And any black men who know we're members of the Spades Club may require our services whenever they like."
"What about Dad?" I asked.
"He knows everything, and sometimes we watch my sex videos together," Mom said. "All the men in our family have been cuckolds for that same hundred and sixty years."
"I don't believe it," I said, my Dad being an ex-NFL linebacker, and my elder brother currently a college football star.
"Your Dad has been sucking dick and taking it in the ass ever since his college days," Grandma blurted out.
"Mom!" my Mom rebuked her.
"We might as well tell her everything up front," Grandma shrugged. "She's going to find out eventually."
"Dad is gay?" I asked, unable to believe that.
"For BBC, yes," Mom nodded, figuring the cat was literally out of the bag.
"Dad sucks black men's dicks?" I asked, this still impossible to believe.
"He prefers taking it in the ass, actually," Grandma said, so casually and matter-of-factly it was just too surreal, "all the Walton men do."
"I can't believe it," I said, this just too much, yet why would any of them lie? Why would they invent such scandalous stories if they weren't true?
"It's the truth, honey," Mom said. "Every living Walton man or woman has been a complete submissive cock slut for decades, if they're old enough."
"I've been sucking BBC and taking it in my pussy and ass for sixty years," Great Grandma said rather proudly.
"And all of you accept this?" I asked, my pussy undeniably wet from what I'd seen and was hearing, yet I just couldn't process all of it properly.
"Accept?" Great Grandmother scoffed. "You think we should do no more than accept it? Shit, we're damn lucky to know who we are, and to have the privilege of being Queens of Spades."
"This must be a lot to take in," Mom commiserated with me.
"That's the understatement of all time," I said.
"Don't be overly dramatic," Great Grandma said, "it's obvious you were meant to join in on our excesses tonight. For one thing it's July 14, which is Nude Day, and what better day for you to cast aside your inhibitions and your clothing?"
I looked up as Grandma agreed, "We did plan to initiate you in a couple of weeks, but I guess Julia is right: there's no better time than today."
"Now?" Mom asked, alarmed.
"You've sheltered her far too long," Great Grandma said, clearly the one in charge here.
"Are you ready to become a woman?" Great Grandma asked me.
"What?" I asked, hearing the question, but stunned by it.
"In other words, is your pussy wet from everything you've seen and heard?" Great Grandma asked.
"What?" I repeated, once again hearing the question, again stunned by it.
Suddenly the door opened and Aunt Jill, dressed in all red lingerie and stockings, with her face coated in cum, asked, "What the fuck are you girls..." she began, before catching sight of me and stopping mid-sentence, "Oh."
"She happened to stop by to retrieve her backpack, and caught us all with black dicks in our holes," Great Grandma explained bluntly.
"Well, that answers the question of who the fresh meat the guys were talking about is, and the other question about when we're initiating her," Aunt Jill said. "And besides, it's Nude Day so everything's perfect!" not fazed by any of this.
"Isn't every Spades night Nude Day?" I joked.
"I suppose it is," Aunt Jill laughed.
"Except for lingerie," Grandma added.
"Well, of course," I smiled.
"You're sure it should be tonight?" Mom asked, apparently the only one concerned about my wellbeing.
"The boys are getting restless, and like I said, some of them saw Jamie, and well, you know how much they love blackening fresh white girls," Aunt Jill said, looking at me.
"Blackening?" I asked, even though it didn't take a genius to figure out what she meant... especially since I was a faithful viewer of various Black video series... with every black cock I'd ever seen in those videos just so big and perfect.
"Well, Jamie, are you ready?" Great Grandma asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was true. I was a virgin. Was this the way I wanted to change that?
"Are you a virgin?" Grandma asked, noticing my tentative response.
"Yes," I answered.
"Sucked any dick?" Great Grandma asked, continuing her blunt line of questioning.
"Yes," I admitted, although it had only been for a couple minutes just last week, at a party for some of us chess geeks. (I was in both the debate and chess clubs.) It was Seven Minutes in Heaven, where he fingered me and I sucked him. We both came in a couple of minutes.
"Well, it's a start," Great Grandma said. "Ladies, prepare her while I go and entertain the boys until she's ready."
"I'm not sure I can do this," I said.
"Look," Great Grandma said. "You're a Walton, which means you're a BBC slut; it's in your DNA. Tonight, next week, next month, it's inevitable. Ask your Mom. She resisted the first time too, and now she only comes from being double penetrated by ten-inch black cocks."
"Grandma!" My Mom said, her cheeks so red I thought they might catch fire.
"Am I wrong?"
"No, but I don't think Jamie is ready to learn about her mother's twisted sex life," Mom objected, looking at me sympathetically.
"I've already seen you being double penetrated," I pointed out, trying to fit in just a little bit. "Are you going to tell me you didn't like it?"
"Jamie!" Mom gasped.
"Am I wrong?" I asked, glancing at Great Grandmother for her approval.
"That's the spirit," Great Grandma smiled. "I'm not going to say it again: get her kitted out, and have her downstairs ASAP."
"Okay," Mom nodded.
"Jamie, you'll love this," Great Grandma said. "I promise. Have I ever steered you wrong about anything?"
"No, you never have," I agreed, having always had a very close relationship with my Great Grandma, even more so than with Grandma, my Aunt or my Mom. I even looked more like her than anyone else.
"Good, so trust me about this," she said. "You're about to experience the sexual awakening of a lifetime."
"Okay," I nodded, curiosity and excitement beginning to override my shock and fear, and feeling compelled to do as she told me to, mainly because she'd most definitely earned my trust ever since I was a little girl.
"Come down with me Jill," Great Grandma said. "I think they'll need us both to keep the boys revved up."
"Oh, I think they already are revved up," Aunt Jill said, winking at me.
"So to be perfectly clear," I began, wanting to impress my elders, "I'm about to go down there so I can suck and get fucked by black dick?"
"Lots of black dick," Great Grandma said.
"Big black cock," Grandma added.
"Sorry, so starting again, I'm about to suck and get fucked by lots of big black cock, which is also called BBC," I corrected myself, and somehow saying those words out loud excited me, and made my wet virgin pussy tingle with anticipation.
"Exactly," Great Grandma nodded. "And you thought she wasn't ready, Karen."
"I've been fantasizing about sucking dick and getting fucked for some time, Great Grandma," I admitted, desperate to impress her.
"While we're at these parties, call me Julia," she instructed.
"Okay," I nodded, and Julia and Jill left.
"Are you sure about doing this?" Mom asked, a look of concern on her face.
"Honestly? Not really," I said. "But I'm a Walton, and if this is what a Walton woman does, then I'll do it."
"You don't have to," Mom said, as Grandma went to the closet.
"But I think I want to," I said, my pussy on fire, and I was incredibly curious, although equally terrified.
"You're a Walton, so you'll love it," Grandma said.
"I can't believe you're here tonight," Mom said, shaking her head as Grandma set out some black nylons and lingerie next to me.
"I can't believe what I witnessed down there," I said, "do you guys ever actually play Spades? I mean the card game?"
"Yes, at the G-Rated family gatherings when the kids come along," Mom said, as Grandma pulled me up off the edge of the bed.
"Get undressed," Grandma ordered me. "Completely."
"Words I never imagined hearing from my Grandma," I said, shaking my head, yet obediently pulling my t-shirt over my head.
"I know this is unorthodox," Mom said, being the calm, soothing voice throughout this entire surreal conversation. Both my Grandma and Great Grandma appeared very determined for me to accept my fate.
"That's an understatement," I said, as Grandma unclasped my bra. "This is weird."
"That's another understatement," Mom smiled playfully.
"Sweats too," Grandma instructed.
"So weird," I said, as I pulled my sweats down.
"Jesus Christ, Karen," Grandma snapped, "have you never taken your daughter underwear shopping?"
"These are comfortable," I defended her... and myself. I'd bought myself a thong a little while ago, since that's what a lot of the popular girls were wearing, but I hadn't found a piece of string wedged between my ass cheeks the least bit comfortable.
Grandma shook her head in dismay, "We're going shopping tomorrow," then she pulled my panties down and added, staring at my hairy vagina, "and a spa day."
"She's eighteen," Mom defended me.
"Exactly," Grandma said. "She should be waxed, or at least shaved, and wearing sexy undergarments at all times." She tossed my wet, comfortable panties aside and added with a playful, devious smile, "or going commando."
"Grandma, I've never seen this side of you," I said, now standing completely naked before my Mother and Grandma... feeling so awkward and uncomfortable.
"Oh, you haven't really seen anything yet," Grandma said with a wicked smile that implied much naughtiness.
"We all have dark sides," Mom said, still red cheeked and flustered.



"Sit down," Grandma ordered, as she knelt down beside me.
"Okay," I said, this entire situation just getting weirder and wilder.
"Hand me a stocking, Karen," Grandma ordered.
Mom did, as Grandma explained, "White sluts are expected to wear nylons for our BBC masters at all times."
White sluts? BBC masters? This seemed like the longest, most twisted practical joke ever. It did however explain why my Mom constantly wore nylons... which I'd always considered impractical.
"Masters?" I asked eventually, as Grandma began to put a stocking on my leg.
"Yes," Mom nodded. "They're our masters, and we're their sluts, pets, whores, slaves for BBC. Many people consider those labels disgusting, but our family wears them with a certain amount of pride."
"And we'll do anything for BBC," Grandma added, as she finished smoothing the stocking onto my leg.
"Anything?" I asked, my brilliant brain unable to say any more than a word at a time.
"Yes, anything," Grandma nodded, as Mom handed her the other stocking. "Give her an example, Karen."
"Mom!" My Mom objected to her own Mom.
"She's already seen you double penetrated by two monster black cocks, and she's bearing up quite well with it," Grandma pointed out.
"Fuck," Mom sighed, as Grandma began to put the second nylon on my leg.
"Tell her about your wedding night," Grandma said.
"Please, don't make me tell her that," Mom begged, her eyes showing complete fear.
"Right now," Grandma ordered. I wouldn't learn until a later day that we had a female family hierarchy, which started at the top with Great Grandmother, and as the newest member I was at the bottom, and was thus expected to obey all my elders... I mean I always had... but this would be a far more demanding and sexy level of obedience.
Mom sighed heavily. "On my wedding night I was gangbanged by a dozen black men, and your Dad was their fluffer."
"What's a fluffer?" I asked, even as I recalled the pictures of my parents on their wedding day looking so happy and radiant... no way could I have imagined before tonight my Mom being gangbanged... although it could provide a genetic reason for many of my own fantasies; which included being spit-roasted (I'd needed to google what getting fucked from both ends was called), double penetrated, fucked air tight (anal sex intrigued me, but it also scared me) or being the centerpiece of a train... getting fucked endlessly by guy after guy... and usually in those fantasies it was a football team... or a basketball team.
"A fluffer is someone who sucks all the dicks and keeps them hard so the black studs can fuck their women," Grandma explained bluntly, as she finished putting the second stocking on me.
"Wow," I said, shock after shock coursing through my head.
Grandma stood back up and pulled me up too. "Yeah, watching your Dad suck a cock that's about to go into your Mom is always pretty hot."
"I can't fathom," I said, which was true, as my stockings began sliding down my legs.
"The corset," Grandma ordered, holding out her hand to Mom.
Mom handed it to her as she apologized to me yet again, "I'm so sorry you had to find out this way."
"It's actually better this way," Grandma disagreed, as she wrapped this see-through thin black material around my tits and waist, my hard nipples poking right through it.
"How so?" Mom asked, clearly struggling with my predicament.
"You would have dreamed up even more endless excuses to keep Jamie out of the Spades Club," Grandma said.
"She isn't ready," Mom said.
"What do you think, Jamie? Are you not ready?" Grandma asked me, as she pulled up a stocking and clasped it to the corset.
"I think I really am," I said, my excitement gradually rising, even though I was also very nervous. I'd indulged in more than one fantasy of being gangbanged... by a football team, a basketball team... groups of men where race didn't matter... just a bunch of cocks. All my favourite porn videos were of women being fucked by two or more guys.... I could never explain these fantasies to myself and why they turned me on... until now. After I came, usually from a wine bottle I kept hidden in my closet for that purpose, I always felt guilty, but knowing what I'd learned this evening, I now considered that pretty unnecessary... silly, even. I added, "Almost all my fantasies are about being gangbanged."
"Of course they are," Grandma said, as she finished clasping my stockings to my see-through lingerie. "You are a Walton, after all."
"Are your fantasy cocks BBC?" Mom asked.
"I've never thought about race that much, just cocks: lots and lots of big cocks," I said, "although many of the videos, now that I think about it, were of black men fucking white women, which I found pretty hot."
"Well then, your fantasy is about to become reality," Grandma smiled, kissing my cheek fondly. She backed away and said sweetly, "You look so hot and fuckable."
I laughed, "More words I never fathomed hearing from a family member."
"Oh, you'll be hearing many things from family members you never fathomed," Grandma said, "Look in the mirror, you sweet thing."
I moved a couple steps, turned around, and stared at myself. I couldn't believe how lingerie could transform me from a sweet nerd into a sexy vixen. "Wow!" I said, mostly to myself.
"You do look pretty," Mom said.
"Just pretty?" I asked, as I turned around to check out my ass, which was completely uncovered, as was my vagina, since the lingerie set didn't come with panties.
"You look fucking hot," Grandma said.
"Yes honey, you look fucking hot as hell," Mom said, making me laugh.
"Well, I do look like you," I smiled.
"Are you ready to be tonight's Princess of Spades?" Grandma asked. "Ordinarily you'd be called the Queen of Spades, but since you're starting out tonight as a virgin, we're calling you the Princess, which in a way is better. So are you ready?"
"Yes, no, and everything in between," I said.
"That's the Walton spirit," Grandma said, slapping my naked ass.
"Did my dear, sweet Grandma just slap my ass?" I asked with a giggle.
"It's a very fine ass," Grandma shrugged.
"That's true," I agreed, having never really thought much about my ass until just now when I saw it showcased by the lingerie.
"All the Walton ladies have them," Grandma said, shaking her own ass before me, still completely naked, as she opened the door.
"I'm so fortunate to come from such a great line of ass genes," I quipped, as I followed my Grandma out, dressed like a total slut... my nervousness subdued by my growing excitement. I'd fantasized about losing my virginity for a while, and it had seemed to be something in the distant future. But it was now imminent.
"Just relax and enjoy yourself," Mom encouraged me, as we headed downstairs to the orgy. I was guessing it would soon become my orgy.
"I can't believe everyone's doing this!" I said, as I was suddenly back to watching an orgy... my Great Grandma was sucking a dick while stroking two others... which I considered very impressive multi-tasking. Aunt Jill was doing the same thing, as was a large woman I didn't recognize.
"Oh my," I said.
"They're all preparing those dicks for you," Grandma informed me.
"They are?" I asked, as I stared at a large number of huge black cocks.
"Every one of them," Mom said from behind me.
"Oh my," I repeated.
"Ladies and gentle-studs," Grandma spoke up in a commanding voice, and suddenly everyone stopped what they were doing.
"That's my Great Granddaughter," Great Grandma said, just after she'd extracted a huge black cock from her mouth.
"She's so fine," the guy whose dick was just in her mouth said, as suddenly more than a couple dozen pairs of eyes were directed at me.
"Come over here Jamie," Great Grandma said.
"So nice," someone said, as I walked nervously to my Great Grandma, unable to keep from looking hungrily at all the hard, exposed BBC's.
"She looks just like you, Julie," a female voice called out.
"Aawww, you're so sweet," Julie said, as she looked me in the eyes, snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.
I looked back at her, perplexed.
"Knees, Jamie," she ordered.
"Oh... sorry," I said, as I nodded and slowly knelt beside my mostly naked Great Grandmother.
"Ready to suck some BBC?" she asked.
"I'd better be," I smiled, feeling a sudden rush of adrenaline and courage, perhaps because the cock right in front of me was so fucking big and hard. I then went to it and took it in my mouth.
"She's definitely related to you," the guy I was sucking chuckled. Although I'd only sucked a single cock for just a couple of minutes before this moment, I'd practiced secretly in my room on a variety of cucumbers... since I wanted to be able to give a good blow job when the occasion presented itself... which it just had... big time... pun intended.
"Like mother, like daughter, like granddaughter and like great granddaughter," Julie joked, as I bobbed on the ten-inch cock, taking over half of it right off the bat.
"She sucks cock like you, Karen," someone said, as I realized not only was I sucking cock, I was sucking cock in a room full of people who were watching me... including my Mom, and apparently I was emulating her excellent cock sucking technique.
"I'm flattered," Karen said.
"Is her young pussy available tonight?" someone asked.
"Ask her," Julie said.
The guy in my mouth pulled back and I said, my pussy on utter fire unlike anything I'd ever felt before, lust completely consuming me, as my natural submissive Walton nature came alive, "I want to be a slut for BBC, just like my Mom, Aunt, Grandma and Great Grandma."
"Did you just call me a slut?" Great Grandma asked, her eyebrow raised.
"I certainly did," I said, then added wickedly, "you're a dirty slut for big black cock, and I'll be honoured if I can follow in your footsteps."
"Well, so long as you're making everything clear," she smirked, as some others laughed.
"So who's going to take my virginity?" I threw out there.
"She's a virgin?" more than one person asked.
"I'm virginal except for my paramours the cucumbers, hairbrushes and a wine bottle," I fully disclosed with a sexy, playful smile.
"Fuck," the guy in front of me said, as I took his cock back into my mouth. I always wanted to be the best in all my subjects at school; I strived to be the top debater; and if I was going to be a Queen of Spades, or for now only a Princess of Spades until next week, I wanted to be the best cock sucking, cock fucking slut I could manage to be.
"She's mine," a deep voice asserted as I bobbed on the cock in my mouth.
"Sure thing, Barnes," Great Grandma agreed.
I sucked for another thirty seconds or so before I felt hands on my hips. I pulled back and turned my head around to see a large, chubby older man behind me with kinky white hair. He must have been in his seventies.
In a million years I would never have imagined losing my virginity in a room full of people, with my mother and my every other female relative essentially naked, and to a black man I was just now meeting only a minute or two before the fact, who was close to the same age as my Great Grandma... and yet... all this added up to exactly what was about to happen.
"Ready to be blacked, baby girl?" Barnes asked.
"Yes, sir," I said, as he positioned himself behind me on my hands and knees, and I felt his cock between my pussy lips, teasing me as he moved it ever so slowly up and down. "Please fuck me with your big black cock."
"Barnes was my very first fuck too," Mom mentioned, just as his cock slid inside me.
"Reeeeeeeeeeeally?" I moaned, as his cock stretched open my virgin pussy.
"Yeah, he's been fucking us Walton girls for decades," Mom said, as she watched me taking my first dick. With some obvious pride I might add, apparently having recovered from her reluctance for her darling baby to become an official slut.
"I'm so full," I moaned, as his cock filled me completely. It was as long as the biggest cucumber I'd fucked myself with... the one that broke my hymen... but this actual cock felt even fatter.
"You look really hot with that black dick in your pussy," Great Grandma said.
"It feels so good," I groaned as Barnes began fucking me.
"Such a tight pussy," he groaned.
"Get back to sucking, slut," the guy in front of me said, so I opened my mouth and was then being spit-roasted.
"That's my girl," Mom said, now sounding totally proud of my new slutty side... losing my virginity... being blacked... the centre of everyone's attention.
In fact Mrs. Walker was by now fully aware of my presence at this orgy, and she gave me an approving smile and a wave from across the room. And what everyone says is true.... She has a great ass.
"Someone had better get their dick in my ass right fucking now," Great Grandma demanded in a loud voice.
For the next few minutes I was spit-roasted. I remained on all fours as the two black men fucked my face and pussy, and I was in complete heaven.
"Here comes your first load, sexy girl," my face-fucking guy said, before he pulled out and splattered my face with his cum... which to my surprise was very warm... something I'd never thought about before this moment, but I guess everything in a person's body is at body temperature. Duh.
"Cock, more cock," I demanded, after a few ropes splattered my face, and then his cock went away.
"Here you go, pretty girl," a deep voice said, as a semi-erect cock was dangled before me.
"Nice cock," I said, as he slid it into my mouth.
"What an insatiable slut," someone said, as I was again being spit-roasted. Which sounded strange, since from everything I'd seen tonight, every woman here was both insatiable and an utter slut. (I don't mean that in a bad way, of course!)
Barnes ordered, as he firmly held my hips and stopped moving while he was deep inside me, "Fuck yourself on me."
I couldn't respond verbally since I had a cock in my mouth, but I began rocking back and forth, devouring the black dick in my mouth, and then bouncing back to take Barnes' huge cock all the way inside my pussy.
"Definitely a Walton," someone said.
"I'm next," someone else said... a guy, so I guessed I was next as well.
"Oh yes, ride my cock," Barnes groaned, as I furiously bounced back on his cock, grateful I was in good shape... thank God for yoga.
"That's it Jamie, fuck that BBC," Great Grandma... or rather Julia... cheered me on.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned in response, as I yo-yoed back and forth between those two amazing black cocks... my orgasm rising at an expedited rate.
"Fuck," Barnes grunted a minute later as I felt his cum filling my pussy, which instantly made me scream (in ecstasy, in case you were worried) as the cock in my mouth slipped out.
"Yesssss, fill my pussy," I screamed, wanting everyone to know he was coming inside me, wanting everyone to know I was taking my first BBC load, and I was also crazy happy about my first BBC-fueled orgasm.
"And now she's blacked," someone said.
"So fucking good," I said, before I found the cock before me again and began really bobbing, even while I was trembling from my orgasm, which was a thousand times more intense than any self-induced orgasm. Barnes pulled out, and I felt his cum leaking out of me.
It wasn't even five seconds later, as I furiously bobbed on the cock in my mouth, that a second dick filled my pussy.
"Train," someone called out, and for the next forty minutes or so I had twelve different cocks fuck me and cum in my pussy... and so many orgasms I lost track. I only know it was twelve cocks because of the hot video I watched a couple days later... my entire blackening committed to video as a lifelong memento. I suppose many years from now I'll be playing it proudly for my grandchildren, or at least for the eighteen-year-old girls.
I also took three more loads on my face and swallowed two... the final one while I was sitting on the couch watching Great Grandma getting ass fucked (again), before the guy pulled out, walked over to me and had me suck his dick to completion, that had just been balls deep in my Great Grandma's ass.
Once all the men were gone, and only Mom, Auntie, Grandma and Great Grandma remained in the house, I asked, "So may I trust I'll be invited to next week's Spades Club?"
"No worries, you're a lifer now," Great Grandma reassured me.
"Of course you're also invited to the Peach Pie Party this Saturday," Grandma added.
"What's that?" I asked.
"That's our last Saturday of the month girl's only party, where we get to enjoy as much chocolate pie as possible," Grandma said. "So don't ask me why it's called a Peach Pie Party, it just always has been."
"Chocolate pie?" I asked, so tired I wasn't processing what should have been an obvious interpretation.
"Black pussy," Grandma said.
"You eat pussy too?" I asked hopefully.
"No, we only eat black pussy," Grandma corrected me.
"Oh," I said, having gotten myself off to many lesbian fantasies too. After a brief pause to process this new wrinkle I said, "I can't wait."
EPILOGUE:
Several years later I was on holiday in the Caribbean with my boyfriend Harold. We were visiting a nude beach, when a group of black guys noticed the Queen of Spades tattoo near my backside. When they asked about it, of course I confirmed that it meant what they thought it meant.
Which resulted in a wild scene very much like my parents' wedding night, where Harold served as their fluffer while the black guys gangbanged me in all three holes for several passion-filled hours.
When I returned home and told her all about it, my Mom said she was so proud of me.
Which just goes to show that it's wonderful how some things can change.
THE END
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Summary: Grandma rediscovers her mojo with help from her granddaughter
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy, who suggested this very unusual tale.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this twisted tale.
Grandma's Makeover
When Vicky arrived at her grandmother's for the summer like she had every year bar one since she was a young teenager, she could immediately tell things were different this time.
It had been four years since her grandfather had passed, leaving her grandmother living alone. Grandma Nancy had soldiered through, not showing any signs of loneliness or depression at all... but the past year plus of almost total isolation must have hit her hard. And last summer because of the pandemic, Vicky had skipped her annual visit for the first time in about a decade. She'd wanted to come, but everyone, even including her grandmother, had convinced her it wouldn't be safe.
They'd always been close, Vicky far closer to her wild and crazy grandmother than to her conservative mother.
How wild you ask? Well for starters, how many grandmothers sunbathe nude in the first place, never mind doing it with their granddaughters?
Also, although it was legal in California, Vicky had been more than a little shocked during a previous summer when her grandma busted her with a joint in her mouth, because instead of staging a hissy fit about sinning like her mother would have done, she just calmly came over and took a hit from the joint. And then astonishing Vicky once again, she asked her, "What's this weak ass shit?" She then pulled a joint out of her purse and shared the much better quality and stronger stuff with her eighteen-year-old granddaughter, promising there'd be more where that came from.
But alas, this past year and a few months because of COVID, and from her inability to do any of the things she normally liked to do, Nancy had gotten lonely and depressed, and had even gained a fair amount of extra weight. This new and definitely not better look also surprised Vicky, since her grandma had confided in her during one of their new pastimes... summer smoking at nights... that she'd used to be a topless dancer in the seventies, and had been very popular.
Vicky had inherited her grandmother's big tits, wide hips, wider ass, and even her sass. These assets got her a lot of attention from men, especially from black men (actually from men of all races, she just preferred the black ones), but that sassy attribute also got her into trouble, since she often spoke up first and considered the consequences later, if ever.
So Vicky, who already knew something was wrong by the tone of her grandma's voice, which was a lot less peppy and more listless, as well as the obvious weight gain she'd noticed on their video calls, knew that this summer she needed to help her grandmother climb out of her funk.
But she'd had no idea how bad it was, until she arrived.
Her grandma had gained a good thirty pounds.
Nancy was miserable, and she'd even considered suicide during her past year and a quarter of isolation, feeling so alone, and having lost any hope of things ever getting better. But her spirits rocketed the moment she opened the door and saw her sweet granddaughter standing in front of her!
"V-V-Vicky!" Nancy stammered, astonished to see a relative for the first time in months, and thrilled it was her favourite granddaughter, who was her favourite family member. But then she was immediately mortified to know the sight her granddaughter was about to witness... a house that looked like a tornado had struck it, and then been ravaged by a second tornado just to be thorough.
"Grandma," Vicky said, saddened by how large her grandma had gotten as they wrapped their arms around each other.
"What are you doing here?" Nancy asked.
"School is out for the summer, the first year of my college completed, and I sensed that you needed me," Vicky explained. "So here I am!"
"Well, I've certainly missed you," Nancy said, having forgotten just how great it felt to be talking to someone you love face to face.
"I've missed you too," Vicky said, as she walked into the disaster of a house that had previously always been immaculate. "Oh, my," she couldn't help saying.
"Sorry, I didn't know anyone was coming by," Nancy apologized, feeling totally ashamed at her beloved granddaughter seeing her house in such a state.
Vicky, who was majoring in psychology and who'd written a research paper on the effects COVID had on women, knew exactly what had happened. "No, it's okay, Grandma," she said, "I'll help you get this place back to normal."
"I just haven't felt any urgency to clean," Nancy admitted.
"Actually, that's not surprising. It's one of the most common effects of people's isolation," Vicky said. "Many people suffer from a lack of purpose when they spend long periods of time alone."
"I suppose," Nancy said; her granddaughter was likely right. She'd continued cleaning her house as usual for the first couple months, but then she began to wonder why... what was the point? No one ever came over. So she began neglecting her regular schedule, and the longer she did that, the messier and dirtier the house became, so then just the idea of cleaning it exhausted her.
"It's okay, grandma," Vicky said, giving her another hug. "I'm here now, so you're not alone anymore."
"It's so good to see you," Nancy said, feeling a glimmer of happiness for the first time in many months.
"It's great to see you too," Vicky replied with feeling, kissing her grandma on the cheek.
That night they ordered in some food, chatted about Vicky's first year of college, and discussed COVID. They also shared a joint, which relaxed Nancy, who hadn't had one in months.
They ended up watching Breakfast at Tiffany's, Nancy's favourite movie, before they both went off to bed exhausted.
As Vicky tried to sleep, she resolved to do her absolute best in helping to get her grandma back to her old self.
.....
The next morning.
Vicky woke up early, gave the kitchen a thorough clean, and made breakfast for them both, tasks that were usually done by Nancy. She even figured out with the help of a google search how to operate the surprisingly confusing espresso maker.
Nancy walked into the kitchen just as the last of the bacon was frying.
"Good morning, Grandma," Vicky greeted her warmly.
"Good morning, Sweetie," Nancy smiled, finding it so strange, and yet so great, to see someone inside her house, especially her favourite granddaughter.
"You're just in time to join me for breakfast, and then we'll head out to the beach to work on our tans," Vicky announced, the sun already shining brightly on this glorious summer day,
"Thanks for making us this lovely breakfast," Nancy said as she sat down at the clean kitchen table, "but I don't think I'm up for going all the way to the beach for any sunbathing today."
Vicky had known her grandma would likely feel insecure about her weight gain, but she also knew from the courses she was taking, as well as the essay she'd written, that it was critical for her to push her grandma back in action, if only as much as going out to sunbathe, and not to allow her to stay home and sulk. So she demanded, albeit brightly, "What do you mean, Grandma? Tanning together has always been our thing!"
"I know, dear," she sighed, "But now that I've put on all this extra weight, I know I won't feel comfortable around anyone in a bikini."
"Nancy Margola Meyers," Vicky said, in a haughty way she'd used only once before, "Since when have you evah passed up a chance to show off your curvy body?"
Nancy couldn't help laughing. Even at her age she was accustomed to getting a lot of looks, since her body had aged like a fine wine. Sure she was sixty-five and was even receiving an old age pension, but no one believed her when she told them her age. "You know me so well!"
"Then it's settled," Vicky said. "We're going off to flaunt our stuff at the beach."
Nancy sighed a heavy sigh, "It's just that I don't feel as sexy as I usually do because of the weight gain... So I'm sorry, sweetie, I'm just not feeling particularly sexy these days."
Vicky couldn't and wouldn't take no for an answer, "Okay, you might have put on a few extra pounds, but almost everyone has during their isolation."
"You certainly haven't," Nancy pointed out, her granddaughter's body reminding her of what she'd used to look like.
"I inherited your metabolism," Vicky shrugged.
"My former metabolism," Nancy corrected her.
"Grandma, I absolutely forbid you to feel sorry for yourself. First of all, what would Grandpa say?" Vicky demanded, knowing she was playing dirty pool, but it was necessary.
"That I'm a foxy lady," Nancy said, laughing.
"Not exactly. He'd sing it instead, "Foxy..." Vicky sang the classic Hendrix lyric, "...Lady."
"Yes, he absolutely would," Nancy laughed harder this time, even though she was suddenly really missing him. God, he would have been good to have around during this lengthy isolation.
"Grandma, your body still looks amazing. Even in your sixties, you still have the kind of natural curves that women these days pay top dollar for," Vicky said, hoping she'd still look this fine when she reached her sixties.
"You're sweet, honey," Nancy said, enjoying the flattery.
"All you need is a little makeover," Vicky said, finding her sudden idea of playing Barbie with her grandmother kind of fun.
"A makeover?"
Vicky looked her grandma over, who was still incredibly pretty for a woman her age, which was good news for her own future, and replied, "Yes, a makeover. It's time to spice things up a bit."
"I'm not even sure where to start," the grandmother said with a heavy sigh. She hated that she'd gained all this weight, and she hated how it made her feel so insecure.
"You trust me, don't you?" Vicky asked, a few ideas already formulating in her head.
"Well, usually I do," Nancy said, "but the sneaky look on your face tells me you're plotting something really out there,"
"I won't do anything you're not comfortable with," Vicky promised, although if she carried through with some of her ideas, that wouldn't entirely be the case.
"Fine, why not then?" Nancy said, feeling bad she'd allowed herself to get into such a funk, that really wasn't her, and figuring she should just go with the flow, since her granddaughter always made her feel decades younger. And even if some people thought she should act her age, where was the harm in that?
"Good. Now go change into your bathing suit, and meet me outside in five. I need to formulate a plan for bringing your sexy back," Vicky said.
"My sexy back?" Nancy asked, that sounding so weird. "What are you doing with my back?"
"No, silly! I've always loved your sexy side, so now I'm bringing it back. Like this!" And she sang, "Yeah, I'm bringing sexy back! Yeah!"
"Okay, I get the idea now. But am I supposed to know that song?" Nancy asked, as she watched her granddaughter singing and dancing.
"Justin Timberlake," Vicky said, as she danced around, really shaking her white booty.
"Who's he?" she asked, having stopped following popular music somewhere in the eighties.
"It's time to introduce you to this century," Vicky teased, and repeated, "Go get your bathing suit on."
"Fine," Nancy sighed. "Hopefully I can still get into one of them."
Nancy went to her bedroom and changed into a bikini that was rather skimpy, and might be considered downright slutty for someone her age. But for some reason, she wanted to impress her wild, live-for-the-moment granddaughter who obviously loved her dearly.
Once they were at the beach and had removed their outer clothing, Vicky approved, "Very nice, grandma."
"I'm probably showing way too much skin," Nancy said, looking at her granddaughter, who was wearing an equally skimpy 'Check out my curves, world!' bikini.
"There's no such thing as too much skin," Vicky said, "especially not in California."
"I guess that's true," Nancy laughed, as she looked around, seeing both women and men wearing as little clothing as conceivably possible.
During the next couple of hours they tanned, they chatted, and they both received a lot of looks from lust-hungry boys and men. It made Nancy feel good about herself for the first time in a long, long time... because even with her weight gain, she still got the looks.
Vicky noticed her grandmother must not have shaved her pussy in a long time, which the bikini couldn't completely hide... but that would have to wait for another day.
They went for lunch, and then Vicky and Nancy went to a salon for pedicures and manicures. Which got Nancy finally feeling like a woman again. A little rebellious. A little sexy.
Over the next three weeks Vicky and Nancy worked out every day, went on a strict diet, and tanned at the beach.
Then, Vicky feeling her grandma had gotten her groove back, and seeing she'd lost half of the weight she'd gained, declared first thing over breakfast, "Today we're going shopping!"
"We are?" Nancy asked.
"Makeover part two," the granddaughter explained, without giving anything away.
"Okay," Nancy said, having begun to feel alive again ever since her granddaughter had arrived and taken her in hand.
They spent the entire day out.
Had a massage for each of them.
New hairdos at the salon.
Then new wardrobes, including new shoes, stockings, garter belts, thigh highs, and nylons. Even new lace bras, but no panties.
Vicky, recalling she'd noticed Nancy's bush, finally announced, "And now to deal with the forest between your legs."
"Hey, it was a cold winter," Nancy protested.
"In Southern California?" Vicky refuted, "That thicket needs to be shaved."
"I never shave it completely," Nancy said.
"Well, trimmed then," Vicky said. "A lot."
"Fine," Nancy sighed, knowing her granddaughter was relentless, just like she was.
Vicky left to return with a powerful pair of hair clippers and said, "Let's do this."
Nancy gasped, and her eyes went big, "You're not doing it!"
"Of course I am," Vicky said, turning it onto its highest setting, which was very loud.
"I don't think so."
"Look, you're my Barbie Grandma, and I'm going to transform you into something simply mahvelous!" Vicky insisted.
"I don't know," Nancy said, still feeling a little tentative. This new step seemed to be crossing the grandma-granddaughter line. Sure, they'd sunbathed nude together, had shared some pot and tried on lingerie together, but having her granddaughter trimming her pussy seemed to be crossing a definite line.
"I wasn't asking," Vicky said, as she gently pushed her grandma onto her bed.
"You're sure?" Nancy asked as her granddaughter spread her nylon-clad legs, still dressed in the lingerie they'd tried on not long after arriving home, so neither of them was wearing any panties.
"Yep," Vicky said, as she used a powerful hair clipper, beginning with the largest guard, and working her way down to the smallest one.
This process took a good fifteen minutes, and while it occurred Nancy became more and more flustered. She wasn't sure if it was from having a woman between her legs (she hadn't been with a woman in over four decades), or her not being intimate with anyone in years, or from the vibration of the clippers against her long neglected pussy... but she was by now confusingly flustered and undeniably horny. She tried to limit the growing feelings inside her, but while Vicky was focusing on the area around her clit, she felt an orgasm about to burst.
Vicky heard her grandma let out a moan, and she looked up.
Nancy had closed her eyes, was gripping the sheets with both of her hands, and involuntarily bucking her hips.
Vicky was shocked, as she realized her grandma was about to come, and she asked, "Grandma, are you...?"
"Oh, God, please don't stop now," Nancy begged, mortified she was about to come in front of her granddaughter, yet desperately needing an orgasm. "You've already gotten me so close!"
Vicky smiled deviously as she asked, having gotten off more than one woman before, although none of them related to her, "Are you asking me to get you off, Grandma?"
"Yes please, Vicky," Nancy moaned, knowing what was about to happen was so wrong, yet it felt so inevitable by now.
Vicky deciding to go all in... literally... shut off the razor... and rubbed her thumb over her grandmother's clit while sliding two fingers into her very wet pussy.
"Oh my God!" Nancy screamed, feeling her granddaughter's fingers inside her pussy adding to the utter wrongness of what was occurring, yet unable to lift a finger to stop it... not wanting to stop it... just needing the pleasure to erupt right through her.
Come for me, grandma," Vicky ordered, as she brought her face to her grandma's clit and sucked it between her lips.
"Viiiiiiicky, oh Goooooooooood!!" Nancy was stunned to feel her granddaughter's lips on her clit, as well as from the intensity that followed, as she experienced her first orgasm in over a year, and her first one from another person in several years.
Vicky pulled out her fingers and drank her grandma's sweet nectar as it oozed from her pussy... feasting on it like it was the final meal of her life.
"Oh God, Victoria," Nancy moaned, still coming intensely.
Vicky, who was a very experienced pussy muncher, kept licking her grandma throughout her orgasm with the intention of giving this long-neglected pussy a real working over and multiple orgasms.
Nancy knew she should push her granddaughter's head away, this had already gone way too far, yet the eager tongue still working her pussy over better than her husband ever did, had her body on fire, and a second orgasm building, even as the first had yet to completely dwindle away.
Thus Nancy allowed this spur of the moment lesbian incestuous act to continue... the pleasure she was receiving overruling all her moral responsibility and guilt. She moaned, "Yes, more Vicky, more."
"You're enjoying my eating your pussy, Grandma?" Vicky asked, finding this taboo act so fucking hot... her own pussy on fire from the twisted, forbidden interaction.
"It's so wrong," Nancy moaned, gazing guiltily down between her legs at her pretty granddaughter .
"But it feels so right," Vicky said, "and you taste so good."
"I can't believe we're even doing this," Nancy moaned, still knowing it was wrong, yet unable to do anything but allow the pleasure controlling her decisions and actions.
"Let me get you off again at least once more," Vicky asked, "this is one of my main extra-curricular activities at college."
"You must excel in it," Nancy said, as she closed her eyes again and allowed the overriding pleasure to continue its journey.
Nancy, getting close again from the eagerly expert tongue, grabbed the back of her granddaughter's head and pulled it deep into her pussy.
Vicky took the action as a hint, so she seized her grandmother's clit between her lips... sucked on it... tugged on it... and shook her head like a tiny terrier.
"Oh yes, yes, oh my God yes!!" Nancy screamed, as a second orgasm exploded out of her and poured into her granddaughter's eager mouth.
Vicky lapped up the second flood of pussy juice until Nancy apologised a couple minutes later, I'm so sorry, dear. I don't know what came over me!"
Vicky, always able to twitch a straightforward sentence into a dirty one, responded with a wicked smile, "Maybe you don't, but I know who just came all over me!"
"You're so bad," Nancy said, shaking her head as she looked down at her wet-faced granddaughter.
"And I'm also so horny," Vicky said as she got off her knees and pushed her grandma onto her back. "So how about you return the favour?"



"Really? I haven't eaten any pussy in decades," Nancy admitted, shocked by her granddaughter straddling her face, but not protesting.
"It's like riding a bike," Vicky said as she lowered her pussy onto her grandma's face, "well, actually it's not anything like riding a bike, but it's a skill you never lose."
"You really want your own grandma to eat your pussy?" Nancy asked, as she admired the completely shaved and glistening pussy.
"I really do," Vicky said, so horny from what she'd just done... having now discovered that both the idea and the act of committing incest was her ultimate sexual rush.
"Well, since you did me so well, I guess it's the least I can do," Nancy agreed, and she extended her tongue and licked her first pussy in decades... her favourite granddaughter's.
"Oh, yes grandma, eat your granddaughter's pussy," Vicky moaned.
"You taste so good, too," Nancy said as she lapped on the sweet, ripe pussy, enjoying the honey-like nectar.
"Keep licking Grandma, that feels so good," Vicky moaned, as she looked down at her grandma... this give and get experience so surreal and surprising.
Nancy kept licking, her position a little challenging, but soon Vicky was close and was grinding on her grandma's face.
"Come on your Grandma's face, you sweet child," Nancy said, now unabashedly wanting to taste her granddaughter's cum, to make her come.
Vicky kept grinding until she came a few seconds later crying out, "Yes, Grandma!"
Nancy drank the cum directly as it streamed out of her granddaughter's pussy.
Once Vicky was finished coming, she rolled off, and laid down beside her grandma, "Well, that was unexpected."
"That's quite an understatement," Nancy laughed, just coming down from her sexual highs and realizing the full breadth of wrongness in her actions.
After a moment Vicky said, "Well, I think it's definitely time to get you laid, Grandma."
"I wish," Nancy laughed, having gotten dicked every two or three days, or even more often throughout her entire marriage... their sex life staying alive almost until the very end.
"Then let's make your wish come true," Vicky said, rolling onto her side to face her aging lover.
"Who'd want a sixty-five-year-old woman like me?" Nancy asked, the idea of her dating again looking impossible.
"Any man with taste," Vicky answered the question, "you're still a hot piece of ass."
"Vicky!" Nancy reproved, shaking her head, but nonetheless appreciating this compliment a granddaughter shouldn't ever give her grandmother.
Vicky, her plan long since formulated said, "How about we dress you up in one of your sexy new outfits, go out, and see how many heads we can turn?"
"I don't know," she said. "I'd go out somewhere I guess, but I'm way too old for the nightclub scene."
"Then how about a restaurant, like Sophie's? I hear they've reopened recently, and they have the best seafood in Palm Springs. Plus, the drinks are half price tonight," Vicky suggested, having already planned this outing, although she'd welcomed the delay while they ate each other out.
"Well, I do love seafood," Nancy said.
"Then it's a plan." Vicky said.
"Sure, let's go!" Nancy shrugged, feeling alive, really alive, for the first time in a long time.
So for the next half hour the two went through Nancy's new outfits, and finally settled on a red dress with a deep V to show off Nancy's ample cleavage, and a red lace bra, black stockings with a matching garter belt, and 4-inch black stilettos with red bottoms.
Vicky then went to her room to get dressed in almost the opposite outfit, wearing a black dress with red stockings and garter belt, a black lace bra, but also a pair of red-bottomed stilettos.
Nancy came into her room and Vicky asked, as she finished clasping a stocking, "You're not going to chicken out on me, are you?"
Nancy shook her head, "No, sweetie. Besides, we're just going out for dinner."
"Or more, if anything else pops up," Vicky said as Nancy walked over to her.
"I feel like I still owe you," Nancy said, kneeling before her granddaughter.
"You've already been down there, and you did a wonderful job, " Vicky said, happy her grandmother seemed to have gotten over her initial guilt from the wild incest they'd just committed together.
Nancy admired her granddaughter's beautiful, and still uncovered, pussy as she pointed out, "But you gave me two orgasms, and I only gave you one."
"I guess that's true," Vicky admitted, as she admired her grandma admiring her pussy.
Nancy blew on her granddaughter's clit, then gently kissed it and said, "Let me show you what I was really good at in my topless dancing days."
"Oh, Grandma," Vicky moaned, "I'd love that!" as her pussy was gently teased.
"There's one sexual organ that most women never get pleasured," Nancy said, as she spun her granddaughter 180º, pulled her ass cheeks apart, and licked her puckered anus.
"Ohhhhh, Grandma," Vicky moaned, this neither something anyone had ever done to her before, nor something she'd ever expected from her grandma.
"You have such a tasty little asshole," Nancy purred, and she licked and probed as she eased a thumb inside her granddaughter's pussy.
Between her grandmother's tongue in her ass, the thumb in her pussy, and Nancy's palm brushing against her clit, Vicky was immediately overwhelmed with pleasure, it literally arriving from both ends... the most unique double penetration ever.
Nancy had been very popular with the men back in her stripper days, but she'd been equally popular with her fellow strippers, since nobody could eat an asshole like she did.
The tongue, the thumb, the palm, all working simultaneously, had Victoria reaching a fevered pitch in a matter of minutes, and she began thrusting her hips randomly as her orgasm quickly approached. "Oh yes Grandma, eat my asshole!"
"Such a delicious little asshole, baby," Nancy praised, having forgotten how delicious an asshole was.
"Don't stop, Grandma," Vicky demanded, as the double, even triple pleasure, was driving her wild.
Nancy obeyed, fucking her granddaughter's ass with her tongue while thumbing her pussy and palming her clit.
Vicky moaned loudly as she cupped her own tits, "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum right now, Grandma!"
Nancy gave her granddaughter's clit a sharp slap and Vicky erupted, her legs trembling. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Nancy once again spun her granddaughter around, and she lapped up as much of her granddaughter's cum as she could find.
Once Vicky's orgasm was done, Nancy stood up, knowing she'd be eating her granddaughter's pussy and ass a lot from now on, and guilt resolved, feeling completely liberated and alive, she said, "Now we're even, so finish getting dressed; we have a hot date tonight, even if it's only the two of us hotties."
....
Her granddaughter insisted upon no panties, and although it felt weird not wearing any, something else she hadn't done in a long time, it did help her to feel incredibly sexy, especially after seeing herself in the mirror. Nancy couldn't believe how good the red dress looked on her. Her breasts and cleavage looked amazing, and the way it accentuated her hips and ass was nothing to shake a leg at either.
She definitely didn't look sixty-five.
And... she looked very fuckable.
Vicky, now dressed and happy to see her grandma admiring herself in the mirror, said, "I told you that you're fucking hot."
Nancy said, as she looked at her granddaughter, who also looked incredibly sexy, a younger version of her in some ways, "Thank you, sweetie. I feel great! And I can't believe how good my fat ass looks in this dress."
They both put on bright red lipstick that should have been branded 'I Can Take a Big Cock in my Mouth Lipstick', and they both dabbed on some sensual perfume; Nancy used her favorite Gucci perfume, while Vicky wore Dior.
Both women looked amazing while they waited for their Uber.
Once the Uber arrived, a young black man got out of the car and opened the door for the two well dressed, sexy women.
"So where are you two beautiful ladies going this evening?" The young man asked, glancing in his rear view mirror to admire two very generous sets of cleavage.
"Sophie's," Vicky answered.
The driver said, unable not to keep glancing back to the twin bosoms of the mother and daughter pair, or at least he assumed they were mother and daughter, "I was just there an hour ago. That place is packed. I hope you ladies made reservations."
Vicky sighed, she hadn't thought of making a reservation. "Oh dear, I didn't think it would be that busy."
The driver said, knowing the power of a beautiful woman, "Don't worry. If you ask, I'm sure they'll make an exception for you two."
"I certainly hope so," Nancy said, really wanting, and even needing, this night out.
As they drove, the driver asked, "So what's the special occasion?"
"My dear grandmother is celebrating being sexy," Victoria responded bluntly. "Doesn't she look great?"
The driver was stunned. "She's your grandmother? Wow! She looks incredible!"
Nancy enjoyed the compliment, her cheeks going red as she leaned forward a little to offer the sweet guy a better view of her cleavage, "Thank you, young man."
The driver, admiring the cleavage of a woman three times his age, said, "You're welcome, ma'am. But the pleasure continues to be all mine...Would you fine ladies like to listen to some music?"
"Sure. We'll listen to whatever you were playing before you picked us up," Vicky said.
"I'm not sure that song would be appropriate," he demurred.
"Oh, we're not shocked all that easily. Go ahead and turn it way up. If we don't like it, we'll say so," Vicky said, and then when the music began she kind of recognized the song, but she couldn't place it completely, since the lyrics hadn't started yet.
The driver cranked up the volume, and Nipsey Hussle's 'Grinding all my Life,' began rocking the car.
As soon as the singing began, she figured out what it was and screamed excitedly, "Oh my God. That's my song. Turn it up some more!"
By the time they reached the restaurant, Vicki and the driver were boisterously singing along with the song while Nancy listened appreciatively.
"All my life, been grindin' all my life
Sacrificed, hustled, paid the price
Want a slice, I could roll the dice
That's why, all my life, I been grindin' all my life."
As it song ended, Vicky declared, "That is the theme for the night."
"What is?" Nancy asked.
"Grindin' the night away," Vicky said.
"Your so bad," Nancy said, shaking her head at her wild granddaughter.
"Oh, you wait," Vicky said, as they pulled up to the restaurant.
both women were feeling plenty good, ready for a good grind, until they caught sight of the extremely long line.
Vicky was afraid they wouldn't make it into the restaurant at all, until she noticed two huge black bouncers manning the entrance.
"Thanks for the ride, sexy," Vicky said.
"You're more than welcome," the driver replied, slyly adjusting his hard cock.
"You were a real sweetheart," Nancy added.
"Thanks, enjoy your night," the driver said, wishing he could cup those big tits, and perhaps be the reverse Oreo filling between these two wild white women.
"Follow my lead, Grandma," Vicky said, confident the two of them working in unison could literally wiggle their way inside.
"What are you up to, young lady?" Nancy asked, as she blanched at the long line, thinking there was no way she could wait outdoors standing up for an hour wearing these heels.
"You'll see," Vicky said, all sing song playful.
The two women approached a huge bouncer, and Vicky spoke up in a sexy, sultry voice, "Hi there. Aren't you going to invite us in?"
The bouncer asked, while he admired the two well-dressed white women, "Why would I do that?"
Vicky said bluntly, "Because my grandmother and I are looking hot and feeling good."
"That's your grandmother?" The bouncer blurted out, the woman looking more like a MILF than a GILF.
Vicky, oozing sex appeal, nodded as she leaned forward just enough to showcase her grand canyon of flesh, "Yes sir, she certainly is."
The bouncer said, "Hold on a second." He waved over the other bouncer, who was chatting with a couple, "Hey, Big Mike..."
The other bouncer turned around and saw the two big-bootied white women and blurted out, "GODDAMN! Oops, I mean 'How may I help you ladies?'"
The first bouncer asked, "Should we let them in right away?"
Mike agreed, "Hell yeah. These fine-looking ladies can have whatever they want."
Vicky leaned forward, her hand darting to his crotch and giving a firm squeeze to the impressive dick, "Thank you so much."
But once they made it inside, they were told (by a lady hostess) they'd have to wait about thirty minutes for a table, since they didn't have reservations. But at least they were inside and out of the heat, and they could wait while seated at the bar.
After they'd been seated for five minutes they were still waiting to order their drinks, when they were approached by a beautiful black waitress. She informed them the gentleman seated to the left of them (she pointed instead of explaining) wished to buy them drinks.
When the two women looked over at an older white-haired black man seated in an area all by himself, they knew he had to be someone important; Nancy asked the waitress, "Who is he?"
"He's Mr. Kinkade. The owner."
Nancy smiled warmly, "Oh my. Well, please tell him we said thank you!"
The waitress nodded, "I'll make sure to tell him."
After they'd ordered their drinks but hadn't yet received them, the very tall, well over six feet, slender black man got up and strolled towards them.
As Percy made his way over to their table, his eyes immediately fell to Vicky's cleavage and Nancy's sexy black stockings. Both of them items he'd always loved to look at. A generous pair of hooters and a big bootied woman with thick nylon-covered legs. And these two women were dressed to thrill.
"Hello, ladies," Percy greeted in his snooty but warm way. His manner said between the lines, 'I'm being particularly elegant with you since I'm of the belief that you ladies enjoy being equally elegant.'
"Hello," both ladies greeted back, each with different thoughts. Victoria was already thinking about this gentleman being perfect to end her grandma's dry spell and to help her get her sexy back. Nancy was only thinking how nice it was to have an impressive man speaking to her, and apparently turned on by her.
"Are you two ladies having a good time?" he asked.
Nancy nodded, "Yes, we are. Thank you again for the drinks."
"No problem," he said. "I'm Kinkade. Percy Kinkade, but everyone calls me Mr. Kinkade."
Both women took notice of his deep, flattering voice, and his implied insistence they call him 'Mr. Kinkade'... not Percy, not Kinkade... but precisely 'Mr. Kinkade'.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Kinkade. I'm Vicky, and this lovely lady is my grandmother, Nancy," Vicky greeted, delighted to play matchmaker.
Percy took Nancy's hand and kissed it, saying, "It's a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Nancy." The smooth man then turned to Vicky and repeated the small ritual with, "It's a pleasure to meet you as well, Ms. Vicky."
Nancy smiled, knowing she was being played, but happy to be, "Well, aren't you just the charmer!"
Mr. Kinkade asked, still as smooth as butter, or better, as smooth as the silky sheer nylons Nancy was wearing, "I believe that I am; but is it working?"
Nancy flirted back, "I do believe it is, Mr. Kinkade."
He asked, "Would you lovely ladies care to join me at my table?"
Vicky answered, just in case her grandma got cold feet or something, "Certainly, we'd love that."
"Then come with me, lovely ladies," Percy invited, offering an arm to each.
The ladies graciously grasped the gentleman's arms and were escorted to his table.
Percy offered them each a seat first, pulling out their chairs and holding them like any proper gentleman, although he did so primarily to admire their wide hips, big asses, and nylons.
Both women were impressed by the view of the restaurant from Percy's table, which was set on a dais slightly higher than the rest of the restaurant. They could see everything going on.
Nancy noticed a few people dancing. She'd been here several years ago, and she couldn't recall seeing a dance floor. She asked the handsome man, "Has the dance floor always been here?"
Mr. Kinkade replied, "No it hasn't. We recently added it, along with a new DJ booth and bar. We wished to make our establishment more than just a restaurant... we wanted it to provide the setting for a complete night out for our customers."
"Well, I'd say you've certainly achieved that," Nancy said, having always loved dancing... from her teenage years, through college, as a stripper, and finally as a wife.
Vicky perused the 'establishment', which she felt was the correct term, since it was indeed far more than just a restaurant. She noticed a painting of a full-figured black woman wearing red lingerie with matching stockings and garter belt. The portrait was hung on a wall on the far side of the dance floor, with multiple spotlights highlighting it. She pointed it out to her grandmother, "Wow, Grandma, check out that painting!"
Nancy hadn't noticed it, her focus on envying the men and women dancing, before she did notice the painting of the half-naked woman, and said, "Oh my, she's utterly beautiful!"
Vicky, who'd always had a thing for older large black women, and having been in the middle of more than a few of them once she'd started volunteering at an old folks home and discovering the many ways these older women's libidos hadn't run down said, "She looks like a goddess."
Mr. Kinkade said, "That's because she is a goddess. She's my late wife Sophie."
"I'm sorry for your loss," Nancy said as she admired the painting. "But it's really a magnificent painting of her!"
Mr. Kinkade explained, as he lost himself in the painting all over again, "I commissioned it five years before my dear Sophie lost her battle against Lupus."
Nancy placed her hand on his, not in a sensual or flirtatious way, but caring and compassionate. "I'm so very sorry to hear that."
Mr. Kinkade replied not at all unhappily, "Don't be. She lived her life to the fullest. In fact, she was the inspiration behind all the renovations...when I built this restaurant over ten years ago and named it after her. She'd always said she loved everything about it except there wasn't a dance floor So, I had this one built in her honor."
"That was so thoughtful of you," Vicky said, noticing her grandmother's hand on his.
Mr. Kinkade asked, "Would either of you ladies like to dance with me?"
Nancy wanted to, she really did, but she hadn't danced with a man since her husband had died, so she figured she needed a drink or two to loosen up. "Maybe later. I'll need to get some liquid courage inside me first."
Mr. Kinkade asked, feeling a strong affinity with these lovely ladies, "How would you two like to join me for dinner at my place? I'll have the best chef in town whip us up a feast."
Nancy asked, his hand still in hers, "Your place? And where might that be?"
He pointed through the front window and asked, "Do you see that house over there?"
"How could we not?" Nancy asked; it was a literal mansion.
Victoria asked, "Are you referring to the huge house sitting on top of that mountain?"
Yes, that's my home," he answered.
"And how do we get there?" Nancy asked, because although it was in clear sight, it was still some distance away.
"Simply follow me, ladies," Mr. Kinkade said, after he waved over the same black waitress from before and whispered something to her.



"Of course, Mr. Kinkade. I'm certain that can be arranged very quickly," the pretty waitress said.
Percy led the two ladies, again one on each arm, through the establishment, up a flight of stairs, and to the roof... where... there was... a helicopter waiting for them with its rotors already spinning lazily.
They finished their drinks while they admired an amazing view of the city. Once done, they boarded the helicopter, and ten minutes later they touched down on the helipad at his estate.
Percy gave the beautiful women a quick tour of his home (relatively quick anyway, it took twenty minutes): showing them the Infiniti pool, workout room, home theatre, jacuzzi, gourmet kitchen, and master suite with a bed that looked like it could comfortably sleep five.
As they walked into the kitchen Nancy asked, realizing she was very hungry, since her last two snacks were from her granddaughter's pussy, which although delicious, hadn't been very filling, "So where is this fabulous chef you mentioned?"
Mr. Kinkade said, pulling out two chairs in the kitchen, "Ladies, please take your seats, and I'll be right back."
"This is crazy," Nancy whispered to her granddaughter.
"Definitely crazy," Vicky agreed, "and wild," wondering whether she was about to take part in a threesome with her grandmother. If so, she certainly wouldn't complain!
When Percy returned, he'd removed his suit jacket, shirt and tie, kept on the undershirt, and had donned an apron emblazoned with, 'Chef Percy'.
Nancy smiled, "So let me guess. You're the best chef in town and you have a bunch of awards to prove it?"
Percy walked up to her, took her hand, pulled her to her feet and said, "Something like that. But I can show you much better than I can tell you."
"Okay, lead the way," Nancy said.
Vicky followed them across the large kitchen enjoying the cute banter between the two. Mr. Kinkade suggested, "How about you ladies double team a salad and I'll handle the rest?"
"We can do that," Nancy agreed, always capable of making a fresh, unique, delicious salad.
Percy said, "Siri, play John Coltrane - Giant Steps."
The hard driving jazz music started playing and the two women admired Percy's chiseled arms and chest while he grilled steak and lobster like a pro.
At one point he walked up behind Nancy as she was chopping cucumber and said,
"Looking good, ladies."
"Thanks," Nancy said, as she turned to him and discovered his lips landing on hers. The kiss was soft... slow... an then his tongue slid into her mouth.
Vicky watched her grandma making out with the handsome black man for a good half a minute, before he snatched up a cucumber slice, popped it in his mouth, and strolled away making crunching sounds.
Vicky gave her grandmother an 'I think you might be getting laid tonight' look.
Twenty minutes later while they were setting the table, Percy walked up behind Vicky and offered, "Let me give you a hand with that." Then before she even knew what was happening, the older black man was passionately kissing her! Again, it lasted about thirty seconds, long enough to render the girl weak at the knees, before he turned and sauntered away. That threesome possibility was looking more and more likely!
"Wow!" Vicky said.
"He's a great kisser, isn't he?"
"Fucking amazing," Vicky agreed.
He returned a minute later with a bottle of red wine and was now shirtless, the apron and undershirt disappeared. "Sorry, I spilt some sauce on myself."
He set the food on the table and said, "I'll be right back. I need to go put on a shirt."
Both women loved admiring his caramel skin, his muscles and tattoos, so they preferred him to stay that way. So Nancy spoke out saying, "Actually, I'd prefer it if you remained as you are. We don't mind a bit, do we dear?"
"No Grandma, I don't mind at all," Vicky staring at his body the same way men usually stared at hers.
"Then if you lovely ladies appreciate what you're seeing, I guess it's settled," he shrugged as he sat down, still displaying his wares.
Nancy, really feeling alive again, said, "I'd like to propose a toast. To the best night I've had in years!"
Percy added, with a hint of foreshadowing, "To a developing night we'll never forget."
Once they'd started eating Percy asked, "What are you ladies celebrating tonight?"
Vicky said, "We're celebrating the rebirth of my grandmother's confidence."
Percy asked, looking into Nancy's eyes, "How could a woman with a body like yours ever lack confidence?"
Nancy smiled, appreciating the compliment, "Normally I've been confident all my life, but after putting on an extra 30 pounds, half of which I've now lost again thanks to Vicky, I wasn't feeling like my old self. I just felt old."
Percy said, "Well I for one am glad you came to your senses. Because you have nothing to be timid about, you look fabulous!"
Vicky added, loving the growing chemistry between her two elders, and almost feeling like a third wheel, even though that kiss made her feel maybe she'd become part of some sort of ad hoc polygamy tonight instead, "I told you, Grandma! You've got your sexy back!"
Nancy feeling so good about herself now agreed, "Yes, you did tell me. My thanks to you both."
Percy asked, having noticed the garter-belts way back when he'd spotted them sitting at the bar, "Whose idea was it to wear sheer stockings and garter belts?"
Vicky said, "That was my idea. Stockings are always sexy, except maybe in the shower. But maybe then they're only impractical and still sexy, so I could be wrong."
Percy nodded, "Uh-huh, I couldn't agree more."
Vicky, pushing the envelope a little added, "I like how they can make you look classy, but also slutty."
Percy smiled, his tone a little sultry for a man, "Is that right?"
Nancy, knowing she'd be more than willing to ride that big black cock, she just knew he'd have a huge one, added, even more sultrily than her granddaughter, "Well, I do happen to feel sexy, and even slightly slutty."
Percy went with the flow as he added, "I have to agree. Both of you ladies do look very classy and very sexy, but... lucky me... also slightly slutty."
Nancy smiled, her flirt kicking into overdrive, "Is that a good thing or a bad thing?"
Percy sent the flirt right back, "Oh, it's good, baby. It's very good!" And the way he said 'baby', it could have been straight out of a Luther Vandross song.
As they continued chatting, they finished their meal and polished off another bottle of wine before going into the den and sitting down together on a huge leather sectional, Percy in the middle.
Percy admired Nancy's legs and he asked, rising again to stand in front of her, "Now that you've imbibed some of that liquid courage you mentioned, don't you owe me a dance, young lady?"
Nancy smiled, "I do love to dance. In fact I used to be a professional dancer."
Vicky chipped in. "Don't sell yourself short, grandma. You were a professional topless dancer."
Nancy gasped, "Vicky!"
Percy said, offering his hand, "Then you simply must come and join me."
As Nancy got up he said, "Siri, play Isaac Hayes - The Look of Love."
The song began playing, and at first Nancy and Percy only shared an embrace without dancing for several minutes. (It's very long for a popular song.) They then began moving slowly and romantically, and as the song continued its smooth, sultry, bossa nova sound, they were soon grinding against each other.
As the song (and the grinding) continued, Percy suavely squeezed Nancy's big ass, and kissed her again.
Vicky looked on approvingly, her pussy getting wetter and wetter the entire time.
Nancy's pussy was on fire as she was touched and kissed by this sexy black man, and as the extended eleven-minute song ended, Percy spun her once, and once he released her, she tugged the hem of her dress back down and sat down, all hot and bothered.
Percy said, as he reached for Vicky's hand and pulled her towards him, "Siri, play Marvin Gaye - I Want You."
This dance was even more sensual, as Vicky was more aggressive than her grandmother. They kissed and they grinded. Vicky spun her big ass around to press it against Percy's hard cock while he rubbed it against her.
Percy reached into the sleeveless dress and squeezed both of the girl's big tits... even pinching her very hard nipples.
Nancy watched with a mixture of jealousy and excitement. She wanted Percy. She was hornier than she'd been in years. Yet she was also perving on her granddaughter. She knew it was wrong, yet her body and her lust were leading the way.
When the song ended, Vicky's pussy literally leaking hot juices out of her and down her inner thighs, she sat back down, and Percy seated himself between the two lovely white women.
Percy, clearly in control said, "I think it's time we really celebrated; don't you two agree?" He leaned to one side, cupped Nancy's big tits, and kissed her.
When they broke the kiss Nancy said, perhaps a little too eagerly and with a moan, "Yes Percy, yes!"
Percy turned to Vicky and asked, as he leaned to the other side to kiss her as well while reaching around and squeezing her big booty. "What about you, pretty thing? Are you happy to celebrate with us?"
Vicky moaned, looking into his eyes lustfully, "Oh yes, Mr. Kinkade. I'm so ready."
"I've been waiting all night to get my hands on these two big booties," Percy said, then he ordered, "stand up and let me see them!"
Both ladies willingly obeyed, turning around as Percy stood up as well, and he slapped both of their plump asses through their dresses.
Vicky asked coyly, "Do you like our wide hips and big booties, Mr. Kinkade?"
"I love these two big, fat asses," Percy said, squeezing both of Vicky's ass cheeks.
Nancy, wanting those big black hands on her ass too, pointed out as she wiggled her ass, "My granddaughter takes after me, in the ass department."
Percy, moving to the older woman and squeezing her ass said, "I can see that. But to offer an informed opinion, I'll need a better view."
Nancy bent over and pulled up her dress. "Like this?"
"Definitely like that," Percy agreed, admiring the fully exposed white ass completely bereft of underwear. "You too, Vicky?"
"Of course," Vicky agreed, lifting up her dress and also bending over.
"Nice, very nice," Percy approved. "Now both of you, don't move."
"Okay, Mr. Kinkade," they said in unison, each of them secretly submissive to assertive men or women.
Kinkade walked over to a drawer and returned with a tape measure. Percy said, as he spun Vicky around, guided her to her knees and bent her over the couch, "Now let us determine exactly how much or how little you take after your grandmother."
"Oh my," Vicky said, totally impressed by this older man's dominant persona.
Percy ordered, looking at Nancy, "Assume the position, sexy."
"Mmmmmmm," Nancy purred as she obeyed, getting on her knees resting her forearms on the couch like her granddaughter, and offering up her big ass for his inspection.
Percy went behind Vicky and measured her hips. "Wow, forty-five inches!"
Nancy bit her lip as Percy came behind her and measured her wide hips.
Percy gasped as he measured the older woman, "Oh my! Fifty-and-a-half-inch hips. Damn, that's a lot of ass!"
He admired both of their asses from the side, squeezing their ass cheeks and slapping them a few times. He observed, "Stockings and garter belts with no panties is quite the look."
Vicky said, "I never wear panties," which was generally true.
"Oh?" Mr. Kinkade raised an eyebrow as he slapped both asses harder, "why's that?"
Nancy only moaned, enjoying the spanking.
Vicky did too, but she also spoke up answering, "Oooh, mainly for situations like this one."
"You mean ones like this?" Percy asked, as he slid his middle fingers into their sloppy wet pussies.
"Ooooooh yes, finger me," Nancy moaned, ignoring the conversation, her wet pussy desperate for Percy's proper insertion.
Vicky bit her lip, agreeing with a long moan, "Uh-huh. Yeeeessss!!!"
Percy was now finger banging both women, and both women began bouncing back to meet each of his thrusts... contributing their own efforts to his diving digits probing even deeper into their pussies.
Percy said, loving to hear the moans and respond to the lustful actions of these two wild and obviously submissive white women, "Now tell me again why you ladies came into my establishment dressed the way you were... like extremely classy sluts."
Nancy answered, "Oooooh, Percy! We came in to-to-to celebrate."
Vicky added, as she greedily took a finger into herself as deep as she could, "And to show off my grandmother's new outfit."
Percy, who had accumulated over four decades of experience in pleasing women, added his index fingers to their pussies. He next began maneuvering his fingers in and out and up and down, tapping their g-spots.
This drove both women wild, and Vicky moaned in almost a scream, "Mr.-Mr. Kinkade, I'm about to cum!"
Percy in a firm voice said, "No, slut, I forbid it! You're not allowed to cum until you tell me the real reason why you and your grandmother dressed as you did."
"Percy, oh, Percy! You're about to make me cum too, baby," Nancy cried, nearing an apocalyptic orgasm.
Contrary to his prohibition, Percy continued finger banged them mercilessly, making their amazing asses shake franticly.
Vicky, desperate to come and no longer able to control herself, screamed as her orgasm ripped through her body, "Fuuuuck! We went... we went out tonight so we could get fuuuucked!!!"
Grandma followed Vicky into orgasm almost simultaneously as she screamed, "That's right! So please fuck me, Percy! Fuck me with your big black fucking cock!"
Percy stopped finger fucking them, but he kept his fingers in place and watched as they continued to bounce back on them.
Vicky's cum poured from her pussy onto the carpet, while Nancy squirted her pussy juices all over the couch and the floor.
Percy removed his fingers from their pussies and tasted first one and then the other. "Such delicious pussies."
"Thank you," Vicky said weakly, her orgasm so intense she was momentarily exhausted.
Percy said, looking at the wild younger woman, "You taste just as sweet as your grandmother."
He slid his fingers back into both pussies for a few seconds, and then he offered Vicky the one that was just in her grandmother.
"Mmmmmm, yummy," Vicky purred, as she sucked her grandmother's pussy juices from his finger.
He then offered Nancy his other wet finger, and the grandma cleaned it hungrily.
Percy asked, loving the many things horny women would do for him, "Delicious, isn't it?"
Nancy wanted to impress the handsome black man, so she wickedly revealed, "Yes it is. It's just as tasty as it was when I first tasted her a few hours ago."
Percy said in surprise, but without a trace of condemnation, "Oh, you really are bad girls!"
Vicky, knowing that just about all men enjoyed watching women kissing each other, leaned over and kissed her grandmother for a while. And it wasn't a freeze frame either, their tongues explored each other's mouths and their hands wandered everywhere.
Percy watched for several minutes before he pulled both girls to their feet and took turns kissing each of them.
Percy then said, deciding it was time for some real fun, "Vicky, be a doll and help your grandmother uncover my big black cock."
Both women looked at each other with excitement and with lust in their eyes as they dropped to their knees, pulled down his pants and underwear, and gasped in unison as a completely hard eleven-inch cock was revealed... porn star huge!
"Holy fuck!" Vicky gasped, having never seen anything like it.
"Wow!" Nancy said, staring at the most glorious dick she too had ever seen.
Nancy rushed to take the big cock into her mouth, but to her surprise, his hands went to her forehead and he forbade her saying, "Not so fast. Asses on the couch, ladies."
Both women quickly obeyed, reseating themselves on the couch, but now with their shoulders pressing against each other's.
Mr. Kinkade then said in the most urbane fashion ever for telling anyone to suck his cock, "Thank you. You may now proceed."
Nancy took the cock in her mouth and moaned, while Vicky inched closer and sucked a large ball into her mouth.
"That's right, worship my cock," Mr. Kinkade approved, as Nancy smoothly bobbed on two-thirds of his glorious dick.
"My turn," Vicky said, dying to get that hard black cock into her mouth as well.
Nancy backed off and said, "Absolutely! Suck this big black cock with me, honey."
"Thanks, grandma," Vicky said, taking the cock in her mouth as her grandmother dropped down to his balls.
Percy bent over and rested his hands on both of their asses, squeezing and caressing them as best he could reach.
As they took turns on him for a few minutes, Vicky was only able to swallow four inches of the thick black cock, while Nancy was able to take more than seven inches down her experienced throat.
The women then positioned their mouths on both sides of his cock, locked lips, and journeyed in unison wetly back and forth sideways on it.
"Oh, that is nice," Percy said, as he watched the grandmother and granddaughter working his cock together. Then, his cock throbbing, he ordered a couple minutes later, "Ladies, let's get those dresses off."
Both women stood up, stretched a little, and slid out of their dresses.
"Bras too," Percy ordered, loving the sight of these two amazingly hot women.
Both girls unclasped their bras and tossed them at Percy, who'd sat down on the couch.
Percy next ordered, standing back up after admiring both ladies' increased nakedness, "Come here, Nancy."
Nancy swayed over to him utilising her sexy strut from her dancing past, and his arms enclosed her as he kissed her hard. When he broke the kiss, he asked as he brandished his cock while stroking it, "Are you ready for some serious penetration from this eager black cock?"
Nancy moaned, desperate to feel such a huge cock filling her long-neglected pussy, "Yes baby, I'm so ready."
"I bet you are," Mr. Kinkade smiled, admiring the sexy woman as she sat down on the couch and simply spread her legs for him.
Nancy asked, staring at his huge cock, "Percy baby, are you going to fuck me right here in front of my granddaughter?"
Percy replied, as he pulled her forward on the couch and knelt between her legs, "No, baby. I'm going to fuck you and your granddaughter side by side."
"Oh my," Nancy moaned, but instead of his dick, she got his tongue.
"But first I want to taste you again," he said as he buried his face in her pussy.
"Oh yes." Nancy moaned, as she was eaten for the second time today.
Vicky was feeling so fucking horny, she stood up on the couch, straddled her grandmother and ordered, "Eat me, Grandma."
"Any time," Nancy agreed, as she licked her granddaughter while she too was licked.
Five minutes later they swapped places, and Percy ate Vicky's ripe pussy while her grandma straddled her face.
Finally Percy said, with both girls all revved up again, "Vicky, kindly position my cock at your grandmother's pussy."
Nancy sat down again and spread her legs, Vicky wrapped her hand around the huge cock as much as she could reach and she asked, "Ready to get fucked, Grandma?"
"Yes honey, shove that huge black cock into your grandma's pussy," Nancy demanded, wanting to feel it slamming into her.
Vicky reached her other hand around to Percy's black ass, and pushed it forward while she watched the cock disappear into her grandma's pussy.



"Oh, fuuuuuck," Nancy moaned loudly, as her pussy was filled to an extent she'd never experienced before... Percy's cock longer and thicker than any of his prior contenders.
"So hot," Vicky said, watching in awe.
"Such a tight pussy," Percy groaned as he filled her.
"I haven't had any dick inside me in years!" Nancy said.
"Then let's make up for lost time," Percy said, now all in,
"So full," Nancy said, in awe of how satisfied she felt.
"You look so completed filled with this black dick," Vicky said from her vantage point right next to the penetration, the black cock in the pink pussy surrounded by her grandma's white skin.
Then even better, Percy started fucking Nancy.
"Oh yes," Nancy moaned, an orgasm growing inside her the moment this fucking was initiated.
"So hot," Vicky said as she watched the black piston stroking in and out of her grandmother's pussy.
Then Percy, after a dozen strokes or so, pulled out and slid his pussy-coated cock into Vicky's mouth.
"No, shove that cock back in my pussy!" Nancy begged, as Percy fucked Vicky's face for only a few seconds.
He then pulled out and slid back into Nancy, and began fucking her faster... and within a couple minutes Nancy was going ballistic as she screamed, "Yes, fuck me, don't stop, don't fucking stop!" Percy didn't of course, and continued hammering her as hard as he could.
Vicky horny as hell, straddled her grandma's face again facing her feet this time, and continued watching the hard fucking.
Nancy tried to eat the proffered pussy, but she was too overwhelmed to do it at all well while the pleasure inside her took over. But she did scream into her granddaughter's pussy, "I'm coming!"
Percy kept slamming into her throughout her orgasm, before he pulled out and she squirted everywhere!
"Shit," he said, as he slid back into her and resumed fucking.
"My turn," Vicky dibbed, getting off of her grandmother's face as Percy pulled out again and even more wetness squirted out of Nancy's cunt.
"Okay, then eat your grandma while I give you some back shots," Percy ordered.
"Yes, sir," Vicky agreed eagerly, diving between her grandma's legs while offering up her ass.
Percy slid into the girl's pussy as he checked out her fabulous ass and also watched the incestuous act. Luckily at his age it took a long time to come, so he could enjoy this sexual panoply at leisure before he finally erupted... since also at his age, he was usually a one and done guy... although with enough inspiration and perhaps some recovery time, he could sometimes summon up a second load.
Not even a dozen hard thrusts from Percy's monster cock, and Vicky had her first orgasm from the hard fucking... and then five minutes later she had another! "Oh my God," she moaned, "best fuck ever!"
"Then if you're satisfied, get back to eating me," Nancy ordered, grabbing her granddaughter's head and pulling her deep into herself as she watched her granddaughter still getting fucked. Was she on her way to a third orgasm?! No matter: Nancy had needs too, you know!
Percy smiled at Nancy, and Nancy smiled back, as they both used the girl for their own pleasure.
Over the next few minutes Nancy came again, this time squirting all over her granddaughter while Vicky experience not just one, but two more orgasms... the most intense fucking of her young life!
Finally Percy too was ready to come. He pulled out of Vicky's vice-grip-tight pussy, and dictated as he sat on the couch, "Each of you shall now assume a cock sucking position."
Both women quickly obeyed, each of them crouching on opposite ends of the couch in very close proximity to the cock in question, although they both had legs like jello following their multiple orgasms.
"Begin. And no hands, only licking and sucking," Mr. Kinkade ordered them.
Both women spent the next couple of minutes licking and sucking the black monster cock, working as one... while Percy's hands reached out to both of their big white asses.
As his balls bubbled, he warned, "I haven't cum in two weeks, so this might be a big one."
"Then if you can, please come gallons all over our faces and tits," Vicky purred, as she licked up and down the shaft while Percy slid fingers and thumbs into both girls' pussies and assholes, all of this happening at the same time.
Ooooooh," Nancy moaned, as she too licked the big black cock.
"Yes Daddy, finger both of my holes," Vicky moaned, very impressed by the older man's flexibility and reach.
"I won't stop fingering you babes, but keep working on my dick," Percy dictated, getting very close by now from having these two women labouring at his dick with such enthusiasm.
Both women used their tongues and lips as their own holes were worked over.
One minute... then another... before Percy finally was only moments away from erupting... his legs shaking spasmodically... and then he finally grunted, "Oh fuck, ladies!"
Vicky placed her face immediately above his cock, just in the nick of time to get it plastered with a great wad of cum!
"Out of my way, I want some too," Nancy barked, as she jostled her way into getting awash with a generous load of cum on her face too!
Percy's cum spewed and spewed, both women getting their own fair shares of it onto their pretty faces.
In the end, six ropes of cum, an incredible amount for a man of sixty, were dripping from both women's faces.
But once Percy was finished coming, he still continued fingering all four of their holes as the two female relatives began licking his cum off of each other's faces.
"Do you two want to spend the night?" Percy asked a couple minutes later, as he pulled his fingers and thumbs out of his women's four holes.
"If that's an invitation, then definitely," Vicky said.
"Good, because there's something I haven't yet done to your asses."
"You want to shove that huge black cock in my grandma's ass?" Vicky asked wickedly.
"Vicky! Exactly what kind of woman do you think I am?" Nancy asked mockingly.
"If you're asking for an exact answer, then I'd have to say you're a completely depraved ass slut looking for the largest black cock you can find, and I believe you've found it," Vicky said with a smirk.
"Oh. I can readily admit to all of that," Nancy smiled.
"But I'll need some recovery time first," Percy warned.
"We could have some dessert while we wait," Vicky said, "would you like to watch?" as she pushed her grandmother onto her back, lay on top of her, and they embarked upon a sixty-nine.
"Shit, you two are insatiable," Percy said, as he indeed did watch the two women have at each other.
Epilogue
Both ladies got their asses royally fucked that night... and a week later, Nancy was double penetrated for the first time with a strap-on her granddaughter had purchased... and all told, the three lovers shared around a dozen threesomes during the rest of the summer....
And a month later, in October, Nancy moved in with Percy.
At Christmastime when Vicky visited she met Percy's grandson, a lawyer... who prided himself on having an almost as large ten-inch cock.
On New Year's Eve, Percy asked Nancy to marry him. I probably needn't tell you what her answer was.
Now a year later, Nancy and Percy are married. Vicky was the maid of honour.
And they all lived sexily ever after.
The end
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Summary: Straight guy discovers the joy of cock in gym shower.
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Crossing the Line
Moving to San Francisco for a new job as an investment banker, my biggest concern (in addition to my wife and kids not joining me until the school year was over in four months) was finding a good gym.
I'd loved my gym back home, and I worried about finding a new one I'd be comfortable with.
During my first day of work, one of my colleagues, Jake, in fact my immediate supervisor but a cordial one, convinced me to try out the gym he went to. "Trust me, there's no better gym in this town than The Crown. I'll even meet you there so you can do a first month's free trial as my guest."
"Cool," I said, Jake seeming like a pretty good guy, and a boss who was more supportive than... well... bossy.
So that same day after work I went to the gym, filled out a ridiculous amount of paperwork, changed, and did a workout with Jake. I felt it was a very good gym with a great vibe about it. However, as we finished our workout Jake said, "So I do need to warn you about something."
"Oh?" I asked, his tone oddly ominous.
"Yeah, it's no big deal, but with your coming out here from the South, you may find it strange," he said.
"I'm not some southern hillbilly," I objected.
"I know, but I'm just saying; we have a unique tradition here."
"Tradition?" I asked, his almost nonexplanatory explanation sounding all cloak and dagger-ish.
"Well, more like an extra perk."
"Okay," I said, not known for my patience, "So just get to the point and tell me."
"It's better if I show you," he put me off, leading me past the sauna and towards the showers.
"Hey, no sauna?" I called him on it, finding a ten-minute steam always helped my muscle recovery.
"Ordinarily yes," he agreed, "but today I want to show you something first."
"All right," I said, by now getting really curious.
We reached the shower area and I gasped. Two guys were on their knees sucking two other men, while three others seemed to be waiting in line at the far end of the surprisingly large shower area. It was twice as large as any I'd ever seen before. Just to paint a clear picture, the two guys sucking cock were kneeling facing diagonally out from the far right corner of the huge shower room.
"What the fuck?" I asked rudely.
"It's completely optional," Jake said, "but if you'd like to bust a nut, just go wait in line."
"Seriously?" I asked, this tableau seeming too extreme even for San Francisco's wild reputation.
"Yeah, there's usually at least one, but sometimes two, or even three cock suckers ready to service you," he explained rather matter of factly.
"I guess I yam a southern hillbilly," I joked, hamming it up while as I watched in perverse curiosity, "cos I ain't never seen nothin' back home like this heah, y'all!"
"Yeah, you uneducated hayseed," Jake tossed back, which he could only get away with because we were colleagues, and in just a single day we'd established an excellent rapport. "So if y'all wanna getcher rocks off, y'all jess git over yonder, and getcherself inter that there lion," he finished, out-hayseeding the actual hayseed.
"Really?" I asked, since levity aside, this arrangement seemed too outrageous to believe, even though I was looking right at it.
'Yeah, but pay attention," he said, pointing out a prominent diagonal red line painted on the floor separating the cock suckers' corner from the much larger expanse of the room allowed to the cock suckees and for men who just wanted to shower. "See that Line?"
"Yeah," I said, curious about its purpose.
"Cross the Line, and you too become a cock sucker," he explained.
"What? Really? No way!" I said, as I watched one guy on his knees bobbing intensely on a chubby man's dick.
"Yeah, the rules here are simple," Jake explained.
"And what are they exactly?" I asked, unable to stop watching, as the chubby guy grunted and obviously came in the kneeling guy's mouth.
"If you ever cross the Line, you're immediately and forever a cock sucker around here."
"You can't be serious?!" I expostulated/asked, as the chubby guy pulled out of the other guy's mouth, and a big black man with a ridiculously large cock stepped up and slid his cock inside the mouth, replacing him.
"Very serious," Jake said. "It's formally called 'Crossing the Line'."
"Creative," I laughed, as I couldn't take my eyes off of that black man and his huge cock.
"Yeah, if you cross the Line you become a cock sucker, and your purpose in life thereafter is to be on your knees serving all the other patrons of the gym," he explained.
"And what if someone crosses it by accident?" I asked.
"You just don't," he said, "or else," as he walked up to join the queue of men waiting to be sucked.
I followed him, not to join the queue, but to ask him some more questions. "You don't really receive blow jobs from guys do you?" I asked, knowing from her picture prominently displayed on his desk that he was married to a very pretty woman, and yet because of where he was standing, it seemed that he did.
"Of course I do," he answered affirmatively. "Our job is stressful, my wife doesn't really like giving them to me especially now that she's pregnant, and men can always give way better blow jobs."
"Seriously?" I asked, bewildered by what I was watching and what he was saying.
"Yeah, it's great to have guaranteed opportunities to getcherself awf, as they say in the South!"
"If that's supposed to be an impersonation, you'd better not quitcher day job!" I responded with a chuckle. "But what if nobody is here to do the sucking?" I asked, and now I was much closer, so I could clearly see how incredibly long the black guy's cock was, while his... server?... bobbed on it.
"Another rule is that a cock sucker isn't allowed to leave his post if he's the only one there, until he's replaced," Jake explained, as a slim Asian man uneventfully crossed the Line, dropped to his knees, and the next guy in line walked up, and just as uneventfully slid his cock in his mouth.
"Holy shit," I said, both because of what he'd just told me and what I'd just seen.
"Try it," he said. "Your wife is arriving what... four months from now? This is a great way to get your releases without cheating."
"It's still cheating," I pointed out, as my eyes continued being drawn back to the black man. I don't think it was his being black. It was just that his cock was so big.
"Semantics," he said.
"Why don't you come over and cross the Line?" the black man asked me. "Then I can give you a much closer look," having noticed my staring.
I shook my head in the negative, quickly turned around, scuttled to the other side of the showers and washed off... embarrassingly feeling my cock hardening.
As I washed I glanced over a couple of times, and both times the black man noticed, making me quickly avert my eyes.
I finished up and went to the change room, I was halfway dressed when the same black man walked past me. His towel was draped over his shoulders, and not remotely hiding his cock. He asked me, "You're new?"
"Yeah," I said, trying desperately not to look down at the fascinating big cock dangling between his legs.
"Married?" he asked, this question surprising me.
"Yeah," I answered, relieved that he'd now realize I wouldn't cross the Line.
"Good," he said, as he went to a locker just a few feet away from the one I'd been assigned.
I don't know why I asked, or why I even allowed the conversation to continue, but I asked, "Good why?"
He didn't look at me at all as he dialed his locker code, "Because married men make the best cock suckers."
"I'm not gay," I stressed, wanting to make that very clear.
"I never said you were," he said, drawing a shirt over his head, and since he was standing nearby, I could still see his big cock. Even though it was no longer hard, it was still massive. I knew I shouldn't keep looking, but it was just so majestic I couldn't help it.
"Good," I said, as he turned to me again, his cock still dangling like some chocolaty forbidden fruit.
"Most cock suckers here are married," he added.
"Really?" I asked, trying to resist the desire to look down at his dick again.
"Yeah," he said, then repeating his bizarre philosophy, "and like I said, married men make the best cock suckers."
I didn't respond, since his theory just seemed too far out there. I was married, and I'd never sucked a cock. Never considered sucking a cock. Never found guys attractive. Not any of them.
"I know what you're thinking," he continued, as he reached for a pair of boxers and I continued to avoid staring at his dick at all costs. I really didn't want to suck it, but I was in awe of its sheer size. "You're thinking, 'This is ridiculous. I'm married. I'm straight.' Yet deep inside you there's an insistent curiosity. I saw it in your eyes when you watched me while trying not to."
"I was just surprised," I defended myself, which to me seemed a pretty good excuse.
"Yeah, I imagine you were," he said, as he stood in front of me, boxers in hand, allowing me one last look at his cock. "But," he continued, as he caught me taking yet another nervous glance downwards, "there was more than just surprise on your face. There was curiosity there too."
"No, it was just surprise," I stressed, which I felt was mostly true, even though I still couldn't help glancing down at his black python.
"Sure," he said with just the slightest chuckle, as I still couldn't help glancing down at his cock once more... his tone making it clear he didn't believe me.
I turned away and reached for my clothes, just as Jake walked in.
"Hey, Vince," he greeted the black guy, thus informing me of the name of this guy whose dick was causing me so much confusion.
"Hey," Vince said back. "Is this new guy your friend?"
"Yeah, new coworker," Jake replied. "Newly arrived from Mississippi."
"I see," Vince said, and when I looked over, I saw he now had his boxers on. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised by the disappointment washing over me, but I was.
"Vince, this is Dwayne; Dwayne, this is Vince," Jake introduced us, unaware of the awkward conversation Vince and I'd just had.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey," he said back, and we all dressed in silence.
Jake and I were walking out when he asked me, "What did you think of the gym?"
"The gym is amazing," I said, "but the shower room activities are a bit too weird."
"Yeah, that takes a while to get used to," he said.
"I'm not sure I'll ever get used to it," I said, the image of Vince's huge cock still lingering in my head. I couldn't figure out why I found it so intriguing!
"Trust me, the longer you're away from your wife, the more likely you'll become to take advantage of our special amenities," he said.
"I don't think so."
"Trust me, no one sucks dick better than another guy."
"I can't imagine."
"Trust me, I'm speaking from experience," he insisted. "Guys understand dicks from the inside out, and a cock sucker is born to suck."
"This is all just too much for me," I said.
"I thought it was pretty weird at first too," Jake agreed, "but over time I've come to find it a pleasant reprieve after a crazy workday, and also a sure thing. Which hasn't been the case at home for several months."
"But you're cheating on your wife," I pointed out.
"I don't see it that way."
"How do you see it then?" I asked, curious how he could possibly rationalize it.
"Simple. I'd never fuck another woman, but getting a blow job from another guy isn't any different than our hanging out."
"I'm pretty sure your wife would disagree," I said. "And I'm positive that my wife would."
He shrugged, "You may be right, but I'm not going to ask her."
"Good call," I said, shaking my head moralistically even as ironically, Vince's cock popped back into my head.
"Trust me, getting blow jobs from guys is the in thing," he said. "Maybe not down in Mississippi, but here in San Francisco? You betcha!"
"That I haven't heard before."
"You'll change your mind."
"I don't think so."
.....
That night out of curiosity I did some research, and was stunned to learn that straight men sucking dick was more common than I could have ever imagined. According to the survey, 20% of straight men had sucked at least one cock. That was one in five!!!
The next couple of stats on trans women was equally surprising: 74% of trans women had sucked at least one cock, and an incredible 92% had had their cock sucked. It was also interesting that 24% of straight women had eaten pussy... which was just an inch away from one in four, and which I found really hot. I'd dated thirteen women in my life including my wife, so statistically three of them had likely been with a woman. I tried to figure out which three they'd be... and no way would my wife be one of them.
The stats continued to surprise me, such as 18% of all women had fucked a straight guy's ass, and 20% of straight men had been ass fucked. Although I'd never been curious about sucking cock, Beth, my college girlfriend, used to finger my ass while she sucked my cock, which always gave me the most intense orgasms, so occasionally I've contemplated getting ass fucked... although I've never considered it something I'd actually explore.
Perhaps the biggest surprise was the percentage of people who'd cheated, and if the survey was accurate, woman cheated substantially more often than men (57% to 36%).
Then I read a plethora of kinky things the people surveyed had reported doing in the past year, which made me look like quite the prude. Some of the craziest ones that caught my eye included:
-"Fucked my straight husband in the ass."
-"Started playing with forced feminization with my boyfriend. Seeing him acknowledge his desires head-on and supporting him, was so, so sexy."
-"I watched a man fuck my wife, and then ate the cream pie."
-"Fucked 20 guys in 30 minutes."
-"Gave a blowjob in the theater during Pet Sematary."
-"Watched my wife get gangbanged by 15 men."
-"Girl-only twenty person orgy."
-"Had sex with a teacher from my daughter's school."
-"Got fucked over an outside balcony by four guys at International Mr. Leather."
-"Fucked a hot boy who called me Daddy."
-"Circle jerk with dudes wearing tuxedos in a bathroom at a fundraiser."
-"Went to a CumUnion party." (which I learned was a males only sex club).
-"Went to a weeklong age-play campout."
-"Role-played as a TSA agent."
Coming from the South, I guess I'd lived a very vanilla sex life... since I'd found every one of those activities shocking... except perhaps the roleplay one, since my wife and I had done some... although all of it had been years ago... pre-kids. Actually, as I reflected back on my sex life, I realized all my best sexual encounters with my wife had been a long time ago. Shit, even my most recent blow job had been over a year ago!
I don't know why, but I next googled fictional stories about straight guys sucking cock. I found some wild ones, like Turned Out on a Bet, Turning into a Cocksucker, Nosy Dad, Becoming a Cock Slave, Can a Straight Boy be Turned, Gay Like Dad, The Gay Maker, and the Power of Cock (a wild BBC one), all of them on Literotica.
I even shot a massive load all over myself as I imagined sucking a cock... not necessarily a black one, although that was the story that finally got me off.
Once I was done, I cursed myself.
What the fuck had I just done? I looked at the clock, and saw I'd wasted almost two hours reading about guys sucking cock or getting fucked by other guys!
Shit, I wasn't gay!
Clearly though, I needed to fuck my wife the very next time I saw her.
.....
Next day, confident I could avoid the cock sucking area, I went back to the gym and worked out. Once done, I went to the sauna and let my muscles relax.
I then went to the shower. I knew I needed to quickly shower and leave, but curiosity got the best of me, and I wandered over towards the cock sucking queue. I didn't plan to get my cock sucked, and I certainly didn't plan to cross the Line, yet I was drawn to the area anyway.
Two men were on their knees... they were sucking two chubby white men, while in line were four more men... none of them Vince... whom for some reason I was looking for.
I felt a strange feeling of disappointment at his not being there. Yet, as I looked at the row of men in line. I saw a couple of other nice looking cocks... then I shook my head at the thought of my thinking that any guys' cocks looked nice.
"Swallow it," someone grunted, and I turned around and watched as a guy spewed a load in another guy's mouth. As I watched, I found myself wondering what it would feel like to have a cock in my own mouth, or to feel a load shot into my mouth.
I turned aback around and saw a large black man strolling towards the Line. He was very chubby, but he had a big dick pointing right at me.
"I think you're on the wrong side of the Line," the black guy said to me, in the deepest voice I'd ever heard, as I realized I'd been staring at his big dick.
"Pardon?" I asked.
"It's obvious you want to suck some cock," he said, now standing right in front of me, not in line.
"What? No," I replied.
"You sure?" he said. "I can always tell whenever I see a cock sucker."
"I'm not a cock sucker."
"If you say so," he said. "But if you change your mind, or better yet, when you change your mind, I'd love to fuck that cock sucking mouth of yours."
"Get him to cross the Line, Big Bubba," someone called over from the queue.
"You ready to cross the Line?" Bubba asked.
"N-N-No," I stammered, now noticing for the first time my cock was rock hard, so I quickly headed out to the change room.
"You'll be back," Bubba called after me.
I hurriedly got dressed, even though I was still rather sweaty, and headed home.
That night, even after all that temptation and humiliation, but knowing I had to work this fascination out of my head, I went back online.
I read a few stories, worked my way through a couple of gay quizzes (they both judged me as straight, but only borderline, since I scored as 'gay curious' in one and 'bisexual curious' in the other). Which of course didn't help my peace of mind at all.
I happened across a site focussing on men who only suck and get fucked by BBC, which I found fascinating. Tons of white men, usually married, seemed to have a fetish for only black cock. They posted accounts of their first black cock, about becoming addicted to black cock, and how whenever they were servicing a black cock nothing else mattered.
As I read these testimonials, my cock was raging, since I somewhat felt this was how I'd felt when I'd seen both of those black cocks at the gym.
I'd felt overwhelmed.
Curious.
Not at all myself.
I googled some more straight guy sex stories, this time including 'BBC' in the criteria, and found one that really drew me in, because it felt oddly similar to what was happening to me. The story was called 'Doing Hard Time in Prison with Cocksucker on Knees in the Shower'. [Author's note... the story you're now reading was written after I read this one, since I thought I could spin my version in a similar yet different way for the Nude Day Contest.]
The story was about a guy who's in jail and finds there's a lot of cock sucking going on in the showers, and if you go into Shower 27 you become forever a cock sucker.



The story turned me on, and I ended up coming hugely.
But then just like the previous day, once my orgasm had finished I immediately felt shame and guilt for what exactly had turned me on, and for the amount of time I'd wasted: two hours again.
.....
For the few next days I avoided the gym, and for the first two of those days, instead I jerked off after spending a fair amount of time reading gay porn, and re-reading a few times 'Doing Hard Time in Prison with Cocksucker on Knees in the Shower'. I just couldn't get the story out of my bed... it seemed so raw... so real... and so much like what had almost happened to me in the gym's shower.
I did watch a couple of straight guy gets turned scenes, but they didn't do anything for me... thank God. I still didn't find men attractive at all.
I only found cocks appealing.
Captivating, even.
And I was getting more drawn into black cock particularly, since there was something majestic about those ones, and not just the size, but the darkness of the skin. But even though those were my favourites, I was finding all cocks, of all sizes, intriguing. Every cock was different. In length. In girth. In shape. In shade.
Thus, although I told myself I wouldn't be crossing the Line that day, or even going near it, I went back to the gym following a very long and hectic workday on Monday.
I worked out.
I noted that both Vince and Big Bubba were at the gym, as was Jake, who I'd gone with. He didn't ask me why I hadn't gone in a few days, nor did he ask why I wanted to go again today, even though those thoughts must have occurred to him.
By the time I was done with my workout, I didn't see either Vince or Big Bubba still working out. I wondered if they were in the showers in line, or already getting their dicks sucked.
This curiosity overwhelmed me, and I felt my legs carrying me into the shower area.
Jake asked me, "Done already?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
"No sauna?" he asked, as I walked right past it, on a bit of a mission.
"Not today," I said distractedly, as I reached the showers and saw just one guy on his knees, sucking the dick of a white muscle man.
Both Vince and Big Bubba were in line next, as was a chiseled Latino... who was very hairy.
"Hey, you're back," Big Bubba said in greeting, his hard dick once again aimed right at me.
"Hey Dwayne, you haven't crossed the Line yet?" Vince asked. I was surprised he still remembered my name a week after the only time we'd met.
Jake got in line as I said, while checking out both of their cocks, "No."
Big Bubba and Vince both stepped out of line and went close to the cock sucking area, standing on the near side of the Line.
Big Bubba stroked his cock at me and said, "Come on, you know you want to cross the Line."
"Yeah Dwayne," Vince said, also stroking his cock invitingly. "It's obvious you want to cross the Line. Come on, come closer. Take a closer look at your destiny."
I looked at Jake, who was watching me, and just then the guy who was getting his cock sucked grunted.
I turned back towards the two big black cocks and walked closer. I wasn't about to cross that damn Line... I was just going closer for a better look.
Big Bubba said, "Stop pretending you don't want to."
"Oh, he wants it all right," Vince agreed. "Just cross the Line, Dwayne. Cross it right now, and stop tormenting yourself."
I came closer as Big Bubba said, turning to the current official cock sucker, who was still on his knees but currently unoccupied, "Crawl over here, Joey."
Joey the unconflicted cock sucker did; he looked about my age, and he took Big Bubba's cock in his mouth.
"This could be you," Big Bubba told me.
"And it's going to be him," Vince said, stroking his cock right at me... as I came closer, joining them only about a foot from the Line, but still on the 'safe' side of it. "You can see it in his eyes."
"Only one more foot," Big Bubba said to me as he got his dick sucked... a dick I suddenly knew without a doubt I wanted to be the one sucking it... I couldn't deny it any longer... I really did want to suck both of those cocks!
I moved right up to the Line, my eyes glued to Bubba's cock.
"Just one more step. Cross the Line, and you can have both of our cocks," Vince coaxed.
"Oh God," I said, the temptation consuming me.
"One more step," Bubba echoed.
"Just one step, Dwayne," Vince reinforced the invitation. "One step, and you can have this cock in your mouth, just like you want to so badly."
I turned around to look at Jake, and my eyes gave him a silent apology, before I turned back around and stepped, very deliberately, across the dreaded Line.
I then turned around yet again, dropped to my knees before Vince, and reached up to begin stroking his cock... which felt so fucking hard.
"There ya go," Big Bubba said, as he pulled out of Joey and sauntered over to me.
The next guy in the queue came over and shoved his also very large cock into Joey's mouth, while Bubba shoved his into mine.
I'm not certain it's ever possible for you to prepare adequately for your first cock.
To prepare for how hard it feels in your mouth, and yet feels soft because of the smooth flesh covering it.
To be ready for how awkward it feels, even while it feels equally natural and right.
Ready to cope with how surreal the experience seems, yet also how good... beneficial even... and in my case, with how my own cock was raging while I had one in my mouth and another in my hand.
I slowly bobbed, Bubba's fat cock stretching my mouth, and Vince said to him, "The moment I saw him staring, I knew he'd soon be crossing the Line."
"Yeah, me too," Big Bubba agreed.
"He'll be a great addition," Vince said.
"Agreed," Big Bubba said, as he pulled out of my mouth and I instinctively lunged for it, wanting it back in my mouth.
"No, it's my turn," Vince interjected, intercepting my attention so I was staring at his big cock, before he slid it into my mouth.
"Oh yeah, he's probably a future bottom bitch too," Big Bubba extrapolated, although I had no idea what that meant.
"Oh yeah," Vince moaned, as I began bobbing on his cock in earnest. The act of bobbing came so natural to me, and it felt so fulfilling... this being the one piece of the puzzle my life had been missing, even though I hadn't known it.
"Back and forth, cock sucker, back and forth," Big Bubba ordered me after a few bobs... where I hadn't been taking even a third of Vince's cock in my mouth... wondering how women... at least the ones in porn... managed to take such long cocks all the way in.
As I leaned back towards Big Bubba, whose cock was fatter but not as long... eight inches I was guessing, while Vince seemed more like ten, Vince said, "He will need some training."
"Well," Bubba reasoned as I took his fat cock back in my mouth, "he'll get lots and lots of practice, beginning today."
"That he will," Vince chuckled, and I wondered how many cocks I would be sucking today.
"Go a little faster, cock sucker," Big Bubba ordered, "more aggressively," since I was sucking rather tentatively.
"New cock sucker, nice," a voice said from behind 'my' two black studs.
"Yeah, he loves black dick," Vince said.
"Who doesn't?" the new voice said.
"True enough," Big Bubba agreed, as I did begin bobbing faster and harder, now getting about half of his cock in my mouth.
"Back to me," Vince ordered, and I complied, not looking around to see who they were talking to, or how long my queue was, although I was vaguely aware of there now being two queues: one for me, and the other for Joey, the 'regular' cock sucker.
I took Vince's cock back in my mouth and stroked Big Bubba's.
Then back to Big Bubba's while stroking Vince.
For the next several minutes, that was the cycle.
Fat cock.
Then Long cock.
Fat cock.
Long cock.
Big Bubba repeatedly called me 'cock sucker' whenever I had his dick in my mouth, while Vince just enjoyed my mouth without calling me anything.
I couldn't decide which approach I liked more. Being called cock sucker was humiliating, yet it made my hard cock flinch, while sucking Vince felt more relaxing.
After four or five minutes, time standing still while I had either dick in my mouth, Big Bubba grabbed my skull with his big hands and began face fucking me, thus removing every bit of the control I'd recently had, saying, "Take it all, cock sucker."
Unlike when I was sucking him, this new experience was completely different... a lot more aggressive. I gagged as his cock went all the way into my mouth and much of it into my throat, and his balls bounced against my chin.
"Breathe through your nose, cock sucker," Big Bubba ordered, as he used my mouth roughly.
I did, and after a dozen strokes or a bit more, I heard him grunt, and his load exploded in my mouth. I had no choice but swallow it, his explosion so abrupt and forceful that I was barely able to taste any of it before it had flowed down my throat.
When he pulled out, I turned to Vince and hungrily took his cock back in my mouth, wanting to feel those sensations again... a pulsing cock erupting into my mouth.
"I think we have a new cum slut," Big Bubba said, sort of sounding like a play by play announcer, and I must have looked like some cheap slut, going back and forth between the two cocks.
"Yeah, he's going to love it here," Vince agreed, as I bobbed on his dick hungrily, wanting... needing... to extract a big load from his big cock too!
"See you later," Big Bubba said.
"Yeah, man," Vince said, as I worked his cock over as best I could, dying to taste his load.
"Your queue is growing, cock sucker," Vince informed me as I continued bobbing, continued trying to take a little more of him into my mouth.
I sucked for a couple more minutes before he said, "Get ready, cock sucker."
My own hard cock flinched at his now calling me a cock sucker too, and in anticipation of the glorious load I was about to receive.
I bobbed faster, and was rewarded with a warm load that didn't explode in my mouth like Big Bubba's had, but just oozed into it, so I could really savour its unique gooey texture and taste its salty sweetness.
"Oh yeah, swallow it all, cock sucker," Vince groaned as I milked his cock.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, wanting him to know how much I was enjoying the privilege of sucking his dick and swallowing his cum.
"You're next, Jake," Vince said as he pulled out... which made my eyes go wide.
Jake stepped up so his hardon was right in my face, and he joked, "Well, this certainly isn't cheating, is it?"
"No, I guess not," I laughed, as he'd diplomatically broken the awkward ice of my colleague's dick about to enter my slutty mouth.
"And I think I'd better add a new duty to your job description," he grinned, "how about we call it 'morning protein shake whipper upper?' as he did indeed slide his cock into my willing mouth.
A little mortified but a lot horny, I began sucking my buddy's smaller cock.
I swallowed his load, and then nine others, totalling a nice even dozen for my first time, before I climbed off of my weary knees and walked out. I resolved to bring along a towel to fold up and place beneath them for my next time.
I got dressed, shame beginning to grow in me now that I was no longer on my knees with a cock in my mouth... but yet... of course... I returned a day later... and sucked fifteen cocks... the next day only seven... then twelve, and then a marathon of thirty! No shame anymore, I was on a roll!
Jake did indeed add a duty to my roster at work by making me into his office cock sucker, and I took that 'protein shake' load pretty much every morning first thing, and sometimes another one at lunchtime... which I didn't find humiliating at all... just a way to satisfy my hunger until after work when I got the chance to wolf down my daily banquet.
Of course I was soon invited... summoned, really... to a party, where I was one of four busy white cock suckers, and where after sucking off a couple dozen black cocks... I became the central attraction, when Big Bubba and Vince took turns spit-roasting me and thus taking my anal virginity... before I advanced to becoming bottom cum dump for all comers for the rest of the night... taking at least a dozen loads in my ass.
Since then I've become a very active two hole cum slut... although with my wife and kids arriving in a few days, I have no idea how I can keep up with my need for cock while convincingly presenting them with the façade that I'm still a straight married man.
Fuck!
Crossing the Line changed everything.
And as I ponder this, I'm on my knees at a frat house sucking four guys' dicks while they play Call of Duty.
Cock... is my addiction.
Cock... is my life.
THE END
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Summary: Brian secretly sucks 8 nerds' cocks at gloryhole.
WARNING: PLEASE READ:
-This is a hypnosis story with potentially influential subliminal messages within it.
-The story also describes hypnosis video scenes.
-So if you begin behaving differently after reading this story and all your friends start pointing fingers, don't come crying to me: you've been warned.
Note 1: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea and the intriguing revelation that hypno sissy videos exist in the first place.
Note 2: Of course all participants are at least 18 years old.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing.
Note 4: This seventh story will make more sense if you've read the first six. But in case you don't have time, or you've read them a while ago and need a refresher:
HypnoSissy 1: Becoming a Cocksucker
A cocky 18-year-old high school senior, Brian, tries to seduce a pretty college girl, Rose, but instead is seduced by her. Rose, after allowing him to go down on her a couple of times, gives him a USB with a dozen videos that she assigns him to watch (unknown to him they are hypno-sissy videos) and gradually he begins to get curious about sucking cock and eating cum. After watching all 12, Brian is summoned to Rose's college dorm and before the night is done, he sucks his first cock and swallows his first load of cum.
HypnoSissy 2: Becoming a Cum Slut
Brian, having had his first cock, is given by the beautiful, mysterious Rose a second set of videos to watch. Watching the second set, his hunger for cock builds, until he meets a stranger at lunchtime in a van, and then is taken to a gloryhole by Rose, where he gets to suck on five very different cocks.
HypnoSissy 3: Big Nerd's Cock
Brian spends the day after the gloryhole visit desperately trying to avoid the nerd he'd sucked there. Of course by now his hunger for cock and cum control his very being, and in the end he succumbs to the nerd, one he'd bullied for years. After sucking and swallowing the cum from this nerd's big cock he learns a shocking secret... he's Rose's brother! The chapter ends with Brian receiving a new USB from Rose.
HypnoSissy 4: Cum Cravings
Brian watches four more training videos, each reinforcing the proposition that he's a cock sucker and his natural purpose is to serve. After four days, Rose picks him up to take him to a special sex party, where he serves six men and is given a circle jerk baptism (sprinkling, not immersion) before serving another man. After watching a few wild sex acts, he sucks one more cock for the road; he then accepts a business card from a mysterious stranger who orders him to text him tomorrow. The chapter ends with Rose fucking him in the car, and deciding he's ready for the next step in his training.
HypnoSissy 5: Ecclesiastical Sucking
Brian goes to meet the mysterious stranger, who is a Minister in a very unorthodox church. Brian's job interview is to suck two cocks, which he aces easily. He then is trained in the art of cock sucking by the church's GILF secretary before he gets to fuck and come in her ass. The chapter ends with Rose inviting him over for some new videos.
HypnoSissy 6: Educated to be Pegged
Brian watches more hypno sissy videos, including some with shemales, and focusing on anal sex... with the climactic conclusion being his getting pegged by Rose.
And now the next part of his training begins in HypnoSissy Ch. 07: Glory Hole with Nerds
I lay awake in Rose's bed... a good forty-five minutes after being ass fucked by a strap-on... hers... for the first time.
I couldn't sleep.
While forty-five minutes ago I was floating in the afterglow of an orgasm, following the intimate giving of my ass, plus the wonderful likelihood she was falling for me as well... I was completely in love with her... but now my thoughts were spinning with guilt, confusion, and existential questions about my manhood... while she was nestled into me in sweet slumber.
In just a couple of weeks I'd gone from the stud of the school, having fucked almost all the cheerleaders, in addition to the glee club President, three nerds from the debate club, a teacher, and even a friend's mom, plus a couple dozen other hotties, to becoming a cock sucker who'd already in that short time sucked over a dozen cocks, perhaps even two dozen, and had now been pegged just over an hour ago.
Whenever I was in communication with Rose, I had no will power; I had no balls. I'd become a complete pussy for her... and after tonight, that was even literally true.
I looked over at the... my?... sleeping redhaired beauty... she was an actual goddess!
And as I've already mentioned, I was in love with her, and I'd declared on a plethora of occasions I'd do anything for her, and had so far proven that in spades, yet now that I was no longer horny, my cock and my lust no longer controlling my actions, I couldn't help but wonder what the future might hold for me... bright and filled with sexual adventuring, or the dead end of becoming a social pariah?
I'd pondered as she'd drifted off to sleep in my arms, whether I could have it all, but now that I was thinking with the head on my shoulders instead of the one between my legs, I wasn't certain what that might even mean, what it might entail.
Rose had convinced me since the beginning of this surreal training she'd been orchestrating for me that I wasn't losing my masculinity while I explored my feminine side, but was becoming a better man... and whenever I was with her, and whenever she said it, it made perfect sense... yet as I pondered her words now, lying here sleepless, I was realizing how out of control my life had become.
At school there were a nerd, two teachers and a girl named Camry, who all knew I sucked cock... since, well, I'd sucked all their cocks... except for Camry's of course, since she didn't have one, she was the person Rose had sent to escort me to a secret glory hole at school where I'd sucked Coach's cock for the first time... and I'd sucked them all at school... with no shame... at least not at the time... just with undeniable lust.
Before Rose, I'd never even looked at another guy's dick, except casually in the locker room without any interest... but now I was interested in every guy's dick. Each one of them had the potential of quenching, at least for a while, my addiction to cock and cum.
Before Rose, I made fun of gays... I picked on them.
Before Rose, I knew who I was and where I was going... but now I had no idea.
Was I still straight? According to Rose I was... or at least I wasn't gay... since I still wanted to fuck her, and a couple times or so she'd even allowed me to do it. So I guess that made me bi... although my rationale was I didn't find men attractive at all, I just wanted their cocks. Cocks were beautiful... cocks were majestic... cocks were amazing! The men attached to them were just appendages who came along for the ride so they could humiliate me. Which if I'm being honest, was actually a plus.
Even as I thought about all this, I shook my head in consternation at these thoughts that BR (before Rose), would never have remotely entered my head. I'd been constantly on the hunt for pussy, and it always needed to be new pussy, since I'd gotten bored rather quickly with anyone I dated (for a generous definition of the word 'date').
Rose was the first girl who'd ever drawn me in and had cast the spell on me to turn me into this... this... I didn't even know what I was anymore.
Christ, I was even salaried as the designated cock sucker for a church, as ridiculous as that sounds, and an unpaid cock sucker for Rose's brother, and for the dad of one of my friends. Based on the growing number of people who knew I loved sucking dick, it was only a matter of time before the house of cards supporting my anonymity came tumbling down.
I still had half a year left of my senior year, and after being 'The Man' for the first half, I was now becoming something completely different. Something spiraling out of control. Something my father would be ashamed of. Something that at this moment, even with a beautiful woman asleep in my arms, I too was ashamed of.
I constantly craved cock.
I constantly craved the cum that could shoot from those cocks.
After the fact, I constantly felt guilty.
Yet before the fact, I constantly yearned for more... and more... and even more!
I was addicted in exactly the same way a drug addict is addicted... except the jury was still out on whether I was better or worse off because of my addiction... but either way, I was well along the road to leaving my former hotshot self completely behind.
As I felt my asshole still gaped while I attempted to fall asleep, I pondered whether I was truly willing to do absolutely anything for Rose... how many more lines would she expect me to cross? How many of them would I be willing to cross? When, if ever, would I regain control of my life?
Completely exhausted, I told myself in the morning I'd have to have a serious talk with Rose. It was time I made it clear to her I was the man in this relationship... even though most recently, she was the one who'd fucked me. I know, ironic.
.....
But the next morning I woke up in Rose's bed alone.
There was a note lying on Rose's pillow with a letter-sized manila envelope. (As in a plain brown wrapper?)
I picked up the note and read it.
Sexy:
I had to go.
Please lock up when you leave.
Inside the envelope are five videos, so you can take your training to the next plateau.
Rose
I sighed.
She wasn't here for the conversation we needed to have.... Although I wasn't certain I would have been brave enough to initiate it in any case.
The envelope contained another USB.
I got up, got dressed, and was surprised to find Eugene in the kitchen nursing a mug of coffee.
He asked, "Want a morning snack?"
"What are you doing here?" I asked, feeling it was high time for me to resist the 'snack' he was tempting me with; time for me to begin controlling my cravings.
"Rose said you were here, so I figured I might as well stick around for a face to fuck," he said, setting down his coffee mug.
"Look, your sister is my girlfriend," I pointed out, a status which last night had been confirmed by Rose herself.
"Yeah, yeah, but you're also still my cock sucker," he staked his claim, standing up and approaching me.
"I don't think we should do that anymore," I said, trying to be strong, or at least to appear so on the outside, even as my mouth began watering. Damn spineless salivary glands!
"We are not doing anything," he said, now standing almost nose to nose in front of me. "You are about to suck my dick."
Truth was, I was physically capable of breaking him in two. I was definitely twice his weight, even though I wasn't remotely chubby. I thought on a windy day he could blow away... yet at the moment, I was the one being blown away.
Blown away by his confident, smug behaviour.
Blown away by his... on the surface, unwarranted... aggressiveness.
Blown away by his nonchalantly pulling out his dick as if my resistance was totally inconsequential. By the way that only catching sight of his cock made my mouth water. Looking back up to his face, I wanted to punch his lights out. Looking back down to his dick, I wanted to drop to my knees and start sucking.
Fuck!
"We both know how much you want my dick," he said, as he placed his hands on my shoulders and pushed gently downwards.
Of course a skinny rail like he was could never push me to my knees if I wasn't willing to go there. Yet when he did press on my shoulders, it felt as if he were the strongest man in the world, and suddenly my knees couldn't support my weight as I dropped to them before him.
"There you go, Brian," he said, inexplicably confident. "Get those cock sucking lips around my big cock, jock."
Any real man would have pulverized this physically inept nerd for stepping so far out of line; before meeting Rose, I would have pulverized him. Yet SR (since Rose), instead I opened my mouth and welcomed his cock into it, as my lust for cock, my craving for cum, once again controlled me, overriding my masculinity.
"There you go, cock sucker," Eugene moaned in a smug tone of superiority.
And my cock hardened as I took his cock in my mouth, finding his name calling both humiliating and exciting.
As I began bobbing, I heard him begin speaking to someone else, "Hey Elmer, what's up?"
What was with nerds always having such nerdy names ever since birth? Did a mother take her newborn son to her breast while both she and the dad thought, 'Hey, let's make this child into a target for bullies for his entire life... let's call him Eugene?' Even the Eugene who starred in Disney's Tangled changed his name to Flynn so he could be cool. And Elmer? As in Elmer Fudd?
I pulled back for a moment and saw that he was on the phone. "Get back to sucking my dick, faggot," Eugene ordered, shoving his cock back in my mouth.
I still couldn't believe someone who was so bullied at school could find such confidence in himself, although I suppose it helped if a wildly popular jock was on his knees with his dick in his mouth.
"Yeah, another mouth has been added to my collection of cock sucking, cum swallowing faggots," Eugene said wickedly, as I helplessly bobbed on his cock... humiliation and lust battling inside me, my hard cock betraying me.
I wasn't physically helpless. If I decided to, I could stop doing this.
But then I realized that was wrong on both counts. I was indeed physically helpless, since I couldn't do anything to resist doing this; I was also incapable of deciding to stop... I simply had to have this cock in my mouth. Had to. In my heart, I wanted nothing else.
"Yeah, I'm certain he'll soon be sucking all of our cocks," Eugene said.
My eyes went wide at hearing that. He'd promised to keep this between the two of us.
"Don't worry, cock sucker," Eugene reassured me like he would a pet dog, obviously keeping an eye on me while I sucked him. "I won't out you. But I won't need to, since you're bound to out yourself before long."
I wondered what he could possibly mean by that. No way I would ever tell anyone I did this. It would be social suicide! It would be how I'd plummet from being king of the school to... fuck... I couldn't even fathom how far I'd fall.
"Yeah, I know. Eventually they all beg for permission to suck all eight of us," Eugene agreed.
As I listened, I couldn't help but wonder who 'they all' included. Jocks? Did other jocks suck cock too? Which other mouths were willing literally to suck up to this nerd herd? Who were the other six nerds besides Eugene and whoever Elmer was? Did they all have big cocks? Actually, eight cocks all at once sounded rather inviting, no matter what their size or who they were attached to.
"Yeah, I'm sure he'll become a bottom bitch eventually," Eugene said. "They all do, and this one is by the far the most eager cock sucker of them all. All he needs is to catch sight of me, and he starts craving my cock, isn't that right, faggot?"
He pulled his cock out of my mouth, and immediately I felt empty. I needed that cock back in my mouth. I had to have it!
I looked up at his smug smile, and I cringed.
I hated that he was right.
I caught sight of him. Therefore I wanted his dick. I wanted to be on my knees. I wanted to be bobbing on his cock. I wanted to swallow his cum. I wanted nothing except to be his cock sucker.
I'd already accidently outed myself to not one, but two teachers (Mr. Parker the counselor, and our auto mechanics teacher Mr. Watson), by demonstrating too much eagerness, which always kicked in during my lust for cock, when my brain shuts down except for my reptilian hind brain, and I become no more than an instinct-driven cum-craving cock sucker.
So I nodded in the affirmative.
Eugene slid his cock back into my mouth saying, "I figured the hungry cock sucker might out himself there, since you probably know his voice, but he only nodded yeah."
After another minute he said, "That's tonight. Maybe, let me ask."
"Do you want to join us for our Saturday night Lord of the Rings marathon?" Eugene asked, as I bobbed on his big cock.
He pulled his delicious cock out of my mouth for an answer, so I looked up and shook my head no.
"Are you sure?"
I nodded yes.
He slid his cock back into my mouth and reported, "He says no, but I'll text him the details anyway. But don't we already have a cock sucker lined up for tonight?"
Did they always have a cock sucker at their weekly gathering?
The idea was both unbelievable yet exciting... which just added to the deplorability of my life.
"Really? Shit, it's been a while since we haven't had a cum bucket," Eugene said. "I'll work on this faggot some more. I'm certain I can persuade him that he'd love to be our cock sucker for the night."
I wanted to refute that assumption, but I did have a mouthful of cock right now I was pretty happy about, and part of me did indeed want to be this nerdy octet's cock sucker for the night. I'd really enjoyed my Poker Night at Watson's, as well as my church initiation... yet this would be the outing of outings!
"Okay, see you tonight," Eugene said, as he hung up and told me point blank, "you're coming tonight." No question, just a bald statement of fact.
Before I could respond either way, he wrapped his hands around both sides of my head and began face fucking me... which so far was the only thing he'd done to me that was more humiliating than just being his cock sucker at all... face fucking me like I was some bitch in heat.
"Oh yes, you'll be servicing all eight of us tonight," Eugene assured me, as his balls bounced off my chin, and I focused on breathing through my nose.
"Yeah, eight big cocks fucking this face, one after another," he added.
"Then all of them coming in this mouth," he wrapped up my visual, as he really face fucked me.
"Get ready faggot," he then said, only a few seconds before his cum exploded into my mouth and flowed down my throat.
I can't explain why, but the feeling of a cock pulsing in my mouth, along with the anticipation of a load about to be ejaculated into me, was the ultimate rush... as big a rush as when a play authorized me to rush the quarterback, which meant more often than not I was about to bask in the glory of sacking him.
I lustfully swallowed every drop before shame resumed coursing through me. Then when he pulled out, Eugene told me, "We have a glory hole set up at Phil's house. Meaning nobody will know who you are. We'll all just use your mouth and deposit a load or two down your throat, before hurrying back to whichever of the three movies is running at the time."
"I don't think so," I said, which I realized wasn't an actual refusal.
"Oh, you say that now, but as the day continues you'll begin to fall... yet again... under the thrall of your craving, and then... yet again... you'll be unable to resist the thought of eight loaded cocks ready to give you everything you crave the most," he pontificated, looking down at me physically, and also looking down upon me literally, as the superior being he was.
"I don't think so," I repeated, again not exactly refusing, as I stood up, and now towered above him from my full linebacker stature.



Most nerds would be trembling in fear at this moment, but he just said, "Text me once you've decided you're attending."
"If that's the decision you're looking for, then I won't be texting you at all," I said, as he put his dick away.
"Sure, sure," he smirked, before turning away and leaving the kitchen.
I too headed out, pissed at him, pissed at my weakness, and even pissed at Rose for probably making this happen.
I went home once again, determined to resist my cravings, to resist tonight's temptation... and especially to man up into being an actual man, the one that had so naturally been me in the past.
Yet later in the afternoon, curiosity getting the better of me yet again, I slipped my newest USB into my computer, and saw there were seven new videos on it, numbered S1 to S7; 'S' no doubt standing for 'Sissification', or perhaps just 'Sissy'.
I sighed as my cock raged.
Fatalistically, I clicked on S1.
A blonde, a really hot blonde, was on her knees stroking a huge cock and saying into the camera, "You want to be me. You want to be sucking this juicy cock and extracting its creamy load."
She stopped speaking as she took it into her mouth, and in slow motion, deep throated the gloriously large, inviting cock.
She pulled back off after holding that cock tickling her tonsils for a few seconds, and reiterated, "Yes, you want to be exactly who I am. A sexy slut."
I wasn't certain what next she might be attempting to communicate with her mouth full, as she vocalised unintelligibly while resuming to suck the cock. And then every few seconds, a different pretty girl sucking cock was presented to me. Throughout this second section there was a phrase displayed continuously on the screen: This could be you.
By this time, I'd become so acclimatised to fixating on the cock in these scenes, I hardly noticed the girl sucking the cock... instead, I was transfixed only upon the glorious cock whichever girl was worshipping.
Cock after cock.
All of them big.
All of them hard.
All of them inviting.
The original blonde returned, this time on all fours in sexy lingerie, as a man stood behind her, and she said: "But of course to be me, you not only need to suck cock like you're already doing, but you must also be fucked by big cock. And since you don't have a proper cunt to be fucked in, you poor thing, I'm happy to show you exactly what you do need to do to reach the next plateau."
The screen then split into two: one side focused on her face, and the other focused on the massive cock slowly sliding into her ass. She moaned: "Oh yes, nothing feels better than a big cock fucking you, just like this. Don't you want to be fucked? To be a slut? To be like me?"
Then the video again changed every few seconds, with girl after girl getting ass fucked, while the same feminine voice delivered a different voiceover for each one.
A chubby redhead on all fours getting slammed, "To be fucked like a whore."
A schoolteacher bent over her desk, "To be screwed like the slut you were born to be."
A skinny blonde on her bed, her hands grabbing her ankles to hold her feet together next to her face, "To be pounded like a cheap bitch."
A brunette in a public bathroom stall riding a guy sitting on a toilet, reverse cowgirl, "To be slammed anytime, anyplace."
A Latina in a plastic kiddie pool filled with sloppy mud, and covered in that mud, getting drilled from behind, her huge mud-covered tits swaying every which way, "To be hammered like a dirty slut."
A nerdy girl with pigtails on a pool table being fucked by a well built black man, "To be plugged by a dominant man."
An older woman bent over the hood of a taxi getting fucked while traffic went past, "To be destroyed by cock."
A black woman being drilled from behind by a white man, "To be banged by a real man."
A cheerleader with the crotch of her pantyhose ripped away getting pounded, "To be shagged like the cum whore you desire to be."
A cute redhead in a ponytail, her hair being pulled while she was fucked "To be fucked... hammered... pounded... free to be the real you!"
The original blonde spokes-whore returned to the screen, now on her knees with a big cock being stroked in front of her, saying: "This is where you want to be. This is where you need to be. This is who you want to be."
And then right on cue, a massive load splattered her face as she looked directly into my face, I mean at the camera, and said: "And then you'll look just as good as a hot girl."
The scene then ended... it was a pretty short video... yet my cock was throbbing, and my mouth was instinctively watering.
I sighed.
Why did these videos turn me on so much?
Why did they always make me crave cock? And crave cum?
Why was I thinking... right now, at this very moment... about texting Eugene, so I could go and be the nerd herd's cock sucker?
I glanced at the clock. 8:30... and already quite dark.
Why was I grabbing my phone so urgently?
Why was I texting Eugene: Still need me?
Why was I staring at my phone with such excitement and frustration when I didn't receive an immediate response?
Why? Why? Why?
After a couple of minutes, feeling defeated, I set my phone down and was about to click on video S2, when my phone buzzed. I snatched it back up and saw Eugene's response: About time! Hurry the fuck up. I'll text you the address in a minute. Come in the side door garage, walk down the stairs, and there will be a pillow for you to kneel on (we are very generous cum donors) and a hole (of course).
I stared gratefully at his words.
My cock flinched, and before I even knew what I was doing, I was getting off my bed.
I was already in my car staring at my phone and muttering, "C'mon, c'mon," when I received the text with the address. Which address? None of your business... find your own damn address!
It was only two blocks away, so I climbed out of my car and walked there. As I got close, I got quite nervous. What the fuck was I doing? It was one thing to suck Eugene. It was an entirely different thing to deliberately go into a nerd's house to suck eight cocks... although eight wasn't my concern... no, eight cocks were very appealing... so many cocks and thus so much cum... no, those eight cocks being attached to eight nerds was the concern... eight nerdy guys who all attended my school... seven extra possibilities for me to be outed.
Yet, following a pattern of mine that was becoming an increasing concern, my lust for cock overruled my increased risk.
I reached the house, and looked furtively around before hurrying to the side of it, slipping into the garage and down the stairs... with just enough light to guide my way.
I knelt down on the pillow.
I waited.
And waited.
And waited some more.
I finally pulled out my phone and texted: Here.
Eugene responded a minute later: We knew that. Someone will come to you when he feels like depositing his load in your cock sucking mouth. Be patient, faggot. You will eventually get all the cum you can possibly desire.
The way he treated me like a slut... so dismissively... pissed me off, and yet turned me on.
Fuck... I really hated my inability to control my lust for cock.
Who could possibly believe a jock like me would be spending Saturday night in the basement of a nerd's house waiting impatiently but uncomplainingly to suck some dicks?
There were two other parties I'd been invited to, one I'd planned to go to originally... and maybe still would later on... but for now, I was just sitting on my knees waiting for a nerd to shove his cock through a hole so I could suck it.
Wally, a fellow linebacker, texted me: Where the fuck are you?
I was about to reply, having now been waiting for ten minutes, beginning to wonder if this was some prank, when without any warning, a fat cock popped through the hole.
"Get sucking," a voice ordered. I was relieved not to recognize it.
I leaned forward and took the fat cock into my mouth.
"Nice," the voice groaned, as I took all I could, the wall preventing me from taking all of it in.
In response, I let out a moan, and then wished I hadn't, since it made me sound even more pathetic than I'd already seemed... but once I had a cock in my mouth I became a cock sucker... a slut... where all I wanted was to suck... to extract cum... it was pathetic... but it was what I'd become.
"Shit, you really are a football player," the guy groaned, seeming to be in awe about it.
I didn't respond. Not a word. I needed to be a lot more careful here than I was at school. At least at school, even if the teachers knew I was the one sucking them, which at least a couple of them did, if they outed me, they'd also be outing themselves... and while I'd be shamed socially... probably even shunned... they'd be fired, and possibly arrested.
But these nerds weren't doing anything illegal... and they could easily use any knowledge of my identity to blackmail me, or at least to humiliate me... and yet... I still couldn't stop myself from sucking their cocks, only from going out of my way to identify myself.
"Get ready, jock," he said, just before his cock pulsed, spasmed, and filled my mouth with a big load of creamy cum.
I eagerly swallowed the first load. Once he was spent, he pulled out and said, "Thanks, jock."
I didn't reply, as my phone vibrated for the third time since I'd started sucking that cock.
I glanced at it. The last one was from Wally again: Seriously. Where the fuck are you?
I was about to check the other two messages, when another dick popped through the hole. This one was thin, but long and with an odd left curve. But whatever its description, certainly a higher priority than my attempting to manage my social life.
The guy didn't say a word, as I leaned forward and sucked his cock.
The curve was strange, and it made sucking his cock feel weird. I turned my head a little, seeking a less awkward angle as it curved into my mouth.
I bobbed for a couple of minutes, finding it a little odd not to be called names or talked to at all. The name calling always turned me on, even when it made no sense... which it usually didn't... and some dirty talk, or even the odd 'that feels good' or 'don't stop', helped me feel more confident in what I was doing.
But this guy didn't say a word. Not even a grunt or two.
Not even while he shot his load in my mouth.
And then once he was done, he simply pulled out and walked away.
I reached for my phone, and this time counted three unread texts. Two were from Mom asking where I was, since my car was still in the driveway. The other was from Camry, the only girl at school who knew I was a cock sucker. She texted: Are you coming to the Wilson party tonight? I have a mutual friend of Rose's with me, and I think you will like her.
I responded to Camry, knowing she was one of Rose's pets and not ever going to out me: Maybe later.
Camry responded: Why later instead of right away? R U out sucking dick? I still want that dick of yours filling my holes, and Rose says we have her permission.
My face flushed. I responded, not seeing any reason to avoid answering her question, since she'd already rubbed my cock while I sucked a guidance counselor's at school: Guilty as charged. I bet you do. If it's okay with Rose, then it's *great* with me!
A third cock popped through the hole, and a voice said: "I'm Elmer. Happy you could make it, jock cock sucker."
I set my phone down just as it buzzed with a response, and leaned forward to take the very impressive fat, long cock in my mouth.
As I sucked, Elmer asked, "So, what position to you play? We already have a cock sucking receiver. We also have a bottom bitch d-lineman who squeals like a pig whenever he has a cock in his ass. We have a quarterback, a running back and a coach."
My eyes went wide at the number of players on my team he was reporting were cock suckers or bottom boys. I was also surprised Elmer knew enough about football that he could name that many positions.
Of course I didn't respond. Discretion in this situation was critical! I just kept sucking, really liking how this thick cock stretched my mouth, and also how long it was. It was a very nice cock. A beautiful cock.
I couldn't help but muse how I was describing a cock, and even worse a nerd's cock, as beautiful. In the past I'd described some girls as beautiful... but never fucking cocks!
These conflicting BR and AR thoughts (before and after Rose), swirled in my head while I sucked my third cock in fifteen minutes.
"Tell me," he repeated his demand as he pulled out. "What position do you play?"
I kept quiet... even though pathetically, I was already missing his amazing cock.
"You don't want to out yourself. I understand. The others didn't at first either. Although eventually you all do. You all come begging for this cock in particular. In your mouths and in your pussies," he said, as generously, he slid his cock back through the hole, and I devoured it eagerly, even though I had to listen to his smug bragging.
"Yeah, you love my cock; all you jock faggots do," he said. "Hard to figure why you're the popular ones and we aren't."
I almost told him if the girls knew what he was packing he'd be very popular, but I controlled myself in that respect, even while I sucked on his cock like his slut.
"Shit, you're a natural," Elmer groaned. "Eugene said you've only been doing this for a couple weeks. You must have been quite the faggot in denial."
I kept sucking, as I appreciated the compliment part and resented the latter part.
After another minute, he pulled out again and said, "Look, you don't have to speak, I understand your need for discretion, but I want to know at least whether you play offense or defense. So when I generously slide my cock back into that cock sucker's mouth of yours, you'll bob three times for offense, and five for defense."
He slid his cock back in, and for some reason I allowed him to learn which side of the ball I played on. I bobbed five times.
"Nice, defense," he said, as he pulled his cock out again... teasing me relentlessly... which I found surprisingly frustrating... I really wanted that load he was withholding from me!
"I'll give you my load this time, a nice big one, but if you want my cock again, you'll have to come to me face to face and ask for it," he said. "I like to watch my jock cock suckers while they suck me."
He slid his cock back through my hole and I resumed sucking him, not all that concerned about any next time... since although he had a great cock... I had lots of cock available whenever I needed a load. At school alone, I had a guidance counselor, a teacher, Eugene, and other unknown high school staffers through the glory hole which Camry could often book me for. I certainly didn't need the risk of another nerd knowing my dirty secret.
"Oh yeah, you'll be looking for me on Monday, they all do," he said confidently, as I bobbed lustfully on his big, hard, beautiful cock, certainly wanting his load this time so fucking bad.
After another minute or two, he said, "Get ready for my delicious load," just before I felt his warm seed shoot into my mouth... eagerly swallowing the cum, and not slowing down.
I continued bobbing throughout his orgasm, until he pulled out and said, "If you want this cock again, I'll be in the band room on Monday, practice room eight at 12:15."
He then left.
I reached for my phone and read Camry's most recent text: Text me when you get here.
I responded: Will do.
I also responded to my Mom, saying Wally had picked me up for a party, and to Wally that I was helping my Mom out with some renovations n the basement (which we were actually doing... after a water break had destroyed our games room). He responded: Hurry up pussy, we have a keg to finish off.
"Put your lips on the hole," a voice I recognized as Gary's ordered... at least this nerd had a somewhat normal name.
I did, and he slid his cock into my mouth.
I couldn't see it, as I tightened my lips around it once he'd slid it through the hole and into my mouth... but it was definitely shorter than the first three, and pretty average in girth. Oddly, I was a little disappointed... I mean I liked all cocks... I hadn't sucked a bad one yet... but I was beginning to think that size mattered.
"I'm going to fuck your faggot football face," Gary informed me, as he pumped his cock in my mouth roughly, but at what felt like maybe six inches, I could readily take it.
"Yeah, all you football fucking faggots are useful only for one thing," he said, as he pumped and surprised me by suddenly, after just over a minute, depositing his load in my mouth.
I swallowed the load, which was massive, before he pulled out and said, "Thanks, football faggot."
I almost replied, but caught myself at the last moment.
I received a text from Eugene, who unless he'd said something to Rose, was the only person in the world who knew where I was (although Camry knew what I was doing): Enjoying yourself?
I responded: No comment.
Eugene replied: Elmer says he'll figure out who you are.
I replied: He implied as much.
A black cock came through the glory hole, which meant this had to be the openly gay Sammy.
It wasn't as big as Elmer or Eugene's, but it was a nice black cock, its darkness making it more appealing for some reason, as did its slight upwards curve.
I leaned forward and took cock number five into my mouth.
"Nice," he groaned, as I slowly sucked his cock... for some reason wanting to take my time with this one.
After a dozen or so slow bobs, he instructed, "Focus on my cock head. Swirl your tongue around it."
I backed off a tad and did as he said.
"The head is very sensitive, and it deserves attention," Sammy said in his feminine-sounding voice. Sammy was the first guy who'd ever lectured me didactically while his cock was in my mouth! I felt I should call him Professor Cock Sucker!
But instead, I just moaned softly, to convey I was listening.
"Yeah, we both should enjoy this experience equally," Sammy said.
As I swirled my tongue around his cock head, he pulled out and said, "Here, let me show you how it's done. Stick your cock through the hole."
I didn't want to do that.
I didn't want to be sucked by a gay nerd.
"Come on," he said. "Trust me, I'll coach you on how to be an even better cock sucker. Plus, I bet your cock is really throbbing after sucking all those delicious other cocks."
I was hard as steel and horny as fuck... so I figured why not? I stood up, pulled out my cock and stuck it through the hole.
"Nice cock," he said, impressed. "Very nice!"
I then felt his tongue roll up my shaft. He then, without my cock entering his mouth, swirled his tongue around its head in a smooth, tantalising way... making my body tremble from wanting him to suck me.
"You like that?" he asked.
I moaned in response.
"You see? Sometimes you only need to suck a cock, and other times you get your face fucked, but every once in a while a skilled cock sucker needs to really pay attention and worship a cock," he said, as finally he wrapped just his lips around my cock head, and teased me by moving his tongue up and down.
"Ooooh," I moaned, this being a sensation I wasn't at all accustomed to.



He backed off and asked, still didactically, "See how good this approach feels to the recipient? Sometimes you want to drive a guy wild with your lips and your tongue until he can't handle it anymore, so he breaks free and fucks your face, or he bends you over and pounds your ass. The number of jocks who've fucked my mouth or my ass instead of their girlfriends', and how many men prefer me over their wives is incredible!"
I wondered how true that was. I'd already discovered most girls my own age I'd fucked weren't very good at it, where older women usually were. But it seemed obvious men would be better cock suckers... although Sammy was my first masculine (sorta) test case... were guys also better to fuck? But fuck! Why was I even thinking about this?
He then returned to my cock, began bobbing on just a couple inches, but with an enormous amount of saliva, that intensified the pleasure. His mouth felt somewhat like a pussy... a very tight pussy.
"Ohhh," I moaned, unable to remain quiet.
This was without a doubt the most intense and pleasurable blow job I'd ever received, even though he hadn't taken even half of my cock in his mouth. He backed away and said, "Now you try it."
I was very disappointed to have his mouth no longer working his magic on my cock, but I dropped back to my knees, and once he offered his cock to me again, I went to work on it.
I tried to replicate what he did to me. I slowly rolled my togue up his shaft. "Good. Now because of the wall in our way, you can't do this, but sucking on a man's balls is also very sensual."
I added that to my mental list of good cock sucking tips, as I swirled my togue around his cock... just like he had... not taking it in my mouth... even though I was tempted to.
As if reading my mind, he said, "It's tempting just to suck a nice cock, but unless there's an immediate urgency, which sometimes there is, or a man has made it clear he wants a 'cock sucker slut' blow job where you simply go hell for leather, it's important for the 'phallic practitioner' as I like to call our brotherhood, to worship... to tease... resulting in driving the guy wild. You're there for his enhanced pleasure, not just for getting him off. Anyone can suck a cock. Anyone can make a guy come. But not just anyone can make a guy moan, can make him weak at the knees, can make him beg for you to suck him, can bestow upon him the most pleasurable blow job and most intense orgasm ever, and can make him leave his girlfriend, his wife, or just the game he's currently playing, to make himself available for you to suck him."
Added to the cock sucking tips from Miranda at church, I was receiving expert knowledge from expert cock suckers. I next did my best to replicate his cock head attention, just wrapping my lips around it, and flicking my togue up and down over his urethra.
"Oh yes, that feels good," he moaned, sounding more like a girl than a guy... which kind of turned me on... his being so feminine for me.
I did this for a little while until he said, "Now store up a lake of saliva in your mouth, and don't swallow it."
I tried to do what he said, but it was hard.
He added, "Back off my cock and build up your reservoir first."
"Okay," I said, and then covered my mouth. I did as he instructed, and once I had a nice 'lake' as he'd termed it, I returned to his cock and began slowly sucking.
"You see, most rookie cock suckers, and actually most married cock suckers who start in their forties, and trust me there are a lot of them, never learn the complexities of ideal cock sucking," Sammy continued as the gay Dr. Ruth of sex advice, and still as didactic as ever. "Like I already said, cock sucking is about the experience, about bringing pleasure, about slowly increasing the recipient's arousal, and about paying close enough attention to understand how a specific cock and a specific man is different from all the others. Sure, some guys want to face fuck you, some of them want to humiliate you, some want you to deep throat their cock and some want you to suck them like a porn slut, and you need to be able to do all of those things. But a true cock sucker can make a guy cum without taking any more than half of the cock in his mouth. Deep throating is hot, people consider it impressive, and it's a skill that all dedicated cock suckers should learn, but deep throating seldom gets a guy off... no, it's the technique."
The entire time he was explaining all this, I sucked him and accumulated extra saliva like he'd done, while taking only about three or four inches of his seven inch-ish cock into my mouth.
"Just like you're doing," Sammy said. "You're a natural cock sucker, and from putting some of my tips to use, you're becoming a superlative one."
Hearing an actual faggot compliment my cock sucking skills was very flattering, as I focused on providing a smooth rhythm.
"That's very good. Yes, a constant pace is more effective than furious deep throating," he said, even as I was tempted to go for it and devour his entire cock.
As if reading my mind, he added, "Even though we both know you want to deep throat me now, resist the temptation. Keep sucking me with finesse. Nurse... and coax my load from me."
I'd never wanted a load more. He had me so craving his cum. He had me wanting to suck his cock forever. He even had me wanting to be a faggot just like him.
"It's obvious you're destined to be a lifelong cock sucker," he said, as I felt his cock pulsing and knew his load was coming soon. "No one sucks cock like this and does it only casually."
I couldn't help but think how my last couple of weeks certainly hadn't included any cock sucking anyone would call casual.
"Now bob just a little faster, just a little deeper, and get ready for me to come in your mouth," he walked me through these final moments.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, so desperately wanting his load, my cock raging.
"Now freeze," he said.
I was surprised, but I froze immediately, with his cock halfway into my mouth. And then with all my senses on high alert, I was able to appreciate all the nuances as I felt his cock twitch, and twitch again, as his cum, unlike almost all the rest I'd sucked, oozed out of his cock head and into my mouth, as if it were being expelled by a soft ice cream dispenser.
"Just catch and hold it all," he ordered. "Don't swallow."
As usual, I did as I was told.
His cock pulsed for a good thirty seconds while I collected all of it.
He pulled out and instructed, "Now swirl it around in your mouth, savour its salty taste, and enjoy the unique texture."
Again, I did as I was told.
"Many cock suckers love sucking cock and they love cum, but they seldom invest enough time and attention into enjoying the sweet taste that only can be found in ejaculate delivered straight from a cock," he said.
I could see his point. This was my fifth load of the evening, but only the first one that hadn't just exploded in my mouth and glided down my throat so quickly I hadn't gotten a chance to taste it... at all! For me until now, the act of sucking, my subjection to submissive humiliation, and the act of swallowing had been the turn ons... but now I had an extra thrill... savouring the taste.
As he'd promised, Sammy had just coached me into being a more accomplished cock sucker.
Fuck!
"Now swallow," he said, "but do it slowly. Pay attention as it slides down your throat. Savour the lingering taste and the soothing sensations as it glides down."
No one had ever made cock sucking so sensual for me... or so satisfying.
"I hope we can suck some cock together one day," he said. "I'd love to 69 with you or for us to work over someone else's cock together. I'm serious about saying you're a natural cock sucker, whether you've accepted it or not. And if you haven't accepted it yet, you can trust me that you soon will."
I didn't respond while I processed his words and his offers. The idea of having him suck my cock without a glory hole in the way was a real turn on, and sharing a 69 something that suddenly intrigued me, as did the idea of sucking a third party's cock with another guy... and yet... I still needed to protect my identity and my reputation.
"Hey, I'm certain you know who I am. If you want to hang out sometime to play, I'd be more than willing," he continued. "And I'm very discreet. Although it's no secret that I'm gay, I've sucked or been fucked by twenty-five guys in our school, and can you name even one of them? No, you can't. Nor can you imagine which of your football teammates I've sucked, been fucked by, and even fucked. It's 2016, sexy, so please don't do yourself the disservice of allowing any false pride to hold you back from becoming who you really are."
As I processed his words, wanting to respond verbally, wanting to out myself to him, I heard him leave.
A couple minutes later... another cock.
I won't bore you with the play by play commentary, since nothing else of particular interest happened next, but I sucked cocks number six and seven, swallowed both loads, with the latter guy, Perry, calling me a faggot over and over... yet the entire time, I wanted to spend more time with the actual faggot Sammy... which was ludicrous.
Not surprisingly, cock number eight was Eugene's. He asked, as he slid his cock through the hole, "Having fun?"
"Yeah," I admitted, since it was obvious I was... since I'd already sucked seven cocks and swallowed seven loads.
"Well, the guys are heading out in a few minutes, so I'll be your last cock for the evening," he said.
"Oh, okay," I said, kind of happy to hear it, since although I was still enjoying myself, my knees were getting a little painful.
"Well, it's not going to suck itself," Eugene pointed out.
"Oh yeah, sorry," I apologized, before tackling his cock for the second time today.
"Can you imagine if your teammates knew what you were doing right now?" Eugene asked.
Some of them would be disgusted, some would want to beat the shit out of me, but if what Eugene and the others had been saying was true, more than a handful of them would see me as a kindred spirit, and either be jealous, or want to join me.
I didn't try out any of my new skills on Eugene, I just sucked, wanting to get him off, so I could then go to the party and get myself off... my cock dying for attention after eight dicks, plus that instructive, but in effect only teasing blow job from Sammy.
Once he'd deposited his load he cautioned, "Don't leave yet. I'll text you once everyone else has gotten completely away, so no one will catch you undergoing the ultimate walk of shame."
"Okay, thanks," I said, as I picked up my phone and texted Camry I was on my way soon, and I planned to fuck her and her friend good.
She responded: You'd better be locked and loaded.
I texted: Trust me. I plan to fuck the shit out of you both.
Just then, as I was standing up and stretching my legs, I was startled to hear Sammy ask from the other side of the glory hole, "Hey, do you need to get off?"
"Yeah," I said covering my mouth to distort my voice a little, it occurring to me that Sammy's highly skilled mouth would be way better than any of Camry's holes... shit, what two weeks had done to me mentally....
"Then give me that cock," he said. "And don't worry about Eugene... I told him I'd throw you a mini after party."
I eagerly slid my cock back through the hole, and again felt his mouth wrapped around it.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, his mouth, his Velcro lips, his tornado tongue, and his ocean of saliva sent me instantly into complete euphoria.
Yet like the last time, just as my balls began to bubble, he backed off.
"Nooooooo," I whined, and thankfully it didn't sound like me at all.
"Just a second," he said. "I want you to fuck me."
"What?" I asked, again not realizing I was about to speak until I had.
"Brian?" he asked.
I sighed.
"No worries," he said. "I'll never say a word to anyone, and I have a long track record to prove it. But I really do need your dick in my ass. Will you please fuck me?"
As he made his request, I felt his ass cheeks poking against my dick and figured what the hell. I was as horny as fuck. If he was anywhere near as good a fuck as he was a cock sucker, this could be an amazing experience... and I'd never turned down an opportunity to fuck an ass before... so I said, "Why not?"
"Awesome," he said, as I felt him grasp my cock and position it at his hole and then slowly back up, and I felt incredible heat as his ass slowly engulfed my cock.
"Oh, that's tight," I moaned, no longer concerned about anonymity now that he knew it was me.
"Oh fuck, what a great cock," he said as he kept pushing back onto me.
"Such a tight hole," I said, having previously assumed faggots' assholes were all loose, like vaginas.
He then slowly began moving his hips, fucking himself on my cock... and it felt amazing... and I couldn't explain how, but each of his forward movements seemed to tighten his hole around my dick.
"Fuck, that feels good," I moaned, as he was also managing to milk my cock with his ass.
"Yeah, do you like that tight ass, Brian?" he asked. "I'm a better fuck than any girl."
"Yeah," was all I could muster, as he was indeed an amazing cock sucker, and now I was discovering, also an amazing bottom... an amazing fuck.
"Yeah, and anytime you want to fuck me, or to get blown, or to join me in a hot 69, I'll be available," he said.
"I may have to take you up on that offer," I said, knowing I wasn't about to last long inside this amazingly tight, cock-draining ass.
"Come in my ass whenever you want, baby," he moaned as if we were lovers, as I began pumping my dick, and he responded by leaning his ass solidly against the open whole.
God, I wanted to really fuck him. To wrap my hands around his hips and make him moan.
Again as if reading my mind, he offered, "You know Phil has gone upstairs to bed, and everyone else is long gone? Why don't I come to where you are, and then you can really fuck my ass?"
"Yeah, sure," I agreed without thinking... my cock now doing all of my thinking.
"Great, I'll be right there."
"Hurry," I said, my cock throbbing, my balls boiling, and I desperately needed to fuck someone and then cum.
"Yes, honey," he said in a feminine voice.
A minute later he walked down the stairs and said, "Brian, I want you to fuck me like I'm the nastiest whore in the world. Think you can do that?"
"I think I can," I agreed, as he pulled his pants down, bent over, using the stairs for balance, and offered me his backside.
I went behind him, steadied my hands on his hips like I'd been longing to do, and slid back into his hole.
"Oh yes, Brian, fuck me, fuck me with that big white cock," he moaned, as I was all in.
I wondered if he got as turned on by white cock as I did black cock, so I asked, "You want to be my black bitch?"
"Yes, Brian, I want you to fuck me, to breed me, to use me as your black slut," he moaned, as I began fucking him hard.
"Oh yeah, I'll be filling this black ass regularly," I said, my masculine side rising inside me... funny how I could switch from submissive cock sucker to dominant ass fucker in just the flick of an eyelash.
"Oh yeah, I'll be your slut, just fuck me, fuck me with that big white hammer," he moaned so loudly and with such femininity, anyone listening would think I was fucking a girl.
My balls boiling almost immediately, I warned, "I won't last long in your tight ass."
"I can work with that! Then fill me with your cum and breed my ass," he exhorted me, as I really destroyed his hole.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, and seconds later, I did indeed breed his ass.
"Yes, fill my ass," he moaned femininely, as I deposited a massive load in his ass.
"Fuck," I groaned, as his ass somehow tightened even more around me and milked my load into his ass.
He was furiously stroking his cock as I kept pumping his ass. And as my orgasm faded, so did my masculine side, and I offered, "Want me to suck you off again?"
"Fuck yeah," he said, as I pulled out, and he surprised me by shoving me to the floor and sliding his cock in my mouth. Unlike the last time, he fucked my face. And with the back of my head on the floor, I had no control over it at all... I was completely at his mercy! "Yeah, take my cock, I never knew you'd be up for it, but I've wanted to fuck your face forever."
I wondered if that was true. I wondered if other gay guys also found me hot.
I focused on breathing through my nose, as he roughly pumped his cock downwards into my mouth, his balls striking my chin with each deep thrust. I loved this rough treatment just as much as I'd loved fucking him roughly a minute ago.
"Oh yeah, fuck," he groaned, as he fucked my mouth. "You look so pretty with a cock in your mouth."
Being called pretty was a new one, but I just focused on being his cum deposit... a little surprised to encounter such a completely different side of him from when he'd been on the other side of the wall. Didactic? Not a bit of it!
It took a couple minutes before he got close, and he grunted just before he spewed into my mouth, "Get ready for my load, you sexy cock sucker."
Unlike the first oozing load, this time his load exploded in a rapid series of jets into my mouth, which I didn't know how that was possible, and I swallowed his second load within thirty or forty minutes.
Once he was done, he pulled out and apologized, "Sorry, I get a little rough when I top."
"So I see," I said, as I gazed up at his big cock, still slightly dripping onto my face.
"I really enjoyed this," he said.
"Crazy, but so did I," I said, having enjoyed his cock more than all the other seven combined.
"I hope we can do this... or even more things... again," he said.
"We'll see," I said, not wanting to appear too eager or commit to anything, even though I was already imagining sucking his cock again, and fucking him again... since his ass was out of this world!
"I have a private entrance to my bedroom from the back of my house, if you ever want to just come and dump a load, swallow a load, or share a sensual 69," he offered.
"A sensual 69?" I asked.
"Yeah, where we lavishly suck each other in a casual and lengthy fashion," he said.
"I see," I said, getting off my knees.
"Man, I can't believe it's you," he said, as he looked at me.
"Most of the time I can't believe it either," I said, still in awe of the journey I'd begun and was still taking ever since meeting Rose, and how that had led me to this moment.
After a pause that quickly became awkward, I said, "I need to get going."
"Yeah, sure," he nodded, putting his cock away.
"I'll see ya," I said.
"Hopefully soon," he said. "May I give you my number?"
"Sure," I said, my phone still on the floor and flashing with messages, most of them likely variations on WTF?
I handed him my phone, and he typed in his number. He handed my phone back with his name feminized a little more... calling himself Samantha... and his address.
"Thanks," I said, realizing I had a growing list of cocks available to suck, except this new contact was a two-way street.
"See you," he said, as I walked past him.
"Yeah," I agreed, as I walked upstairs, out of the garage and back to my house.
As I reached my house, I'd decided just to call it a night, when I checked my phone and saw another message from Camry. It was a picture of a big cock, followed by a second picture of a hot blonde. Then a third message saying: Those were both pictures of Alyssa. She's a good and trusted friend of Rose's, and she wants to meet you.
My eyes went wide.
And before I knew it, I was in my car and driving to the party.



I wasn't certain whether I was going there to fuck the hot shemale or to suck her dick... maybe both... but as was becoming my new norm, I was being guided only by my lust... I just wasn't sure if this time it was lust for cock, lust for a woman, or both.
I really was doing my utmost to live in a 'best of both worlds' world, even though I was flying blind.
THE END
COMING NEXT: Hypnosissy 8: Hot Shemale
Brian loses his real anal virginity to a hot shemale having lost his anal virginity originally by Rose and a strap-on.
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Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy
Summary: Mom gets the ass fucking and dp she dreamed about.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Larry, who requested the story.
Note 2: This is part three in the MOM'S MOTIVATION series.
In Part 1, Mom's Motivation, Stephanie uses her sexual prowess to get the younger of her two grown sons to finally get a job.
In Part 2, Mom's Motivation: A 2nd Son, after a few fun encounters with her younger son, she invites him over late one night for another night of fun (while her high school senior daughter is at a sleepover) and they're caught in the act by the elder son, which leads to a very hot threesome. (Which only happens once Andrew, the elder son, convinces his Mom that he too will get a job.)
Now....
Mom's Motivation: Anal Mommy
Stephanie woke up Saturday morning feeling a cock resting between her naked ass cheeks... it was a hard cock.
And she felt another hard cock poking against her clit.
Plus a hand firmly cupping her tit.
Alex said, "You know Mom, we never actually accomplished what I came over to do last night."
"What was that?" Andrew, the older brother, asked, twitching his cock, which was the one resting against his Mom's clit.
"Oooooooh," Stephanie moaned, feeling the pressure on her clit.
"Tell him, Mom," Alex said, while he twitched his cock between her ass cheeks.
"You two are so bad," she said with a slight smile.
"Tell me, Mom," Andrew said. "What did I interrupt when I walked in on my brother fucking your big tits?"
"He was going to ass fuck me," she said bluntly, figuring all the lines were so far crossed, the pleasure last night so intense, there was no reason to hide any bit of the truth.
"Oh," Andrew said, having always loved to ass fuck women... it was such a nasty act... and that made it hotter. Few girls his age or younger willingly allowed his big cock into their asses... but MILFs were far more willing to take his cock inside any of their three holes.
"So, we'd better finish what we didn't start," Alex said.
"You got into Mom's mouth and pussy first," Andrew said. "So I'm taking her ass first."
"Do I have any say in this?" Stephane asked, now sober, and the liquid courage she'd downed for her act of sodomy was no longer a factor.
"No," Andrew said, flinching his cock rapidly and making his mother moan again.
"Sorry bud, I only allow sons who have full-time jobs to fuck my asshole," Stephanie said wickedly, her pussy already quite wet.
"Shit," Andrew said. "I'll call him again."
Andrew got out of the bed as Alex rolled his Mom onto his back, spread her legs and said, "I hope you don't mind if I have breakfast in bed?"
"No," Stephanie said, "but I want some too."
"Don't you dare start doing anything without me," Andrew said as he grabbed his phone.
"Too late," Alex said, as he flipped his body around and offered his Mom his hard cock, while she rolled onto her side to suck cock and have her pussy munched.
"Well, no fucking anal anyway," Andrew settled for as he dialed his boss.
Stephanie began sucking as her son began licking.
Andrew's boss answered this time, and three minutes later Andrew had a full-time job. Andrew said, "There, I'm officially the night manager; are you happy?"
Stephanie moaned her happy response nonverbally, as she continued bobbing on her younger son's cock.
Andrew got back onto the bed and moved his face to his Mom's ass. As strange as it seems, he never ate pussy (although last night he'd made a standing exception to the rule for his Mom's pussy), but he loved eating an ass. He loved the sweet sweat of an asshole, he loved probing the puckered hole, he loved stretching one out in preparation for his cock.
Stephanie felt his hands spreading her ass cheeks and was worried he was just going to shove his huge cock into her ass without any lube or preparation, but then was surprised to feel his tongue directly on her asshole.
Alex explained, "Andrew loves eating a MILF's ass."
"Mmmmmmmmmm," Stephanie moaned again in appreciative response, as she continued sucking her younger son's cock, wanting to savour his creamy load for breakfast. The feeling of a tongue on her asshole was weird... yet pleasant... relaxing... pleasurable.
"Mom, your asshole is so sweet," Andrew said, as his tongue bathed her asshole with wetness.
Given all the compliments she'd received in her life, mostly about her tits and legs, this was a compliment she'd never encountered before, nor was this an act she'd ever had done to her. Yes, she'd had anal sex a number of times, but this tongue on her ass, added to the other tongue already on her pussy and the cock in her mouth, engulfed her entire body in sexuality and growing pleasure.
After a couple more minutes, as Stephanie's orgasm was rising, Alex asked, "Ready, big brother?"
Ready for what? Stephanie wondered, as she continued sucking on Alex's cock.
"On three," Andrew replied, which didn't remotely answer her question.
"Perfect," Alex said, this being something they'd done together on just a few occasions... fingering a woman's pussy and ass simultaneously.
Stephanie was still curious what her two twisted sons had in mind, as Andrew counted upwards, "One, two, three!"
"Oooooooh fuck," Stephanie moaned loudly, as on three Alex slid two fingers into her pussy while Andrew slipped a finger inside her long-neglected asshole.
"Ready for a double finger bang, Mom?" Alex asked.
It didn't matter if she was ready or not, as both sons were fingering her, and Stephanie was catapulted into instant rapture, as intense pleasure in her pussy easily overwhelmed the slight pain in her ass, as the three fingers fucked both of her holes in perfect unity. She tried to resume sucking her son's cock, but the fingers pumping in and out of her holes had her mind such a muddled mess that she couldn't suck at all smoothly. "Oh boys, yes," she gasped weakly, wanting them to know she was loving this unique experience!
"Come for us, Mom," Alex said, as he really finger banged her pussy, while Andrew did the same in her ass.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Stephanie moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Only a real Mommy slut would let her two sons finger bang her pussy and ass," Andrew accused, knowing his Mom would come faster if she was being verbally abused.
"Yes, this Mommy's a complete whore for her two working sons," Stephanie said, slyly including the job thing.
"And we're working you over," Andrew responded playfully, as the brothers' fingers went so deep inside her two holes, it almost felt like they were touching.
"Fuck boys, you're really giving it to Mommy," Stephanie moaned, as she was about to erupt.
"Come now, our Mommy three-hole, cock-sucking, ass-taking, cum-swallowing whore," Andrew listed, as he slipped a second finger inside, stretching her asshole even further.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuck," Stephanie screamed, as the litany of names, the furious finger banging in her pussy, and the stretching of her asshole to create pleasurable pain, brought her to climax.
Alex pulled his fingers out and drank down his Mom's morning dew.
Andrew wiggled his fingers in her ass, gaping it the best he could, to prepare it for his cock.
"Oh shit," Stephanie said, as her pussy flooded juice onto her son's face, and her body quaked from the intensity of this four-finger two-holes orgasm.
"Next I'm going to fuck this ass good," Andrew said, as his fingers explored inside her asshole.
Stephanie, wanting to feel something bigger in her ass, wanting to really get sodomized, gasped through her continuing orgasm, "Lube is on the night table."
"You want your son to ass fuck this hot ass?" Andrew said, wanting to hear his Mom say it.
"Yes Andrew, Mommy wants to feel your ten-inch fat cock destroying her asshole," Stephanie said wickedly.
"Fucking hot and nasty," Andrew said, as he pulled his fingers out, and quickly went and retrieved the lube.
Alex sat up and said, "Get on all fours, Mom."
Stephanie did, albeit weakly, her body still recovering from the energy usurping orgasm, as her younger son moved in front of her... his hard dick saluting her. "Shoot, I never finished sucking this, did I?"
"You got distracted," Alex excused her, as Andrew lubed his cock very generously. He wanted to fuck her ass good, but he also wanted her to enjoy it.
"Yes, and that was you guys' fault," Stephanie blamed them cheerfully, as she leaned forward and took her son's hard cock back into her mouth.
"Well, this may distract you even more," Andrew said, as he got back on the bed and went behind his bent over Mom.
"Just shove that fat cock in Mommy's ass, son," Stephanie urged, dying to feel a cock buried in her ass for the first time in a long time... and never a cock this long or fat before... she knew there'd be some pain, but she'd always loved enduring the pain before reaping the pleasure... for reasons she could never understand.
Andrew pulled her ass cheeks apart to admire the slight gaping his fingers had accomplished. "Fuck Mom, you have the hottest little asshole I've ever seen."
"I'm sure it won't be that small once you've plugged it with your fat cock," Stephanie replied wickedly, loving the chance just to be a nasty talking slut, without suffering any consequences or judgement.
"That's likely very true," Andrew said, as he positioned his cock at his Mom's inviting backdoor.
"Don't forget about me," Alex reminded her.
"Sorry, son, I could never forget about this cock," she said, stroking it as she prepared to be sodomized... but not wanting it in her mouth during the original penetration... she might accidentally bite it!
"Ready Mom?" Andrew asked, not a warning he usually gave to a MILF he was about to ass fuck... but this was his mother, after all.
"Yes son, Mommy's ready to be ass fucked by her son's big, fat, mother-sodomizing cock," she said wickedly, turning herself on, and knowing her words would turn her sons on too.
"Fuck, you're so nasty," Andrew said, impressed, as he pushed his cock against his mother's anal entrance. At first there was a brief denial, before the sphincter gave way and his slick cock slid inside her tight ass.
"Oooooooooooooooh," Stephanie moaned with a mixture of pleasure and pain.
"Relax, Mom," Alex advised, knowing from watching previous ass fuckings by his older, bigger brother, that the pain always subsided once they got used to having their ass so full of cock.
"Yes, honey," Stephanie said, looking up at her son.
"You're so hot with a dick in your ass, Mom," Alex smiled.
"Ain't I always hot?" she asked playfully back.
"True," Alex nodded. "You're a perfect ten in all ways."
"That's better," Stephanie said, appreciating the compliment during the moment when she needed distracting from the temporary pain of taking her elder son's cock in her ass.
"So fucking tight," Andrew groaned, as he slowly went deeper inside his Mom. He loved blow jobs (what guy doesn't?), he loved a wet pussy (again, what guy doesn't?), but fucking an asshole was on an entirely different level. It was more taboo, since it was considered so wrong; it was so much tighter; it was so much warmer; it was the ultimate sexual act. The only way to make it even better was to be ass fucking your ultimate dream woman... your Mom... which he was doing, and he still couldn't believe it!
"So fucking big," Stephanie moaned, as his dick somehow kept going deeper and deeper into her asshole.
"I've dreamed of this happening for years," Andrew said.
"Mommy is your fantasy fulfilling machine," Stephanie moaned, having known for years her two boys jerked off about her... it was just one of the realities of having a face and body like hers.
"How does it feel to have your son's dick in your ass, Mom?" Andrew asked, as he was now resting balls deep inside it.
"So fucking good," Stephanie replied, which was true. Yes, her ass felt like it was on fire, the pain undeniable... but she knew that would fade once he started really pounding her ass. She added, "Now fuck Mommy's asshole son, fuck Mommy's asshole good and hard."
"You love being our Mommy-slut, don't you?" Andrew asked rhetorically, as he pulled back out and slid back in.
"Yessssss," Stephanie moaned, the battle of pleasure vs pain warring in her asshole. She looked up at Alex, knowing she wasn't really giving him the attention he needed, "I love being my boys' three-hole Mommy slut."
"I think you're too distracted to suck me, Mom," Alex said. "Why don't you straddle me while Andrew drills your ass?"
"You want to double penetrate Mommy?" Stephanie asked, something she'd never done, but wondered what it would feel like. She also thought the pleasure from a cock in her pussy would probably enhance the pleasure of the cock in her ass.
"We do," both sons said in unison.
"Well then, Mommy had better obey her Masters," Stephanie said, as Andrew pulled out of her ass.
The mother straddled her younger son's hard cock and lowered her pussy onto it. She then bent forward, her tits swaying above her son's face, and offered her asshole back up. "Get that big dick back inside Mommy's butthole, Andrew."
"I don't need to be told twice," Andrew said, hurrying to get back behind his mother.
"Well, that's a fiiiiiiirst," Stephanie retorted sarcastically, just as her son slid his cock back in her asshole.
"I just didn't have the right motivation," Andrew replied, as he began fucking his mother's ass.
"Am I motivating you noooooow?" Stephanie asked, as the cock in her pussy, although not moving, did indeed distract her from the pain still in her ass.
"You're the Vince Lombardi of motivation," Andrew said.
Stephanie had no idea what that meant, but didn't ask, as she enjoyed being ass fucked.
After about a minute Stephanie asked, "Why aren't you sucking on Mommy's tits?"
"Good question," Alex said, having just been enjoying the gentle pleasure of being inside his Mom's pussy. When Andrew ass fucked a woman and he lay beneath the two on his back, he simply relaxed and enjoyed the friction of the woman's body moving, and thus stimulating him. But now he cooperatively leaned up and took a hard nipple into his mouth.
"That's better," Stephanie moaned, as she was now being pleasured with a new triple pleasure assault: tits, pussy and ass.
"God, I love these tits," Alex said, as he cupped them both and went back and forth, sucking on one nipple and then the other.
"They love being sucked," Stephanie responded, as his nipple attention enhanced the euphoria building inside her, and helped dull the pain still present in her ass.
"I love this ass," Andrew said, as he ever so slowly fucked it... getting used to the intense tightness... clearly this was an ass that didn't get fucked very often.
"I love your cock in my ass," Stephanie crooned, trying to respond equally to both of her sons while they worshipped different parts of her body.
For a couple minutes, maybe more, Andrew slowly fucked his Mom's ass while Alex gently worshipped her tits, and also twitched his cock in her pussy every once in a while... while Stephanie just enjoyed the wildness of what was happening in her own bedroom... on her own bed.
As the pain faded away, the pleasure increased, and Stephanie now wanted to get her ass really reamed. "I'm ready. Fuck Mommy's ass hard, Andrew!"
"You want me to really drill your ass, Mom?" Andrew asked, loving the moment when a woman switched from tentative to lustful during an anal fuck session... which they almost always did. He was surprised not all women took dicks in their ass, since some of the most intense orgasms he'd ever given to women was from deep, hard, ass fucking.
"Yes son, Mommy wants you to pound the living shit out of her," Stephanie replied wickedly, loving to talk nasty, loving being allowed to be a complete slut.
"Fuck," Andrew said, his Mom's nasty words so fucking hot. He wrapped his hands firmly around his mother's hips and began a series of hard, deep thrusts.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck, yes," Stephanie screamed, as Andrew shifted from slow, methodical ass fucking, to sudden deep drilling.
"Fuck Mom's ass," Alex added, always loving how it felt when his brother really fucked an ass while he was in the woman's pussy.
"Yes, fuck Mommy's ass," Stephanie agreed, as her pleasure rose quickly.
"I'll fuck this ass all day," Andrew assured, although his first load wasn't going to take much longer in such a tight ass, his Mom's tight ass, and this being his first load of the morning.
"Mmmmm, keep pounding my ass," Stephanie moaned, loving the feeling of getting her ass drilled. "And you, start fucking Mommy's pussy, she added, as she placed her hands on Alex's chest for balance.
"Yes, Mommy," Alex nodded, before saying, "On three, big brother."
Andrew stopped fucking his Mom's ass, pulling almost all the way out and saying, "Sounds good."
"Why are you stopping?" Stephanie asked, annoyed, wanting that big cock still to be pounding her ass.
"One, two, three," Alex counted quickly, and on three he bucked up while Andrew plunged forward.
"Oh, you Mother Fuckers!" Stephanie screamed, as both cocks filled her in ways she didn't know was humanly possible... as if the heads of their cocks were having a dance party deep inside her.
"We call this the Bimbo Butt Banging Barbie Bitch," Andrew explained, although it was Alex who'd named it. It was when they double penetrated a MILF so hard and sudden that her body bounced all over the place.
"Oh, God," Stephanie moaned loudly, as her two boys worked in unison to double fuck her... every forward and upward thrust timed perfectly to provoke intense pleasure in her body. In just a couple of double team thrusts, her orgasm was about to erupt.
"Come for us, Mommy slut," Andrew said, knowing his own orgasm was imminent.
"Come on my dick, Mom," Alex added, as this was a real workout being on the bottom... and he knew he was going to fill his Mom's pussy very soon.
"Mother fuckers!" Stephanie screamed, as the double penetration triggered a massive orgasm.
Alex, feeling his cock swarmed with his Mom's cum, erupted his own load deep into her pussy, "Yes, Mom," he grunted.
"I'm going to bust a nut deep inside your ass," Andrew warned, as he wasn't going to last much longer in such a tight ass.
"Do it! Fill Mommy's ass with cum!" Stephanie implored, not having had her ass filled in years with a big load, even as she felt Alex coming inside her pussy.
"Oh, fuck," Andrew grunted just a couple strokes later, as he erupted deep in his Mom's bowels.
"Yes!" Stephanie shouted as she felt her ass filled with cum.
Andrew pulled out and collapsed onto his back, completely exhausted.
Stephanie felt cum leaking out of her ass as she rolled off Alex's cock and collapsed onto her back between her two sons.
"Wow!" she said, as she lay there, cum leaking out of both of her holes and her orgasm still trembling through her.
"Agreed," Andrew said.
"Indeed," Alex added.
They all lay there for a couple of minutes recovering from their mutual orgasms, when suddenly the front door opened.
"Fuck!" Stephanie whisper shouted, shooting up like a rocket.
"What?" Andrew asked.
"Haley's home," Stephanie said frantically, leaping out of bed.
"Oh shit," Alex said, also scrambling out of bed.
"I'm going to go shower," Stephanie said. "You two get dressed and come up with some excuse for being in my bedroom."
"Shit, yes," Alex nodded.
"Right now," Stephanie ordered in a don't fuck with her tone, since Andrew was still lying in bed.
"Right," Andrew said, getting out of bed quickly.
Both boys got dressed quickly, the hallway door still open, as Haley called out from downstairs, "Where is everyone?"



"Fuck," Stephanie said, as she watched the boys frantically getting dressed. "Tell her you two came to take me out for breakfast."
"Good idea," Alex said, as Stephanie raced into her ensuite bathroom and turned on the shower.
"Let's go," Andrew said, dressed, grabbing his Mom's panties and stuffing them in his pocket.
"Yeah," Alex nodded, heading out just as Haley was walking to them.
"What are you guys doing here?" Haley asked.
"Seeing if Mom wanted to go out for breakfast," Alex said.
"Really?" Haley asked, her brothers usually not even awake by this time.
"Yeah, we're celebrating," Andrew said.
"Celebrating what?" Haley asked.
"I just became the night manager at the theatre," Andrew said.
"You got a full-time job?" the surprised sister asked, this coming just a few days after her other brother had also gotten a full-time job.
"I did," Andrew said, feeling an odd sense of pride at saying that.
"Yeah, both of your brothers are now working men," Alex said.
"That's great," Haley said, very happy to hear this.
"Want to come out for breakfast with us?" Alex asked. "We're paying."
"Well, I can't say no to that," Haley said. "Where's Mom?"
"She just jumped into the shower," Andrew said. "She was up pretty late last night."
"Oh," Haley said.
"Yeah, I think she might have a new man in her life," Alex added.
"That would be great," Haley said, having been wishing her Mom would find someone special.
"Yeah," Alex agreed, "she seems pretty happy."
Thirty minutes later, they were at Denny's for breakfast... not a fancy breakfast location, but they serve great pancakes and milkshakes. And like Tim Allen said in The Santa Clause movie, "It's always open!"
"So Mom, the boys say you're seeing someone," Haley said.
"T-t-they did?" Stephanie stammered.
"You are allowed to have a love life," Haley said.
"And a sex life," Andrew added, sitting beside Haley, and able to give his mother a sly look.
"Andrew," Stephanie said.
"What?" Andrew asked, enjoying this opportunity to be frank, yet know his sweet sister would never catch on. "You are allowed to have a sex life."
'Well, thank you for your kind permission," Stephanie smiled.
This made the others laugh.
"So who is he?" Haley asked.
"It's too early to say," Stephanie said, trying to avoid inventing any details, as she felt Alex's hand on her leg.
"It's too early to tell us who he is?" Haley asked.
"It's just very early in the relationship," Stephanie said, unsure if relationship was even the right word.
"Does he have a name?" Haley asked.
Alex reached his hand slyly under his Mom's dress, getting a rush at doing something like this in public while his sister was across the table.
Stephanie moved her son's hand away as she replied, "Yes, he does."
Alex not taking the rejection personally, slyly pulled his dick out of his pants.
"Are you going to tell me what it is?" Haley asked.
Stephanie hated lying to her daughter since she wasn't good at it, so thinking quickly, she responded, using Alex's middle name, "Derek."
Alex grabbed his Mom's hand and brought it to his hard cock as he said, "Hey, that's my middle name!"
"Yes, coincidentally it is," Stephanie said, as she suddenly found her hand wrapped around her son's cock.
Andrew was slightly annoyed she'd picked Derek instead of David.
"What does he do for a living?" Haley asked.
"Let's talk about something else," Stephanie said, as she began slowly stroking her son's cock under the table. "It's new, and I don't want to jinx it."
"Okay, fine," Haley said, "it's just I'm curious."
"How is Joel?" Stephanie asked, as she rolled her finger over her son's cock head.
"He's fine," Haley said. Actually, truth be told, she was struggling a bit with his insistence on their having sex. She'd been successfully fending him off, but she certainly couldn't say any of that to her family.
"Fine?" Andrew asked. "Nobody wants to be called fine."
"I didn't say our relationship was fine," Haley clarified. "I said he's doing fine. It's a generic answer to a generic question."
"Don't get defensive," Andrew said, knowing how easy it was to get his sister all flustered. "Don't blame me if your relationship is on the rocks."
Stephanie kept stroking her son's cock, knowing she shouldn't, but just loving that cock so much. Plus, performing such a naughty act in such a public place was getting her all wet.
"It's not on the rocks," Haley said. "And at least I have a relationship with someone."
"Who says I don't?" Andrew asked.
"Society says," Haley quipped.
"Children," Stephanie sighed. "Let's be civil."
"They started it," Haley said.
"I didn't say a word," Alex protested, as his Mom continued stroking his cock.
"Sorry, Andrew started it," Haley corrected.
"I'm simply concerned about Joel and your relationship," Andrew shrugged.
"Our relationship is fine," Haley said.
"Fine," Andrew mocked.
"Great, splendid, fucking superb," Haley snapped, her older brother always able to get under her skin.
"Just saying," Andrew said.
"And what exactly are you saying?" Haley asked.
Stephanie knew she should intervene, but while the two of them went at it, she could focus on her other son's cock and her under the table hand job.
"Nothing," Andrew said, enjoying getting his sister all flustered. Now that he'd fucked his Mom and she was giving him every indication of wanting him to continue doing so, the idea of also turning his bitchy, pretentious sister into his other slut looked very appealing.
"Just say what you're thinking," Haley snapped.
"I just hope you're making sure his needs are met," Andrew said.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Haley seethed. Was he implying what she thought he was implying?
"It's just that men have needs," Andrew explained.
"Yeah, I know," she said sarcastically.
"Exactly," Andrew said.
"Jesus. Just focus on your own lack of a love life," Haley said.
"Oh, I'm not lacking one," Andrew said. "I'm not lacking at all."
"Yeah, I'm sure the ladies just come flocking to a guy living in a pigsty who plays video games all night," Haley said.
Stephanie was stroking her son's cock as fast as she could while still being sly, hoping to get him off before the food arrived.
Alex couldn't believe his Mom was willingly giving him a hand job under the table while his siblings argued. He was going to come soon.
"Trust me," Andrew said. "When you're as big as I am, they do come flocking to me."
"Yeah, right," Haley scoffed.
"I don't care if you believe me," Andrew said. "But why don't you ask Sarah?"
"Sarah? What? No way," Haley objected, Sarah being one of her best friends.
"She thoroughly enjoyed the Andrew train," he said, having fucked Haley's friend a few weeks ago.
"That's disgusting," Haley said.
"She rode me like a Harley," Andrew continued, as Alex recalled taking part in spit-roasting the blonde cheerleader.
"No way," Haley said, praying it wasn't true.
"Way," Andrew said. "She has a small birthmark on her lower back shaped like a cloverleaf."
Stephanie kept stroking, and Alex quietly grunted and spewed his load all over the bottom of the table, and some onto his Mom's hand.
"What's wrong with you?" Haley demanded, glaring at him.
"Not a thing," Alex said.
"Your cheeks are all red," Haley pointed out.
Andrew raised an eyebrow to his brother, wondering if their Mom had just jerked him off.
"It's just hot in here," Alex said, as his Mom took her hand away.
"Enough arguing," Stephanie ordered. "We're here to celebrate. Let's celebrate."
The food arrived, and Stephanie slyly sucked her son's cum from her hand.
There was no more intense talk, and eventually Haley drove her Mom home, stopping to pick up Joel. Alex drove Andrew back to the house so he could pick up his car.
Alex headed off to pick up a new vinyl at the mall, and Andrew drove his car around the block to park around the corner, and then snuck into the garage.
When Haley, Joel and Stephanie arrived home, Andrew texted his Mom: Garage now.
Stephanie saw the message and asked Haley, "What are you and Joel going to do now?"
"Go for a swim," Haley said.
"Perfect," Stephanie said.
"How about you?" Haley asked.
"I think I may take a nap," Stephanie said. "I'm a bit tired."
"Okay," Haley said, going to her room to put on a bikini.
Stephanie texted Andrew: I'll be there in a couple minutes.
As soon as Haley had gone out to the pool, Stephanie, who was horny as fuck after jerking off her son at the restaurant, snuck into the garage.
As soon as she got there, Andrew asked, "Did you jerk off Alex under the table?"
"Maybe," she shrugged, walking over to him.
"So that means you owe me a hand job," Andrew said.
"Or since you're a working man now," Stephanie said, resting her hands on her car and bending over, "you may fuck Mommy if you like."
"That's a very impressive counteroffer," Andrew said, walking over to her.
"But you need to be quick," Stephanie said, "Haley and Joel are in the pool, but who knows for how long?"
"A quickie with Mom," Andrew said, as he flipped up her dress.
"Hurry up," Stephanie said. "Give me that big cock."
"I can't believe how big a slut you've turned out to be, Mom," Andrew said, as he pulled out his cock and slid it into her pussy.
"I've known for a while you're a man slut, but what I can't believe is how fucking big you are," Stephanie moaned, as her son's huge cock filled her.
"Fuck," he moaned, as he began fucking his Mom from behind.
"Pound me son, pound Mommy's pussy good," Stephanie moaned, her pussy on fire ever since the restaurant.
"I'll be servicing this pussy all the time," Andrew said, as he slammed into his Mom.
"Oh yes, Mommy's pussy is always open for your big dick," the Mom said, as she'd never felt better pleasure than when one of her sons, or both her sons, were inside her. She couldn't explain why, but nothing made her happier than when she made her sons happy... and nothing was more satisfying than this.
For a couple minutes, Andrew pounded his Mom as hard as he could, his Mom having come just a couple dozen hard strokes in, until he too was about to come. He then pulled out, pulled his Mom up, spun her around, pushed her to her knees, and pumped his cock.
"Yes, come all over Mommy's face, big boy," Stephanie said, watching her son's huge cock aimed directly at her.
"Oh fuck," Andrew said, as he exploded a massive load all over her face.
"Mmmmmm, Stephanie said, closing her eyes just in time, as his warm cum splattered all over her.
"Fuck," Andrew grunted again, as he slid his cock into his Mom's mouth.
Stephanie sucked out every possible drop still remaining in her son's cannon.
"Fucking you is so good," Andrew said, as he enjoyed his Mom nursing his cock.
Stephanie sucked for a minute, then stood up and said, "That's all the time we have. Now get out of here before Haley comes back into the house."
"You may want to wipe some of that cum off your face," Andrew joked, as he pulled his pants up.
"This cum?" she asked playfully, as she scooped a big wad from her cheek and sucked it into her mouth.
"You're so hot," Andrew said, as he watched his Mom scooping his cum off her face and into her mouth.
"Not as hot as when you shoot it directly into my mouth," Stephanie said wickedly.
"I love you, Mom," Andrew said.
"I love you too, son," Stephanie said, "but get out of here. I really need a nap."
"Me too," Andrew said, as he slapped his Mom's ass.
"Remember, I'm still your Mom," she said.
"I know."
"I'm serious," she said. "Sex is sex, but I need you to understand that nothing else has changed. Whenever we're not playing, you still need to respect me."
"I understand," he said, although of course everything had changed.
"Good," she said.
Andrew left.
Stephanie went back into the house and hurried upstairs to her bedroom... flopping onto her bed... and quickly drifted off, knowing everything had changed yet again... and she needed to find a way to get things under control.
She knew she couldn't stop fucking her two sons.
But she couldn't allow her daughter to find out.
As for the rest... well... she had no idea.
THE END OF CHAPTER 3
Next: Mom's Motivation: Daughter's Boyfriend
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Summary: Public sex, cheerleader submission, and a party in a frat house.
Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this greatly extended story, and for coming up not only with the original idea, but also with many of the other ideas contained herein.
Note 2: This is Part Nine 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 as to 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).
Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife-swapping foursome.
Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and she ends up at a gloryhole tied to the infamous THE PIT bar, where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 BBCs.
Part 8: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3: where Jasmine is required to masturbate in class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop still wearing the bukkake cum, and go to a beautiful stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual, pantyhose play.

THURSDAY: TASK 4
That night, I was so physically and mentally exhausted following the marathon lesbian pantyhose play encounter with the lovely lawyer Janice, I went directly to bed.
I woke up the next morning refreshed, and I checked my email to see if Task Four had arrived.
There were thirty new emails, including one from a fan who purchases hot nylon play videos for me on occasion... which made me smile at the irony that I had lived out my own nylon play story just last night. I started downloading his newest one, before clicking on three emails from Daddy.
The first conveyed his positive thoughts on the most recent parts of this story (the one you're reading right now) that I'd sent him.
The second asked how my time with Janice last night had gone, and said how he'd figured we would definitely hit it off.
The third was my new task.
Pet Jasmine
I assume you had a great night with Janice. She is really one of a kind, and I think you're kindred spirits.
Today you finally get the gift of Daddy dick again.
Meet me at 9:30 tonight outside the Parkside Diner.
DADDY
PS: Here is a hint of what is in store for you tonight.

What a sexy picture!
I'd never tried sucking cock in that position.
But what did it mean?
Sucking Daddy's dick is always awesome, but I couldn't imagine the task would be as simple and straightforward as that.

The picture had been taken at a campsite with a tent in the background, so was he taking me camping? Not if we were starting at the Parkside Diner. Not 9:30 at night... I googled the Parkside Diner; it was in the ghetto, where a white gal like myself probably shouldn't be walking about alone, especially at night.
I really had no idea, and I continued pondering the mystery, as I got ready for work.
The day flew by; I oversaw a test in another class (one I hadn't masturbated during), and a meeting with a parent at lunchtime.
Following which I went home, made supper, graded a set of papers, and got ready to leave. I was about to, when my daughter Carolyn asked, "Where you going, Mom?"
Shit! I actually had no answer to this. I stammered, "Oh um... just going to meet a friend for a drink."
"Oh, okay," she replied, although I could tell she didn't completely believe me.
I headed out, feeling a little guilty for lying to my daughter, but my submissive nature and my libido were leading the way.

As I drove into the ghetto, I chatted to David on the car's speakerphone, and he told me to enjoy tonight's treat. I pushed him to tell me some more about it, but the asshole wouldn't.
Daddy had texted me to text him when I arrived.
I arrived at the diner, parked right in front of it and texted Daddy, having arrived a couple minutes early.
He strolled out of the diner and waved me over.
I got out of my car (making sure it was locked and alarmed) and followed him down a back alley. If I hadn't been with Daddy I would have been terrified to go there. Yet accompanying him, I felt completely safe... but I couldn't remotely connect the picture he'd sent me with anything we might conceivably be about to do.
He asked me, "Hey slut, how are the tasks going?"
"They've all been real adventures," I smiled.
He said, as he stopped walking and leaned against a wall, "I thought about doing this at Walker's Park, where I did Babygirl in the pic I sent, but I figured that doing it there in the daytime might be too much, too soon."
"Do what?" I asked.

"Have sex in public," he finally dropped the bombshell.
"Oooooooooooh," I nodded, immediately excited, and sauntering over to him asking, "Right here and now?"
"Yes, right here and now. I knew you'd like the idea," he replied, as I reached for him and took his pants down.
"You already know me so well," I said, as I fished out his semi-erect cock, feeling an instant rush of adrenaline at being able to check another wild experience off my fuck-it list... plus, I'd sorely missed Daddy's dick.

He spun me around so my back was against the wall, slid his big, black cock into my mouth, and I began bobbing on it.
I soon said, talking directly to the dick, "I've missed you so much, Daddy's dick."
"He missed you too," he laughed, as I resumed sucking it.
I bobbed on his cock for a couple minutes before he took control and began slowly fucking my face.

I assumed he was just going to come in my mouth, and I was ready for that until he asked, "Do you want to swallow my load, or do you want it in that sweet pussy of yours?"
"Really? Oh, if you're giving me the choice, then please fuck me!" I leapt at the chance.
"Done. How about you ride me?"
"Fuck yes," I agreed, as he lowered himself to the pavement and I quickly straddled him.
I then realized my skirt was too long and tight to get fucked in, so I quickly lost it and joked, "I guess I should have worn a sluttier skirt."
"Goes without saying," he laughed, as I quickly straddled him again. "Whenever you're with me, 'the sluttier the better' is always an excellent choice in fashion," he added drolly.
"You really missed my dick, didn't you?" he added, as I dropped onto his cock.
"Yessssss," I moaned as I began to ride him... having come for the first time ever in this position with him last week.


I rode his fat, pussy-stretching cock for a few minutes, before I came all over it.
He lifted me off of him even as I was still coming, and began to face fuck me again.
"Shit," a passing guy said, as Daddy face fucked me while I kept coming and coming.
"Like what you see, bro? Come and shoot a load on her, if you like," Daddy casually offered me up for target practice, even though I hadn't even caught sight of the guy's face yet.
"Fuck yeah," I heard, and when Daddy pulled out, I turned my head to see he was some college guy, who was already pulling out his cock.

They both stroked their cocks as I watched, waiting for a double facial... happy that Daddy wasn't going to make me suck a white stranger's cock. A black stranger? Sure, no problem; but not a white cock please, unless it was David's.
"Oh yes, shoot your loads all over me," I urged them, loving the idea of two loads exploding on my face right out here, where anyone could happen by.
"Oh fuck," the guy grunted, not even lasting two minutes. He erupted on my face, a few seconds before Daddy doubled the cum on my face with some of his big cannon-cum blasts.
Once they were done, I smiled and asked, "How do I look?"

"So fucking hot," the stranger said.
"We're glad. Now get outta here," Daddy ordered him.
"Yeah sure, thanks, man," she said, putting his dick away and strolling off.
Daddy fetched my skirt for me, and I put it on.
"That was fun," I said.
"Yeah, I figured you'd like it," he said, as we headed back to my car, while a couple guys walked past us. You missed your chance by just a few minutes, guys. Bad luck! I consoled them with my thought waves.
At the car, Daddy forewarned me, "But tomorrow will be the craziest yet."
"Really?" I asked. "Even after my bukkake, the cum walk, and just now?"
"Yep. And just remember I would never do anything to jeopardize your career."
"Such as fucking me in my classroom at lunchtime?" I asked teasingly.
"I took care to lock the door," he reminded me before adding, "but that does seem like the perfect segue."
"To what?"
"Don't bring any lunch tomorrow," he said. "I'll bring your lunch to you."
"What does that mean?" I asked. Tomorrow was a professional development day and the students wouldn't be there, which he'd know since his daughter would be staying home.
"That's all the info you're getting until whatever it is happens," he shut me down before adding, "and yes, I know the students won't be there tomorrow."
"I hate surprises," I groused, as he began to walk away.
"You'd better get used to them," he called back over his shoulder in kind of a 'Na-na-na-na-na na' voice.
I sighed as I wiped some cum off my face and poked it in my mouth.
During the drive home I called David, and we chatted about tonight's task, and about his work (currently helping to put out a major fire at an Alaskan oil plant) and of course he wouldn't give me any hint about my lunchtime tomorrow, other than promising me it would definitely fulfill one of my major fantasies.
I wracked my brain all night, wondering which one it might be... but had to give up... which is the problem when your list of fantasies is over a page long, and you've told all your readers (including Daddy and David) what they are.
FRIDAY: TASK 5
So, yes, I was a little nervous as I woke up for Task Five.
There was a message from Daddy on my phone.
Pet Jasmine
As I mentioned yesterday, just go with the flow, and trust that we know what we are doing. This is one of your biggest fantasies, and you are going to fucking love it.
Maybe this is too much of a hint.
DADDY
PS: I couldn't decide which one to send you, so today you get double Babygirls.


Unlike the overly vague hints of the previous pics... such as my being supposed to figure out from Babygirl sucking Daddy's cock on a picnic bench, that I'd be sucking and fucking his dick in a dark alley that night... this one was a lot more obvious.
Daddy (and just about everyone else) knew about my obsession with cheerleaders.
Knew that one of my biggest fantasies is for me to be seduced and dominated by one; or better, a group; or best, by an entire team of cheerleaders.
That said, some fantasies are best kept in the closet, and although the idea of one of the senior cheerleaders at my school sauntering into my classroom and dominating me was pussy leaking exciting, the subsequent idea of that dream cum true resulting in my losing my job, was very scary.
Yet I'd already risked that when Daddy had sauntered into my room and fucked me... but he was way more likely to keep a juicy secret than some teenaged cheerleader.
Thankfully there was no school today, so I assumed it would be Babygirl walking into my room dressed as a cheerleader... and anytime Babygirl wanted to dominate me, I'd be thrilled, even though we usually did it the other way around (Babygirl, once you read this, please call me and tell me how you want me to be dressed, if at all, when I drop everything and show up at your house), which had my pussy really needing attention... which shortly afterwards, it received in the shower from my amazing showerhead.
I went to work, sat down for a seminar, and tried to stay awake following my week of wild sex acts, but now enduring the most boring speaker in the history of boring education speakers... he even made the monotone teacher in Ferris Bueller's Day Off look exciting.
I received a text from Babygirl reminding me to be in my classroom at lunchtime, which confirmed my suspicions that I'd be treated to some Babygirl playtime... which was especially exciting because I hadn't seen her since Sunday, which seemed like an eternity ago.
I was invited out for lunch with a couple of colleagues, and I declined, saying I had to get some work done. They teased me for working too hard, but I just shrugged, "I can do it now or do it on the weekend."
I headed to my classroom, my pussy tingling with excitement for my alone time with Babygirl, so I wasn't at all prepared for what I walked in to see.
It wasn't Babygirl.
It was Noa.
Who was a cheerleader.
From our school.
And LaCresha's best friend.
Sitting at... no, on top of my desk.
Wearing her uniform.
"You need to close and lock the door, Mrs. Walker," she said quietly.
I did.
"What are you doing here, Noa?" I asked, even though it was obvious to me why she was here. And if she didn't know, then why that smirk on her lovely black face?
"You tell me," she smiled, as she spread her legs to reveal a completely shaved and ripe pussy.

"Noa!" I gasped, out of shock at her brazenness, and upon seeing this was actually one of my students. In fact she'd been sitting right next to LaCresha the other day, taking that same test while I'd gotten myself off under my desk.
"Mrs. Walker!" she mockingly gasped in return. "Don't go playing the innocent. Daddy told me you're his slut too."
"Too?" I asked, already beginning to calm down.
"Yes, Daddy has been fucking me ever since I turned eighteen," she revealed. "It was a better present than the Mercedes my actual Daddy bought me for my birthday."
"I imagine it was," I responded, admiring her pussy, and knowing what I wanted for my next birthday... and... well... every day. "So you know Daddy... intimately?"
"Oh, I know Daddy very well," she leered, "and he tells me one of your top fantasies is to be dominated by a cheerleader."
"Maybe," I said coyly, my mouth watering at the opportunity to have a spicy box lunch, and checking off yet another Number 69 on my fuck-it list.
"Come over here and drop to your knees, my teacher slut," she ordered, apparently finished with the niceties.
"You can't tell anyone about this," I stressed, knowing that at this moment I likely wouldn't be able to resist this offer if an entire class was here to watch.
"I won't tell a soul," she promised. "Not even LaCresha, who doesn't know her Daddy is also my Daddy, except I get better perks. And if I can keep that secret from my best friend, I'd say you're pretty safe."
"Crazy," I said, as reassured, I lowered myself before her pussy.
"I know," she said, looking down at me. "For such a smart girl, she sure is oblivious." After a pause, she rebuked me, "Don't just stare at it... at my pussy... my teacher slut."
I almost replied, 'Yes, Mistress,' but I controlled myself, not wanting to give her any more power than she already had over me, and instead I just quietly leaned forward, extended my tongue, and began licking.
"Mmmmmmm, I can't believe it," she moaned, as my tongue made contact. "Daddy once told me while he was reaming my asshole that you were his newest recruit, but I didn't believe him at first. I thought he was kidding."
My felt my cheeks burn a little at my prim and proper persona being shattered, yet figured I'd long ago crossed the point of no return, so I opened up to her and said, "I couldn't resist Daddy's big dick. I wanted it even before I accidentally met Babygirl, who got us together." I didn't mention I was also playing with Babygirl, in case she didn't already know.
"I understand perfectly," she empathized. "I prefer girls most of the time, but Daddy was just too convincing."
"Mmmmmmm," I purred as I licked, imagining her being with another girl while they invited me to watch.
"I bet you'd just love to watch me with another cheerleader, or one of the many pussy munchers who attend this school, wouldn't you?"
"In a lick-beat," I responded playfully.
"You wouldn't believe how many girls around here are secret pussy-munching sluts."



"In my imagination, they all are," I replied, continuing to savor her sweet pussy.
"Sometimes it seems that way," she moaned, and added, "but they'd all be absolutely stunned to see the sweet Mrs. Walker as a submissive pussy-licking slut."
"I imagine they would," I agreed, wondering which of my students preferred pussy to cock.
"So many white pets and so little time," she moaned, as she leaned back on my desk.
I continued licking her, as she already seemed close to an orgasm.
"Don't stop, you slutty bitch," she ordered. "I'm going to come all over your face."
"Yes Noa, come on your slave teacher's pretty face," I said, pushing one of her legs up in the air.
"Oh yes, you nasty bitch,"

"Such a delicious pussy," I purred, as I devoured it whole.
"Oh fuck, bitch, don't stop, lick it, lick it, fucking yes," she moaned (but thankfully didn't scream, although I imagine there were very few people around... most of them out for lunch), as she came all over my tongue and lips.
I lapped up her cum as it leaked out of her.
After a minute she got off my desk, turned around, bent over and ordered, "Eat my asshole, Mrs. Lez Slut."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, giving her some power, but still avoiding the big M word.
I moved my face between her ass cheeks, and bathed her rosebud with my tongue.
"Oh yes, I can't believe the great 'strict but fair' Mrs. Walker is eating my asshole in her own classroom," she moaned.

"I can't either," I admitted as I began to probe that tight, puckered hole, imagining Daddy's big dick deep inside it, where she'd assured me it had gone at least once.
"So fucking hot," she moaned.
"Such a sweet little backdoor," I purred.
"Get on the desk," she ordered.
I did, on my hands and knees, thinking maybe she was going to return the favour.
"Lay the fuck down," she ordered. "I'm not licking Daddy's teacher whore."
"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized, as she pushed me onto my back.
She climbed onto the desk and straddled my face, saying, "This is something I've fantasized doing all semester."
"Really? Even before you knew I was Daddy's pet?" I asked, as I looked up at her.
"Yes, you've been on my wanna dominate list for a while," she said, grabbing the back of my head and guiding it up to her wet pussy.
"I'm flattered," I said, as I resumed licking, assuming I was working my way towards a second sampling of her homemade lunch.

"You better be," she said.
"I could eat this snatch all day," I said, my pussy on fire at being used so roughly, and at being able to check off the 'Submit to a Cheerleader' box on my fuck-it list.
"Good to know," she moaned, as I spent the next fifteen minutes working over that pussy with my tongue.
Finally she moaned, "Get ready for the rest of your lunch, slut."
"I'm so hungry," I replied, preparing for a second helping of her sweet cum.

I received it a few seconds later, and lapped up as much as I could, the rest running off my face and soaking into my hair.
Once she was done coming, she got off me and asked, "Want to come, slut?"
"So badly," I said, sitting up.
"Sit on your teacher chair and masturbate for me," she ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," I said, having never allowed anyone to witness me masturbating, I'd broken that rule for the first time just two night ago with Janice. And it very much appeared I was about to break it again.
I climbed down from my desk, sat on my chair, and moved my hand to my pussy.
"Ohhh, what a slut," she taunted as she watched me.
"I can't control myself," I moaned, that being an ultimate truth... I was now completely at the whim of my fully awakened and liberated sexual self. And also at the whim of anyone I was submitting to at the time.
"Come, teacher slut, come for me, come imagining yourself being a pet to the entire cheerleading squad!"
"Oh, fuck," I moaned loudly as I imagined just that, and my orgasm erupted through me seconds later.





"Fucking hot," she said as she watched me come, and even squirt a bit onto the floor.
"Fuck," I said weakly, as I collapsed back onto my chair, still coming.
"I've got to go," she said. "But I'm sure I'll require your services again."
"Anytime," I agreed weakly, the orgasm really hitting me hard.
"Bye, slut," she smiled, walking out.
"Bye, Noa," I said, and sat on my chair recovering.
The rest of the day was again painfully boring, and to break the monotony, I even slyly texted Daddy that I'd accomplished Task Five.
He responded: Good slut. Did you like my surprise?
Me: I was shocked and nervous at first, but I got over it quickly when she bragged about you fucking her ass. She was very convincing.
Daddy: Good. She really won't tell anyone, you can count on it. She's been keeping my secret for months, even from LaCresha.
Me: That was the point that convinced me most, so now I believe in her, and I'm glad she wants to use me again sometime. Oh, by the way, I'm heading to Scottsville tomorrow afternoon. I have a friend's child's baptism to attend.
Daddy: Scottsville? No way.
Me: Yes, why?
Daddy: Your Task 6 may have to be altered significantly.
Me: Why?
Daddy: Where are you staying?
Me: A hotel. The Wixton.
Daddy: Shit, I got to go. I'll be in touch.
That was weird.
The day ended, and Babygirl asked if I wanted to go out tonight to a movie... just as friends; no fun and games.
I agreed, and we ended up having a great time... with no sex... just two friends hanging out... we even discussed and established ground rules that nothing sexual or about the tasks would be mentioned. It was a great night, and by the time I got home I was so wiped, I didn't even check my email.
SATURDAY: TASK 6
I slept in... which was nice... especially knowing I had a three-hour drive today... and I hated driving on my own. I'm a talker, and after an hour of straight music, I get bored.
I checked my email and saw one from Daddy, and a few other ones. I really needed to catch up on my correspondence... perhaps tonight at the hotel. I was meeting my friend for supper, but I'd be back at the hotel by eight, I imagined.
I clicked on today's task with intrigue and anticipation... no longer with any worries, after completing some of this week's outrageous tasks, and really getting off on them.
PET JASMINE
You threw my plans out the window by telling me you wouldn't be in town tonight... so alas, I have saved your big surprise for another day. Yet, the sex slut Gods are obviously watching from above, since your going to Scottsville of all places, is just too delicious.
I want you to stop by the house on your way out and grab an outfit from our mailbox (sadly we won't be home for any quick playtime), and text me once you get to Scottsville. Do not look into the package until I tell you to.
I will give you further instructions then... but here is today's hint.
DADDY
PS: If you have not tried his position, I highly recommend it; Babygirl goes fucking ballistic when she gets fucked this way.


A football player.
A locker room.
A couple of clues... but since I was driving three hours away, it would be a waste of time to try and figure out what the picture clues could mean, other than it seemed pretty clear I'd be getting some black cock. That was well worth looking forward to, but no big surprise.
I drove the three hours, chatting with David for a good half an hour about the week that was, and he admitted he had no clue about today's task either... other than Daddy had said I'd have a great night.
We chatted about going on a vacation, just the two of us... he revealed that like a couple of my stories, including Hedonism Island (another illustrated interracial series, although illustrated by someone way more qualified than me in Interqueen, aka Alison Hale (be sure to check her out if you haven't yet, she's both extremely talented and totally outrageous!)) and the marathon sex story One Night on Hedo Island (which is actually my top-rated story of all time score-wise, and really should have a sequel at some point), actually exist... although not BBC islands specifically, but sex islands, and now we'd opened up our marriage, we should really consider going at some point. I agreed we did need a getaway... maybe even a couples' retreat.
I arrived thirty minutes before I was scheduled to meet my friend. I texted Daddy once I was in my hotel, and after a few back and forths, he told me to text him once I was done with dinner... but that I had an eleven o'clock date with black fate, which I shouldn't be late for. I joked that such an hour was pretty late for me, but I knew I'd be going. I hadn't been laid in two days, and that had been only a quick fuck with Daddy rather than anything lengthy. Tonight I needed to be banged thoroughly.
I had a great visit with my friend, returned to the hotel, and finally opened the package with my outfit, after Daddy had given me permission. It made the Daddy's Girl shirt from my first double penetration session look downright innocent. The shirt (if I could call it a shirt) didn't even cover all of my breasts, and the skirt wouldn't remotely hide my shaved pussy, assuming I wasn't allowed to wear any underwear (not that I'd brought any). The biggest surprise was something I'd actually never worn before, although I'd written about them a fair number of times: crotchless pantyhose.
Once I was dressed (yeah, right), I texted Daddy, and he sent me an address and a location... which was a frat house. I was to ask for Calvin when I arrived.
I was permitted to wear a long coat (or whatever) during the drive over if I wished, but I was to leave the car, walk a short distance across campus, and walk into the frat house, wearing just my new outfit... nothing else.
This task seemed to me somehow even more extreme than the previous ones, and I hesitated before agreeing. Yet my submissive nature... my sexual hunger... my trust in Daddy... my curiosity, and the guarantee of some big black cock was enough to get me walking through the hotel lobby (not bothering with a long coat) receiving a plethora of looks, getting in my car, and taking the seven-minute drive.
I arrived, and I could hear loud music coming from the frat house. I took a deep breath, and then using all my inner courage and inner lust for BBC, I left my car (there were a few people around, but not many), then walked the short distance from the parking to the building, very conscious that most of my pussy and almost the entire bottom halves of my boobs were clearly visible. Once I reached the front door, I stopped and took a very long, deep breath. And then I strolled in, trying to look nonchalant, as if I dressed like this every day. Immediately I felt every pair of eyes checking me out... which given my attire, why wouldn't they? An added feature to the first impression I was making here, was that emblazoned across my shirt were the words: 'lil' pussy SLAVE'.
College guys and girls were drinking and dancing, as I received more looks and catcalls while walking further into the large room. Ignoring the catcalls and kind of enjoying the looks I was getting, all of them lecherous, including from the girls, and none of them critical, I walked up to a cute guy and asked, "Can you tell me where Calvin is?"
The guy smiled meaningfully, "I could be your Calvin."
"I bet you could, stud," I smiled. "But I'm here for Calvin himself, at least for tonight."
"Of course," he said, shaking his head. He pointed to an area in the back and said, "He's likely back there, right through that door."
"Thanks, sexy," I smiled flirtatiously. I gave his cock a squeeze and sauntered away, swaying my ass to tempt and tease the cute boy, and anyone else eyeing me from behind.
While walking past many guys and gals, 90% of them black, I was groped by many football-player-looking guys, even by a few cute girls... as more friendly catcalls of slut, bitch, whore and others were sent my way... as was as my favourite, since most of my ass was also open for viewing, was "Daaaaaaaaaaamn," in a way only a black man can pull off, "that's a bad ass white woman!"
I walked into a back room, which was a lot less crowded, where a guy manning the door and chatting with two other guys looked up at me and beckoned me into the room, which seemed to be a VIP area. The area featured a very attractive and stacked white woman, likely around my age, wearing almost nothing, who was performing sexy acrobatics on a stripper pole while people watched.

I walked past a DJ spinning records (something I've always wanted to learn to do), past what could only be half of the school's offensive or defensive line, and what also had to be a gaggle of cheerleaders, as it seems a college has a similar hierarchy to a high school.
I began to wonder what I'd gotten myself into, or rather what Daddy had gotten me into. This was quite the place, and as I pondered the possibilities of the BBC here, not to mention the black pussy, an athletic-looking guy I instantly knew must be Calvin waved me over.
I walked past the stripper, who was now in a pretty impressive pretzel-like pose, something I could never aspire to doing, as she gave me a friendly wink.

As I reached Calvin and his posse, he smiled and said, oozing confidence similar to Daddy's, "Hey, y'all; this lil' snowflake must be Jasmine. Say hi, Jasmine."
"Um, hi?" I said, sounding as nervous as I was.
"Damn girl, why so nervous?"
"Um, hi," I repeated helplessly, really unsure of what else to say. He knew why I was here and I was dressed the part, yet with all these other guys and girls around, I was really nervous and uncomfortable. If I'd been alone with him I wouldn't have a care in the world... I'd simply tell him how badly I wanted to suck his big black cock, or to take it in my white pussy, his call which.
"Damn, she got some ass for a white girl," a girl called out from the rear of the group.
"And some nice titties too," a guy added.
"And great legs," someone else said.
"And white sluts in stockings are always the sizzle dizzle."
"A nice ripe pussy too," a girl said, leaning down before me for a peek, my tiny excuse for a skirt hiding absolutely nothing from that angle.
The compliments excited me and I smiled, "Thanks guys," and after a pause, " and girls."
"Come over here Jasmine, and have a seat," he said, slapping his legs as he sat on the edge of the stage... Why does a frat house have a stripper pole and a runway on a stage?
I walked towards him and he grabbed my hand, spun me around, and dropped me onto his lap. He moved his hands up and down my legs saying, "Nice stockings, Jasmine."
"Daddy bought them for me," I said for some reason, liking his strong hands on my legs.
"Big Chris? Yes, he has great taste," he said. "This is quite the outfit he put you in."
"I'm not sure it qualifies as an outfit so much as a few accessories," I joked, and he added, "I know what you need to relax."
I assumed he meant his big cock, but instead he placed a joint to my lips.
"I... um... don't do drugs," I declined, having never even taken a puff or tried a treat, not even since it became legal.
"Ohhhhhh, here, hit this. It should calm you right down," he said, pressing the joint between my lips.
With everyone watching me, still feeling inexplicably very nervous, unlike any other moment since Babygirl had walked into my room, and recalling that even both my parents do it sometimes, I went ahead and took a hit... and instantly started coughing like crazy!
And the twenty or so people watching me instantly burst out laughing!
Calvin, who was clearly the alpha male here, likely the quarterback, called out, "Shut the fuck up, y'all."
"That was a really big toke for a first time," he told me quietly. "Watch," as he placed the joint into his mouth, took a small hit, and locked lips with me so he could blow it into my mouth. I inhaled, held my breath for a greatly extended moment like I'd occasionally seen other people do, and then blew it out slowly... all without coughing.
He did this three times for me before he said, caressing my nylon legs and my bare ass, "I like you, Jasmine."
I know it's silly and shallow, but having a popular quarterback (I just knew he was the quarterback (PS: I learned later I was right)) say the words I'd dreamed about the jocks or preps saying to me back when I was in high school, sent a rush through me. (I'd been quite the wallflower in high school, and didn't come into my own until college. Truth be told, I didn't lose my virginity until I was eighteen.)
Also, my head was getting a little light, and I was getting a little buzz, as I replied with a bit of a giggle, regressing to the shy high school nerd I once was, "I like you too, Calvin."
He gave me one more hit from the actual joint, which I took much more willingly and successfully this time, surprised at how quickly it had relaxed me and dissipated all my nervousness, and he said, "A sexy white girl with an ass like this," he gave it a pat, "must know how to shake that thing."
"Well, I don't know," I said, never being overly confident in my dancing abilities.
"Show us what you got, boo," he said, squeezing my ass before lifting me off his lap.
I looked up at the pretty MILF dancer and stressed, as she contorted herself yet another impossible position, "I can't do anything like that!"




Calvin called out, "Professor James, you may take a break."
One of Calvin's buddies added, "Yes, Professor James, you can take a break on this," pointing at his exposed erection.
Professor James? I couldn't believe a Professor would be doing this in front of her students, before I shook my head at that puritanical thought, since just yesterday I'd eaten a popular cheerleader in my classroom.
I watched as she climbed down from the pole and the runway, walked past me, and went directly to the black guy who'd just offered her his dick. She then pushed him to the floor (not that he was unwilling), straddled him, turned around, and dropped onto his cock, reverse cowgirl.

Yet even as some people watched the MILF bounce on the cock, most of them still wanted to see me dance.
"Dance, white stuff," one guy yelled out.
"Shake that ass," another called.
"Let's see what you got, bitch," a female added.
"Yeah, shake that ass whooty," another said.
"Twerk something, white girl," someone else called out, just as the song "Bring it back," by Lil Wayne started playing, which I only knew because my daughter liked it so much.
Glancing at the moaning Professor MILF as she bounced on her recently claimed cock, I figured fuck it. I sauntered onto the runway (not to the pole, however), and began to dance, shaking my white ass, that was barely covered by my inadequate excuse for a skirt.

As the hoots and hollers echoed around the room, and more people were watching me dance than a hot woman getting fucked, I really got into it... the pot likely helping to ease my inhibitions.
I turned around and asked, "Like this, boys?"
And for the rest of the evening, the random comments I'd been hearing ever since walking in here continued like I was being attended by a Greek chorus, as random people sang out random phrases, either in appreciation of what they were seeing, or to spur me on.

"Oh yeah, slut!"
"Show us your tits!"
"Bend that ass over!"
Soon the crowd was singing the hook from the song. Chanting "Whooty, whodettes. Whooty whodettes," enhancing my own excitement as I really got into the groove.

"Oh fuck, yeah!"
"Shake it!"
"What a sexy snowflake!"
"That snow bunny can bounce that ass on me anytime she wants!"
The constant compliments, lewd invitations, and the obvious excitement I was causing, enhanced my own excitement, and helped me to become even more provocative as I really got into the number, and as it ended, I slapped my ass and froze in what I hoped was a sexy pose.

"Get over here, Jasmine, Calvin said, his pants now around his ankles, revealing a pretty big damn big black dick, as he demonstrated to everyone here that tonight I was his bitch.
Which was fine with me! I sauntered over to him, and as I reached him, he spun me around and dropped me in his lap... but not onto his cock... although I could feel its hardness poking against my ass.
He said, as he snapped his fingers and the Professor MILF and his friend moved away, the black stud just lifting her up with his dick still inside her, before moving to the runway, laying her down and fucking her some more.
Calvin said, as his hands roamed everywhere on me, "I think, sexy Jasmine, you might be the baddest white bitch Big Chris has ever sent me."
I wondered how he knew Daddy, but instead of getting distracted from my purpose here, I went into my full slutty pleasing mode and purred, leaning back into him, "Oh, I can be a lot badder, baby!"
"Then how about you stand up and show me that ass, baby?" he said.
I stood up facing away from him and bent way down, even touching my toes, wondering if being high helped my flexibility, as I couldn't recall the last time I'd touched my toes like this.
"What a perfect white ass," he said, caressing the cheeks.
"Oh, baby, I love those strong big black hands on my tight white ass," I purred, hoping I'd be getting his dick in one of my three holes very, very soon. I also hoped he'd do it right here, so everyone could watch us going at it.
"Shit, you were made for black dick, weren't you?" he asked boisterously.
"Ya think? Got one? Then let me show you," I said, standing upright, and turning back around to face him.
"Damn baby, this bitch's pussy feels like it sprang a leak," a new girl (to me) announced to the room, her hand unexpectedly rubbing my pussy from behind.
"Chris said she was a nasty bitch," Calvin said.
"It appears he was right. Can we fuck her, Calvin baby?" the girl asked.
"Hell yeah, Candy baby," he agreed, as she pushed me to the floor.
I took his hard cock in my hand and moaned, "Mmmmmmmmm," as I licked the precum from the tip of his cock, hopefully there because I'd stimulated it out of him with my dancing and my body.
"Suck it, slut," Candy said.
As I eagerly took his cock into my mouth, Calvin introduced us; "Jasmine, this is Candy; she's your Daddy's niece."
"Nice to meet you," I said around a mouthful of cock, having just learned how Daddy knew Calvin.
"Hi, slut," Candy said, fingering me from behind. "Uncle Chris really found a wild one to send us this time."
"Yeah, you're the finest white ass he's ever sent to us," Calvin agreed, as I bobbed on his cock, happy to be considered the best of Daddy's white bitches.
Then a phone rang, and Candy sighed, "I'll be back."
Her fingers slipped out of me and she walked away with a phone to her ear, as I resumed sucking Calvin's big black cock.
"Oh yeah Jasmine, you have a great mouth," he groaned.

"And you have an amazing cock," I said quickly following a bob, before immediately devouring his chocolate stick again.
"Shit, what a cock-sucking slut," someone yelled out.
"Fuck that slut," someone else urged.
"Want this dick in your pretty pussy?" Calvin asked, as I bobbed.
"Fuck yes," I agreed, sounding just like the slut I was... the pot I'd toked (did I say that right?) making me even hornier than usual.
"Bend back over," he said.
I quickly stood up and did as he ordered, straddling his legs, expecting to ride him.
"Fuck, what an ass," he repeated; apparently black guys like white asses the same way white guys love black asses.
"Work it out," I said, wiggling it in front of him and placing my hands on the floor, to give him an amazing up close and personal view of my ass and my slit.
"Shit, Jasmine, you're amazing," he said, as he slapped my ass.
"Slide that huge black cock in my pussy Calvin, show all your friends here you know how to treat a white MILF," I begged, looking around at the audience of about twenty, and at all their eyes looking back at me.
"Sit back on it, Baby," he said, as he pulled me back a little, and I lowered myself onto it.
"Now fuck yourself, Jasmine, fuck my big black cock," he said.
"Oh yes, Baby," I moaned, as I began to fuck myself on his huge cock in a flexible position I'm not sure I could repeat.

"What a hot white bitch!"
"I need to get myself a little white slut!"
"I bet she could use a double dose of chocolate!"
"I do love extra chocolate," I moaned, as I rode Calvin's big black cock, and was receiving amazing stimulation in this position... with an extra adrenaline rush from having an audience that was clearly enjoying the show.
"Sit up and ride me, Jaz," Calvin said. "Take a good look at your appreciative audience."
"Yes, baby," I said, slowly pushing myself up, and beginning to bounce on his cock... able to take it even deeper in this position.
"Lil' pussy slave," someone roared, reading my shirt. "Priceless!"

"Does that mean she eats pussy too?" a cute girl asked.
"I love dining on all chocolate," I replied to her with a smile, cupping my tits.
"You'd better be dining on mine later, then," the very cute black girl shot back.
"If Master Calvin allows me to, I'll eat that pussy whole," I said wickedly, awarding Calvin the most powerful honorific I could... wanting everyone to know I was a submissive bimbo slut, who revered a powerful black man.
"Calling him Master, fucking crazy."
"Then I may I be her Mistress?" Candy called out, returning from her phone call.
"You're my Daddy's niece? Then hi, Mistress," I smiled as I kept bouncing on the cock in my pussy.
She instantly switched from playful to abusive, which I loved! "Good. And now that's settled, you need to get back to sucking his cock, you dumb bitch," she ordered. "I don't recall giving you permission to fuck my man!"
"S-s-sorry, Mistress," I stammered, unplugging from Calvin and lowering myself back to my knees. She was being unfair; until this moment, I hadn't known Calvin was anybody's man. And when my Master had ordered me to fuck him, she hadn't even been my Mistress yet. Yet domination is like retail: the Mistress is always right, so I happily groveled before her.
"You'll be very sorry if you don't do exactly as I say!"
"I'll obey you in anything, Mistress; just tell me what to do," I replied, now kneeling before Calvin, his cock wet with my pussy juice.
"Clean that white girl slop off of my boyfriend's dick, you dumb white bitch," she ordered, as she roughly shoved my head towards his cock.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, just before I a mouthful of cock was plunged back in my mouth.
"Teach your white slut a lesson!"
"Force that dick down her throat!"

"Face fuck the bitch!"
"Don't be too rough," Calvin cautioned his girlfriend in a soft voice, as she kept her hand on the back of my head.
"Did I give the bitch permission to fuck you?" she demanded.
"No, but...."
"Did she ask permission from me to have MY boyfriend's dick in her white slut cunt?" she continued.
"No, but...."
"So let her ask," she said, as she moved her hand off my head.
I backed off his cock, saliva dripping down my chin, as I looked up at her and asked, "Mistress Candy, may I please be your boyfriend's white fuck slut for tonight, and service him in any way you and he want?"
"See, was that so hard?" she asked.
"No, Mistress," I replied. "I'm sorry for being such a dumb white bimbo whore, who couldn't properly show the courtesy a black beauty goddess like yourself deserves."
"Holy shit, you can't make this shit up!"
"Fuck her!"
"Shove her face in your pussy!"
"May I fuck her now?" Calvin asked, clearly a little annoyed at his girlfriend's power trip.
"Yeah, yeah, go ahead and bang the bitch," she retorted. "I just wanted to make sure she understood who's in charge here, whose dick this is, and that I received the proper respect."
"I do understand, Mistress," I replied, adding, "and thank you for allowing me to be your slave for the night."
Calvin ripped off my wannabe skirt, tossed it to a buddy, bent me over the stage, and slid back into me.
"Oh yes, Master, fuck me," I moaned as soon as his dick was back inside me.
"Yes, baby, fuck her baby, fuck her good," Candy urged him on, as she took a seat beside me and watched.
"Bang that bitch!"
"Pound that pussy!"
"Rip that slut in two, Calvin!"
"Oh yes, give me that big dick," I begged, his big cock, the pot, the domination, and the audience, all combining to launch me into a surreal sexual high.

From a random girl in the crowd, "Goddamn, she's a nasty bitch!"
Candy moved closer to grill me, asking, "You like that, bitch? You like that big fucking dick, don't you bitch?"
"Yes, yes, yesssss," I moaned. "I love your man's black dick."
"You love nigger cock, don't you?" she asked.
"Yes, fuck, I fucking love, oh God, nigger cock!!" I screamed hysterically, as I came all over his cock... the intensity of this orgasm different from anything I'd ever felt before, as my pot-enhanced orgasm created an earth-shaking body quake.
I was still in orgasmic bliss when my body was spun around, Calvin resumed fucking me, and Candy sat on my face commanding, "Now eat my pussy, you dumb bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, "I'd love to," lapping at her pink pussy even as I continued being fucked, and a second orgasm began rising already, even though the first one hadn't completely subsided.
"Nastiest white bitch ever!"
"I want a piece of that!"
"Can we keep her as our house slut?"
The idea of living here and servicing black cock twenty-four seven may have been the biggest turn-on ever, although not remotely practical for my life, as I kept licking Candy's honey pot.

"Eat it, bitch," Candy moaned.
"Pound the bitch!"
"Get over here, slut," a female voice said.
I assumed she was addressing a different slut, as I was quite preoccupied with my Mistress's pussy on my face, and my Master's dick in my slit.
"Oh yes, don't stop, you white nigger lover," Candy moaned; clearly she was getting close.
"Come on her face!"
"Baptize the bitch!"
"Oh yes," Candy moaned, as I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth. "Yes... fuck... yes!" she screamed, as her wetness splashed against my lips.

I continued lapping throughout her orgasm, loving, as always, the sweet exotic taste of pussy juice in flood.
"Oh fuck, what a nasty tongue the slut has," Candy moaned, as she stood up and stepped away from me a couple minutes after her orgasm.
"What can I say? I love black pussy," I smiled, looking up at her.
She pulled me up and exclaimed, "Damn, you're a sexy bitch," before she leaned forward and kissed me as she squeezed my (now totally bare-assed for anyone to see) ass. Calvin joined us, and I was soon sharing passionate kisses with both Candy and Calvin, as a hand from each of them seized ownership of one of my ass cheeks.



"Now I just wanna fuck this ass. Don't you wanna fuck her ass, baby?" Candy asked, as I kissed her boyfriend.
"Oh, hell yeah. Get the lube," Calvin agreed
""Eat it, slut," a dominant voice said from behind me, startling me into turning around and seeing a white girl, in a crazy position, eating out a black girl... of whom all I could see that was hot was her uncovered ass.

Candy delegated, "Jamie, get the lube."
A pretty white girl nodded and rushed off, as we climbed down from the stage and Candy pushed me back down to my knees.
"Get his cock nice and wet, slut," she ordered, roughly shoving my mouth onto his cock.
I began bobbing as she grabbed both my arms and stretched them back, and began to rock me back and forth in the strangest way to suck a cock.
"Deep throat it, slut!"
"Fuck her ass!"
"Rougher!"
Suddenly I felt her foot on the back of my head, as she roughly pushed it forward... I'm not going to lie, it was wild, but it hurt a little.

"Fucking nasty!"
"Face fuck her!"
"Shoe stomp her!"
After a couple minutes of rough face fucking, intensified by Candy's shoe, as well as by Calvin's solid grip on my skull, I was pulled up and led onto the runway.
My asshole was lubed, and Calvin warned, "Get ready, Jasmine."
"Just slam that big cock in my asshole, Master," I said, dying to feel him filling me from behind.
"What a slut!"
"Ream her asshole!"
"Rip her white ass apart!"
"Fuck her baby, fuck her asshole good," Candy chimed in, as she slithered under my arms from a strange angle as Calvin filled my ass.
"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned.
"Pound her, Baby," Candy said, not in a position where I could eat her, like I'd thought she was going for.
"Your ass is so tight, Jasmine," Calvin said.
"And your dick is so good," I moaned.
"Not when you're done with it!"
"Gape that ass!"
"Double team her!"
From underneath me, I felt Candy's hand tapping my clit as I was ass pounded.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as my second orgasm resumed building inside me.
"Finger her, Candy!"
"Fist her!"
"Double fuck her!"
"Oh yes, finger my slutty box," I moaned, as Candy's finger slid into me.
And then another.
And another.
And another!
All while Calvin's body continued slamming against mine from behind.
"Fist fuck her! Fist fuck her! Fist fuck her!" my Greek chorus chanted. Candy obliged them by sliding her entire fist into my pussy... which added to the bulk of Calvin's cock in my ass was exhilarating, and it made me feel so fucking full. "Oh God, fuck," I moaned loudly.

Candy asked, "Do you like that, bitch?"
"Yes," I moaned, my body on fire!
"Double team her!"
"What a nasty white whore!"
"I wonder if her kids know she's a nigger lover!"
"Oh God, I'm so fucking full," I moaned, as my second orgasm was rising quickly.

"Come in this white bitch's ass, baby," Candy ordered.



"Yes, fill my asshole," I moaned, dying to feel his warm, wet load back there.

"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, so close, as both the cock and fist worked together to carry me to ecstasy.
"Come all over my fist, you dumb nigger lover," Candy ordered.

Both of my holes were savagely fucked, until I screamed...
"Aahhhhh....shit.....fuuuuuck," I screamed, alerting the entire frat house I was coming, as I squirted all over her fist.
Seconds later Calvin grunted, and spewed his load in my asshole.
"Oh yes, fill my ass," I moaned, as the orgasm continued swarming through me.
They both pulled out of me at once, and I collapsed onto the runway... still trembling, and too exhausted even to speak.
"Can we fuck her now?"
"Can I take her upstairs?"
"Sybian time!"
Calvin sat down beside me and mentioned, "Your Daddy says you like being covered in cum."
"Love it," I said, looking up at him.
"We have a tradition of having a new white slut ride the Sybian, ending with a cum bath."
"Oooooooh," I said. "I've always wanted to ride one of those!"
"Well, today is your lucky day," he smiled.
"It's been a lucky one so far," I nodded.
"Plus, it's on my fuck-it list," I added, as he helped me up.
"Fuck-it list?" he asked.
"A bucket list of sex acts I need to complete," I said.
"Shit, you are one wicked white bitch," he chuckled, as he led me to the machine.
I was no longer the only white slut getting her share of black cock... I saw a woman older than me being filled air tight with chocolate sticks.

And a younger blonde had a water bottle in her ass, while she ate out a very pretty black girl.

He helped me straddle the machine, before Candy turned it on, saying, "Welcome to your first bukkake ride."
"Thanks," I moaned, as the vibrations began, buzzing right inside me, but also throughout my entire body.

I enjoyed the slow buzz.... As yet another orgasm began to rise inside me.

Without any warning, the vibrations sped up, their increased intensity making me gasp.

It was so intense that my body began shaking, and after just a couple of minutes I was coming again, and squirting all over the machine. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"

Then suddenly I was surrounded by eight black men... all stroking their cocks while gazing at me... but then I realized it was actually ten.
"Yes gentlemen, would you kindly come all over this white bimbo slut?" I requested politely and humbly, as I watched this many-faced smorgasbord of chocolate begin to erupt.
And it did.
Cock after cock.
Load after load.
Warm cum shot after cum shot.
Ten, maybe even more loads, splattered all over me.
All over my face.
My shirt.
My belly.
My legs.
It was utterly amazing... I felt like a complete cum slut.

Someone shut off the machine, and Calvin handed me a towel.
"Thanks," I said, as I wiped the cum out of my eyes.
"I hope you had fun," he said.
"Am I finished already?" I joked.
"Almost. You have one more task, slut," Candy informed me, pulling me off the machine, and leading me to another room, where I witnessed another kinky act, this time a lesbian one, where a black beauty was fucking a white girl, while fisting an Asian one.

A minute later Candy was on the phone, and I was dining on her pussy again.
"Hi, uncle," she said. "Tell Babygirl thanks for the loan of her white slut."
I smiled, as I wondered what Candy would think if she knew Babygirl was actually my slut. Ours was very much a reversed hierarchy in these circles, but it worked very well for us.
"Yes, she did do the Sybian cum bath... twelve loads."
"Please tell Daddy I say thank you too," I requested, as I kept licking Candy's delicious candy dish.

Including... a nasty Priest fantasy:

A wild shemale adventure:

And a really wild lesbian threesome, that ends up in a twosome and then another threesome and concludes with a foursome:
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Summary: Pledges go to a gloryhole, partake in a bukkake, and take a cum walk.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Afsar for this twisted story idea.
Note 2: This is part two...
In part one, a sorority of longstanding great prestige (if only secretly, since its many wildly successful alumni tend not to reveal their affiliation), continues its annual tradition of inviting four MILFs to accept full ride scholarships, and to undergo Pledge Week (which lasts five days). The story focuses on two mothers of current sorority members who happen to be longstanding best friends, and on their sorely needed sexual awakenings. Day One of their pledging includes their first time eating pussy, first time getting ass fucked, first time worshipping nylon-clad feet, and their first time riding Sybians. The two previously straitlaced friends finally share a 69 (each lightheartedly pretending the other is talking them into it) in their shared bedroom in the sorority house. (Yes it's a wild story, and if you haven't read it, you really owe it yourself to do so!)
Now it's Day 2....
Sorority MILFs Day 2: A Dream Cum True
It was the morning following the two women's first wild night of pledging debauchery.
Mary woke up and stretched, following an amazingly deep sleep... the insanity of last night's festivities flooding back to her. She smiled as she recalled everything that had transpired that night, and she felt a reminiscent tingle down below.
Zarima, on the other hand, hadn't slept at all well. She'd replayed the previous night over and over. She couldn't believe what she'd done... what she'd in front of strangers... what she'd done with strangers... and especially what she'd done that was witnessed by her very own daughter! She had sinned so many times... in so many ways... her only redemption was she was currently cuddling in Mary's arms... who she'd also done everything in front of, except Mary had done all the same things, albeit in a different order... and somehow that part of it felt very much as it should be.
"Morning, sexy," Mary said, looking upon the sexy black Muslim woman resting in her arms... the contrasting colours of their skin so stark and erotic.
"I have to leave," Zarima said, sitting up.
"Leave for where?" Mary asked.
"I'm going back home," Zarima said decisively, standing up.
"Oh no, you don't," Mary said, sitting up, recognising the guilt and shame in her dear friend's eyes.
"I sinned," the much more religious of the two said. "I sinned greatly!"
"Yes, you certainly did. And it was so liberating," Mary added, standing up and embracing her trembling friend.
"I had sex with strangers," Zarima wailed.
"And you had sex with me," Mary added, not wailing at all about any of it.
"This is all just too much," Zarima said, although she didn't extract herself from their warm, comforting embrace.
"I understand; change can be scary," Mary consoled, and then asked, still feeling her rush of adrenaline from the night before, "but have you ever felt more alive in your entire life than you did last night?"
"No, but that's not the point," Zarima said.
"It's not?" Mary asked. "I disagree wholeheartedly, my dear friend. I think that's exactly the point."
"The point is that I sinned," Zarima insisted.
"We've all sinned, we're all sinners, but if your God is anything like my God, I think they probably chat very amicably up there about what is and isn't sinning," Mary said, releasing Zarima, but then taking her hands in hers and looking deeply into her friend's eyes, "and I'm certain they wouldn't make last night's version of sinning so pleasurable, if we weren't supposed to do it and to enjoy it."
"I don't know," Zarima said, Mary's logic making some sense, and last night's utter euphoria still lingering in her consciousness.
"But I do know," Mary asserted. "And have I ever steered you wrong?"
"Can't say... I've never been in a car with you," Zarima replied, finally getting comfortable enough to make a joke.
"You're so fucking cute," Mary smiled, leaning forward and kissing her friend.
Zarima impulsively kissed her back, and for a couple minutes everything felt okay... Mary's unconventional words and her soft lips calming her down.
The kiss lasted until the door was opened (without a warning knock of course, since they were pledges) and Cassie said, "Well, the two hottest MILFs from last night seem to be revving up for Day Two."
Mary looked around to see Cassie dressed in a cute sundress, and of course mocha nylons, to indicate her sophomore status. "Good morning, Mistress Cassie."
"You two were so fucking hot last night," Cassie said.
"Thanks," Mary said, enjoying the compliment, while Zarima's cheeks burned red underneath her dark skin.
"I've wanted to sit on your faces since I first met you," Cassie said.
"Well," Mary said, glancing at Zarima and then the clock, "we have some time."
"Tempting," Cassie said, "but what I'm supposed to do is make sure you two know today's plans."
"Okay, if you must" Mary said, "but anytime you'd like to sit on my face I'm very, very available."
"Mary!" Zarima gasped.
"Sorry, you make an excellent point," Mary said. "My dear friend Zarima's face is also available for face sitting pretty much twenty-four seven."
"Mary!" Zarima repeated, even as the idea of licking this cute college coed made her pussy tingle.
"Well, not during class time, obviously," Mary smiled.
"That goes without saying," Cassie smiled, in awe of this pretty and amazingly adventurous MILF.
"So what are the plans for today?" Mary asked, even as she admired the cute girl and wondered what she tasted like.
"You're both to go down to the basement to collect your outfits for today's classes, and then after your classes, you're to meet at The Haven at 6:30. Don't be late," Cassie said.
"We'll be early," Mary said, always hating to be late, so she always arrived at least fifteen minutes early for any appointments.
"Mmmmmm, be there by six, and maybe we can go into the ladies room, and you can have a snack before beginning Task Two," Cassie offered.
"I'll be there," Mary said, as she realized she was literally making a date to eat this girl's pussy... which until last night she'd never done in her life! Crazy where a single day can take you.
"Great," Cassie said, "see you then."
"You certainly will," Mary assured her.
Cassie left and Zarima said, "Did you just agree to meet Cassie in a bathroom stall to eat her out?"
"I believe I just did," Mary agreed, it sounding even more surreal when Zarima said it.
"Gross," Zarima said.
"It didn't seem gross to you last night," Mary teased.
"No, that really wasn't gross, although it should have been," Zarima said, oddly craving the sweet nectar of another young woman, "but having sex in a public bathroom?"
"Good point," Mary nodded, having not thought about that. "The stall won't have a carpet, so I should probably bring along a small towel to cushion my delicate knees."
"You're so bad," Zarima said, shaking her head.
"Oh, I think I'm just beginning to discover how bad I can be," Mary said, willing to do almost anything to pledge this exciting sorority Sigma Epsilon Chi, and to continue exploring her sexuality.
[Editor's note: Sadly, we've previously neglected to mention the name of this prestigious sorority. Sigma Epsilon Chi spells out the English word SEX using the Greek alphabet. The final letter is pronounced 'Kai', which rhymes with 'you and I'. And now back to our story.]
"You're definitely a bad influence on me," Zarima accused, but with a smile.
"Oh, I'm happy to be a very bad influence on you, but also to support you in your sexual explorations and to eat your sweet chocolate pussy whenever possible," Mary said, wrestling Zarima down onto her bed. "Like now!"
Mary!" Zarima gasped, as her increasingly intimate friend spread her legs and buried her face in her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, breakfast in bed," Mary said wickedly, as she devoured her best friend's already wet pussy. Mary knew Zarima would struggle because of her religion and the way she was brought up; Mary also knew it was up to her to make sure Zarima would continue her pledging and her journey of sexual self-discovery. One way to do that was to be supportive like she was being this morning; a second way was to push her along, which she did in part by offering Zarima's face to Cassie; and yet another way was to remind her how good sex could be... which she was doing right now.
"But Mary, the doooooooooor is opennnnnnnn," Zarima pointed out, as the pressure of her friend's tongue sent waves of pleasure through her.
Who cares?" Mary asked, even though she hadn't realized that. "Did you see anyone last night who appeared disapproving of anything we did right in front of them? In fact you came all over my daughter's foot for a finale, and I was so proud of you both!" Although at the moment her primary focus was getting her friend off.
"Feels so good," Zarima moaned, in awe of how good sex could feel... almost fifty years of no orgasms, no real pleasure ever from her egocentric husband, and now she was being given the chance to become addicted to the intensity sex could actually bring.
"I'll eat this cunt every fucking day," Mary promised wickedly, sucking on Zarima's swollen clit.
"You're so bad," Zarima said, her orgasm rising quickly.
"And yet I'm so good," Mary said, knowing her friend was close to coming, and grateful for her own natural ability to eat pussy.
"So gooooood," Zarima agreed mindlessly, as she closed her eyes and allowed Mary's tongue to give her the kind of pleasure her husband had never bothered to bestow on her.
A minute later, and Zarima let out a primal scream, which no doubt alerted the entire sorority to their activities, as Mary made her come.
Mary was lapping up the cum leaking from Zarima's pussy when she heard her daughter Amy say, "Well, I see you're fitting right in at our sorority, Mom."
"You too, Mom," Afaf added, as both daughters stood in the open doorway appreciatively watching their mothers in action.
Zarima's eyes went wide as she sat up and saw the two girls looking at her.
Mary heard both voices, but she kept licking, thinking that after last night, there was no shame in being caught between the legs of a sorority sister, not even by their daughters.
Zarima stammered, even as her orgasm continued pouring through her, "A-A-Afaf!"
"Morning Mom," Afaf smiled, so happy to see her mother enjoying an orgasm... not thinking it at all strange to see her recent next door neighbor between her mother's legs.
"Morniiiiiing," Zarima moaned, as Mary just kept licking her, even while their daughters were watching.
"When you've finished your breakfast, Mom," Amy said, loving the sight of these two in such a hot, natural, lesbian act, "come and see me in my room."
"Okay, Honey," Mary said, not at all fazed by being caught with her head between her best friend's legs by their two daughters.
"See you at lunch, Mom," Afaf said.
"Yes, Afaf, see you then," Zarima said, feeling completely embarrassed to be caught in such a compromising act, yet unable to stop Mary from eating her out, because... well... it felt so good.
The girls left, and Mary licked for a few more seconds before saying, "God, that was the best homemade breakfast ever!"
"You're so bad," Zarima said, her orgasm beginning to fade, but a second one had started building.
"And you taste so good," Mary said as she stood up. "I could eat your cunt all day, but I should see what Amy wants, then go downstairs and get dressed."
"I'm scared of what they'll have us wearing today," Zarima said, most of her reservations and guilt still lingering, but at least they were pushed to the back of her subconscious for the time being.
"Probably something slutty and completely inappropriate for women of our..." Mary began, and then smiled, "...seasoned age."
"I imagine so," Zarima said, her legs still spread open she realized, so she closed them.
"See you tonight," Mary said, pulling Zarima up off the bed and kissing her again.
"I just hope I can make it through the day," Zarima said.
"Promise me you will," Mary said. "I can't do this alone." Truth was, she definitely could, this sorority had her feeling more alive than she had since she was a teenager, but she wanted Zarima to feel she was needed, to have a reason to stay when doubts festered inside her... which Mary was certain would continue to happen, at least in the short haul.
"I promise," Zarima said, that word being one she felt very strongly about. She always kept her promises... at least she had before last night's sinful debauchery. And somehow the promises she'd been forced to make to her uncaring husband all those years ago no longer seemed all that important. The promise her mother had made that she'd eventually come to love the overbearing man certainly hadn't ever come to fruition.
"Good, because I'm hoping to have a nightcap after today's events between those sexy black legs of yours," Mary smiled.
"You're insatiable," Zarima smiled, the idea that Mary would get her off before sleep time again tonight already sending tingles of excitement through her.
"Oh, twenty plus years of sexual repression will do that to a girl," Mary said, giving her one more kiss before walking out in her Babydoll nightie and last night's nylons to meet with her daughter.
Amy just wanted to check how her Mom was doing, and they had a great talk about how neither of them would ever judge the other for whatever sexual shenanigans either of them indulged in, and how they'd always support each other unconditionally. And the delightful thing was how they both meant every word.
Amy and Zarima discovered that today's attire was a very, very short cheerleader's outfit, with no bra or panties, and blue thigh high stockings.
Both women and all the other pledges discovered it was very difficult to wear the outfit without flashing their pussies while they were walking, or while they sat down in class.
At lunch with her daughter, Zarima opened with, "I'm so very sorry for what you saw your mother doing last night and this morning. It won't ever happen again!"
Afaf had known this would happen. That her mother would torment herself with second guessing... excessive guilt... contemplation of leaving Sigma Epsilon Chi... she too had experienced all those feelings when she'd pledged three years ago. She understood that years of being indoctrinated to believe women were inferior to men, a woman's place was in the home, sex was a taboo sin except in the bedroom with your husband while doing exactly as you're told, were hard to overcome... it had been hard for Afaf, and she'd only been indoctrinated in those man-made beliefs for eighteen years... but her Mom had been plagued with them for almost half a century. "Mom, it's okay. You needn't make any such terrible promises."
"What do you mean terrible?"
"I mean it's more than okay you're doing those things," Afaf said. "I'm happy for you."
"Happy for me?"
"Yes, last night was an awakening for you, wasn't it?"
"An awakening?" Zarima responded, just repeating what her daughter said, as her guilt about last night and again this morning had returned in full force.
"Didn't you feel it last night?"
"Feel what?"
"Alive," Afaf said, then added, already noticing her mother's flustered reactions, "Likely for the very first time ever."
"I.... felt..." Zarima struggled to respond. Alive likely was the most accurate word.
"A complete sexual awakening?" Afaf suggested.
"Yes, that's it," Zarima nodded, her replaying of those events sending both shame and excitement through her. "But I shouldn't have done any of that."
"Why not?"
"Because my daughter was there to see. You must have been so ashamed for our family!"
"I knew you'd think that," Afaf pointed out. "Been there, done that."
"But that's the other thing; I can't imagine your doing any of what I did," Zarima said, gazing at her sweet daughter.
"But I did do all of it! And that night three years ago was my own sexual awakening," Afaf said, "it was the night when I learned women in our culture have been unjustly manipulated and controlled by arrogant men for centuries!"
"It's not that simple," Zarima said, defending her religion, even though she wasn't sure why she should.
"It really is that simple, Mom," Afaf said, knowing she had to keep her Mom in this sorority... it was by far what was best for her. "Sigma Epsilon Chi has opened my eyes to so much, and not just to my sexuality, but about how the world works, and how it needs to be changed. Black Lives Matter can only initiate change if people begin living it instead of just saying it, otherwise the cycles of racism and sexism will continue like they always have, and the same thing is true for our religion. If we continue allowing men to control us, for men to use religion to force us into remaining their possessions, we'll continue being subservient to them forever."
"But am I not subservient as a pledge?" Zarima asked, seeing her daughter's point, but still not seeing her daughter's point.
"Yes, ironically," she agreed, "but as you climb the hierarchy, you'll eventually become top dog around here like I am this year, something you certainly can't claim about our religion."
"I guess," Zarima said.
"Look, it's probably obvious from last night, and trust me, your crazy week is just getting started," Afaf said, "but our sorority is all about trust... loyalty... sisterhood. Sharing sex is just one way we can progress towards all three of those ideals, but our sorority is also about feminism, it's also about overcoming barriers, and it's also about inclusion. I mean seriously, what other sorority offers scholarships to women your age?"
"None of them," Zarima said, assuming that was the case.
"Exactly," Afaf said, feeling like a preacher.
"So, what exactly did you mean by the week is just getting started?"
"You weren't supposed to notice my slip," Afaf smiled.
"I definitely noticed it," Zarima said.
"Well, mostly I'm not allowed to tell you. But what I can say, is this week is all about building trust and loyalty, as I mentioned," the daughter continued, "which often means going blindly into those situations I can't warn you about, and to take risks you would never have considered taking before, and in our case never even knew existed."
"Like impaling myself on a high-powered sex toy," the Mom joked.
"Exactly. Or eating your first pussy," the daughter added.
"Or being sodomized," Mom added, mentioning these kinky acts out loud with her daughter somehow bringing her comfort... and also inexplicably, wetness to her pussy.
"Or having your pussy eaten by your best friend while your daughter watches approvingly," Afaf smiled.
"That wasn't supposed to happen," Zarima said.
"But it did, and I thought it was great!" Afaf said. "I mean I wish I could have had someone I was close to back when I pledged. My first days were as wild as yours will be, and I didn't have a support person."
"You scare me when you mention my upcoming wild days," Zarima said.
"Wild, kinky, outrageous, life changing, orgasmic," Afaf listed each quality with a wicked smile on her face, really enjoying this opportunity to talk to her Mom in such an intimate and frank way... it was liberating in ways even she didn't quite understand.
"You're not helping," Zarima said, shaking her head at how obviously her daughter was enjoying making her mother squirm.
"I'm not supposed to help," Afaf said. "I just want to make sure you'll keep going no matter how scary it feels, or how guilty you make yourself feel, because I totally understand. I had your exact same feelings after Day One, and I'm so glad I stayed the course!"



"So at least give your mother a hint what will happen tonight," Zarima pleaded.
"You'll be in your glory," Afaf quipped, knowing her mother wouldn't remotely catch the rather obvious hint. (If it isn't obvious to you, go back and take another look at the Summary on the second line of page 1.)
"That's no help at all," Zarima sighed, knowing no matter how guilty she felt, or how scared she got... she had to continue pledging not just for herself, but for all women like her. Afaf was right: it was time to turn their hidebound religion on its head.
"Sorry," Afaf shrugged. "I know I'm not being helpful right now, but once you've made it through Saturday night, you can ask me all the questions you like, and I'll be free to answer them to the best of my ability."
The rest of the day went by as they do, Zarima painfully conscious of her skirt frequently flying up in the air to reveal her pussy, while Mary allowed her skirt to fly freely, rejoicing in allowing others a great look at her sweet peach, and her amazing ass for a woman her age.
Mary arrived at the bar ten minutes before six, a good forty minutes early for whatever task two would turn out to be, but only ten minutes early for the dessert she was hoping to indulge in.
Cassie, who'd so far resisted the temptation to allow any freshman to eat her own pussy, although as has been said, she typically dined on at least three pussies every day, arrived at the bar promptly at six. She saw Mary at the bar with an orange-coloured drink, and asked, "What's that?"
"A Bellini," Mary said. "Have a taste."
Cassie sucked on the straw, and was impressed. "Wow, that's delicious!"
"But is it the only delicious thing around here?" Mary asked, her implication very forward; she'd been crazy eager all day to eat another pussy. She'd hoped maybe her favourite Professor Lane would ask her to remain after class, but alas, that hadn't happened.
"You're quite forward," Cassie observed with a smile.
"At my age unless you're stupid, which I was until a week or so ago, you don't play games, you just go for what you want," Mary said, although this was actually a very new philosophy she'd created at this very moment. Prior to meeting her new sorority sisters, or more precisely, until her first life-changing meeting with Sigma Epsilon Chi's leader Josie, her sex life had been exceedingly dull.
"I think that philosophy works at any age," Cassie said, taking the older woman's hand. "Plus, it's pretty much the mantra of our sorority."
"Then I guess I'm learning how to fit right in," Mary said, enjoying her hand being held in another woman's hand... so much softer and more tender than a man's... just like kissing another woman was far more intimate and tender, although it could be passionate too, but the soft lips and lack of whiskers really enhanced the kiss's sensuality.
"Come with me," Cassie invited warmly.
"Anywhere," Mary said, following along past a few people, and into the bathroom.
"I've wanted to get you between my legs ever since I met you," Cassie said.
"I've been drawn to you too," Mary said, "although at first I was confused by it."
"Are you still confused?" Cassie asked as they entered the bathroom.
"Now that I've learned how much I love women? Not at all," Mary said, as they proceeded directly into a stall.
As soon as the door was closed, Cassie pushed the MILF against the door and kissed her.
Mary melted into Cassie's passion, and for a few minutes they did nothing more than kiss. Which was, at the moment, all either of them wanted to do.
When Cassie broke the kiss, Mary smiled, and stealing a line from a story she'd read online recently asked, "May I kiss your other lips?"
"They're all wet and ready for you," Cassie offered, as she moved to the toilet and sat on the top of it... not the toilet seat, but the top contraption, whatever that's called. The tank, perhaps.
"I've been looking forward to this moment all day," Mary admitted, as she straddled the toilet seat, rather unladylike, the raised lid touching her legs while she admired Cassie's spread legs, which showcased a very wet, glistening pussy.
"So have I," Cassie admitted.
"This is like the Rembrandt of pussies," Mary said, admiring the pure beauty of the teen's pussy. The pink lips, glistening ever so lightly with wetness... the slight parting of them beckoning her in, and the clit, which was demanding her attention.
"That's so sweet," Cassie said, as she'd never received a compliment quite like that before. She knew she had a sexy pussy, just like she knew she was a great pussy licker, but she could never hear it enough... sincere compliments being one of the many ways to a woman's heart.
"I mean it," Mary said, unable to stop staring at the coed's pussy. It was just so beautiful! Last night's sexual acts, including eating pussy, had been a whirlwind... all of it happening so fast and in such a rapid series of events, that she hadn't had time to really step back and enjoy what she was doing... even this morning eating out Zarima had been a rather rushed act, especially when their daughters had shown up and begun offering their encouragement.
"Well, I'm flattered, Mary, and I'd love to have you admire it all night, but time is marching against us," Cassie said.
"Understood, but whenever we do have the time, and perhaps a nice comfy bed, I'd love to crawl between your legs and worship this pussy for hours," Mary said, as she leaned forward, extended her tongue and began licking.
"Ohhhhhhh, Mary, I promise we'll find ample opportunities in the next three years for you to do just that, for as many hours as you like," Cassie moaned as Mary made contact with her pussy.
As Mary licked, she processed those words... 'the next three years'. For Mary, this was Day Two of four entire years... four years of eating pussy, four years of academia, four years of wild uninhibited sex... this seemingly endless prospect sent a rush up her spine, just as the sweet nectar of Cassie's pussy reached her taste buds.
"And I'll happily obey any order you give me," Mary promised, knowing that although the hierarchy would evolve during her four years, to where she would one day be a senior wearing black nylons, she'd always be below Cassie... always a year behind her. Which she didn't mind a bit!
"Ohhhh, that's good to know," Cassie moaned, loving how eager and submissive Mary was... oddly, the two were very much alike. She added, "I hope you know I plan to dine on that hot MILF pussy quite often too... I can give as good as I take."
"I bet you can," Mary said, her pussy so wet.
"Unfortunately, I can't devour that pussy right now like I'd like to, because we'll need you all hot and bothered for tonight's task," Cassie said, looking forward to seeing Mary with who knew how many cocks visiting her mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Mary moaned softly, curious what was about to transpire, and excited to find out.
"Now, get me off, my sexy MILF slut," Cassie said. "Everyone else should be arriving any minute."
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said, wishing to address Cassie properly at least once before she shifted from slow meandering licking to a more aggressive approach like she'd used last night.
As Mary began flicking her clit, Cassie moaned, and her leg twitched each time, "Oh yes, flick my clit, eat my pussy."
Mary did both, going back and forth between sucking on the swollen clit and long, wide, up and down strokes between the very wet pussy lips. As Cassie's moans became louder and more strident, Mary slid two fingers inside and began finger fucking her as she sucked the clit between her lips and shook her head sideways, like she'd seen in a lesbian porn video she'd recently watched (well, Sunday... her last day at home).
"Ohhhhhh fuck, Mary," Cassie moaned loudly, as her orgasm rose within her quickly, and then struck her just as quickly, as she grabbed Mary's head and held it tightly against her flooding pussy.
Mary lapped up the cunt cum as best she could, although she could hardly breathe... which made her ponder briefly if this would be the wildest way to die... suffocation from a face full of pussy. She couldn't help but smile to herself as she imagined the coroner writing that down on her official death certificate... which made her shake her head ever so slightly at her twisted musings during such a moment.
Cassie let go of Mary's head as the orgasm coursed its way through her entire body, and she said weakly, "Sorry, I get a little intense during my climaxes."
"Please use my face however you wish," May offered, feeling very welcome wetness all over her face.
"That's the most generous offer I've ever received," Cassie said, looking down at the beautiful, cum-coated face of the sexy MILF.
"I mean it," Mary said. "You're amazing!"
"Right back atcha, you are amazing," Cassie said, pulling Mary up and kissing her... always loving the taste of herself on another's woman's lips.
The bathroom door opened, and Cassie broke the kiss and said, "I guess it's time for round two."
"Do we have any more time?" Mary asked, more than happy to eat this pussy to multiple orgasms.
"No, I meant round two of your Pledge Week, you eager beaver," Cassie said, as Mary assisted her down from the toilet top.
"I do love beaver," Mary said. "Especially completely shaved beaver."
"You're so bad," Cassie said.
"And you're so good," Mary retorted.
They strolled out of the stall to see two fellow sorority sisters fixing their makeup.
One asked with a smile, "What were you two doing in there together?"
"Just having a snack," Mary said, with no shame at all about these two knowing exactly what they'd been doing, even with her own makeup far beyond any quick repair and not intending to address that until perhaps tomorrow morning.
"Want another one?" the redhead asked, wearing white stockings, and thus a junior like Mary's daughter.
"I'd love to, Mistress," Mary said, "but I don't think we have time, do we?"
"Depends how effective you are," the redhead said, as she hopped onto the counter and spread her legs. "Cassie, go watch the door."
"Yes, Mistress," Cassie said, as the sorority hierarchy played itself out right there.
The other girl, a brunette, said, "Have fun, I'll cover for you."
"Thanks, babe," the redhead said, as Mary moved to the coed's white nylon-clad legs and to her trimmed red-haired pussy.
Mary buried her face in her third pussy of the day. She quickly found a path through the sparse thatch of pubic hair... and pubic hair, she realized, tended to capture the unique scent of a pussy.
"Off you go, quickly slut, we don't have much time," the redhead urged.
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said before she attacked the pussy as aggressively as she could. She licked quickly, she attacked the clit, and after just a minute, knowing time was of the essence, she slid two fingers inside and began to finger bang this girl she didn't recall having met before now, and thus had no idea what her name was.
"Oh fuck, harder, fuck me, yes," the redhead moaned, surprised by the aggressive attack on her pussy by Amy's Mom... she definitely knew who Mary was if not her name... her orgasm rising quickly.
Mary finger fucked her as fast as she could, while sucking on the clit with equal aggression.
"Oh yes, mother fucker," the redhead screamed a dozen seconds later, as her orgasm hit.
Mary pulled her fingers out and hungrily lapped up the sweet nectar that could only be sampled from the explosion of a female.
"Fuck," the redhead said, as the orgasm ripped through her. She had great orgasms daily, often multiple ones, but this one was better than most. She asked, "And you never ate any pussy before last night?"
"Nope," Mary answered, savoring all the cum she could.
"Well, the first forty years of your life must have been a waste, because you were born to eat pussy," she said, looking down at the MILF.
"I blame my senseless loyalty to my useless husband for that. But better late than never," Mary said, "and I'm eager to make up for lost time."
"Well, I have a hunch you're going to be a very popular freshman," the redhead said, as she reluctantly pushed the MILF's head away and hopped down from the counter. By the way, "I'm Danette."
"I'm Mary," Mary said, and then came up with what she thought was the sexiest and smoothest play on words ever, "Nice to eat you."
"I know, you're that delicious Amy's Mom. And shit, you really are something," Danette laughed, as she pulled Mary up.
"Thanks, I'm just discovering who I really am," Mary admitted.
"I think you already have a good idea of who that is," Danette said.
"A sexy picture is beginning to form," Mary said, as Danette headed out of the bathroom.
Mary followed her out just in time to hear Josie announce, "Okay freshman sluts, line up and get yourselves blindfolded."
"Oh shit," Mary said.
"No worries, you'll enjoy this," Danette said, "although given your apparent specialty, perhaps not."
Danette went off somewhere as Mary wondered what she'd meant. She saw Zarima, looking nervous like she always did, and hurried over to her.
"How was your day?" Mary asked.
"Nerve-wracking," Zarima said.
"Then I'll make you feel all warm and fuzzy once we get back to our room," Mary smiled.
"You're crazy," Zarima said, shaking her head.
"No, I'm craving, and you're my gravy," Mary corrected, again impressed by her own plays on words.
"Let's go, you talkative sluts," Belinda said, roughly pushing both of the MILFs into the line.
"Sorry, Mistress," Mary apologized, taking Zarima's hand.
"Yes, I'm sorry too, Mistress," Zarima repeated, feeling far more comfortable now that Mary was by her side.
Five minutes later, every pledge had been blindfolded.
Five minutes after that, they'd been walked outside for some distance, any stumbling ameliorated by firm pairs of hands on their shoulders to guide them, then eventually back inside a different location.
Josie asked, "Are you sluts ready for round two?"
"Yes, Mistress," all the pledges replied, each of them still being moved around like a doll into a specific location.
"So, tonight is very simple," Josie began. "Step one, kneel."
Each pledge obeyed the command.
Mary was excited... hopefully some fresh pussy would soon appear before her.
Zarima was, as usual, terrified. She couldn't even begin to predict what was about to happen!
"You may remove your blindfolds," Josie announced.
Mary did, and she smiled as she stared at a big cock less than a foot away from her face poking out of a round hole in a wall. She'd always wondered what it would be like to be at a glory hole... okay not always... but she'd seen some porn films of glory holes, and they'd made her curious. Random, anonymous cock. No face, no body, just the necessary.
Zarima gasped as she caught sight of only the second penis she'd ever seen in her life. It was substantially larger than her husband's.
"Welcome everyone, to Day Two of the Sigma Epsilon Chi Pledge Week," Josie announced formally. "Pledges, today's is a simple task. You must coax five loads out of five cocks as quickly as you can," she explained. "The three sluts finishing last will then participate in a bukkake, followed by a cum walk."
There were oooooohs and aaaaaaahs as Mary asked, "What's a bukkake?"
"Receiving a large number of facials from a collection of men," Veronica explained.
"And a cum walk?" someone else enquired.
"Pretty self-explanatory," Veronica continued, "you must walk across campus and back to the sorority house coated in cum. You must also look directly into the faces of everybody you encounter."
"Seriously?" someone blurted out.
"Just don't lose," someone else advised, as Zarima's eyes were so wide.
Zarima couldn't believe what she was expected to do... she'd obviously only sucked her husband's cock during her entire life so far... yet she was fascinated by the large penis directly in front of her. She couldn't begin to fathom how anything that huge could possibly fit into her pussy, or more importantly right now, her mouth.
"Mary, as the winner last night and with a hall pass per se, would you like to use it now?" Josie asked.
"No way," Mary said. "I haven't had a nice sausage to devour in decades."
"I appreciate your eagerness," Josie said, admiring this wild MILF.
"Some of the girls are calling me an eager beaver," Mary smiled.
"Yeah, my cunt tells me you certainly are one," Cassie called out.
"Ditto," added Danette.
"All right, cock sucking pledge sluts, on three, get sucking," Josie announced.
All the sophomores, juniors and seniors counted loudly, "One, two, three!"
Mary leaned forward and took the six-inch cock in her mouth... just the second cock to enter her mouth in her entire life!
Zarima couldn't move. She was paralyzed with indecision.
"Mom, get sucking," Afaf called out to her.
Zarima looked across the room to her daughter, abject fear in her eyes; she simply couldn't do this!
"Get sucking, you dumb slut," Belinda growled.
"Go ahead, Mom," Afaf added. "Trust me, you can do this."
Mary allowed the nice cock to slip out of her mouth, and turned to see her paralyzed friend. Mary knew it would cost her in time, but she needed to help Zarima make it through this. She said, "Don't go anywhere, nice cock guy, I'll be right back."
Mary crawled to Zarima and whispered, "Here. Let me help."
Zarima looked timorously at Mary, and she didn't resist as Mary guided her mouth to the big penis by placing her hand on the back of Zarima's head. She whispered in her ear, "Go ahead, you can do this. Open your mouth and suck a real cock. One that belongs to a real man who isn't forbidding you to have a life."
Zarima had only needed that push, as she opened her mouth and took the cock between her lips, wondering what it would be like to suck such a big cock, and about to find out.
"Yes Mom, well done," Afaf called out, oddly excited to see her Mom with a guy's cock in her mouth.
"There you go," Mary said, as she watched her friend slowly beginning to suck a cock, her hand still insistently on the back of her frightened friend's head.
Zarima had never sucked a cock from this position, nor a cock as fat or as long, and of course never with an audience... especially an audience with her daughter in it... even though Afaf was clearly encouraging her, and who'd obviously done three years ago exactly what she was doing right now, and maybe even many times since. She bobbed slowly, trying to get used to having such a big cock in her mouth.
"You should get back to sucking too, Mom," Amy pointed out, realizing her Mom had already fallen behind, just as Josie announced the early leads... three girls were already working on their second cocks.
"Right, right," Mary said, watching Zarima slowly sucking the big dick with growing confidence. "You're doing great! Have fun, Zarima."
"Mmmmmm," Zarima could only moan in response, since her mouth was full of cock.
Mary crawled back to her own assigned cock, which was now down to semi-erect, and took it back into her mouth while Josie announced several more girls advancing to their second cock. Mary began bobbing, although she pondered whether or not she actually wanted to win this contest. A bukkake sounded pretty hot... although she hadn't known it was called that... but she'd watched the odd porn over the years while she fantasized that exact thing happening to her... usually imagining being on her knees while sucking cock after cock of all the members from pretty much any football team or baseball team... fuck, even a basketball team... men always looked hot in their uniforms... except hockey; no one looked hot in hockey gear.
"Beth is on cock three," Josie announced.



Zarima's eyes went wide, as she realized she was going really slowly, and she was at risk of losing, and then being humiliated. She began bobbing faster, a sense of urgency now coursing through her.
Mary was sucking the cock in her mouth furiously, wanting at least to get to cock two. She still wasn't certain she cared about winning, but she didn't want to lose in a humiliating way. She needed to show her sorority sisters she could suck cock as well as these eighteen- and nineteen-year-olds.
Zarima was praying her guy would come soon... she too was becoming desperate to get to cock two....
Mary felt cum ooze into her mouth as Josie announced all the others were on cock two, with one more girl working on her cock three.
Mary enjoyed the sweet taste of cum, until the guy pulled out and was replaced by a massive nine-inch cock with an up curve. "Fuck, what a cock," Mary gasped, as Josie announced Mary had reached cock two.
"Thanks slut, now get sucking," the guy said.
"I think this would feel really good in my cunt," Mary said, as she opened her mouth and took it in.
Zarima heard that everyone except her was either on cock two or three, and she was beginning to feel extremely anxious as she bobbed furiously on the big cock.
"Fuck," the guy grunted a few seconds later, and Zarima swallowed her first load in a very long time.
"Beth, you're our cock sucking queen," Josie said, sounding very impressed, "already on cock four!"
"There wasn't much else to do in small town Texas," Beth said with a hot southern accent.
"Or Louisiana," another girl said.
"Or Montana," someone else added.
Mary, to her surprise, didn't even need two minutes to get long cock dude off, his warm cum exploding into her mouth.
As Mary backed off her second cock, she quipped, "Clearly being from Boston stood in the way of my youthful experiences."
"Then you'd better make up for lost time," Josie smiled, as Mary took cock three in her mouth, a smallish one.
Zarima tried to block out those constant updates, knowing she was in last place. She just concentrated on sucking her second cock, hers also a smaller one.
Josie updated, "All right girls, everyone is on cock three or four, except for Janie, Glenda and Zarima."
Zarima heard her name as she bobbed as fast as she could, desperate to get the guy to come. She didn't need to win, but she absolutely couldn't finish in the bottom three.
Mary on the other hand, was sucking her third cock smoothly... not particularly in a hurry, but not wishing to look like she wasn't in a hurry... but she was easily deep-throating the smallish cock.
Zarima let out an inner sigh of relief as a second warm load filled her mouth. She didn't have much time to savour it, knowing she had to get to cock three, but she realized the taste of both loads were a lot tastier than her husband's, who smoked... and there was no stale aspect to these ones... just salty treats.
"Our cock queen Beth, not to be confused with a cuckquean, is on cock five; Hannah, Amber, Kimberly, Heather, and Barbara are all on cock four," Josie listed.
Zarima took cock three in her mouth, another smallish one, but fat, and bobbed like her life depended upon it.
Mary felt load three oozing down her throat... fuck, she couldn't believe the rush she was getting from sucking strangers' cocks!
Zarima was taken unawares when her next guy grunted in under a minute, exploding a massive load into her mouth out of the blue, making her gag and cough some of the cum onto the wall.
"Never waste any cum, pledge," someone scolded her.
"Sorry, I wasn't expecting that much cum, or so soon," Zarima apologised, as the small cock disappeared, to be replaced by a large black cock. Her eyes went wide as she stared at the huge dick. It was easily ten inches, better than twice the size of her husband's!
"Zarima got Big Kuba," someone said.
"Lucky bitch," another girl added.
Mary, curious, backed off of her cock four, to glance over and see the massive cock before Zarima. "Holy fuck!" she said loudly.
"It's so big!" Zarima gasped, in awe of its sheer size, and once again shocked into paralysis.
"May we swap cocks?" Mary asked, "is that allowed?"
"I don't know," Josie said. "I don't think anyone has ever made that request."
"Done," Queen Beth said, standing up and taking a bow as she swallowed her load five.
"Let her do it," someone called out.
"Sure, why not?" Josie shrugged. "If Zarima is okay with it."
"Sure," Zarima agreed in a daze, not knowing how she could possibly suck such a monster.
Mary and Zarima crawled past each other, Mary winking at her, then immediately reaching up and stroking the massive black cock.
Zarima took the other cock, wet with her friend's saliva, into her mouth, as Josie announced Kimberly had also completed her cock allotment.
"Shit, this is an amazing cock," Mary said, as she stroked it and stared at its sheer majesty. Black cocks were indeed hot, but until this moment, she'd never seen one in person... just in porn.
"It's not going to suck itself," someone called out.
"Fuck, this is so hot!" Mary exclaimed, as she took the fat, long cock into her mouth.
Over the next couple minutes, almost everyone was on their fifth cock, apart from Zarima, Mary, Janie and Glenda.
Zarima focused on her cock number four, beginning to really get into the challenge. She wanted to get this guy off, she wanted to feel the throbbing cock between her lips, and she wanted to taste the warm, sweet cum filling her mouth.
Mary was no longer remotely focused on the contest... but only on this big, black, beautiful dick... she was completely enamored by it. She stroked it while she sucked it... her throat wide open... trying to take a bit more of the massive cock inside with each forward bob.
Josie announced a couple more had finished, just as Zarima felt cum ooze into her mouth. Determined to get her fifth load, she backed off of the cock, and as soon as the next one presented itself, she devoured it.
Mary, accepting defeat, since she was still on this glorious cock four, horny as fuck, and curious what it would feel like to have a dick this big inside her pussy, backed off the mighty missile and asked, "Mistress Josie, am I allowed to use another method to get this big dick off?"
"What do you have in mind?" Josie asked, even though she knew exactly what the sexy MILF was thinking... Josie preferred girls, but she did enjoy the odd big dick, and Kuba's was notoriously the biggest one on campus. He was an African exchange student on a soccer scholarship.
"May I be frank?" Mary asked, as she saw there were only seven girls still sucking cock... Zarima one of them... and she was really going to town on her dick five.
"Always," Josie smiled.
"May I stand up, bend over and take this joystick for a ride?" Mary asked, as she continued stroking the huge horse cock.
"You may," Josie decided, "but you'll be disqualified, and automatically place yourself in the bottom three."
"I can certainly live with that," Mary agreed cheerfully, as she got off of her knees for the first time since arriving here.
"I'm sure you can," Josie smiled.
"Do you mind sir, if I take the liberty of fucking myself on this huge snake of yours?" Mary asked politely, as she continued stroking it.
"Go ahead," the guy said in a deep voice, one that Mary noticed definitely sounded African. Possibly Congolese.
Mary slipped out of her heels, realizing they placed her too high to fuck herself, and backed up to the very straight, hard cock. "These bottomless cheerleading outfits are convenient for one thing, at least."
The girls laughed and Josie watched, impressed, as the MILF smoothly continued backing herself onto the cock.
"Oooooooooh," Mary moaned, as the cock easily slid further inside her wet pussy.
"Done," Janie declared.
"Only three contestants left, plus Mary," Josie announced, briefly tearing her eyes away from Mary, "the next girl with a mouthful of cum avoids getting punished."
Zarima sucked her seven-inch cock like she was going for an Olympic gold medal in cock sucking... desperate not to finish among the final three.
"Oh fuck, I'm so full," Mary moaned, as she felt her ass touching the cold wall.
"Yes!" Janie cried out, as she swallowed her fifth load.
"Fuck!" Glenda cursed, as she stopped sucking.
"No, finish him off," Josie ordered, "Sigma sluts never leave a guy halfway there," pushing Glenda's head back onto the cock before her.
Zarima felt her heart plummet, as she officially finished in the bottom three. She continued sucking, since she heard Josie scolding Glenda.
Mary began slowly riding the massive cock, feeling pleasure unlike anything she'd ever experienced... for her, the saying 'size matters' was officially confirmed as true.
Glenda swallowed her final load... and Zarima followed suit seconds later... having lost... but even so she enjoyed the taste of cum, and allowed herself to savour it.
And then every girl in the room was watching Mary bouncing back on that huge black cock.
Mary's eyes were closed as she fucked herself... in awe of what being fucked by a real cock could feel like... it was as if she was figuratively just now losing her virginity.
"Mary, Mary, Mary," a girl started chanting, and in a few seconds, all the sorority sisters and pledges were chanting her name.
Mary opened her eyes to see every single person there watching her fuck herself on a stranger's huge cock. She smiled as she began to fuck herself faster... for now she needed to put on a good show.
"Oh fuck, such a big cock," Mary moaned, and seeing her daughter watching avidly, she couldn't help but call out to her, "Have you fucked this cock, Baby?"
"No, not that one," Amy said. She had fucked some huge black cocks, The Pit was full of them, but somehow she'd never had the privilege of fucking Big Kuba.
"Well that's a shame," Mary smiled, as she began really bouncing back on the cock.
"No worries, you just keep doing the Watson family proud!"
"I'm not sure how your Dad would feel about that, but fuck him!"
"Eeww, no thank you! Not because he's my Dad, but he's a real creep!"
Mary's name continued being chanted, which was the ultimate rush, as was fucking herself on the biggest real dick she'd ever seen... especially because she was doing it in front of all these girls, including her hot and fearless daughter... and double especially because it felt so fucking good!
"Fuck that dick; fuck that dick; fuck that dick," the girls modified their chant, as Mary bounced on that cock while her orgasm rose rapidly.
"Oh fuck," Mary moaned as the pleasure consumed her, and she was getting a little tired... clearly she'd need to work on her stamina.
"Come all over that dick, you nasty MILF slut," Josie called out, her own pussy very wet.
"Oh fuck, yes, Mother fucking YES!!!" Mary screamed, as her orgasm hit her unlike any other ever... even better than any last night. She collapsed back and rested her butt against the wall as Big Kuba took charge and began doing the fucking. "Oooooooooooh," she trembled as she was now getting fucked, even while her orgasm continued swirling within her.
To her surprise, her increasingly good friend Cassie was suddenly on her knees and licking her clit as she was fucked... which compounded the intensity of her orgasm, and the ultimate rush of a second orgasm already rising inside her.
Mary parted her legs ever so slightly to give Cassie better access to her pussy, as Big Kuba slammed into her from behind.
Josie snapped her fingers and pointed to Zarima, something she rarely did, but what Mary was doing was so hot, "Crawl over here and eat me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress Josie," Zarima said, having been unable to take her eyes off her best friend's wild coupling. She crawled to the hot sorority leader and buried her face in her pussy, as Josie lifted up her dress.
"Oh fuck, I'm about to come again," Mary cried out not even two minutes after her first orgasm, but Kuba's deep fucking, mixed with Cassie's relentless attack on her clit, had rendered her a muddled, orgasmic mess.
"Get ready for my load," Big Kuba warned, getting close.
"Yes, fill my cunt with a big load," Mary pleaded, there being no risk of pregnancy since she'd gotten her tubes tied after having two kids, even though the equivalent procedure was way quicker and easier for a man... just one of the many sacrifices her ex hadn't ever made for her.
"You got it, slut," he said, holding back as long as he could, before unleashing six cannon cum blasts inside the eager MILF.
"Fuuuuuuuck!!" Mary screamed, as she felt her pussy getting filled with a massive load of cum... which instantly triggered her second orgasm in under three minutes... that easily being her new record for multi orgasms.
Josie pushed Zarima's face deep into her wetness, as Zarima licked and licked lustfully, finding this pussy the most appetizing of any she'd had until now. (A grand total of two: Mary's, and the Latina girl Anita she'd eaten last night.) Josie's was sweet like the others, but exotic and pleasing in a way she couldn't put her finger on. Her own pussy was on fire as she listened to her friend screaming through what must be multiple orgasms... the lucky bitch!
Mary felt the big cock pull out and cum gush out of her, but she didn't even have time to move before she felt another cock entering her pussy, albeit a much smaller one... as she just then realized she'd only just finished with cock four. So she just rested against the wall, allowing the pleasure to consume her and some stranger to fuck her pussy however he wanted.
"She's being fucked again," someone said.
"Dirtiest MILF pledge slut yet," someone else said.
"Fuck, dirtiest and best pledge slut ever, period," another added.
"Thank you," Mary said weakly, completely spent, "I do aim to please all my sisters."
"You taste delicious," Cassie said, still licking the MILF's pussy.
"That may be more Big Kuba's cum than mine," Mary smiled, gazing down at the pretty coed.
"I've always loved cream pies," Cassie said, a blend of cock cum and cunt cum always a heavenly mixture... the peanut butter and jam of sex fluids.
"I've never tasted one," Mary said, instantly curious.
"Oh, that we can fix," Josie said, as she ground her snatch on Zarima's face.
"Hey, I thought I was supposed to eat your pussy first," Mary complained, suddenly jealous of her best friend... even while a cock was still pumping in and out of her.
"You were preoccupied," Josie smiled, "although it's your own fault she's eating me."
"How so?"
"Your slutty behavior got me so fucking hot," Josie admitted.
"I'm flattered," Mary said, as she looked around and saw there was lesbian sex going on all over the large room... with almost every pledge and many sophomores on their knees between the legs of juniors, seniors and even a couple of alumni who'd come to watch... including... Mary noticed... the very same Professor Lane she'd eaten to two orgasms last night, and with whom she felt such a connection.
Zarima wanted to prove she was worthy to serve the leader of the sorority... and after five loads of cock cum, this was a nice transitional taste.... She wiggled her tongue between the wet pussy lips... loving the sound of her soft moans.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Mary demanded, suddenly finding a six inch cock, or whatever size it was, after the ten incher had destroyed her pussy, a little unsatisfying... but that was countered by Cassie's tongue, as well as the sight of a lesbian orgy of sorts going on around her... her next orgasm slowly rising.
Josie, getting close, grabbed the back of the Muslim's head and pushed her deep into her sweet pussy.
Zarima licked hungrily... becoming undoubtedly addicted to the sweet taste of pussy.
"Come inside my pussy, stud whoever you are," Mary moaned, wanting to feel another load of cum filling her.
Around the room there were moans, dirty talk, eager licking....
Finally, as Mary's orgasm was close, the guy grunted, and Mary received a second load in her pussy, and she also received another orgasm from the double pleasure of cock and tongue, and the sounds of feminine rapture all over the room; meanwhile Josie quaked, and flooded the pretty Muslim's face as she watched Mary come yet again.
The guy pulled out of Mary, and Cassie slurped down her second cream pie in a few minutes.
As Josie's orgasm ended, she announced, "Okay sluts, it's time for the punishment. Although I'm thinking Mary may not see it as one."
"Bathing in a cum shower?" Mary asked, as Cassie sucked out the cum just deposited in her. "How could that possibly be considered a punishment?'
"So bad," Josie said, as she ordered, "Mary, Zarima and Glenda come to me."
"I'm already here," Zarima smiled as Josie let go of her head.
"Yes, you are," Josie smiled back. "And you did a very good job of getting me off."
Zarima beamed in pleasure.
Mary moved away from the wall and said, looking down at Cassie, "That was amazing!"
"Agreed," Cassie said, as Mary lowered herself back onto her knees and crawled over to Josie.
Glenda joined them.
"So, ready to get drenched in man cum?" Josie asked.
"God, yes," Mary said, finding every aspect of her pledging completely captivating so far.
"Is there a second choice?" Zarima asked.
"Of course," Josie said. "You may get drenched in cum, or you will get drenched in cum."
"I'll take the second choice," Zarima smiled, realizing she'd never been come on. She'd received cum in both her mouth and pussy, but never on her face or any other part of her body.
"Boys, you may come in," Josie said, and all three bukkake participants watched from their knees as over thirty men walked in... all of them naked. "Circle around, boys."
Zarima and Mary stared in awe as cocks of every colour and size were suddenly surrounding them.
"Holy shit," Mary said, this a literal dream 'cum' true.
"Are we to service all these men?" Zarima asked, even as she stared at the variety of cocks.
Glenda, a young 18-year-old sweet thang from the south, added, "I've never seen this many penises in my life."
"They're called cocks, dicks, snakes," Josie corrected. "And yes, the three of you must get all these men off, and take every one of their loads on your faces."
"Oh," Glenda said, a little deflated.
"Don't worry," Mary said. "Just think of it as our sorority baptisms. In this case, baptism by sprinkling."
"Great analogy," Josie laughed, as the men all stroked their cocks around the three women.
"Well, get started, sluts," Josie ordered.
"Let's do this, ladies," Mary said with enthusiasm, as she took a nice hard cock in her mouth, and brought both of her hands to dicks on her right and her left.
"This is crazy," Zarima said, as she approached a big cock before her.
"Get sucking," Veronica ordered, and soon all three girls were servicing cocks.
After a couple minutes, as Mary began sucking back and forth between three cocks, Zarima sucked one, as did Glenda, Josie ordered, "All pledges, come help your fellow pledges with their bukkake. Suck dick, stroke dick, and when your men are about to come, aim their dicks at the faces of these three sexy sluts."
Mary joked, as she backed off of a cock, "Phooey, I thought these were all mine!"
"Oh, all the loads will certainly be," Josie smiled.
"Sounds good," Mary said, as twenty-one pledges came to join her trio, and as she suddenly got blasted with a load of cum. "Ooooooh, yummy," she said, as she eagerly bathed her face in the warm blast of cum on her forehead, nose and cheeks, closing her eyes just in time not to get cum in them.



"Mary, Zarima and Glenda, back up into a circle, and prepare yourselves for lots of incoming cum," Josie instructed.
"I can't suck more cock?" Mary complained, actually disappointed.
"Not at the moment," Josie said, so impressed by how slutty this MILF was. "But I promise you'll will have a freely flowing cock buffet coming very, very soon." (That would be on Friday, when all the pledges discovered the best secret in the city... The Pit.)
"Fine," Mary said, overdramatically.
Zarima backed up fanny to fanny with the other girls, and Mary whispered, "I suggest you close your eyes."
"Why?"
"Getting cum in your eye stings," Mary explained, just as she felt a second load splatter her face.
Zarima watched a cock shooting cannon blasts of cum to coat her friend's face... and she couldn't explain why... but it was really hot!
"Turn your face this way, bitch," a guy said from her left.
Zarima turned to see a cock aimed at her face just inches away being pumped furiously. It was such a nice-looking cock, she couldn't help admiring it, and was then surprised when cum shot out of it and sped directly into her open eye. She quickly closed both her eyes, but too late.
Over the next fifteen minutes, Mary, Zarima and Glenda were drenched with eight to twelve loads of cum each.
Josie then announced, "Time for your cum walk."
"I can't see a thing," Zarima said, as she remained on her knees, feeling a mixture of excitement, exhilaration and helplessness. After sucking and swallowing the loads from five cocks, as well as being the recipient of she wasn't even sure how many facials, her pussy was on fire, having been completely neglected throughout this wild, crazy night.
"Someone will help you with that," Josie said.
A minute later, Mary, Zarima and Glenda had the abundance of cum wiped from their eyes, but only their eyes. Mary opened hers and said, "Hi, Amy."
"Hey, Mom," Amy said, kneeling down to her cum-drenched Mom.
Zarima opened her eyes, also to see her daughter standing before her, but she didn't say anything. Yes, she'd known her daughter was there, she knew her daughter had watched two straight evenings of her sexual debauchery, knew her daughter had experienced both of these pledge activities back when she'd pledged, and yet shame coursed through her as she looked into her eyes.
"You look really hot with that cum all over your face," Afaf said, seeing the guilt in her Mom's eyes. "But I'm sorry to say your gorgeous tits are still hidden behind your dress, so we can't admire those too!"
"Words I never fathomed hearing from my daughter!" Zarima laughed, her daughter somehow relaxing her with those two ridiculous comments.
"Do I look hot?" Mary asked her daughter.
"You look sexy as fuck," Amy said bluntly.
"Words I never fathomed hearing from my daughter," Mary said, mimicking Zarima's words.
"Oh, you'll likely begin hearing many naughty things you never fathomed hearing from me," Amy smiled, as she helped her cum-coated Mom up from her knees.
Afaf helped her Mom up too, and Mary said with a playful smile, "All that white cum really brings out your sexy midnight complexion, Zarima."
"Brat," Zarima laughed, seeing how much cum was coating Mary, and wondering what she looked like coated in all those strangers' cum.
"Just saying," Mary smiled, wanting to scoop the cum off her friend's face, and finding the white cum such a hot contrast to her friend's dark chocolate skin.
"Okay," Josie said, "let's go for our walk."
"I could use some fresh air," Mary quipped, "and a good stretch, too."
"My knees are a little sore," Zarima added.
"Get used to it," someone said. "On your knees is where you'll be for most of your freshman year."
"And maybe even your sophomore one," someone else added, as Mary took Zarima gently by the hand and they followed Josie out of the glory hole room, down a hallway, up a flight of stairs, and then past a bunch of guys. Who were now wearing clothes.
"Where are we?" Mary asked, even though she was pretty sure she knew.
"Inside a frat house," Josie answered, "with all the men who generously offered you their cocks."
"Thanks, boys," Mary said, feeling no shame at all to be coated in cum. "It was fun."
"No, thank you," a guy said suavely.
"No, thank you," Mary countered back, winking at the good looking frat boy.
They walked outside and Josie said, "Veronica, take Glenda for a walk while you go pick up the snacks and pop."
"Sounds good," Veronica said. "Follow me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Glenda replied.
"I'll take these two, and the rest of you can go back to the house and prepare for our late night snacks and movie," Josie said.
"Yes, Mistress," and "Yes, Josie," others said, and soon it was just Josie, Mary and Zarima remaining together.
Josie ordered, "Follow me, cum sluts."
"Yes, Mistress," Mary and Zarima said in unison.
As they walked, they passed the odd guy or girl, each time getting a double or triple take. Zarima obediently looked nervously into everyone's faces, and so did Mary, but far from nervously, and she even waved cheerfully to a couple of guys walking past them.
They reached the corner pizza place and Josie ordered, "Go inside and pick up the pizzas. They're already paid for."
"Like this?" Zarima asked, totally mortified.
"Unless you'd prefer to go in there naked?" Josie offered.
"I'll strip if you tell me to," Mary said, still on her adrenaline high from tonight's activities.
"No, we're not quite there yet," Josie laughed. "but I appreciate the offer."
"Let's go," Mary said, pulling Zarima into the pizza place before she could resist.
"Oh, my goodness," Zarima groaned, as she was led into a crowded restaurant with cum all over her face.
Mary walked up to the till and said, "Hi."
The nerdy looking kid at the till looked up as he lost it, "Hiiiiii!"
"Is something wrong?" Mary asked innocently.
The boy looked at Zamir too, and stammered, "N-n-no."
"You're certain?" Mary asked, still behaving sweet as pie.
"Yes, ma'am."
"We're here to pick up the pizzas for Sigma Epsilon Chi," Mary said.
"Oh, okay," he said, this mundane statement confusing him even more.
"We're pledging," Mary explained.
"Oh, okay," he repeated, as he rushed away to fetch the pizzas.
When he returned, Mary asked, "Can you tell that we each have at least a dozen loads of sperm on our faces?"
"Mary?" Zarima gasped, having felt they might conceivably make it out of here with only a small amount of awkwardness.
"What?" Mary asked, continuing her innocent persona façade, "I just want to know if all that cum is still noticeable. I mean, it's started to dry."
"Yes, ma'am, I can definitely see it," the boy said awkwardly, as he handed her six pizzas.
"I guess it is a lot of cum," Mary shrugged.
"It does appear so," the boy said, in awe of these two mom-looking women, dressed in overly revealing cheerleading outfits, with their faces and hair coated in massive amounts of cum.
Zarima remained quiet, as she watched her friend teasing this boy ruthlessly.
"Do I look slutty or sexy?" Mary asked playfully. "You may choose one or the other."
"Um, I, well," the boy struggled.
"Or my best friend here, how does she look with all that semen coating her pretty face?" Mary asked, loving the power she was assuming over this boy. "Do you think the contrast between her dusky skin and the snow white ejaculate she's wearing is attractive?"
"You both look very pretty," he blurted out, completely frazzled... and horny.
"Why, thank you so much," Mary said. "Isn't he sweet, Zarima?"
"Yes, very sweet," Zarima agreed, becoming a little less embarrassed about her black face being coated in white cum for all to see... and according to Mary, to admire.
"Just as sweet as all that cum was," Mary added.
"Will there be anything else?" the boy asked, his hard cock desperately trying to break free of his pants.
"No that's everything," Mary said. "Have a good night."
"You too," he said, just as a married couple walked in.
"Hi," Mary said, as the woman froze and just stared at Zarima.
When the woman kept staring, Mary asked, "Is there a problem, ma'am? Haven't you ever seen a beautiful woman with a dozen loads of well-earned frat boy cum on her face?"
"Disgusting," the woman said, her face grimacing like she'd just eaten a lemon.
"Actually, I swallowed five more loads, so those ones didn't end up on my face," Zarima explained, the completely repulsive judging of this white woman somehow firing her up.
"Gross," the woman repeated.
"Actually, each load was quite delicious," Zarima said. "Unless you're now speaking German, in which case yes, all of those loads were quite large."
"I only swallowed three," Mary chimed back in. "My other two were deposited in my pussy before my Mistress Cassie sucked them out again." She then gestured to Zarima and continued, "To avoid any confusion, this charming lady isn't Mistress Cassie, she's my dearest friend in the world. We like to call her Cum Slut Zarima."
"Harold," the woman called for help, looking to her wide-eyed husband. He was equally frozen in place, and hadn't said a word.
"Hey, Harold," Mary smiled, as she sauntered past the two of them, "I think your wife could use a load or two on her pretty face. You'd both probably find it quite relaxing."
"Jesus Christ!" the woman cursed.
"No, you should be screaming 'Oh my God!'" Mary called out over her shoulder, as Zarima held the door open for her and they both exited back to the sidewalk.
"You're so bad," Zarima said, barking out a loud laugh, as they walked over to Josie, who was on her phone.
"That was so much fun!" Mary was also laughing.
"Lets go, sluts," Josie ordered, not looking up from her phone.
"Here, take half of these pizzas," Mary said to Zarima.
"Oh yes, sure, sorry," Zarima said, taking the top three boxes.
They walked ten minutes back to the sorority house while receiving more looks, a couple of whistles and some honks from cars, and a couple of lines from men hoping to pick them up.
Once at the house, they found all the girls in the big living room watching a movie... 'Sydney White', a terrible Amanda Bynes movie about a sorority... yet one that was a guilty pleasure for most girls. Actually all Amanda Bynes movies were, such as 'What A Girl Wants' and 'She's the Man.'
"Pizza!" someone called, and girls quickly swarmed to attack all six boxes.
"Go join the other girls," Josie said. "Tomorrow will be another wild day."
"Okay," Mary said, wishing for the second night in a row the sorority leader would invite her to her room and just use her.
"Soon, Mary, soon," Josie said, noticing the disappointed tone in the MILF's voice.
"Yes, Mistress," Mary said, as she looked around at all the girls, just hanging out like she'd originally envisioned sorority life being... the only difference being that every girl was wearing nylons... otherwise this was a sweet wholesome activity... no hint of the wild kinkiness of just over half an hour ago. "Let's go watch the movie with everyone."
"I'm tired," Zarima objected, also wanting to wash her face.
"I wasn't asking," Mary said, taking her hand and going to sit on the floor with some of their fellow pledges.
For ninety minutes all the girls, regardless of the hierarchy within the sorority or what was coating their faces, enjoyed watching a sweet romantic comedy together, before heading to bed just before midnight.
Cleaned up and back in their room, Mary snuggled into bed with Zarima and asked, "Have fun tonight?"
"I think I experienced pretty much every feeling I could possibly ever feel."
As she wrapped her arms around the Muslim woman, she said, "I'll take that as a yes, after you accepted this is your fate."
"My fate?" Zarima asked, feeling so safe and secure the moment she was in Mary's arms.
"Yes, this journey is our destiny," Mary said, kissing the back of her dear friend's neck.
"Destiny?" Zarima repeated, as a warm chill travelled up her back.
"Yes, you and I together discovering who we really are, and accepting our place in the world," Mary said, "although as we progress, it should become less about accepting whatever comes our way, and more about seizing the world by the balls and taking what we deserve."
"You really are a glass half full kind of woman," Zarima said, the same mixture of feelings swirling inside her as when the day had started.
"This experience is rekindling my fire," Mary said. "And I'm going to keep the fire burnin'," After a moment and a soft laugh, she began singing REO Speedwagon's 'Keep the Fire Burnin'.
Zarima shook her head at Mary's terrible singing, but she turned her head around and said, "That isn't even the right song."
"Excuse me?" Mary asked.
"If you're going to sing an REO Speedwagon song to me, it should be 'I Can't Fight This Feeling anymore," Zarima sang.
"I've forgotten what I started fighting for," Mary sang back, until Zarima kissed her.
They kissed tenderly for a minute, before the kiss was broken and Mary smiled, "I want you here with me."
"I don't want to lose you," Zarima countered, one new song from the greatest hits following another.
"Hey that song wasn't even a big hit," Mary smiled, kissing her again.
"It should have been," Zarima said.
"So should Variety Tonight," Mary said, "which we got a lot of tonight."
"We interacted with so many dicks," Zarima nodded.
"Well, we got to keep Rollin' With the Changes," Mary smiled, unable to resist one more REO Speedwagon song... the two ladies having gone together to see them live in 2017.
"Well," Zarima said, as she turned back around and was cocooned into Mary's arms, "tonight you'll be In My Dreams."
"Good night, Zarima," Mary said, way past exhaustion, as she closed her eyes.
"Good night, Mary," Zarima replied, drifting into slumber.
Both ladies fell asleep quickly... exhausted... and content.
THE END OF PART 2
COMING NEXT:
DAY 3:
Sorority MILFs: A Strap-on Battle
The pledges must wrestle each other until they each cum... and the last girl to succumb to an orgasm wins.
Day 4:
Sorority MILFs: BBC Heaven @ the Pit
The pledges go to The Pit and discover the considerable power of BBC.
Day 5:
Sorority MILFs: Fuck-Fest Orgy
The final day... a full-fledged orgy with everyone joining in, not just the pledges.
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In part one Cecelia, a CEO with a major ego, is put in her place by a company fixer who sees past her strong-willed female persona to her natural submissive nature, and he begins training her to be a completely submissive slut.
And now... the morning after her complete submission... or what she had thought was her complete submission....
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 2
The next morning: Sunday
I woke up feeling completely refreshed... I opened my eyes, and only then realized I hadn't slept in my own bed.
Then last night came flooding back to me.
I'd willingly cheated on my husband.
I'd allowed another man's cock into my mouth and my pussy.
I'd allowed another man to come on my face.
I'd allowed another man to fill my unprotected womb with his seed at a time when I was at my most fertile. He might have gotten me pregnant, and I absolutely hadn't cared! (Strangely, I still didn't.)
I'd allowed another man to tie me up, thus rendering me completely helpless.
Fuck!
I should have felt guilty of course, yet oddly, I didn't.
Instead, I felt liberated.
Instead, I felt alive.
Instead, I craved even more.
I rolled out of the bed... alone... wondering where he was... likely upstairs somewhere, since I was in the basement of his house... wondering what time it was.
I got up and stretched. I felt surprisingly refreshed after a night of such extremes of sexual debauchery. I didn't feel tired at all. I went to the phone in my purse and saw twelve messages from my husband. I read them all, and only the last three expressed some concern about my welfare.
I called him. "Hey," I said. "I'm alive."
"I was worried."
"I just needed a day without electronics," I said, which except for the vibrating toy, was actually the truth. "Sorry, I should have told you I was taking a technology break."
"Good for you," he said, having told me many times I lived far too much on my devices. Always having them on, responding to text messages and such at all hours of the day or night, including when we were out to dinner, or even during social gatherings.
"Yeah, I figured you'd appreciate it," I said, although my tone conveyed a slight hint of annoyance at his patronizing response.
"Woah. I didn't mean that in any way except 'Good for you'," he clarified.
Sure, he meant well; and he certainly wasn't trying to start a fight. But I was, so I said belligerently, "I know what you meant."
"Honey, I didn't mean anything at all," he attempted to backpedal, immediately on the defensive. Which was a position I put him into a lot, I realized.
"Sorry," I apologized, as I realized I was only trying to start a fight so I'd feel less guilty about cheating on him. "I'm feeling just a little sensitive," which was true; my pussy felt raw from last night's overuse.
"No worries," he said. "How was it to unplug and just let go of the rest of the world?"
"Amazing," I said, conscious of still telling him the absolute truth, even while misleading him. "Liberating, even."
"I said that you would," he said, again not deliberately attempting to start a fight, but oblivious to his own smarminess... he was who he was.
"Yeah," I said, ignoring his stereotypical 'I told you so', and instead saying, "It felt liberating just to let go." I stopped short of adding '...and to give free rein to my carnal lust'.
"That's great," he said, oblivious to what he was calling 'great'.
"Yes, it was amazing," I said, really enjoying telling him something scandalous, while he thought I was saying something far more innocent. "Literally life-changing."
"Awesome," he said. "Well, I hate to cut this short, but I'm attending a breakfast meeting."
"Sounds good," I said. "I need to go get some breakfast myself."
"Love you," he said.
"I love you too," I said automatically, now feeling slightly guiltier, although still not very much. I did love him. I really did. Just not with any passion anymore, and recently I'd realized I needed a lot more than just vanilla love.
We hung up, and after going to the washroom, I looked around for my dress, since I was wearing only the garter belt and stockings I'd worn beneath it last night. Not finding it, I shrugged and walked upstairs to where I assumed the kitchen would be. (The previous evening when I'd arrived, I'd been so preoccupied with other matters I hadn't noticed whether Paul's house even had a kitchen!)
To my surprise, he was already up.
To my further surprise, he was sitting at the kitchen table reading an actual printed newspaper! Who still does that in 2021?
And next to my astonishment, he had a woman wearing a maid's outfit kneeling under the table sucking his cock!
He didn't look up, as he said casually as if there wasn't an elephant in the kitchen sucking his dick, the dick I wanted to suck, the dick I'd been hoping would be my breakfast, "There's a full breakfast ready for you in the dining room. Be sure to fill yourself up, because you have a busy day ahead."
"Yes, Master," I said submissively, secretly glaring at the brunette under the table who was bobbing slowly on his penile masterpiece... jealousy and envy coursing through me.
I went into the next room, where a very nice spread was indeed laid out. I dished up some pancakes, some sausage (not the sausage I was craving), some bacon and some toast. It was only with the amazing aromas and food before me that I suddenly realized how hungry I was... all I'd eaten last night was some cum, and nowhere near enough of that... not for nourishment, anyway.
I returned to the table and sat down across from him. As I began eating, he asked, "How was your sleep?"
"Surprisingly refreshing," I reported.
"Why surprisingly?" he asked, finally looking up at me for the first time since I'd arrived upstairs.
"I don't normally sleep very well," I explained. "I tend to be a restless sleeper."
"That's because normally you're constantly thinking about work and never letting yourself go," he said, or more like lectured (but just pedantically, not browbeating me at all).
"I suppose," I responded as I ate some bacon. He was likely right. I was usually either working or thinking about work every waking moment of my day, regardless of where I was. But last night, from the moment I'd wandered curiously into his sex room, my work brain had vanished... I hadn't thought about work at all!
"Oh, there's no I suppose," he refuted. "I know what I'm talking about."
"Yes, Master," I said, loving his strong confidence and knowledgeable persona.
"You do know it's almost eleven?" he enquired.
"What? No way!" I gasped, having not even glanced at the time when I checked my phone, preoccupied with my husband's texts. "I never sleep in that late!"
"That's the freedom granted by your ultimate submission," he explained.
"I guess so," I laughed. "I can't believe it's eleven already." By now I would normally have worked out, read the news (on my iPad of course, not an actual newspaper), eaten breakfast, showered, and would likely be on my computer working, even though it was a Sunday.
"One thing about submission and surrendering your control completely, is the astonishing tranquility resulting from unthinking obedience," he said. "Or less wordily, once you let me do all your thinking, you're free."
"I hadn't thought of that," I admitted, not sure it could possibly be that simple, and yet I did feel a tranquility I was far from accustomed to... a relaxed morning, even on a weekend, wasn't something I normally experienced.
"Ah, but as of last night, it's no longer your job to think when we are together," he said, as if I should have remembered, which hurt just a bit, even though I vaguely remembered hearing him say something like that last night. "From now on, I'll be doing all your thinking for you. At least whenever you aren't working."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, happy he'd included the addendum. What he was saying was that he saw me as his submissive slut whenever we weren't at work, but he still respected me as a career woman with a head on her shoulders whenever we were in the workplace... which was exactly the kind of relationship I'd been secretly fantasizing about, and even longing for, for many years.
"Good. Now once you've finished eating, and no big hurry, you may help yourself to seconds if you like, then you may go shower, second room on the right down that hallway," he pointed, "and then go to the next room on the right, the third one, and put on the attire I've arranged to be left for you on the bed," he instructed. And then he groaned, and from his expression, he'd just unloaded his morning load into the maid's mouth.
And pitifully, all I could think was, Why not my mouth? Which served me right I suppose; he'd warned me not to think.
"Yes, Master," I replied, still finding just mindlessly obeying his instructions not only as natural as breathing, but also completely liberating.
"Good," he said. "Barbie, you may come out now, and stand up."
"Yes, Master," she obeyed. A moment later, she was standing before me with a couple drops of his cum still on her lips, which she soon licked clean.
"Barbie, this is Seesee; Seesee, this is Barbie," he introduced.
I did a double take! It couldn't be! But it was! My eyes went wide! I knew this woman! Fuck, everyone knew her! She was a Senator from our state of Massachusetts. She was a role model for all women. She would possibly become the first woman U.S. President. Although her name wasn't Barbie, never Barbie, it was always Barbara. Except when you weren't addressing her as 'The Honorable Senator Brown'.
"It's pleasant to meet you, Seesee," she greeted me graciously. After she'd given me a thorough and approving look up and down my body, she thereafter ignored my almost total nudity, apparently viewing it as an inconsequential (but pleasant) detail of my presence here.
"Actually, we met a couple years ago at a fundraiser for women in need," I mentioned, in awe of the personage standing in front of me, and doing my best to act as if I weren't virtually naked.
"I'm sorry for not remembering," she apologized, apparently sincere.
"Please don't be," I hastened to reply. "I can only imagine the number of people you must meet on any given day."
Paul cautioned, "Now it goes without saying that whomever you meet, and whatever you witness in my house, is all one hundred percent confidential."
"Absolutely!" I agreed wholeheartedly, with so many questions swarming around inside me. But the main one was simply: how on earth had Barbara Brown, such a well-known politician and internationally respected feminist, ended up under a table wearing a maid's outfit, sucking Paul's cock and swallowing his cum? "But... Seesee? Really?"
"If the honorable Senator here can tolerate being called Barbie, I don't think it unreasonable for me to trivialize your name as well." Then addressing the cock sucking Senator, "Do you object to my calling you Barbie, your honor?"
"You know I don't, Master," she replied with a saucy grin.
"Then Seesee, it's settled. Barbie will help you to orient yourself after you've showered."
After she walked away with impeccable dignity, managing to do so wearing six inch heels, impractical for any woman under any circumstances, he said, clearly reading my mind like he always did, "Like I said, many strong women are searching for a man who can sexually put them in the place they crave."
"She's married, you know," I pointed out, although my own marriage obviously hadn't stopped me from handing over my reins to him.
"So?" he asked.
"Just saying," I said.
"Most of my pets are married; they're just never sexually satisfied until they've joined my "chosen family"," he said.
"Have you fucked her husband?" I asked, recalling his telling me he planned to fuck mine, and Barbara's husband was a nationally prominent businessman.
"I cuckold every husband of every woman I train," he said, not directly answering the question, but nevertheless conveying the answer. "Now go shower. We need to begin your Day Two's training."
"Yes, Master," I said, as he left the room and I headed to the bathroom.
I took a long, not quite scalding hot shower... cleansing myself of sin, while prepping myself for more sinning.
I got out, wrapped a towel around myself and went into the bedroom, where I found only a pair of white thigh high stockings and a white leather collar placed neatly on the bed. No panties. No bra. Not even any lingerie. The collar had a small metal ring for attaching a leash. I understood immediately that today would be an entirely new level of submission, compared to last night's.
I sat on the edge of the bed and slid on the silky sheer stockings... which were easily the softest, sheerest, silk stockings I'd ever worn.
"You look good in those," Barbara observed, slipping unobtrusively into the room.
"T-t-thanks," I said, in awe of still being almost naked with this woman I admired so much. I knew she was almost sixty, but she didn't look anywhere near that age.
"I see you're Master's newest recruit," she said in a friendly way, coming over to me, carrying a white leather leash in her left hand.
"So it would seem," I said, part of me ashamed to be seen in such a humiliating situation, yet the knowledge that she'd obviously once been precisely where I was now during her own journey, made it far less so.
"Don't be too concerned about what you're about to experience," she said reassuringly. "Even though it will be unbelievably challenging at first, once you give in to Master completely, you'll experience levels of freedom and pleasure you can't even imagine right now ."
"Do you feel that way now?" I asked, as she attached the leash to my collar.
"It took me some time, and some intense struggling against myself to get there," she explained openly and warmly, rather like we were sisters in arms. Except that she already knew the terrain lying ahead of me extremely well, while I couldn't even imagine it yet. "Like you're experiencing right now I suspect, I went back and forth between two extremes. Thrilling to my ultimate submission and often even exulting at times, but attempting to cope with my ultimate shame and guilt at other times. Can you relate?"
"Yes and yes," I said, this intimate conversation really buttressing my feelings. I had a difficult road ahead, but she had every confidence I'd eventually make my way along it, just like she herself had done. "But I'm hoping the other side is different?"
"Well, I'm not promising you'll ever feel totally guilt free, or at least not until your husband submits too, but the emancipating emotions of your submission, combined with the variety of pleasures you'll experience almost every step of the way, will usually override most of the guilt," she predicted.
"That's how I felt last night," I admitted.
"I'm glad," she said. "You're very pretty," she added, as she leaned in and kissed me. Not passionately at all, but warmly, reassuringly.
I felt wetness gush out of my pussy the moment her lips contacted mine while I mindlessly returned her kiss, in awe of whom I was kissing.
When she broke the kiss, she offered, "I'd love for you to come by my home for a visit sometime."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded. "I can promise you'll have the time of your life."
"I can imagine," I smiled.
"You see, I may be a submissive to Master, but I'm also Mistress to a number of submissive women," she said, a single finger gliding back and forth across the sensitive flesh between my bare breasts.
"I'd become your pet without any hesitation," I replied, literally trembling with excitement at the possibility.
"I know you would," she said, her finger slowly slithering down towards my fevered pussy. Just as a finger of her other hand was almost touching her own pussy underneath her black, extremely short skirt.
"Ohhhhhhhh," I moaned, without her finger even touching my core.
"Oh, would I love to fuck you right here and now, you pretty thing," she sighed, "but Master has given me very clear instructions."
Her hand moved completely away from me, and she tugged gently on my leash.
Understanding her silent instruction, I lowered myself first to my knees, and then onto all fours, symbolically becoming her pet. Or perhaps she was only serving as my pet sitter until delivering me to Paul.
"Follow me," she said, and I did, wetness leaking out of me, as I followed this submissive/maid/Mistress/feminist/Senator, like a bitch in heat.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, the idea of perhaps ending up between the legs of someone as powerful and inspiring as Barbara was a major rush.
She didn't say anything, but I thought she might be smiling as she led me back down the hallway, awkwardly (me, not her) downstairs to the basement, and back to the scene of last night's criminal activity. (Not literally of course, it only felt like it.)
"Climb onto the bed," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, doing as she instructed.
"Are you already stealing my new pet before I even get her trained?" Paul asked unexpectedly. I hadn't noticed him when I crawled in... since I was focused on the incredible legs of the amazing women who'd taken me for a walk. (I know, Woof! But this could be you someday, if you're extremely lucky!)
"Steal isn't the right word," Barbara said. "Borrow, I think is a better descriptor."
"She's quite a catch, with many possibilities," Paul said.
"Her possibilities are endless," Barbara agreed, "eventually anyway, but not just yet, at least not for me," as she stroked her hand enticingly over my ass.
"I'll see you when you return next week, slut," Paul said, obviously dismissing her.
"Yes, Master," Barbara said, sounding a little disappointed, just like I was. "It was nice meeting you, Seesee. Enjoy your training."
"Thanks," I said, wondering how soon I'd be able to become her pet too. But taking a step back from the thought, I couldn't help but shake my head at just what I was thinking. How quickly I'd shifted from a no-nonsense boss all my employees feared, to... to... whatever I was now.
"Don't worry," he said. "You'll get to play with Barbie someday."
"I truly hope so," I said, hoping she heard that, but I was facing the other way, and wasn't even sure she was still in the room.
"Oh, I guarantee that you will," she replied, still nearby and sending a real thrill through me! "But for now, I have a flight to catch."
"Bye, slut," Paul said, and hearing Paul addressing someone as prominent as Barbara with that slur was simply surreal!
"Bye, Master," she said.
"So are you ready for Day Two of your training?" he asked me.
"Yes, Master," I answered with some trepidation, but still willingly enough.
"Today's training will be more intense than last night's."
"That I can't fathom," I said, recalling how intense everything had gotten last night.



"Oh, but you will soon. I'm just beginning to push your boundaries," he said, as he walked around the bed I was sitting on carrying some rope, sat down next to me, and tied my wrists together... in front of me, thank God... and then maneuvering me into a strange position, he lifted me up with a forearm beneath my belly and brought my bound wrists underneath me towards my legs, before tying them to my ankles... and thus face planting me into the bed. Totally exposed and vulnerable, I mused that this must be what a face down, ass up position would be. "This will be uncomfortable at first, but eventually you'll get used to it."
"Yes, Master," I said with outward docility, but not certain he was correct about the getting used to it part, although the uncomfortable part was true already.
He then got off the bed and fixed a bar between my ankles, keeping them about eighteen inches apart. I hated my total helplessness, and yet I was powerfully turned on.
"I hope this means I'm getting that big dick of yours," I said.
"Not until you've earned it, or at the very least begged sufficiently for it," he said, as I then felt something shoved into my mouth... and strapped around my head. A ball gag. It seemed I wouldn't be doing any begging anytime soon!
Instead of his dick, I felt a vibrating toy slid into my pussy. "Mmmmmm," I moaned into the gag, wishing I could say something nasty to him. Reliving last night, then this morning seeing him getting head under the kitchen table, my being kissed and touched by Barbara, and now a toy in my pussy, had me completely ready to erupt.
He once again lifted me up and propped three cushions beneath me, so instead of being face planted, I could now see immediately in front of myself, but only a couple feet or so. He then placed an iPad in front of me, so just about all I could see was its screen.
"Now watch these videos, but no coming," he instructed.
I would have argued that this prohibition seemed impossible to comply with, but I was bound securely with a gag in my mouth, so my protests literally never left my mouth.
"I'll be back in a couple of hours," he said casually, and left me to it.
Again I wanted to say something, to plead with him to fuck me, yet all I could do was perch within the cushions on a fulcrum of my hands and feet, in a very awkward and strange doggy style position, and sort of enjoy the teasing vibrations inside me while resisting coming because of them, and watch the video placed before me from about a foot away.
The first video had been filmed in this very room, on this very bed, and it showed a big boned blonde with her face pixilated out, taking simultaneous cocks in her pussy and ass... a kink I'd never tried, and in all truth never even fantasized about. I'd done a few wild things in my youth: in the early days of my professional career I'd sometimes used my mouth and body to get something I wanted, but I'd never given up my ass... it just didn't seem erotic... I was never intrigued... it was just an out hole... plus, it seemed so unsanitary.
This blonde would disagree with me. She had a gorgeous English accent with which she begged, "Double team my holes, fuck my arse, fuck it good."
Hearing the word 'arse' made me smile. I couldn't explain why, but arse sounded dirtier than the American 'ass'... and also somehow kinkier. Her performance didn't make me want to take a dick in my ass, but she made it apparent that she found it very pleasurable.
"What are you?" Paul's voice asked.
"I'm a dumb cunt who loves a dick in her arsehole and another knob in my quim, while my useless husband wanks himself," she said, looking right at the camera, assumedly her husband either filming or near the camera, or perhaps the video was for him to see later.
Which made me wonder.
How would my husband Joseph take my infidelity?
How well or how badly would he take watching another man's cock using my mouth or my pussy?
How would he take meeting Paul, with my introducing him as my Master? Especially if I did it while almost naked, and down on my hands and knees while Paul held my leash?
How would he take being turned into a cock sucker, and then ass fucked, like Paul had told me he'd someday do to him?
But did Paul actually fuck men? He didn't seem like a man who'd fuck another man. He was a man's man. A man who knew what he wanted and took it. I simply couldn't imagine his fucking another man. Yet a week ago, I also couldn't have imagined myself naked and bound in another man's sex room watching porn, praying for him to hurry back so he could use me any which way he wanted!
Fuck!
"Oh yes, come in my arse, come in my shit box, so my cuckold husband can crawl over here and eat my gaping arsehole while it's leaking with a real bloke's cum," the woman spoke wickedly. If I didn't know this was a homemade porn film shot in Paul's sex room, I would assume this was a scripted video. No one talked like that in real life... yet there she was... and here I was... which was where she'd been... which... I must have been getting delirious since my head was spinning!
As I continued watching, her moans getting louder, her speech getting nastier, and Paul becoming equally verbal (for some reason the man in her other hole... and which hole each man was in I couldn't say, since all I could see was her pixilated face and her tits, that weren't), I couldn't help but replay my week just past, and how I'd progressed from a strong, no-nonsense businesswoman to being here almost naked, securely bound and completely lacking in any control of my actions whatsoever. And even including the frustration of my constant struggle against coming, I was pleased as punch to be here!
I'd known within a minute of meeting Paul there was something about him... something magnetic... something that drew me to him like a moth to a flame, even while his eyes saw through my tough no-nonsense exterior to the submissive inside me who was silently yearning to be allowed to come out and play.
"Yesssss, he's coming in my arse, Harold," the woman screamed, and this nasty revelation appeared to trigger her orgasm.
I didn't want to get ass fucked... it still seemed so wrong... yet knowing I likely wouldn't have any choice about it, the idea of cum getting shot up my ass was oddly intriguing.
The scene shifted to a different woman, who was being fisted... something I had indulged in more than a few fantasies about doing. The idea of taking a fist, or even a wrist, or perhaps even an entire forearm up my cunt, was a highlight of my bucket list that really turned me on... although in all my fantasies, it had been a woman doing it to me... and in this case it was a man, likely Paul who was fisting this hairy pussy... the shot an extreme closeup of only that, so I couldn't remotely tell what the woman looked like... I could only listen to hear her moaning while the forearm fucked her.
Could I take a fist?
And a wrist?
Or an entire forearm?
I recalled how in our meetings, Paul's eyes had always appeared able to see right into me. And if he really could... he'd know I wanted this. To be fist fucked.
"Oh fuck, I'm so full!" the woman moaned.
"Only real sluts take entire fists up their cunts," Paul informed her (and me), confirming my suspicion about whose fist this was.
"That's what you've turned me into... a real slut," the woman accused, but not in a blameful way, just giving credit where it was due.
"No, you were always a real slut, you just didn't know it," he corrected her.
This was similar to something he'd said to me. He'd seen in me what my blind husband hadn't detected in more than twenty years of marriage... my need to be used... to be dominated...
"Yes, you awoke the submissive slut within me," she moaned, sounding like her orgasm was rising.
Perhaps that was true for me too, or at least partially true. Maybe I'd always been a slut and was just afraid to act like one.
I'd always known I had this slutty side inside me dying to come out. From the porn I watched. The erotica I read. The fantasies I had. The sexual extremes I'd gone to with strangers a few times when I was younger, that I'd always judged myself so harshly for afterwards... they all pointed to that side of me.
So Paul wasn't necessarily awakening the submissive slut within me, but was rather just giving her permission to come out and play... was telling her she wasn't shameful but natural... and was helping me to accept that this dirty side of myself wasn't a catastrophic character flaw or a fatal weakness. For that's what I'd always told myself after my orgasm had ended from a nasty masturbation experience of imagining myself being treated like a slut.
And as Barbara had told me earlier... the result was liberating!
"Ooooooh, fuck," the woman screamed, as she came from the fisting. Paul pulled his arm out, and her cum sprayed all over the place, like a faucet had burst. Again something I'd only seen in porn... although with the volume of fluids I'd squirted when I came yesterday following all that teasing may have been close.
I couldn't help but imagine Karen, my secretary cum pussy eater at work, and very recently my new friend and Mistress, spreading my legs on my desk and fist fucking me.
The scene switched to a slender black woman with cocks in all three of her holes... being fucked airtight.
Getting spit-roasted back in the day had been exhilarating (until the shame always hit me afterwards), and I knew I'd love to get fucked from both ends again... big lovely cocks using my pussy and mouth as I bounced back and forth like a rocking horse... but this time guilt free! Or at least that was my hope... Barbara had told me it would become a possibility once Paul had gotten my husband Joseph on board with my new lifestyle. And with his new lifestyle as well!
I wondered why Paul was making me watch all of this. Was he foreshadowing each of those events happening to me? Or was he only trying to drive me wild with hot, nasty homemade porn while he had me bound, helpless and with a toy buzzing slowly in my pussy.
Then it hit me!
Had he filmed my submission last night?
Was he filming me right now?
And if he had filmed me last night and/or was doing it now, would he add me to this compilation?
And was I okay with that?
He had blurred the faces of both women I'd seen so far, and I hadn't seen any more than the cunt of the fisted girl.
"Oh yeah, this bitch loves it," someone who wasn't Paul said.
The woman moaned on the cock in her mouth in response as I wondered... even after everything I'd submitted to so far... including giving myself to Paul mind, body and soul... and cheating on Joseph with very little guilt and absolutely no remorse... I wasn't sure I could ever go this far. Being ass fucked. Then once that hurdle was surmounted, being fucked airtight.
Somehow cheating on Joseph with Paul I felt okay with, since I felt strongly that Paul was my sexual kindred spirit while Joseph never had been, so it didn't really feel like cheating... but fucking a second guy, or a third one, would unquestionably qualify.
I know that logic is irrational, but it made sense to me.
I'd obviously crossed a line... a crossing that could never be undone. Yet there were still other lines I wasn't prepared to cross... but then I realized with foreboding that I'd declared I would obey Paul without hesitation no matter what... and I'd pledged to be his willing slave with no expiration date... body, mind and soul.
The video switched to a Latina, at least her body type suggested she was one. She was kneeling at a gloryhole bobbing on a cock, presumably a stranger's, through a hole in the wall.
Very much like the fisting, this one excited me.
The idea of sucking a stranger's cock, or better yet several strangers' cocks, through a barricade concealing the men's and my identities I found extremely exciting, and this was one of my ultimate fantasies. I'd been tempted a couple times while visiting distant cities to explore the experience ... but had resisted the temptation.
Cock after seemingly endless cock!
Load after endless load!
The girl then stood up, turned her huge booty around, and backed up to take a cock in her pussy.
"Fuck, that's so hot," I moaned into the gag. (Well I knew what I was saying, even though nobody else could have made any sense of it.)
This gloryhole wasn't inside a dirty bathroom like in every porn film, but it was in what looked like a very nice room... it was even carpeted. Which made me wonder if this gloryhole was here in Paul's house! It seemed unlikely, but that's what popped into my head.
Then I wondered fancifully if I could somehow create a gloryhole in one of the men's rooms at work, so I could extract a few doses of cum from my employee's cocks in an attempt to give something meaningful back to them... and thus making amends for my harsh treatment of them over the years.
Which brought me to what in retrospect should have been an obvious question. Why weren't there any gloryholes for women... you know, where women (or perhaps men as well) could eat pussy discreetly! in 2021 wouldn't one think this was a brilliant idea?
How many women who were straight but curious, or bi and hungry for pussy, or lesbians just cruising for anonymous cunt, would frequent such a service? But I needed a label for this innovation. Pie spread? Cherry dive? Peach dip? Beaver pie?
Actually, this version of a gloryhole and thus the label, made a lot of sense, since it would give any woman, perhaps even a very shy one, the opportunity to savor the glory of another woman's sweet hole. Maybe the gloryholes for cocks should be renamed instead. Dick stop? Cock suckers' delight? Jizz emporium?
I shook my head at how meandering my thoughts were becoming while I watched this woman bouncing back onto the cock in the wall. The videos in front of me and the buzzing inside me were driving me wild, and they were turning my brain into a muddled mess... which truth be told, it really had been ever since Paul had first walked into my office.
The woman spun around, dropped back to her knees and devoured the cock. Unfortunately there was no sound for this clip, but assumedly she swallowed his load. God could I use a load, or even two.
The video changed scenes again... this one with sound again... and this time it was two girls in a 69 while Paul, I assumed it was Paul, was fucking the one on top.
I imagined Karen and my sharing this same 69, with me on the bottom licking her pussy while Paul fucked her from behind.
As I imagined this menage, I couldn't help but be shocked all over again to recall learning that behind Karen's persona of married with a kid who'd just turned three, my secretary who'd willingly for years been eating my pussy whenever I beckoned her, was actually, or perhaps was also, a dominant woman who had a stable of at least several pussy lickers in our office building... something I hoped to learn lots more about while I progressed in my sexual awakening.
Like I did, she hid her true sexual identity behind a businesslike façade... just like Barbara did as well... and I now decided, like many women must be doing.
"Oh yes, fuck me," the top woman moaned to the onscreen Paul, and I really wished someone would fuck me right now! I was so horny I'd likely be eager to fuck the next man I saw, regardless of his age, looks, body type... I just needed anyone's dick pounding my pussy and giving me permission to come so fucking bad ... this toy inside me right now, along with my being forbidden to orgasm, was super fucking frustrating.
I begged aloud to Paul... whether he was present or not... to please make me come, but of course my pleas were muffled into incoherent babble.
As I watched, I wondered who else at work might be willing to let me dine on her pussy ... one more reason to begin hiring more women.
Just like giving myself mindlessly to Paul, I also didn't view my eating more pussies or allowing more women to eat mine, as cheating.
I wondered how long I'd been bound here like this. However long it was, it was very uncomfortable by now.
Paul came in the girl's pussy, pulled out, and the girl on the bottom leaned up to dine on that assumedly delicious cream pie... another thing I'd love to try... eating a man's cum from a freshly fucked pussy. Mmmmmmmmm!
The scene changed again, and this time I audibly gasped. I mean as audible as anyone could gasp with a ball gag wedged inside their mouth.
A naked woman with huge tits was kneeling in a men's bathroom, and she was being pissed on!
Now this wasn't a kink I'd ever even considered! Of course I'd run across the term golden shower once or twice, but I'd never given the possibility of actually doing it... from either vantage point... any consideration at all. That was a style of kink I wasn't remotely interested in.
No way would I ever want anyone to pee on me. That would be sinking to a level of degradation I wanted absolutely no part of. None! The sight of it actually caused my burning pussy to chill a little, while cock after cock, and then even two women, pissed all over her face and tits while calling her filthy names, and then strolled out, once they'd emptied themselves on her. The woman even kept her mouth wide open to catch as much of the urine as she could, which made this disgusting visual even worse. Why would anyone willingly allow that to happen?
Then as yet another stream of piss was entering her mouth, she brought her hand to her pussy and frantically rubbed herself... and then came in under a minute, while she even swallowed a mouthful of the vile stuff!
What the fuck? Who would actually do this? Who the hell would allow themselves to be humiliated and degraded like that? And then to get off from it?! Incomprehensible!
Paul sure as fuck had better not want me to get pissed on. That was a line I surely wasn't willing to cross. Ever!
The video changed again, thank God, and this one rekindled the flame inside me. A petite Asian woman (I'm pretty sure she was Asian), with long, straight lavender hair reaching almost to her ass, was on her knees while about a dozen men encircled her... each of their dicks hard and looking ready to erupt.
The girl crawled from cock to cock, sucking one and stroking two others at each stop.
Totally unlike the previous scene, this one was hot. I mean it was really hot!
This was another of my recurring fantasies. Having an abundance of cocks loaded and ready to explode all over my face was the ultimate rush. The feeling of even just one man's warm cum on my face... the most I'd ever experienced at a time... had always been a turn-on for me... perhaps it was because of my submissive nature... perhaps my secret desire to be humiliated... or perhaps it was only the warm sensations of a man's cum splattering on my face along with the knowledge of what it was... but it had always turned me on big time.
But a dozen loads... all coating my face... fuck... so hot!
God, did I need to come! But frustratingly, I wasn't allowed to. Nevertheless, I almost did! But I managed not to.
Instead I just watched, as cock after cock unleashed a massive load all over this Asian beauty's face... which although it was partially blurred out without overly hampering the visual, it was still hot as fuck.
She moaned while each load splashed down on her.
She continually begged for even more cum.
And once all those pistols had shot their loads, she scooped the accumulated cum off her face and ate it by the handful!



So fucking hot!
The video ended, and then the cycle began again with the big boned British blonde being banged in her quim and her arse by Paul and some other bloke.
As it did, I pondered the obvious... how far was I willing for my own journey to go?
Yes, I had irreversibly crossed a line.
No, I couldn't go back in time and reverse my decision. Nor would I want to.
Yes, right now I was helplessly bound on a bed waiting for my Master to return, and undoubtably when he did I was either going to enthusiastically suck his cock, or get myself fucked, the very instant he allowed it to happen.
Yet anal?
Yet double penetration?
Yet airtight?
Yet... gah!... golden showers?
Yet facilitating in convincing my husband to suck cock and get fucked?
Would I be willing to do any of those?
I certainly wasn't comfortable with anal... and yet I sensed that with the right convincing I might be willing to explore it, and if Paul outright ordered me to, I'd grit my teeth and proceed, and maybe I'd even turn out liking it.
My husband sucking cock? Actually, that kind of turned me on... but the idea of his getting fucked, less so.
But the idea of enduring a golden shower was a complete turn-off. Just watching it had been bad enough.
Yet even as I pondered these... I had to admit very real... possibilities, I wasn't all that confident about my answers.
I had agreed to obey Paul without hesitation, no matter what.
I had agreed to be a mindless bimbo for him. Did my carte blanche submission necessarily mean I'd be subjected to whatever deviant acts Paul could imagine? Including everything I'd just watched, that he'd not only imagined, but had actually followed through with, and even filmed with these other women whose paths I was following?
If I honoured my promises... which I couldn't deny had been made with utter sincerity... possibly even desperation not to miss the opportunity... I literally had no choice about doing whatever he might order me to do.
One thing was sure... he was going to push my boundaries. He'd even told me he would!
As the scene changed again to the fisting one, he walked in and asked breezily, "Enjoying the video?"
"Most of it," I answered, unable to turn around and look at him, and thus recalling I had a plastic ball strapped in my mouth so he wouldn't have understood me at all.
He chuckled, "I guess I should remove your gag if I'd like a comprehensible answer."
He unfastened and removed the ball gag, and instantly I began moving my mouth around through extreme grimaces... a mouth stretch, per se.
"So did you enjoy the video?" he asked as he sat down and began fucking me with the toy.
"Most of it," I repeated, this time understandably.
"Only most of it?"
"Yeah, some of those things were a little too extreme for my tastes."
"Which ones?" he asked, sounding genuinely curious.
"The peeing for sure," I said. "Yuck!"
"Yes, lots of people can't wrap their heads around some people finding golden showers pleasurable."
"It just seemed like humiliation for humiliation's sake."
"Many people see it that way. But did you see her cum?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Do you think it was faked?"
"No, it certainly seemed genuine," I said after a moment's thought.
"Every woman, and every man for that matter, has a kink or two that many other people if they knew about it, would find scandalous or taboo or disgusting," he said.
"I suppose that's true," I said, thinking that my submissive nature, and also my fisting and bukkake fantasies, would all fit into that category for sure.
"For her it's being pissed on," he said, still slowly fucking me with the toy. "It's her ultimate rush... it even triggers her most intense orgasms."
"I just can't fathom anyone going there," I said. "But regardless of what I think, I can't deny it certainly worked for her."
"A large part of your training will be to experiment with a wide variety of kinks so we can discover the triggers that lead to your most intense orgasms. And also to discover those activities that truly repulse you. I promise never to force you into doing something I truly believe will cause you extreme anguish, harm you emotionally, or that will damage your reputation or would place your career at risk. But short of those, you will obey me in all things. Except that... you'll have a safe word which I'll always honor without hesitation. Everything stops if you invoke your safe word, and then we can discuss the issue openly, with no further coercion from me, at least not until the end of our discussion. Do you understand all that?"
"Yes", I replied quietly, and now with the possibility existing of my having at least some say in these matters, I was surprised to find myself questioning just how repulsed I really was by all that I'd seen.
"I play hard with my fuck toys -- but I never break them. In part that's so I can continue using them but also, as hard as this may be to believe sometimes, I cherish each and every one of you. However, sometimes it might feel like you're broken. But even then only for a little while."
His confidence and absolute certainty were creating desire and hunger inside of me I had never... ever... experienced. At this moment, I truly would do anything he required, no matter how repulsed I thought I may be by it.
We sat quietly for a few moments, while he allowed me to process everything he'd just said... and then...
"Was there anything else you found disturbing?" he asked.
"Anal," I admitted.
"Oh," he said.
"Yeah, I've always considered my anal passage like a river flowing in only one direction, which is downstream."
"Well, that is most unfortunate," he said, his hand beginning to caress my ass.
"It's just so dirty," I added, a chill coursing through me from his tone, and the appearance of his hand on my ass.
"Well, you are a dirty slut," he reminded me, "and all my dirty sluts take dicks in all three of their fuck holes. That is non-negotiable, unless you choose to say your safe word, and we can end now."
I didn't say anything while I pondered this new speed bump placed in my path, and while he pulled the toy out of my pussy.
"You didn't come, did you?" he asked, I'm sure already knowing the answer.
"No, Master," I said. "Although I came close at times."
"Good girl. A crucial part of your training is learning to control your orgasms," he said, walking over to a cabinet.
"Yes, Master," I said, watching him as best I could, from the awkward position I was still restricted to.
"You see," he said, as he grabbed some toys and some lube, "submission requires mindless obedience, submission requires complete obedience, and submission requires putting your utter trust in my judgement. Although in return, my dominance over you requires that I always keep your best interests close to my heart, even though it won't always appear that I am to you. And in time, you'll learn from experience that I'll never harm you. You'll often experience pain at my hands, but never any lasting harm, just lasting benefit."
"I do trust you, Master," I said. "That's how I ended up bound like this in the first place. I trust you noticed I didn't resist you in the least."
"Yes, I agree. So far you've been a very good pet, Seesee," he said, as he approached my ass.
"Thank you, Master," I said ridiculously.
"So do you trust me?" he asked, as I felt something wet poured into my ass crack.
"Yes, Master," I answered. I did trust him, it was myself I wasn't sure I could trust.
"And you understand that I know what's best for you."
"Yes, Master," I repeated like a parrot, since from the beginning, whether I'd realized it or not at the time, he'd always known exactly what I needed.
"Then I'm about to prepare your asshole for my cock," he said.
"Didn't you say something about a safe word?"
"Yes, but not for this exercise unless you wish to end our relationship before it begins. Like I just told you, anal is non-negotiable."
"Yes, Master," I said, "please do as you wish," although my tone conveyed I wasn't at all excited or comfortable with this turn of events.
"Trust me," he said. "You're going to love being an ass slut. It's one of the most authentic of submissive acts."
"It's just not a prospect that's ever turned me on," I said, "unlike everything else you've ordered me to do."
"Well then," he said, as his finger probed the entrance of my butt hole, "prepare yourself to be proven wrong. You're about to experience another variety of pleasure that you'll love, and it can only occur during anal sex."
"Okay," I said, but I flinched as I felt his finger slide inside me. I'd been expecting pain, but all I did feel, at least for now, was a little awkwardness.
"This will feel a bit weird at first," he informed me, very much like a doctor warning, 'This may hurt a little,' while intending only the best for the patient, as Paul slowly wiggled his finger inside my ass.
"You know there are erogenous zones inside your ass, right?" he asked.
"I've never really thought about it," I replied, which was true.
"Yes," he added. "There's a greater concentration of nerve endings in your rectum, and thus a higher potential for experiencing pleasure there, than there is in the entrance to your cunt. Although it's not as high a concentration as in your clit."
"Oh."
"And men have a higher potential for anal pleasure than women do," he added.
"Really?" I asked, as he slowly moved his finger in and out... which felt surprisingly sensual.
"Yes. You've heard of prostate orgasms?"
"I guess so."
"Those aren't possible for women to have, since you don't have prostate glands, but I'll be giving your husband one eventually," he said, as he pulled his finger out.
"I still can't imagine my enjoying this," I said.
"I know you can't," he said, as I felt something else poking at my ass. "But until it happened to you, had you ever imagined being bound with a plastic ball strapped in your mouth and with a toy in your asshole? And then being forced to watch amateur porn where you knew one of the participants, and experiencing all this while being forbidden to come?"
I was about to respond, when he slid a sizeable toy into my virgin asshole.
"Nooooooooooooo," I moaned, both answering his question and protesting against his shoving the toy up my ass!
"There will be some pain," he cautioned, again sounding very much like my imaginary doctor just now, "but only at first."
"I'm feeling that," I said, as my ass burned... not intensely... but undeniably.
"Embrace the burn," he advised. "It's far more pleasant if you manage to do that," as he got off the bed, seized the vibrator and slid it back into my pussy... except this time it was raging away on high!
"Ooooooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as those powerful vibrations inside my pussy completely distracted me from the relatively slight pain in my ass.
"Now I have a new requirement for you. In the next several minutes, I want you to come as many times as you possibly can!" he ordered enthusiastically as he began furiously fucking my pussy with the toy!
"Oh, Gooooooood," I screamed, as permission granted, plus the intensity of the vibrations, he had me erupting in just a few seconds.
"That's one," he said, holding the breakneck vibe deep inside my pussy while pulling the plug out of my ass.
"So intense," I moaned, as the orgasm continued ripping through me like a tornado touching down over and over again.
"A slut comes upon demand," he said, "so that was well done," as I felt a larger toy sliding into my ass.
"Oh fuck," I yelped, as a new burn coursed through my asshole from the greater stretch.
"Focus on the pleasure," he ordered as the toy, which was not only quite wide but also quite long, kept advancing deeper inside me... much deeper than his finger or the previous toy had gone... creating even more pain as it drilled down to new depths.
"Okay, I'll try," I moaned, clenching my teeth as the pain hit, but the pleasure from the toy in my pussy did a reasonable job of numbing it.
"Soon you'll be taking my dick in your ass," he said, "which is even longer and thicker than this toy," as it completed its journey into my ass.
"I don't think I'll ever be able to take your big cock in my ass," I worried.
"You're about to be very surprised, then. With adequate preparation, your ass will be able to take huge cocks," he said. "Just like your mouth and your pussy."
"I don't know," I said, as the vibrator in my pussy and the toy in my ass seemed to be battling for my sole attention... at the moment neither of them winning.
Pain!
Pleasure!
Battling it out!
The only quality they had in common was intensity.
"The pain will subside soon, and then all you'll feel is intense pleasure," he predicted, as for now he fucked only my pussy with its toy, the anal toy just resting deep inside.
"I really don't know," I moaned, even though the fast fucking and intense vibrations had my next orgasm rising quickly.
"Trust me," he said, as he really fucked my pussy with the vibrator.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, as now the pleasure actually was winning, engulfing the pain.
"It's already happening," he said unnecessarily, as he now began fucking both of my holes with both of the toys.
"Oh fuck yes, it really is happening, so fuck me, please fuck me as hard as you can!" I moaned, the intensity of both toys now striving harmoniously towards driving me wild... both of my holes being fucked in unison provoking such rapture through me.
"Fuck what hard?" he asked, pulling both toys out. "Like I insisted upon last night, tell me what you want."
"My pussy, my ass, please Master, fuck my pussy and fuck my ass," I begged desperately, wanting those fucking toys back inside me! I wasn't absolutely certain even now whether the toy in my ass had been enhancing my pleasure or not, but I was absolutely certain the dual sensations had combined into something incredible! And now while he was leaving me hanging, I was desperate for the fireworks to resume.
"You're sure?" he asked.
"Yes Master, I'm sure," I responded lustfully.
"You're absolutely sure you want your ass fucked?" he asked again.
"Yes please indeed, please fuck my ass, fuck it with the toy, fuck it with your big cock, fuck it with a redwood tree if you want," I babbled just short of temporary insanity, willing to do anything to have my holes filled again... feeling so bereft and empty with nothing inside either of them.
"So are you telling me you want me to fuck your asshole and take your anal virginity?" he asked. "I want to be very clear about this. It has to be a decision you're making freely."
"Yes Master, I'm freely asking... no, I'm begging you to take my anal virginity," I pleaded, no longer caring about the stigma of anal sex, or about any stupid phobia about it that my former self (of about half a minute ago) may have had about it.
"But someone told me it's dirty," he said, using my words against me.
"And I'm your dirty slut," I declared, likewise using his against him. "So please Master! Make me your three-hole dirty fuck slut!"
"'I'm really going to gape your asshole," he warned.
"Gape the shit out of it," I said, although at the time I had no idea what gaping even was.
"Cute choice of words," he laughed, as he slid the raging, vibrating toy back into my pussy and positioned his cock at the doorway to my ass.
"Just shove it in," I said. "I'm not afraid anymore, I want to feel the pain. I want to feel your cock destroying my asshole."
He obliged by slowly sliding his cock into my ass.
"Oooooooooooh," I moaned, as his fat cock slowly filled my ass... spreading my ass... creating a new burn... a new pleasure... a new intensity.
"Oh yeah, this asshole is now mine to use, or to share, however I wish"," he said, his hands grasping my hips as his cock kept going deeper into my ass.
"Yes, you own my asshole," I agreed, my head light, my body on fire... not at all worried about, or even registering his words 'to share'.
Pleasure!
Pain!
Intensity!
Submission!
"What are you?" he asked.
"A slut," I moaned. "An ass slut."
"My ass slut," he corrected me.
"Yes, Master," I said, as his cock continued driving deeper and deeper inside me. "I'm your ass slut."
"Such a tight ass," he moaned, and he was now resting his front against my backside... his cock all the way inside me.
"Such a lovely huge cock I have in my ass," I said, feeling so full, so good, so slutty, and yet so completely at ease... lost in a surreal moment of tranquility with at least eight inches of cock inside my virgin asshole. Yes, I still felt some pain, but now it was a good pain.
"Ready to get ass fucked?" he asked.
"No, but yes," I said, knowing I'd just irreversibly crossed another line... and had reclassified another former taboo.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered, an instruction that to me was becoming his mantra, as he bucked his hips three times... hammering his cock into new depths in my ass and creating new pain, which in turn triggered new pleasure... the buzzing in my pussy continuing to add its own intense pleasure to the mix.
"I want to be your ass slut," I declared, "over and over again, as often as you please," my body on pins and needles, but only wanting to give in completely to my submissive nature, and to behave like the slut I was born to be.
"Good answer," he approved, as he held my hips firmly, and began fucking my ass... slowly at first.
Pleasure!
Pain!
Intensity!
Complete rapture!
I was probably going to hell for committing such a sin, but not anytime soon. And for now, I was floating into heaven while feeling such peace.
The pain continued dissipating more and more with each slow stroke, as all eight inches slid in and out of my no longer virgin (and no longer out-only) hole. "Oh fuck," I moaned mindlessly.
"The pleasure is consuming you now, isn't it?" he asked gently, as he continued fucking my ass.
"Yes, it's so good," I agreed, feeing complete serenity and pleasure while I was being sodomized.
"Tell me what you want," he repeated after a few dozen slow strokes.
"To be your complete ass slut," I replied dreamily. "And for now, to have you fuck my ass harder."
"Like this?" he asked, slamming into me.
"Yeeeeeees," I screamed, a brief moment of pain coursing through me, that was instantaneously numbed completely by the fresh surges of pleasure swarming inside me.
"Now I'm going to fuck your ass through multiple orgasms," he announced, as he began fucking me harder... deeper... rougher.
"Yes, yes, fuck my asshole just like that!" I moaned/shouted, my next orgasm already coursing through me.
"Come like some nasty slut getting her asshole pounded," he demanded, as he really reamed my butthole.
"Yes, yes, oh fuck, yeeeeeees!" I screamed just a few seconds later, able to do absolutely nothing except continue coming from getting my shit hole fucked.
"Good girl," he praised, "but now I want another one!" as he kept fucking my ass through my existing orgasm... while the vibrator inside me continued pulsing intensely, assisting in summoning the next one!
"Soooooo good," I moaned, as the orgasm still ripped through me, making my entire body quake, even while I could feel that next orgasm he required from me rising up.
For several more minutes, he kept fucking me.
Hard!
Deep!
And then that next orgasm struck!



Then another!
And yet another!!
Each one bringing intense pleasure to me... so much of it I couldn't bear it anymore; I was overwhelmed!
"No more, no more," I begged weakly, the pleasure finally reaching such intensity I was about to pass out.
"No more what?" he asked, still pounding my ass.
"No more fucking," I said. "I can't take it anymore."
"Not until I unload in your ass," he denied me, not slowing down... this incredible man having the stamina of an eighteen-year-old.
"Oh fuck, if that's what you want, then do it! Fill my ass with your cum," I pleaded, the intense pleasure actually driving me a bit insane.
"Beg harder for my cum, and cum again just one more time, so you can milk the cock that owns you! And this time, squeeze that asshole as you come," he ordered with total dominance, while he pounded me like a real man who knew exactly what I needed!
"Yes Master, please cum in my filthy fuck hole and use it for your pleasure. Let me be your cum dump! Cum inside me, and I'll always do anything you say!!"
"Okay, you filthy greedy slut, you're all mine!" And, "Here it comes!" he bellowed after a couple dozen more strokes, as unbelievably, yet another orgasm erupted inside me!
---+++---
I woke up a few minutes later... or maybe an hour later... half a day?... I really had no idea... no longer bound... and lying comfortably on my back.
I opened my eyes, and the first thing I saw was Paul sitting in a chair nearby, apparently having been waiting patiently for me to wake up, and with a glass of water in his hand. He might be the most demanding taskmaster imaginable, but at this moment I thought he was so incredibly sweet! What a treasure!
"Drink this," he said gently, coming over to hand it to me.
I leaned up on an elbow, still feeling incredibly weak, accepted the water, and downed the entire glass in a single go.
"You'll always need to replenish your fluids after a good fucking," he told me.
"Makes sense, I must have lost a lot of liquid," I joked.
He smiled, "Yes, you're quite the conveyer belt for rapid fire orgasms."
"You did come in my ass, right?" I asked, pretty sure he had, but those last few minutes were a total blur.
"Yeah," he nodded.
"I can't believe you took my anal virginity."
"You seemed to be enjoying yourself."
"Maybe a little bit... the vibrator distracted me," I said, trying to defend my complete lack of restraint while he'd been railing my asshole.
"Yes, that was the point of my using it," he said. "But the next time I pound your ass, we won't be needing any toys."
"Next time?" I asked.
"Yes, that ass is mine now, and it will be well used, just like the rest of my newest three-hole fuck toy I call Seesee," he said.
"That sounds reasonable," I agreed, still thirsty.
"I'll get you some more water," he offered.
He left, and I sat all the way up, and then felt like I was sitting in a puddle of cum. I stood up and saw that I had been... it was a huge pool of his cum and mine intermingled.
He returned, handed me the water and said, "I need to head out soon. Tomorrow we'll begin the next stage of your training."
"There's even more? What's left, now that you've sodomized me?" I asked with an eager smile.
"You'll see. We're just getting started," he said.
"That's what you said last night," I said.
"It was true last night, and it's true again today," he elaborated. "Tomorrow you'll begin completing a list of assigned tasks."
"Really?" I asked.
"Really," he nodded. "Seven days, seven tasks."
"I can't wait," I said, already curious to know what they were... although I did know they'd have to be pretty kinky.
"I know," he said. "My endeavor is to make all your fantasies come true, and also to push your limits to extremes that even given everything I've put you through so far, you've still never imagined."
"I don't know whether to drop to my knees and suck your cock again in gratitude, or turn and run away in terror," I joked, admiring his semi-erect cock.
"For now, neither. Now go home and prepare for a week of awakenings," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I said, as I looked around for the outfit I came here wearing so long ago. Or so it felt like, although in fact it had in fact been less than twenty-four hours.
"Oh wait, and In the future whenever we get together, and your safe word will be 'coconut'" he said.
"Coconut?" I asked.
"It's a distinctive word, and one that wouldn't ordinarily be used by anyone," he said.
"What about suck my coconuts?" I asked playfully.
"Has that phrase ever left your lips before now?" he asked, not smiling at my playful banter.
"No, I guess not," I said. "And I hope I'll never utter the word again. I actually hate coconuts."
"Or we could use pineapple instead," he offered.
"No coconut is perfect," I said. "Coconut is something I'll never eat or drink, yuck, so it can symbolize the way I'll do absolutely anything for you from now on, so and I'll never need to use that word."
"Good," he said.
"Plus, I like pineapples," I smiled, recalling how I'd sometimes noticed a subtle different taste in Joseph's cum whenever he'd eaten some pineapple.
"Now get out of here, slut," he said, slapping my ass.
"Yes, Master," I replied, wondering what next he would have in store for me... and very excited to find out.
THE END OF PART 2
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Willow's Way Ch. 05
It was their one-month anniversary of the first night Willow had turned, gaped, ass fucked and destroyed Faith's asshole. And since that night, Faith had been completely addicted to Willow's two cocks (the original strap-on and the more recent magical one that was actual flesh and blood and which shot semen).
So for their one-month anniversary she wanted to give Willow as special a surprise as she could come up with.
Originally she'd thought she might find a way to seduce Buffy on Willow's behalf, and then present the other slayer to her as a fait accompli; she could tell Buffy was intrigued by what she'd witnessed them doing together... but then when Cordelia, Willow's long-time bully until recently, came up to her and started asking questions, she knew what she could do that was even better! Cordelia asked her, "What you said isn't really true, is it?"
"What I said about what?"
"About Willow fucking you..." Cordelia said, then lowering her voice, "...in the ass."
"Oh yeah! Willow's a real ass fucking machine," Faith replied enthusiastically. "Why? Do you want to get that sexy ass of yours destroyed too?"
"I'm not saying that," Cordelia denied, her cheeks going flushed, since she hadn't been able to stop thinking about Willow in that way ever since that night at The Bronze... a couple of weeks ago.
"Oh, but that's exactly what you're saying," Faith smiled wickedly, now knowing for certain what, or rather whom, she was giving her girlfriend tonight for their anniversary.
"I-I-I need to go," Cordelia stammered, realizing she'd just given away way too much to Faith .
"Not so fast!" Faith pushed Cordelia against a wall, shoving the palms of her hands squarely against her tits. "Tell me Cordelia," she queried in her sexy, sultry voice, "have you ever had that ass of your fucked?"
"N-n-no," Cordelia stammered, even while her pussy tingled at Faith heavily cupping her tits and feeling her panties dampening.
"Y-y-you're lying," Faith stammered mockingly, always able to tell when she was being lied to, and except for the anomaly of Willow's flipping the script on her a month ago, she was almost invariably the most dominant one around... the one able to turn almost anyone into her willing plaything, regardless of their gender. (The only exception besides Willow being Buffy. Neither she nor Buffy could ever get the other to back down, so their cautious friendship was pretty much based upon grudging mutual respect.)
"Please," Cordelia said, even though she wasn't certain sure what she was asking for.
And of course sensing her confusion, Faith pounced. "Please what, sweety? Please push you to your knees and allow you to eat my cunt? Or please strip you, bend you over and fuck your pussy with my strap-on? Or perhaps please gape your asshole and offer it up to Willow to destroy?" Faith spewed out possibilities while she reached her hand under the pretty bitch's skirt and went directly to her pantyhose-clad crotch.
"Oh, God," Cordelia moaned, since hearing Faith's wicked offers had her already wet pussy literally leaking out on her. Then when Faith began rubbing it, she thought she might burst right there in the library!
"Tell me what you want," Faith ordered as she continued rubbing the helpless girl's pussy. A month ago she would have simply shoved this prime target to her knees and made her eat her out, or taken her back to her place and fucked her hard, perhaps in both holes, but now that she had a girlfriend and was being faithful to Willow, she easily resisted the temptation.
"Please, not here," Cordelia begged, since although they were secluded in the library stacks, they could be happened upon at any minute, and she was very loud when she came... like awakening the dead loud!
"I'm good with that. Let's go to my place," Faith suggested, figuring that would give her an hour to prepare the slut for Willow as her very generous anniversary surprise. Even as she thought of that, she shook her head not quite in dismay at how Willow hadn't only turned her into a submissive anal slut, but had also turned her into someone so considerate that she'd remember their anniversary.
"But I have to attend a class," Cordelia resisted.
"Like I give a fuck," Faith snorted, slapping Cordelia's pussy three times through her pantyhose.
"Ohhhh," Cordelia moaned, hurriedly covering her mouth.
"So let's fucking go, before I make you come at top volume in the library," Faith threatened. It wasn't much of a threat, but she definitely meant it, and she'd really do it if it came to that.
"Okay," Cordelia said, unsure what she was agreeing to, but knowing Faith wasn't one to bluff. So another minute, and she'd be screaming bloody murder in the library, since she got very loud and verbal when she was revved up. In truth, she'd be willing to explore almost anything with Faith and Willow... having been unable to stop replaying in her head what she'd seen them doing that night at The Bronze no matter how she tried. She'd sometimes read some articles about anal sex. Recently she'd binge-watched almost exclusively anal sex scenes. She was currently reading predominantly anal stories. And as a result, she'd become obsessed with the idea of being not only ass fucked, but dominated by Willow while it was happening... which was absurd, given how meek the little mouse had always looked and behaved, and the ease with which Cordelia had been able to walk all over her throughout high school.
Faith and Willow had already planned to meet at Faith's after school to celebrate their anniversary, so Faith didn't need to go find Willow and arrange anything... so she simply led Cordelia off the schoolgrounds and away to their rendezvous.
Once they were away from the school and clearly out of anyone's earshot, and Cordelia having had enough time to calm down, she summoned up the pluck to say, "I'm actually not sure about doing this."
"About doing what?" Faith asked, subtly demonstrating her dominance by walking slightly ahead of the preppy bitch.
"Going to your place, and... stuff," Cordelia said, her libido was desperate to keep going, but her logical side knew this was a bad idea. (Which was why it was uncooperative in helping her complete sentences.)
"That's already been decided," Faith said, not slowing down or looking back at the girl.
Cordelia stopped and said, "I'm sorry, but I just can't do this."
Faith, hearing the pretty girl's footsteps stop, turned around, stormed the few steps back to confront her face to face and said, "Look, you dumb fuck. It's obvious you want to get ass fucked. You also want to get used like a dirty slut. You even want to eat my cunt. So all those things are going to happen, is that fucking clear?"
Faith's argumentative tone and wicked words had lit Cordelia's libido on fire again. However, "I just don't know," she said, sounding wishy-washy... just like she'd always seen Willow as before her boisterous coming out at The Bronze.
Faith reached her hand under Cordelia's skirt right out there in the open on the sidewalk, and bellowed, "You don't know? Well I'll tell you what I know. I know if you don't get a move on, I'll finger bang you right here, and then I'll make you eat me right here, and then I'll do your ass until you're screaming for more! It's either that, or you fucking shut the fuck up, follow me like the submissive slut you are, and we do all of that in the privacy of my apartment. Either way, possible TV cameras or not, you're getting your asshole torn apart! Got it?!"
"Okay," Cordelia whispered.
"Okay what?" Faith asked, continuing to rub the girl's pussy right out there in the open.
"Okay, okay, I'll go to your place," Cordelia moaned, ashamed of what was happening to her and yet so fucking turned on.
"And then we'll do what?" Faith asked as she rubbed her hand back and forth, getting Cordelia's to legs buckle a little.
"Whatever you want to do with me," Cordelia caved, and at that moment meaning it.
"Good," Faith said as she removed her hand, knowing exactly when to stop teasing and to leave a woman in a muddled mental and emotional mess, and she resumed walking to her apartment.
Near orgasm, Cordelia took a deep breath and followed the pretty blonde, wondering what exactly she'd just agreed to... and just how far things were going to go. A part of her, a growing part even, was dying to find out... and that side was overruling her cautious side, which was pleading with her to turn around and run like hell!
They arrived at her apartment, walked inside, and Faith ordered, "Strip. We need to dress you up like the slut you are."
"Pardon? Who's a slut?" Cordelia asked as she began to comply.
"You are. And pantyhose? What are you, twelve?" Faith taunted as she came up to her, reached under her dress and yanked them down.
"What's wrong with pantyhose?" Cordelia asked, thinking they accentuated her legs, and she knew Willow often wore them.
"Proper sluts wear either thigh highs or a garter-belt and stockings, so there'll be easy access to their pussies and assholes," Faith explained, lifting her dress to reveal a garter-belt and stockings, an especially nice new set she'd bought today for Willow's viewing pleasure... it went nicely with some other sexy lace lingerie she had... and of course no panties.
Cordelia spotted Faith's shaved pussy and gasped.
"You like eating pussy?" Faith asked, seeing the hunger in her eyes.
"I have on occasion, but I usually get girls to eat me," Cordelia bragged; the nerds, the geeks, the jocks, all were eager to go down on her hoping to benefit their social status.
"Well here in my house you'll be bottom slut," Faith pointed out, then added with a smirk while already imagining Willow destroying this bitch's asshole, "quite literally. Now fucking strip. Let's see that ripe young body of yours."
Cordelia knew she was in over her head, knew this encounter was going to get way out of control, but her curiosity and lust were still leading the way while she got undressed.
Faith went to her dresser and selected a white garter-belt and stockings set, figuring that was all her new pet would need. She returned to admire Cordelia's nude and impressively tight body, which was almost as tight as her own. The old her would have been using this beauty already, but the new her was only preparing her for Willow.
Faith had already received two loads from Willow's magic cock today, one in the morning before school, and another during lunchtime in a seldomly frequented bathroom in the school basement... both times Willow had unloaded a massive load into her shit hole, and then Willow plugged it up tight with a butt plug, to keep her asshole well lubricated and gaped for quick and trouble-free access all day.
"Put these on," Faith instructed, as she too climbed out of her dress.
Cordelia stared at the slayer, in awe of her perfect body.
"What are you staring at?" Faith asked, even though she knew exactly what Cordelia was staring at... perfection! This was the invariable look she got from boys and girls, and men and women, once they saw her naked.
"Nothing," Cordelia said, looking away sheepishly, and fastening the garter-belt to her hips. She'd never worn one of these before, but since Faith was wearing one she just replicated the look.
"Right, absolutely nothing," Faith smirked, indicating she knew exactly why she'd been staring.
Once Cordelia had the stockings on and the clasps attached, Faith ordered, "Get onto all fours on the bed, slut."
"I'm not a slut," Cordelia denied, always hating that word. It was so demeaning to women. If a woman liked sex and did it a lot, she was a dirty slut; but if a guy liked sex and did it a lot, he was an enviable stud... just one more illogical slur delivered by a male-dominated world. And it was even more frustrating when a woman called another woman a slut!
"You've come into my home to eat pussy and to get your asshole gaped and fucked," Faith said bluntly. "Therefore you're a slut. You're my slut and Willow's slut."
Cordelia hated that blunt truth, but she still hated being called a slut, and she said, "Wanting sex doesn't make me a slut."
Faith shrugged as she walked up to the pretty, but not yet completely broken girl, brought her hands directly to her pussy, and said as she rubbed it, "I don't give a shit what you think or how you define the term slut or even define yourself, but today you're my slut, you're Willow's slut, and you're our fuck toy, our cunt licker, our plaything, our pet, and our anything else we decide to call you!"
"Ohhhhhhhh," Cordelia moaned, Faith stroking her pussy driving her wild, as did that plethora of kinky terms, all of them demeaning, and yet right now in the moment, all of them turning her on.
"Is that fucking understood, you dumb, cunt-licking, ass-taking, bimbo bitch?" Faith demanded as she squeezed and tugged on the girl's clit with two fingers.
"Yeeeeeeeeeees," Cordelia agreed mindlessly, her potential upcoming pleasure overriding all of her pride and all her feminism... plus, she decided, if she started only being with other women, that term had a very different connotation, since it didn't fall under any male dominion. So at least for now, she was a slut. "You win! I want to be your sluuuuuut!"
"
Attagirl! So get on the fucking bed now, you dumb whore," Faith ordered, shoving her towards the bed and slapping her ass, "we don't have much time to prepare your asshole for Willow's huge cock."
"Okay," Cordelia agreed as she crawled onto the bed and got on all fours... a position she'd never been fond of... she preferred sitting on a face or riding a cock, since those were power positions for a woman, where she asserted the control.
"Better," Faith said as she admired Cordelia's back end, which was very impressive; she was undeniably a very pretty girl. "You do have a great ass, slut."
"Thank you," Cordelia said, always loving to receive compliments, thriving on them and in instilling fear in meeker people... although today for the first time those roles were being reversed and she was the designated meek one.
Faith got onto the bed, got behind Cordelia, and spread her ass cheeks, "So this asshole has never been penetrated? Not even by any toys or fingers?"
"No, nothing." Cordelia trembled as she felt Faith's warm hands spreading her cheeks open.
"It's a cute little rosebud," Faith mused, admiring the tiny exit-only hole that would soon look very different once it had been repurposed as a two-way expressway.
"Thanks," Cordelia said, having no idea what a rosebud that wasn't cute might look like.
"Now it's time to get it ready for the fucking of your life," Faith said, "Willow fucks harder, and with way more stamina than any man."
"I simply can't believe that," Cordelia said, not questioning Faith's word, although it came across like that, but more expressing her inherent disbelief that anyone meek like Willow could possibly dominate someone like Faith or like herself... or that here she was wearing some other girl's lingerie that effectively covered nothing, and she was otherwise naked, posed upon all fours with her ass sticking up in the air, and she was about to be sodomized by the wimp of a girl she'd picked on for years. Assembling all of that into her brain was taking some serious processing!
"Oh, you'd better believe it," Faith said, "because you definitely will soon," as she placed a finger against the virgin asshole, "when Willow has finished destroying your asshole, and you find yourself a forever changed woman."
"Sorry, I only meant I can't even believe I'm here, like posed like this, and like dressed like this," Cordelia said, "let alone succeed in comprehending everything else as well," and the next thing she couldn't believe was she felt a finger touching her asshole!
"You mean you cannot believe you're on all fours willingly getting anally prepped so you can be ass fucked to oblivion by a nerd you've bullied forever?" Faith asked only out of spite, as she pushed her finger (without any lube of course) into Cordelia's asshole. Faith likely could have instead gotten Buffy onboard for today's anniversary, it was obvious she was curious, but Faith had decided turning this bully into the bullied would be a far better gift. With far more ironic karma! Justice! Retribution!
"Yes, I guess that saaaaayyyys it all exactly!" Cordelia agreed as she felt that dry finger forcing its way inside her virgin asshole. It felt weird! So weird!
Cordelia said helpfully, "Make sure to breathe. I've had more than one girl or guy pass out when I've ass fucked them, simply because they've tried to resist the initial pain and forgot to breathe."
"Guys too?" Cordelia asked, while at least so far this didn't really hurt, it was more of just an odd discomfort... since this experience wasn't remotely natural.
"Yeah," Faith said, loving to be in control of someone, an experience she'd lost completely ever since Willow had taken her ass a month ago. She'd now become pathetically submissive... she knew it... yet she'd discovered she delighted in being the submissive... and more surprisingly, taking part in a romantic relationship... why she'd even all on her own booked a dinner at the best restaurant in town for later tonight... a romantic dinner even. Yet she also still enjoyed being a dominant... turning someone. "Guys will do almost anything for me; no, strike the word 'almost'."
"And for me too," Cordelia said.
"Yeah, I guess you too are used to getting whatever you want," Faith agreed as she wiggled her finger around inside the very tight asshole.
"That's right, I am," Cordelia moaned, finding this finger violation feeling so surreal... then good... then bad... comfortable... uncomfortable... natural... unnatural... what a mishmash!
"Well, today you're going to discover your submissive side; and you're going to discover exactly what your pets feel like while they're servicing you," Faith said, as she continued gradually gaping the tight asshole... preparing it for the life-altering fuck in its near future.
"Oooooh," Cordelia moaned as the finger wiggled around inside her.
"Today you're to obey without hesitation, today you're our pet, and today you're a mindless slut," Faith continued her explanation as she added a second finger, stretching the virgin ass a bit wider.
Faith's words sounded so wicked and wrong, and they both excited and scared her as Cordelia responded only with, "I don't knooooooow!" Her asshole was being stretched wider, and now she felt was a sharp, sudden pain as it was widened even more extremely!
"Remember to breathe, bimbo," Faith reminded her, as a second finger disappeared into the tight ass.
"Huuurts," Cordelia whimpered, experiencing a pain that burned, and yet that inexplicably made her pussy tingle.



"No pain, no gain," Faith quoted... quoted lots of people I guess, as she rotated her paired fingers within a forty-five degree angle, clockwise and then counter clockwise a few times, slowly, gaping the asshole even wider.
"Oh God," Cordelia groaned, literally feeling her asshole being pried wide open... and it hurt... it was uncomfortable... it was humiliating... yet... yet... yet... undeniably it was turning her on!
Faith recognized from Cordelia's moans that she was in that confusing middle ground of the pleasure-pain principle. Undoubtedly she was in pain... yet confusingly... she was also feeling a pleasure totally different from her other sexual experiences. She reassured her, "Don't worry, the pain goes away soon, and the pleasure you're already beginning to feel will eventually consume your body in ways you can't imagine and you've never experienced before."
"This is all so weird," Cordelia moaned as she felt the fingers turning inside her.
Faith glanced at the clock. She only had a few minutes remaining to get this ass completely ready for her lover. She pumped her fingers in and out vigorously, wiggled then around a bit more, and then she pulled them completely out... and paused, admiring her handiwork. She was tempted to eat this nicely gaped asshole, but resisted, since she didn't want to appear at all weak to Cordelia. As she got off the bed she ordered, slapping the girl's ass again, "Don't move, slut. But you are welcome to enjoy the breezes wafting into your rectum for the very first time."
Cordelia was in rapture. The pain! The pleasure! The humiliation! Then anticlimactically, the sudden emptiness. She could feel her asshole gaped open, and she desperately wanted it filled up again. God, she was turning into a slut!
Faith snagged some red lipstick off the dresser, returned with it, and wrote just above Cordelia's gaping asshole, "Happy Anniversary!" She then drew a bow next to it.
"What are you writing?"
"It doesn't matter, slut," Faith said as she added on the right butt cheek, annoyed by the question, "Enter Here!" with an arrow pointing at the gaping, inviting hole.
Humiliation compounded humiliation as Cordelia waited patiently (not!) on all fours with her gaping asshole, for the nerd she'd bullied for all these years.
Faith got off the bed and pulled out the three brand new strap-ons she'd purchased for Willow to mostly fuck her with, but also so she could use them for going to town on Cordelia's asshole. As she heard the front door opening, she neatly arranged the three strap-ons along the side of the bed and threw a blanket over Cordelia's head to hide the identity of this special present while quietly saying, "Don't say a word until I tell you to, slut."
Willow walked in, and immediately saw a naked girl on Faith's bed with her girlfriend who was almost naked as well, so instantly jealousy and rage exploded in her. "What the fuck is going on here?" she demanded.
Faith, suddenly realizing Willow thought she was cheating on her, blurted, "This isn't what it looks like!" Which she then realized was what everyone said when caught cheating, but for once it was true!.
"No? Then what else could it possibly be?" Willow asked, still angrily, dropping her school shit carelessly on the floor and stalking to the bed.
"Ta-da!" Faith sang out, posing like a Price is Right model directing the audience's attention to Cordelia's ass, "it's your anniversary present!"
"Don't you give me that... Huh?... You got me a girl for an anniversary present?" Willow asked, immediately mollified once she finally noticed the writing on the girl's ass.
"Yes, and at the same time I got you a dumb slut, so you can revenge fuck her asshole," Faith embellished, speaking in headlines. "As well some new weapons to use on her."
Willow saw the three new strap-ons, their lengths beginning with large and getting progressively larger, and she asked in sudden curiosity, "Who is it?"
"Nope. You're not allowed to find that out until your cock is buried in her asshole," Faith said. She felt a bit nervous to be ordering around her dominant girlfriend like this, but she was pretty sure Willow wouldn't mind... this time... once she knew the full story.
Cordelia listened in on the surreal conversation, wishing she hadn't allowed herself to get into such a predicament, yet really needing to feel something in her ass after all that teasing.
"You're okay with my fucking another girl?" Willow asked, even though they'd somewhat discussed it already.
"As long as we destroy any third party asses together, and we're using any extraneous sluts for our mutual pleasure, of course not."
"Well, I'm dying to find out who you've gotten under there for me ," Willow said, as she admired a pretty amazing-looking ass, and it was already gaped. "I see you've prepared the bitch's asshole for me already, you sweet thing!"
Cordelia couldn't believe this was Willow who'd just called her a bitch... she sounded so different from her school nerd persona.
"Yep, and except for my two fingers just now, this prime bimbo slut on the hoof is an anal virgin."
"Delicious!" Willow said as she grabbed the ten-inch cock, the other two which measured in at twelve and fourteen seeming too harsh and monsterish for a virgin ass. Shit, even this ten incher was going to tear her apart.
Willow strapped on the harness and picked up the lube from the side of the bed. "Is this ass slut someone I know? You mentioned revenge fucking."
"You certainly do," Faith said smugly, feeling a little giddy, really looking forward to seeing Willow's reaction when she discovered whose asshole she was fucking.
"Sweet!" Willow approved. The old Willow would have been very concerned about her reputation, especially since she still didn't even know who this was, but after outing herself at The Bronze recently, and many people now knowing she was a lesbian dating a super-hot girl, she no longer gave a fuck what anyone thought,
Willow got onto the bed and laughed, "You drew me an arrow? Did you think I wouldn't know which hole to use?"
Faith shrugged, "I just thought it was funny."
Cordelia felt hands on her hips and a prosthetic cock poking at her asshole... she was about to allow the formerly pathetic Willow to ass fuck her... and she couldn't wait!
"Remember: no magical cock, please," Faith requested, "that one is reserved just for me." She couldn't explain why, but sharing sluts with Willow was hot and it turned her on... but the magic cock was really special, and just for her.
"Of course, slut," Willow said, wanting whomever was under the blanket to know she was at the top of this couple's hierarchy.
"Now go ahead and fuck this slut, she's dying for your ten inches in her shit hole," Faith urged, as she watched excitedly.
Ten inches?! Cordelia gasped to herself just as her ass was penetrated. The cock was far longer and wider than Faith's fingers had been, and her pain returned with a greatly increased burn as she let out a loud, "OH, FUCK!"
Willow's eyes went wide as her cock continued sliding into the virgin hole, since that was a voice she'd recognize anywhere! "Shit! Is that Cordelia?!"
"Happy anniversary, baby," Faith sing-songed, pulling away the blanket with a flourish.
"Please stop, this really hurts!" Cordelia begged, the pain particularly intense.
"Shut up, slut," Willow snarled, as she squeezed Cordelia's hips harder, feeling her usual rush of adrenaline from having a cock in someone's ass (until this moment only Faith's), but magnified by the realization that this was her former bully! "You inflicted emotional torment upon me for years, and now I have the chance to turn you into my ass-loving fuck toy. And you think I'm in the mood to give you a break?!" (Even in this moment of triumphal conquest she still talked like a nerd! What kind of badass says 'inflicted emotional torment upon me'? Oh well.)
"I'm so sorry," Cordelia apologized abjectly, in awe that this endless jousting lance was still reaming itself deeper inside her.
"You look really good with ten inches of my dick up your asshole, slut," Willow gloated, her phone in hand and filming it all.
"It hurts," Cordelia whined.
"It's nothing like the inner pain you caused me," Willow said, with all ten inches inside the bitch.
"Hey, she too is suffering from inner pain," Faith joked.
"Ready to really get fucked, Cordelia?" Willow asked, while she didn't pull out, but bucked her hips three times while firmly holding onto Cordelia's hips.
"Oh God!" Cordelia screamed, feeling the nerd's body resting against her backside, and somehow sinking her weapon even deeper into her asshole... creating sharp pain, yet still making her pussy leak a little.
"I'm going to hate fuck this asshole so hard you'll be walking bowlegged for a week," Willow rumbled, adrenaline coursing through her body as she began properly fucking the preppy bitch in and out.
"Oh fuck, please..." Cordelia begged... or almost begged, feeling so humiliated, but unable to utter the word 'stop' like she'd meant to.
"Fuck, you look so hot, pounding this dumb slut's asshole," Faith said, she too filming the festive occasion, while also slowly rubbing herself.
"Great present!" Willow praised.
"I knew you'd like it," Faith gloated.
"I love it," Willow added.
Cordelia just lay in place and grimly endured the hard ass fucking... many feelings inside her swirling around... pain... pleasure... humiliation... excitement.
"Do you like my cock in your ass, slut?" Willow asked, as she really drilled into the asshole like a sadistic dentist inflicting a root canal on her patient.
"Yes... no... I don't..." Cordelia babbled, not wanting Willow to realize how much she was beginning to enjoy this experience.
"You really are a dumb slut," Willow said, as she reached forward and pulled on her hair, "You can't even answer a simple question."
"Their brain shuts off whenever you're drilling their asshole, baby," Faith explained, knowing that because it always happened whenever she had Willow's dick in her ass.
"Hey, why don't you have our new pet fuck toy eat your asshole while she's lying about doing nothing? There should still be two fresh loads still warming in your oven," Willow suggested, wanting to push Cordelia as far and to humiliate her as much as she could... and to test whether she had a similar power over Cordelia as the one she had over Faith.
"Please, no," Cordelia said, looking over to Faith and realizing for the first time she was being filmed. "Shut that thing off!"
Willow stopped moving deep inside her and ordered, "Look into the camera and repeat after me: 'My name is Cordelia Chase, and I'm Willow Rosenberg's ass taking slut. Her strap-on cock is stuck up my butt even while I speak'."
"Nooooo," Cordelia refused wildly, shaking her head negatorially, yet overwhelmingly frustrated by not being fucked anymore.
"Okay," Willow said, knowing Cordelia was currently occupying the same lust-filled zone that Faith often did... when they would do absolutely anything to start getting fucked again. So she pulled out... a loud pop occurring when she did... and then did absolutely nothing but admire the huge gaping hole she and Faith had created.
"Oh fuck," Cordelia cursed, feeling empty and bereft. She begged before her mind could even monitor the words she was saying, "Please shove that cock back inside me."
"Back inside you where, my dear?" Willow cooed faux sweetly, receiving great satisfaction from humiliating Cordelia on video like this.
"Inside my ass, please shove that ten-inch cock back in my ass," Cordelia begged, gazing mournfully back at Willow.
"Because your name is what, and exactly the noun you are is what, and I'm also interested in hearing about a certain something and its current location, which is..." Faith led the witness down a long, winding path, still on camera.
"Because my name is Cordelia Chase, and I'm Willow Rosenberg's ass taking slut, and her ten-inch strap-on cock right now is stuck as far up my butt as it can reach!" Cordelia declared in a rush, although her head was facing down, away from the camera.
"You understand that I own this asshole now?" Willow asked ritually, slamming the cock back into the ass under discussion, but immediately pulling it all the way back out again.
"Yes, yes, yes," Cordelia mindlessly agreed. "You own my ass. I'll be a lesbian ass slut to you both."
"And you'll also be eating a lot of our cunts," Willow added. "True?"
"Yes, I'll truly eat both of your cunts and assholes," Cordelia agreed, desperate to have the dick back in her ass.
"Oh yes, and you're alllllso going to be the new pussy licking pet for all the nerds at school," Willow continued piling on her conditions, already imagining Cordelia kneeling under a desk in the library, servicing girl after girl.
"No, not that," Cordelia begged. "Just you two. Please!"
"I guess she no longer wants my cock," Willow said dismissively, climbing completely off the bed.
"Oh fuck, Willow, fine," Cordelia said, this time looking straight into Faith's phone, which was still filming her entire debauchery. "I, Cordelia Chase, pledge to eat the cunt of every damn nerd in the fucking school who asks me to! So please, please just shove that wonderful big cock back into my asshole and use me like the bimbo ass slut that I am!"
"That's much better," Willow approved, unfastening the ten incher from the strap and replacing it with the twelve incher.
"You really have a way about you," Faith praised her hot, nerdy girlfriend, then came over and kissed her.
Once they broke the kiss, Faith got on the bed, pulled the butt plug out of her asshole and ordered, "Get eating, slut."
Cordelia stared at the gaping asshole, wondering if hers looked like that, as Faith reached behind herself, grabbed her victim's head and shoved it between her ass cheeks.
As Cordelia began licking the gaping hole, Willow got back onto the bed and slid the thicker and longer cock into her ass.
"Oh my God, now it hurts even worse!" Cordelia screamed, as her ass was stretched wider yet again, unaware Willow had changed cocks.
"It's a bigger cock for a bigger ass slut," Willow explained, as she filled the bitch's asshole with twelve inches of cock.
"Oh fuck," Cordelia grimaced and moaned, the pleasure-pain principal once again hard at work inside her.
"Pay attention to what you're doing! Suck the cum out of my ass, you dumb fucking slut," Faith ordered, wanting to humiliate and degrade this bitch as badly as she could.
"You're the biggest slut yet," Willow insulted her, "and you're also a phoney: acting all high and mighty at school, when in fact you're nothing more than a cheap whore."
"Oh God," Cordelia wailed, both hating and loving all this humiliation, as this fresh cock plumbed new depths inside her ass.
"You're now taking twelve inches inside your asshole, Cordelia," Willow announced.
"So full," Cordelia blathered from a daze, her tongue reaching well inside Faith's gaped asshole, smelling the musky scent.
"What do you want, slut?" Willow asked, giving her five hard and fast thrusts.
"Ooooooooh, to be your ass slut," Cordelia declared mindlessly, her pleasure usurping the pain, the pain enhancing the pleasure.
"And our cunt licker too," Faith added as she spun around, spread her legs and shoved the pretty prep's face into her pussy.
"Ooooooh," Cordelia moaned, getting ass fucked while she ate Faith's scrumptious pussy.
For a few minutes: five, perhaps six, Cordelia got her asshole railed while she hungrily devoured Faith's tantalizing pussy... receiving a gush of pussy cum just as she got the slayer off.
The pleasure inside Cordelia was growing, she felt she was just about to come from getting ass fucked, and she begged, "Harder Willow, fuck my asshole harder."
"She's going to come from getting her asshole reamed," Faith mused, as she watched an undeniable expression of euphoria growing on the ordinarily pretentious girl's face.
"Come, you dumb slut, come from taking my twelve inches in that asshole of yours," Willow ordered, really slamming hard into the preppy bitch, their bodies colliding with every rough thrust.
"More, harder, fuck me harder," Cordelia begged, looking back at Willow, her face wet with Faith's juices, complete lust in her eyes.
"I now own this asshole," Willow staked her claim, as she fucked her new slut as hard as she could.
"Yes, yes, yes, you own my ass," Cordelia said, turning her face back forward, and burying it in the sheets.
A dozen more thrusts, and Cordelia screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Willow kept pounding the asshole throughout Cordelia's orgasm, before she pulled out and ordered, "Flip the slut onto her back, and then straddle her face with your back to me."
"Mmmmmm, nice!" said Faith with a smile as she did as instructed, thus offering her ass to Willow.
Willow magically transformed her dick into a real cock, still a full twelve inches long, and slid it into Faith's asshole. Which was still gaped.
"Yes, fuck my ass, fill it with cum," Faith begged.
For a few minutes Willow did just that until she unleashed a load of cum into Faith's asshole.
As soon as her ass was full of cum, Faith readjusted her position slightly, allowing the creamy filling to drip out of her ass and into Cordelia's mouth.
Cordelia mindlessly caught and swallowed it. She hadn't the faintest idea how this semen had gotten into Faith's asshole, but she'd found everything that had happened tonight so completely confusing, that by this point she was beyond wondering.
Willow watched as Faith got off of Cordelia by rolling onto her hands and knees and ordered, "Now suck all the cum out of my ass, every little drop."
Cordelia also rolled over to crouch behind Faith, then pulled her ass cheeks apart, and sucked the white creamy cum from Faith's delicious ass.
Willow smiled wickedly, as she cast a magic spell to create a tattoo on Cordelia's back right above her gaping asshole: Property of Willow Rosenberg... the exact same one she'd given to Faith.
"Ooooooh," Cordelia moaned, feeling strange sensations on her lower back. They weren't at all painful, not like if she were receiving an ordinary tattoo, just weird. (Can you remember what fairy dust feels like? No? Exactly.)
A couple minutes later, Faith sat up and got off the bed, then turned back and noticed. "You tattooed the slut."
"I figured I own her ass now, so why not?" Willow shrugged.
"You gave me a tattoo?" Cordelia asked as she craned her head around and saw her humiliating new body art/ownership label/tattoo.
The end of chapter 5
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Trans Summer
Following a brutal year of teaching at an upscale high school in Boston during COVID, Lucy Reid was excited to take a break from her country and travel to central Mexico for a two-week getaway.
The recent few months had sucked away all of her energy as she'd gone head to head against the school board chair Annabeth Lee Chase (seriously... who needs to throw two first names in everyone's face) over starting a LGTBQ-plus club at her school. It wasn't her idea, but when she'd been asked to be the faculty advisor for the club by a couple of students, she happily agreed.
It was a fortuitous coincidence... or perhaps serendipity... since her students had no idea that Lucy had begun her life as Luke. Or that Luke had struggled through a very difficult time in high school. He'd been an effeminate boy, so of course he was bullied by his peers and never fit in. ('Of course' not because he deserved any such treatment, but because kids... and many other people actually... could often be insufferably cruel.) His Dad could never figure him out, since he didn't care about sports or trophy cars or anything else manly, but preferred to read and watch movies and so forth. His caring and perceptive Mom figured him out much more quickly, especially when she discovered some panties and pantyhose stored in his room... something he secretly liked to wear whenever he could. She never mentioned her discovery to anyone, but she did quietly begin fetching them from their hiding place and including them in her normal laundry duties. And once Luke realized she was doing it, he began routinely tossing them into his hamper with the rest of his laundry, although he never said anything either.
Truth was, Luke found woman's clothing sexy. He loved the silky panties, and he really loved pantyhose. He loved the sheer softness of the hose, and how it made his legs look. He hated that due to societal expectations, especially in the South where he was being brought up, he could never wear them in public without being harassed or even beaten up... and those things happened often enough without his going out of his way to invite them.
The very day after his eighteenth birthday, he announced to his parents his intention to undergo gender affirming hormonal procedures. His Dad resisted the idea ferociously, as if his was the manhood being cast aside with such disrespect, and he took his son's decision to transition into a female badly, although after a few months, he simmered down and accepted his son's 'betrayal of his God-given gender', if only sullenly. That he accepted it at all was primarily thanks to Luke's mother's embracing her son->daughter's desire for happiness, and she was steadfastly there for him->her through those tough early days when almost all of his (now her) friends and relatives were outraged.
Ten years later, Luke, now Lucy, now twenty-eight, had flowered into an incredibly cute but plucky woman. A brunette, with perky B cup tits (from the hormones), and long legs always encased in nylons. Almost no one would suspect that underneath her cute attire slumbered a seven-inch cock.
She taught English, ran the yearbook, and in this crazy COVID year mothered the school's LGTBQ-plus club. A club that was sorely needed in this rich, overly pretentious community. Although perceived by her students and her colleagues as a sweet teacher to all her students, she wasn't anyone to be pushed around. After her early years of being bullied and never fitting in (having claimed for herself the feminine pronoun, along with the accompanying appearance, the very day she graduated from high school), she could rear up and become a real mama bear, and she was an outspoken advocate for any student who didn't receive the support he/she/they needed. She would stand up to administration, homophobic bigots, insensitive teachers, and cluelessly radical parents. She never set out to rock the boat... but if that boat got rocked inappropriately by someone else... well... she glared in their face and rocked it right back.
Unfortunately, she was currently facing in her biggest rumble yet...Annabeth Lee Chase... the aforementioned school board chair... and the wife of a browbeating pastor who preached like a throwback to the Salem witch hunt era. The pastor claimed to preach the word of God. Lucy stated that the God she knew would never issue such hateful and destructive pronouncements.
Annabeth Lee was perceived by many as an ice-cold alpha bitch. Lucy even mused that if anyone should have a penis hiding underneath her dress pants (the woman never wore dresses) it should be her. She was a pastor's daughter, and now a pastor's wife, and she believed in true Christian morals. She, like her husband and her father before him, followed the Old Testament... not the New one, with all its forgiveness twiddle twaddle.
Although Annabeth Lee was indeed a tyrant in public, someone you didn't want to fuck with, she was a complete submissive in the bedroom. Her husband was a dominant man, and he behaved very un-Christianly with her whenever the doors were closed and the blinds went down.
Annabeth Lee sucked cock daily... it was how she woke up her husband... always swallowing the load.
But no... Annabeth Lee always sucked cock at least twice a day... since she'd also visit him in his office at church so she could crawl under his desk to slowly worship his fat member, sometimes for over an hour, before he rolled back his chair, stood up, and issued forth her daily dose of organic facial cream, that she believed kept her looking young.
Annabeth Lee was never fucked in the pussy... not since they decided to stop having kids. Her husband considered artificial birth control a horrible sin, and he definitely didn't want any more children. So Annabeth Lee righteously took it in the ass... a lot. Occasionally he would just demand a blow job, or would roughly fuck her mouth while he watched porn (oddly, mostly gay porn), but usually he roughly plugged her ass and deposited his load in her butt. One couldn't get more righteous than that, could one?
Annabeth Lee also on a couple of dozen occasions, more frequently in the past couple years, had been spit-roasted. Her husband enjoyed sharing her with fellow men of the cloth. She hated herself for how much she loved taking cocks in her ass and mouth simultaneously.
Oddly... she loved all of it. She loved being used as a cheap slut. Portraying the ice queen all day in public was exhausting (even though she loved that too), so being told what to do, serving as a cum bucket for her husband and thus for the Lord (she'd been trained by her husband and subconsciously by her equally overbearing father that part of a woman's duty was to serve first her father (although not sexually) and then her husband (definitely sexually but in many other ways too), because they'd been sent to her as stand ins for the Lord).
All of this, of course, made her rampages about sexuality, gender identity, and pretty much anything else her church (read: her pastor husband) was against, rather ironic.
Even though she was such a secret slut, she presented herself as very prim and proper in public, and she was outspoken about many morally corrupt things (in her estimation), such as a strip club in her district that she led a successful crusade to shut down, and a violent movie that she argued the city council into insisting it be made in a different city. And her current mission: to censure out of any visibility the growth of the LGTBQ-plus community... and thus protecting her (read: everyone's) children from being attracted by such sexual blasphemies.
.....
Enter a third principal into this story. Maddy Chase, the eldest child in her churchgoing family, who hadn't yet come out to her parents as bisexual. In fact Annabel Lee and her husband believed she was still a virgin.
But the truth was Maddy was quite the slut. She was a year older than her peers, and had already turned eighteen by the time she began her senior year. She lost her virginity to the minister of a church (and a close friend/colleague of her father's) in a nearby town. She was gangbanged on her prom night. She fucked a different guy every single night (and thus they were all both strangers and one night stands) on her three-week Europe trip this past summer... as well as enjoying her first girl-girl encounter in Paris.
Thus her sex life was a complete rebellion against her parents, the church, and the patriarchy. (Hardly anyone called it the patriarchy, it was simply understood by almost everyone... without any discussion... that men were in charge of everything because of Divine Right.)
Then during her first year of college she really dove into exploring the pleasures of same sex play. She loved eating pussy, discovered that women ate her pussy way better than guys, that tribbing was incredibly hot, and wearing a strap-on and doing the fucking was pretty damn hot too.
So she preferred a woman going down on her to a man.
She preferred a real cock to a strap-on... although either one could get her off.
She enjoyed sucking cock and eating pussy equally... and she enjoyed swallowing cum and pussy juice equally... although if she had to choose, a gooey load of semen always went down smoothly. She always had liked salty things.
She loved fucking a pussy, and on a couple of occasions an ass... she loved being the top sometimes... it was such a wonderfully complete role reversal. Although, of course, she also loved getting fucked.
In an ideal world, she'd have a girlfriend with a cock.
Maddy, wanting to piss off her mother and father, especially her mother, came home from college looking a lot different from her perky long blonde hair cheerleader look of high school. She now had a shorter, punky haircut... one with mismatching spikes spearing into the air... one that screamed how Maddy was flying her freak flag high.
.....
All of which explains the backgrounds of these three women... Lucy née Luke, Annabeth Lee Chase, and her daughter Maddy Chase... whose lives would all collide, intertwine and change forever when the secretly transsexual Lucy encountered the secretly slutty mother and daughter on a reclusive resort island off the Pacific coast of Mexico.
Lucy was tanning, nursing a cocktail (her third of the day actually), enjoying the sun and silence, when a voice barked out, instantly sending an unpleasant chill up her back. "You've got to be kidding me!"
Lucy looked up to spy Mrs. Chase and her daughter standing before her. One of the women looked like she'd just discovered fire ants in her bed, while the other smiled warmly at her.
"Ms. Reid, it's great to see you," Maddy squealed, thrilled to happen upon her favourite teacher from her senior year.
"Just on a holiday," Lucy said, as Maddy (to her mother's silent horror) bent down and hugged her.
"How did you even afford this place?" The always pretentious and happy to take a shot Annabeth Lee asked.
"All my hard work teaching and lending my support to other people's kids," Lucy replied, not at all intimidated by the bitch.
"Since we're all here, we should go for a drink," Maddy said, excited to see Ms. Reid, and knowing it would really piss of her mother only added to why it was a delightful idea.
"I don't think so," Mrs. Chase said disparagingly, not even trying to hide her repugnance at the presence of a teacher, and even worse, the teacher who was promoting filth in her community, at this high-end resort.
"That would be lovely," Lucy smiled extra wide, all the while staring down (even while looking upwards) the bitch Mom. "It would be great to catch up with such a delightful former student and her charming mother.
"And I love what you've done with your hair," she added to Maddy, confident that the mother hated it.
"You were my favourite teacher, Ms. Reid," Maddy gushed, enjoying the sight of her Mom's cheeks going ruby red.
"Why thank you very much," Lucy smiled, turning her full attention to the very pretty nineteen-year-old.
"Let's go, Madelyn Heloise Chase," the mother said tersely, using her daughter's full name as a clear warning that she was in trouble.
"Yeah, yeah, Mother," Maddy responded, her emphasis on the word 'mother' the same she'd apply to 'whatever'. "We're just checking in, Ms. Reid. Why don't you meet me at seven at La Sangria Sabroso?"
"Sounds good," the teacher agreed, smiling widely at the peeved mother and the friendly daughter.
Mrs. Chase stalked away fuming, as Maddy waved adiós to her teacher...a teacher she not only admired, but somewhat imitated her style.
Lucy waved back as she resumed sipping on her mai tai.
.....
Lucy arrived at the cantina a few minutes before seven, since she hated being late.
Maddy arrived a couple minutes after seven, following a fight with her Mom a couple hours ago, and another one as she was preparing to leave. Of course Maddy was an adult now, which she reminded her mother about a few times, had moved away from her childhood home, and now made all her own decisions... and if those decisions annoyed her mother, all the better.
Both women wore light colourful sundresses, and because it was summer and 99° F. Lucy wasn't wearing her trademark nylons... although she'd brought a couple pairs along.
Maddy pointed that out as Lucy rose to great her. "No nylons? Aren't they your style?"
"I brought some, but it's crazy hot here," Lucy said, flattered that Maddy had noticed, and had even remembered her in such detail. "And besides, they'd be impractical, since I'm spending all of my time here barefoot."
"I guess," Maddy said, who wore them most days herself, but hadn't brought any to this remote island. "It's a little warmer here than Boston, and you're right: I'm not wearing any shoes either."
"I did bring along a couple pairs," Lucy said, then wondered why she'd made a point of repeating that. It wasn't like there'd be any possibility of fucking an ex-student... although her seven-inch cock was hard in her panties as she admired the pretty coed.
"Good to know," Maddy said, sitting down. She'd always found Ms. Reid sexy, and that was even before she'd discovered her love of girls, and she'd sensed back in high school that Ms. Reid might be a lesbian, a notion that was reinforced when she went head-to-head with her mother over the LGBQT-plus club.
Lucy was a little flustered by the teen's tone and response, as she too sat down. She couldn't explain why, but she felt Maddy's demeanor was rather flirtatious.
They ordered drinks and food, then reminisced about when Maddy was still attending high school, and compared notes about their crazy COVID lives, and Lucy learned that Mr. Chase and the two sixteen-year-old twin Chase girls wouldn't be arriving for three more days, since the girls' baseball team had advanced to the state finals... much to everyone's surprise.
Maddy then introduced a new topic by saying, "So I guess you know my Mom really, really hates you."
"Yes, I am aware of that. I'm not her biggest fan either," Lucy shrugged, sensing Maddy's inherent approval of her attitude.
"I wouldn't worry about it," Maddy said. "She hates anyone who questions her judgement, especially if they're in a lower task bracket."
"That isn't very Christian of her," Lucy joked.
"My mother is the least Christian Christian imaginable," Maddy responded with sharp bitterness. Although they lived in a large house, larger than most people who earned their living from the church, this summer she'd discovered the vent to her parents' room had a direct connection with the guest room in the basement, where she was staying this summer. So in the past month she'd heard everything. Her Dad's verbal sexual abuse. Her mother begging to be ass fucked. Both her minister father and her prim and proper mother using a lot of very inappropriate words.
"That's often the case," Lucy sighed, noticing the bitterness in Maddy's words, and having learned from her many years of suffering from other kids' abuse in high school, and more recently from ten years of advocating for the rights of sexual minorities, that the majority of people claiming moral higher ground than queer people had their own closets full of skeletons. Church-speak was very often a cover for acting morally upright (read: uptight and judgemental) in public, yet being morally corrupt in private. The irony was ridiculous, and it would be hilarious if it weren't so sad.
"Tell me about it," Maddy said, "they tell me what not to do, and then they go and do it themselves. They're both hypocrites, especially my mother. She had no right to wage war against the LGBTQ-plus club."
"Change isn't easy for many people, especially religious types," Lucy said, since almost all her fights were against religious people who were stuck in a different decade, and even perhaps a former century.
"That's been my experience too," Maddy agreed.
"So," Lucy said, wishing to lighten this somewhat boring and depressing conversation, "Tell me something you learned in college this year."
"May I be frank with you?" Maddy asked. "Even if it isn't something academic?"
"Of course," Lucy said. "Do you mean a life-changing experience?"
"Exactly! I discovered I like girls just as much as I like boys." Maddy revealed, deciding to throw it out there, along with a not so subtle ulterior motive.
Lucy choked on her drink, some of it even dribbling down her chin.
Maddy, loving the look of surprise on her former teacher's pretty face, aggressively stuck her bare foot between Lucy's legs to surprise her even further, but was herself surprised.
Lucy felt the teen's bare foot pressing against her cock. Her hard cock. Yes, it was certainly a surprise. Yet she felt more compelled to explain things than to push the foot away. "In case it isn't obvious what your foot is feeling. I'm trans."
"You certainly are," Maddy said, her foot still resting against her ex-teacher's hard cock... which surprised her at first, but that emotion quickly shifted to excitement because of the possibilities... since as has been said, a hot woman equipped with a living cock was her fantasy fuck.
"I initiated my transitioning a single day after I turned eighteen," Lucy explained, noticing Maddy wasn't disturbed or repelled by the discovery. In fact her foot was still pressed against her cock, which was still hard.
"So you've always had a penis?" Maddy asked, completely fascinated by this secret she'd just accidentally discovered. She'd been hoping to seduce her ex-teacher and enjoy some hot lesbian fun... but now the possible enjoyment had increased exponentially... while her foot still remained resting against the hard cock.
"Since the day I was born, and likely for a while longer," Lucy said, "although I'm not sure about the details since I'm not a biologist," enjoying the pressure on her cock, although Maddy's foot hadn't begun moving since it had discovered her secret, and she hoped it would.
"Well, that is very intriguing," Maddy said, granting the unspoken wish by slowly beginning to rub her foot up and down the hard cock.
"I don't think your mother would approve of what you're doing," Lucy smiled playfully.
"I don't think the hypocritical bitch would approve of what I'm about to do next either," Maddy added, as she pushed firmly against Lucy's surprise cock before drawing her foot away. She briefly looked around, saw no one was looking their way, and quickly crawled under the table.



Lucy's eyes went wide as she felt hands move up her legs along with the skirt of her sundress, and then felt her cock pulled out of her panties.
Maddy was disappointed by how dark it was under the table because of the oversized tablecloth, although that meant it was unlikely she'd be caught. But she couldn't see her ex-teacher's cock at all clearly.
Lucy whispered, "You probably shouldn't be doing thaaaaaat," just as she felt Maddy's mouth encompassing the head of her cock.
"You're right. I shouldn't be doing it unless it's between two consenting adults. Do you consent, Ms. Reid?"
"Oh absolutely, knock yourself out! And if I'm lucky, you might knock me out too!"
With enough said, Maddy started bobbing on the hard cock, impressed by its width and decent size... she estimated seven inches... and with its slight up curve it would really rock her world... inside her pussy or ass (just like her mother, she liked a little dirty sodomy, but unlike the two-faced harridan, she never went on about what a sin it was).
Lucy pressed both her hands against the tabletop as she received an under the table blow job. It had been a couple months since she'd ass fucked a fellow trans girl... the librarian at another school who was really freaky... Lucy having fucked her in a back room of the library on more than one occasion, even though it was open... the librarian loved to take her facial and then rub the cum into her face until it was almost invisible and return to work.
But this... right out of the blue... polite discussion one moment, a slight foot job the next moment, immediately followed by her cock being sucked... this was wild!
Unbelievable!
Fucking amazing!
And to top it off, Maddy was an amazing cock sucker. Her Daddy's minister friend had taught her how to worship a cock. How to deep throat. How to bestow pleasure by holding a cock balls deep in her mouth for up to a minute. How to stand out from the crowd by sucking on balls. How and why to save up and use extra saliva. To finger an ass while sucking a dick. To swallow. To take facials. To get face fucked. To suck cock in a dozen different positions.
Even though in public the man bellowed on about sin just as much as her father did, she'd also sucked the man's cock under his desk during premarital counseling sessions; sucked his cock from under the podium while he lectured against the sins of the flesh; sucked his dick while he discussed theological nuances on the phone with her Dad (interspersed with some jokes that were so filthy that even her face went red); and she'd even sucked his dick in a public bathroom during his son's baseball game.
For Maddy, the thrill of perhaps getting caught was always an extra rush, and as she sucked her ex-teacher's big cock, her pussy was getting very, very wet.
The waitress came to the table and asked, "How is everything, ma'am?"
"Amazing," Lucy expressed her enthusiasm to the waitress and to Maddy.
Maddy sucked faster and slightly less quietly, since someone was nearby.
The waitress left, and Lucy closed her eyes, tried to relax and just enjoy this amazing blow job.
But then, just as Lucy was close to busting a nut, the shrewish voice of Mrs. Chase broke her sexual reverie by demanding loudly, "Where is my daughter?"
"T-t-the bathroom," Lucy stammered, her eyes going wide and her guilt likely easy to see.
"I can't believe you took my teenage daughter on a date," Annabeth said with a glare. "I'll have you fired."
"First of all, she's the one who invited me, and secondly she's an adult. And besides, it's just dinner and catching up," Lucy said, anger bubbling up inside her even as pleasure did too.
"Whatever!" Mrs. Chase stormed away and Maddy sucked faster, hearing her Mom's self-righteous voice adding to her excitement.
"Your Mom, your Mom," Lucy moaned frantically but softly.
"I'm not coming out until you've fed me my dessert," Maddy insisted, then devoured the cock again.
"Oh fuck, Maddy," Lucy groaned, this hungry and obviously experienced teenager totally driving her nuts.
"Mmmmmmm," Maddy moaned, bobbing hungrily on the seven-inch cock.
The deep throat bobbing... the vibrations from the 'mmmmmm' being conveyed through Maddy's lips... added to this surreal situation... had Lucy nearing eruption. Added to the idea of coming in Mrs. Chase's daughter's mouth was extra encouragement. "Then don't you dare stop, Maddy, I'm about to explode a load of creamy dessert right into your pretty mouth!"
Maddy continued bobbing using the extra saliva trick, and a few more deep throat hungry bobs later, she felt the promised warm, gooey dessert explode into her mouth.
"Fuuuuck," Lucy moaned, as she shot rope after rope into her ex-student's very experienced mouth.
"She's not in there," Mrs. Chase said, her arms crossed. Fortunately she only seemed belligerent about her daughter's whereabouts, but oblivious to Lucy's orgasm, which she must have seen, although obviously hadn't watched.
"Then I don't know what to tell you," Lucy said, as she finished depositing her load in the so-called missing innocent's mouth.
"I'd better not see you with her again, or else," Mrs. Chase threatened.
"First, Annabeth Lee," Lucy began sarcastically, taking courage from the blow job, the hints that this bitch wasn't as morally upright as she pretended to be, and their being here on holiday, all adding to her brazen approach.
"It's Mrs. Chase," Mrs. Chase corrected her tersely.
Lucy ignored the correction and said, "First, Annabeth Lee, I'm pretty sure your daughter is legally an adult. Both back home, and here in Mexico."
"Yes, but..."
"Don't interrupt," Lucy interrupted snappily.
Annabeth was shocked by this lowly teacher's rude behaviour, and yet she remained quiet.
"Second, I'm here on holiday, so I don't need to put up with being nagged by a bitch like you. I've already had to suffer through almost ten months of your inane bullshit," Lucy continued, winging it on a sexual high and still enjoying Maddy's surreptitious mouth slowly nursing her cock.
"I'll have you fired," she threatened again, her rage growing.
"On what grounds?" Lucy asked.
"Insubordination."
"You're not my employer, and you don't even work for the school," Lucy pointed out, even though she knew this woman had a lot of power. "You're no more than a bored and likely sexually frustrated housewife who wants to make everyone else as miserable as you are."
"I've never..." Annabeth gasped, not accustomed to being talked back to like this by anyone.
"Never had much sex? Well, that would be a problem, wouldn't it?" Lucy smirked, as Maddy listened from underneath the table, cock still in her mouth, cum warm in her belly, enjoying this conversation thoroughly, and turned on even more by Lucy's strong will of Lucy.
"Do not see my daughter anymore," Annabeth barked, and stormed off.
After a moment, and only once the bitch was totally out of sight, Lucy announced, now wondering if she'd gone too far, "She's gone."
Maddy bobbed one more time, crawled out from under the table, and sat back in her chair. "Thanks! That was delicious."
"I can't believe I just did that," Lucy said.
"You? I did most of the work," Maddy shrugged playfully.
"Okay, fair enough: I can't believe you did that," Lucy agreed. "But I also can't believe what I said to your mother."
"I really loved when you implied she never gets any dick," Maddy said. "And she didn't dare admit to you that she does."
"I did imply that quite openly, didn't I?" Lucy sighed. " Which means I'm so fired."
"Trust me, you're not getting fired at all," Maddy said.
"No? How?" Lucy said. "Your mother wields a lot of influence in the school system, and she never hesitates to use it if she's got it in for somebody."
"Yes, that's true," Maddy agreed. "But I know all her secrets."
"Do tell," Lucy said.
"All in good time," Maddy smiled, formulating a very wicked plan. "But first, I think we should go dancing."
"Oh, you do, do you?" Lucy asked.
"Yes, I need to burn off some of the calories I just gained from my dinner," Maddy said. Then with a wicked smile, "And from my dessert."
"I too could use some dessert," Lucy replied, enjoying the obvious innuendo, still stunned by what had just transpired, but deciding to go along with it. Maddy was hot, and legal, and her enemy's disloyal daughter... and those three qualities made her the perfect fuck.
They headed out and spent the next three hours drinking and dancing. Sometimes with guys, sometimes with each other... and as the night progressed, the alcohol loosened their already faltering inhibitions and they danced exclusively with each other... and their dancing was raw, sexual and liberating.
Eventually they left and found their way to the beach and strolled along, getting their bare feet slightly wet each time the remnants of a new wave sluiced up the sand to them, while Lucy told Maddy about her teenage years, how she'd always felt she was a girl, and was even more confused because she liked girls. She then described her take on her hormone treatments, and how she eventually felt she was the person she'd always wanted to be.
"So have you ever been with a guy?" Maddy asked.
"A few," Lucy replied, or admitted actually, having learned she was a sexual enigma. She liked sucking cock, but she didn't like the taste of cum. She enjoyed getting ass fucked, but she preferred to be the one fucking the pussy or ass. Yet what she enjoyed the most was eating pussy. She couldn't explain it fully, but for starters it was so intimate, so tasty and such a sexual rush... and she wished she'd been brazen enough to crawl under the table earlier tonight and return the favour.
"We don't have a tablecloth, or even a chair, but it's pretty deserted out here," Maddy pointed out, and while still strolling, she took her former teacher's hand in hers.
"It is, isn't it?" Lucy realized, warmth coursing through her from just having her hand held. Deep down, Lucy was a romantic... she could fuck the shit out of someone and love doing it... but like all girls, she particularly wanted to find love.
"I mean we're the only ones around," Maddy pointed out, stopping them both and turning to face Lucy.
"I can see that," Lucy smiled, as Maddy squeezed her hand.
"So have you ever had sex on a beach?" Maddy asked.
"Can't say that I have," Lucy said, wondering whether the girl was inviting her not only to have sex, but to do it right here and now on the beach.
"Me neither," Maddy said, as she pushed her gently against a waist-high boulder and kissed her.
Lucy melted into the kiss, surprised by its intensity.
Maddy slid her tongue inside Lucy's mouth and Lucy responded eagerly, sliding hers into her former student's.
The kiss lasted two, perhaps three minutes before Maddy, whose pussy had been constantly on fire ever since her shocking discovery of what was lurking underneath her ex-teacher's dress, broke the kiss and said point blank, "I want you to fuck me."
"I'd love to. But first I want to taste you," Lucy countered, having become an amazing pussy licker during her sexual journey. Sure, she'd sucked some cock, but what she actively craved was pussy. She'd read books, participated in discussion forums and watched hundreds of lesbian videos (both back when she was physically a guy and ever since). She loved the smell of pussy. She loved the taste of pussy. She loved hearing a woman moan while she dined on her sweet pie. And of course she loved pussy cum in full flood.
"Mmmmmm," Maddy moaned, just knowing Lucy would have a magical tongue like most women she'd played with.
Lucy stood up and looked around. It was dark and extremely secluded. Lust overriding paranoia, she turned her ex-student around, gently draped her over the large rock and lowered herself behind the spunky teen, who generously spread her tanned legs.
"Let's get rid of these," Lucy said, as she brought her hands to Maddy's panties.
"Yes, silly me for wearing them in the first place," Maddy smiled, as she lifted up her ass and watched her former teacher pull her panties down... it was all so erotic, surreal, and fucking hot as fuck.
Lucy pulled them off and brought them to her nose. "Mmmmm, you smell delicious."
"Yeah? Then wait until you taste me," Maddy said, having been told on many occasions she had a delicious pussy... although only once by a man.
"Well, these are nice and wet," Lucy said, and she stored them in the pocket of her sundress... Lucy always having pockets in her dresses... although this was the first time she'd used one for an ex-student's soiled panties.
"Pockets?" Maddy asked.
"Always," Lucy smiled, as she leaned between the teen's legs and admired her pussy, with just a patch of pussy hair that helped trap the erotic bouquet for her.
"Lick me, Ms. Reid," Maddy purred, as she looked down at the pretty teacher on her knees before her.
"Indeed I shall, Ms. Chase," Lucy replied, both of them savouring that she used to be her student and she her teacher.
The teacher leaned forward and parted the pretty pink pussy lips.
"Oh yes, Ms. Reid," Maddy moaned, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her the moment her ex-teacher's tongue contacted her fevered pussy.
"You taste delicious," Lucy said, knowing many women were self-conscious about their taste, usually because some insensitive man had told them it tasted like fish.
"I know," Maddy said, not being conceited, just aware of her sweet tasting, addicting pussy. Her roommate often begged to eat it, even waking her up in the middle of the night by licking her; her feminist history professor had her come to her office every Tuesday after class to eat her out; and Mrs. Jacob, the dean's wife, texted her to come over to her house for 69's once or twice a week.
"Just stating the obvious," Lucy smiled, as she wriggled her tongue up and down the sweet tasting pussy.
"That feels really good," Maddy said, enjoying the teacher's tongue.
And... for three or four minutes Lucy licked up and down, she wriggled her tongue back and forth, she swirled it like a tiny tornado... knowing variety would drive the girl crazy, while slowly invoking her inevitable orgasm.
"Oh God, Lucy, you're fucking driving me wild," Maddy cried out. She'd had had her pussy eaten a lot in the past year, by both inexperienced and experienced pussy lickers... young (a high school senior in her Daddy's church during Christmas break, her name was Eve because she was born on Christmas Eve, and well... Maddy gave her a great Christmas present on her birthday) and oldish (the oldest a seventy-seven-year-old grandma she'd met in an Uber of all things, and well...), but Lucy's oral pleasuring was unlike any of those.
"I want you to come all over your teacher's face," Lucy ordered as if she still was Maddy's teacher, as she moved the action up to the clit she'd been neglecting this entire time. She slid two fingers inside the very wet pussy. Lucy was not only an amazing pussy licker, but she also had the gift of finding a gal's g-spot; and knowing Maddy was close, she went for a double kill by flicking the clit while tapping on the g-spot.
"Oh my mother fucking God," the minister's daughter moaned loudly, as her clit was attacked and her g-spot, which had been stumbled across on a couple other occasions, was beaten deliberately and knowledgeably like a drum... instantly setting off fireworks both inside her body and her mind as she came.
Lucy pulled her fingers out and drank the nectar from this fountain of youth, the cum flooding out of the teen like a shattered faucet.
"Oh, my fucking God," Maddy repeated, the orgasm so intense her legs stiffened and she quaked uncontrollably.
"Such yummy cum," the teacher purred as she lapped it up, knowing that was far from the most profound sentence she'd ever constructed.
For another minute Maddy basked in her orgasm before she pushed Lucy onto her back in the soft sand. Maddy, desperately lustful for cock, pulled Lucy's panties down and straddled her male organ. "That was wonderful! But now I need you inside me so bad!"
Lucy watched the beautiful teen in the moonlight as she straddled her hard seven-inch throbbing cock and dropped herself onto it.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Maddy moaned as she began riding the cock.
"So good, baby," Lucy moaned, as with shock and awe, she watched the teen ride her ... still a little overwhelmed that she was having sex with Annabeth Lee Chase's daughter, and no matter who her mother was, the girl was adorable!
Out in the open.
Here in a foreign country
"Oh fuck, that curve on your cock really hits the spot," Maddy moaned while she slowly rode Lucy.
"Happy you like it," Lucy smiled. "But I can't take any credit since I've always had it, even before it mattered."
"Mmmmmmm," Maddy purred, as she continued slowly riding Lucy, the beach and ocean totally dark except for a partial moon.
For a couple of minutes there was only the sound of the waves and the soft moans emerging from both women.
Lucy, even though she was thoroughly enjoying this slow cock milking, really wanted to fuck Maddy. The girl was so sexy. An ex-student. The bitch Mrs. Chase's partially estranged daughter. And... yet... there was something else going on... something she couldn't explain... somehow... this felt like more than just sex. She said, "I want to fuck you."
"You want to fuck your ex-student?" Maddy asked.
Lucy leaned up and kissed her tenderly. "No, I want to fuck you."
"Mmmmmm," Maddy purred. Tonight's explorations had begun a little out of curiosity, a little out of spontaneity, and a lot to piss off her Mom... yet they'd evolved into something more than just a wild sexual encounter... which she'd had a lot of in the past year. "How do you want me, Ms. Reid?"
"First of all baby, we needn't be at all formal with each other; please call me Lucy," Lucy said as she lifted Maddy up in the air, her cock still lodged deep inside her.
"Yes, Luuuuucy," Maddy said, feeling the cock somehow wedge itself even deeper into her, and in awe of this pretty woman's strength.
"Secondly," Lucy said, as she slowly lowered her onto the soft sand, "I want to look into your lovely, expressive eyes while I fuck you."
"Mmmmmmm," Maddy moaned, as she fell against the warm sand, looking up into her ex-teacher's eyes.
Lucy brought her hands to Maddy's wrists, pulled them over her head, and began fucking her.
"Ooooooh, I love a woman who knows what she wants," Maddy moaned, the angle of Lucy's cock stimulating her pussy really good.
"I want you," Lucy said, loving this position. She typically used this position when she was really going to pound a girl... but this time it was so she could admire Maddy and watch her pretty face enjoying her cock.
"I want you too," Maddy moaned, feeling a connection stirring with her former teacher.
"You're so beautiful," Lucy admired, as she slowly pumped her seven-inch cock in the tight pussy.
"So are you," Maddy said, as for the first time in her sex life she didn't feel she was getting fucked, but she was being made love to. Which confused her a little... she was accustomed to feeling very little attachment with her partners.
For a couple minutes, again the only sounds were the waves crashing on the shore and Lucy and Maddy's soft sexy moans. Lucy bent her head down to kiss her neck, tug on her ear, and finally kiss her long and passionately.
Maddy wrapped her legs around the older woman, pulled her deeper into her, closer to her, and broke the kiss to beg, "Harder, baby, fuck me harder!"
Lucy obliged, accelerating her pace while she watched the lust in Maddy's eyes, the flush in her cheeks, and her pursed lips.



"Oh, fuck yes, Lucy, so good," Maddy moaned, her orgasm rising, as she held Lucy almost desperately, as close as she could.
"Come for me, baby, I want to see... and to feel... you come," Lucy said, having always loved seeing the complete vulnerability of a woman when she came. It was the hottest thing ever! She also loved the feeling of a woman coming on her cock, which usually triggered her own orgasm.
"Oh yes, really give it to me." Maddy moaned, her orgasm imminent as she closed her eyes and allowed the inevitable rapture to take hold of her.
Lucy watched Maddy's facial expressions as she slammed into her hard, wanting to get her off, and to take in her unique orgasmic face and listen to her unique orgasmic sounds (every woman has her own unique orgasmic faces and sounds).
Maddy's orgasms always rode in on waves, and she repeated, "Oh God, oh God, oh mother fucking God!"
Lucy was slightly amused as she listened to this minister's daughter using the Lord's name in vain during her rapture. Maddy, as expected, looked so sexy and vulnerable as she came.
As usual, feeling her cock surrounded by pussy cum and feeling Maddy's convulsions on her cock, Lucy felt her own orgasm rising quickly. "I'm going to come real soon," Lucy panted, trying to hold on and last as long as she possibly could.
"Come inside me baby, I want to feel you explode in my pussy," Maddy moaned, keeping her legs tightly wrapped around her sexy teacher.
"You sure?" Lucy asked.
"Yes, yes, I'm on the pill, and I want to feel you shoot inside me," Maddy said, looking up into Lucy's face and indeed wanting to feel her cum explode inside her, something she'd only allowed a couple times in her life, but desperately needing to feel it now.
"Okaaaaaaay," Lucy grunted, unable to hold it inside herself anymore, and she exploded inside her pretty ex-student.
"Yesssssss," Maddy moaned, feeling the warm cum fill her up... having now taken loads in two of her three holes tonight... and planning to fulfill a trifecta at least once during this trip... she'd decided that tonight was only the beginning.
"So good," Lucy moaned, as she continued depositing her load in Maddy... just coming and coming!
"Mmmmmm," Maddy agreed as Lucy slowed down... completely spent from the two ball-draining workouts.
"You're amazing," Lucy said, looking down at a red-faced Maddy, who was wearing a huge smile on her face.
"Back at ya," Maddy said, leaning up and kissing Lucy.
"Shit, there's lesbians out here," a man's voice said ungrammatically.
"Just keep fucking moving, buster," Lucy ordered.
"Whatever," the guy said, clearly drunk.
As he staggered away, Lucy pulled out, stood up, helped Maddy to her feet and drew her in for yet another kiss.
They kissed for a couple of minutes, Maddy feeling a little bit of cum leaking out of her.
"So now what?" Lucy asked.
"Would you like to join us for breakfast in our suite tomorrow?" Maddy asked.
"It's already tomorrow," Lucy pointed out.
"Okay, would you like to come to my suite later this morning and have breakfast with my Mom and me?" Maddy reworded, as she took Lucy's hand and they started wandering towards the water.
"How would your Mom feel about that?"
"She'll hate it of course," Maddy said offhandedly, as they reached the frothy water gliding up onto the sand.
"I don't think I need to put up with her drama on my holiday."
"You may wish to reconsider. Want to fuck her?" Maddy asked.
"Pardon?" Lucy asked, hearing the question, but surprised.
"I'm serious," Maddy said. "My Mom is a complete bitch as you very well know, but it's all just a smoke screen for who she is in the bedroom."
"Really?"
"Yeah," Maddy said, telling Lucy something she'd never told anyone... but although this had only been one great night... she'd known and learned to trust this woman for over a year as her teacher... and tonight she felt a certain kismet, a certain connection that transcended logic, yet made her heart beat and her pussy leak. "For instance, she's a completely submissive ass slut."
"No way," Lucy gasped, even though from some of her experiences and a lot of her reading of erotica (she particularly loved lesbian and transgendered erotica and porn) had taught her that often the more powerful the woman, or the bitchier the woman, the more submissive and kinky she was behind that façade of propriety.
"Oh yeah, I have tons of audio where she's begging to be ass fucked, and her language is always so nasty," Maddy revealed, pulling out her phone to see it had collected over a dozen missed calls, all from her mother, plus lots of texts... mostly from her mother. She'd shut the phone completely down as they left the restaurant.
"Figures," Lucy said, shaking her head... she detested people, especially women, who acted one way in public, yet didn't actualize it at home.
"Yeah, apparently 'Mommy Dearest' has been calling and texting me all night."
"You should probably call or text her back and let her know you're alive," Lucy suggested.
"Yeah, I probably should," Maddy said, as she pressed the contact 'Bitch' on her phone, and switched it to speakerphone for Lucy's benefit.
They walked on the beach, hand in hand, the waves hitting their ankles as Maddy said casually, "Hi, Mom. You called."
"I called? I've been calling and calling endlessly! Where are you? Where have you been?" Annabeth Lee demanded, both relieved and angry at once.
"After dinner we went out dancing, and now we're taking a stroll on the beach," Maddy said, giving Lucy's hand a squeeze.
"Well, get your ass back to our suite right now," Annabeth demanded.
"We're making our way there right now," Maddy said, her casual tone at complete odds with her mother's aggressive one.
"We? Are you still with... with her?" Mrs. Chase asked, using a clear note of disgust when she said the word 'her'.
Maddy said, "Yes, I'm still with Lucy. She's an amazing woman."
"Don't even start with me, young lady," The mother warned.
"Mother," Maddy said. "I'm nineteen now. I'll hang out with whomever I want to. And I won't play along with your phoney Christian agenda."
"We'll talk about this in the morning," Annabeth said tersely.
"I'll be home soon," Maddy said.
"I'm going to sleep, so be quiet when you come in," Annabeth said, inwardly relieved her daughter was okay, and deciding to deal with her disrespect in the morning.
"I will," Maddy said, hanging up. "I guess Mommy's mad at me."
"I could tell. And imagine how much madder she'd be if she knew what I just did to her sweet, precious and very obedient daughter," Lucy smiled.
"Yeah! And you haven't even plugged my asshole yet."
"You like it in the ass?" Lucy asked, her spent cock resurrecting.
"I fucking love it," Maddy admitted. "And your cock would fucking feel so good ramming me from behind!"
"I think that can be arranged," Lucy said. Maddy seemed to be just as kinky as she was.
"May I ask you a blunt question?" Maddy asked.
"Sure," Lucy nodded. "I think we've established enough trust between us to allow blunt."
"Oh, shoot! But first, I meant to play this for you," Maddy said, pulling her phone back out and pressing Play.
"Yes, hammer my shit hole, sodomize me, fuck my asshole," Mrs. Chase begged, her voice clearly recognizable.
"Wow," Lucy said, her hard cock flinching as it waggled around tenting her skirt without her panties.
"Yeah, and as far as I can tell, she only takes it in the ass."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I've listened in on them a couple dozen times, and it's always the same," Maddy said.
"You sinful slut, you're always tempting me with your whore hole," Mr. Chase sneered.
"Shit." Lucy said. "That doesn't sound very Christian!"
"No, the religious zealots are always the dirtiest fuckers," Maddy said, her tone again sounding resentful.
"So I'm learning," Lucy said, amused by all of this.
"So do you want to sodomize my mother?"
"There have been occasions when I've imagined shutting her up with my dick."
"But not destroying her ass with your big cock?"
"Well, I can't claim that thought hasn't also crossed my mind a time or two," Lucy smiled, having imagined drilling Annabeth Lee's ass while she stepped on her head to hold her down.
"It wouldn't take much to get her bent over and begging for it," Maddy said, the idea of watching her bitch Mom get sodomized quite a turn on. Especially if her sodomizer was one of those queer people she constantly railed on against. Lucy being transgendered was even more deliciously out there than if she were only gay!
"I can't imagine that happening," Lucy said. "But I can also imagine it really being a blast!"
"Mmmmmmm," Maddy said, surprisingly horny again... well, not all that surprising, truth be told.
"So what were you going to ask me before you began tempting me with your mother's ass?" Lucy asked.
"Right," Maddy laughed. "I get distracted easily."
"So what's your question?"
"Well, I have a few of them."
"Ask away," Lucy said, curious what the questions were.
"These will be rather personal," Maddy asked, now a little unsure whether to ask them or not.
"You've sucked my cock under the table inside a crowded restaurant, we've made love on the beach and didn't even pause when some drunk wandered by, and you've offered to arrange for me to ass fuck your Mom," Lucy listed off their wild transgressions so far. "I think we've swung the getting personal door wide open by now."
"Okay, I guess you're right," Maddy said. "So as a transgendered person, do you like both guys and girls?"
"I consider myself a pan switch," Lucy answered.
"Sorry," Maddy said. "I should probably know what a pan switch is, but I don't."
Lucy smiled as they stopped walking and sat down on a bench together, still on the deserted beach. "It's okay," she said. "It takes a while to catch up with all the new lingo, especially when it keeps evolving all the time. Pan sexuality isn't much different from bisexuality. The difference being I like being with a man or a woman, which of course is bisexual, but I'll also have sex with a transgendered person. Hence the word 'pan', as in a 'panorama', which is open and expansive."
"Oh, okay," Maddy nodded. She then leaned in and kissed Lucy, "So I guess tonight I've become pansexual as well."
Lucy kissed the younger girl back, and then agreed, "Considering the company you're keeping, I guess you have."
"Do you suck cock?" Maddy asked.
"Yes, I certainly do suck cock," Lucy nodded. "I love sucking cock, and I love eating pussy. They're two of the great perks of being pansexual."
"I see," Maddy said, thinking how hot it would be to watch Lucy sucking a cock.
"But there's more. If I may be completely honest with you, I'm a switch. So I can be submissive to some people, and dominant with others. And when I suck cock, I love getting overpowered and being face fucked," Lucy revealed, leaning in to kiss Maddy. She then whispered in her ear, "I especially love to be face fucked by a hot girl wearing a big, fat strap-on."
"Mmmmmmm," Maddy moaned, those nasty words making her pussy leak again. "I have a couple of big strap-ons back home."
"Too bad they're not here on this island," Lucy said, kissing Maddy's neck. "I'd let you fuck any of my holes you liked."
"So you take it in the ass too?" Maddy asked, although that was pretty obvious, since she'd just said as much.
"Yeah, I love it in my ass," Lucy admitted, although she hadn't taken a cock of any sort except for a new toy she'd bought recently (a bad dragon) for months. "I'm kind of a power bottom. I can have a lovely time taking some really big dicks."
"I see," Maddy smiled, already imagining ass fucking this hot transgendered person.
Lucy, sharing all her sexual links with her ex-student, trusting her implicitly, even though the girl's mother was her sworn enemy, "I really love a dick up my ass while I'm on my back, so I can look up at the person pounding my ass and talk to them."
"I've never been ass fucked on my back, nor have I ever ass fucked anyone on their back," Maddy said, thinking it was a pretty hot idea.
"So, you like ass fucking people too?" Lucy said.
"Yeah, I guess I'm a switch too," Maddy said. "I can take a cock in my mouth, pussy or ass, or give it to a person all those ways too. Although I suppose in most situations I'm a bit more of a dominant than a submissive."
"Then you can dominate me anytime you want," Lucy smiled, kissing her again.
"Do you fuck guys in the ass?" Maddy asked, completely captivated by this not so sweet and innocent teacher.
"Yeah, I'm constantly astonished at how many straight married men have a secret desire to suck cock and to get fucked."
"That's so hot," Maddy said, imagining Lucy pounding any of her Dad's Bible-thumping parishioners in the ass. Or even her Dad. That would be so hot!
"Yeah, I really love hearing a macho guy moaning like a bitch in heat," Lucy said. "I've fucked a couple of football players, and they squeal like little sluts when I'm pounding them from behind."
"You nasty bitch," Maddy said affectionately, thinking of some of the wild adventures they could have together.
"One of my favourite things is to cum in a guy's ass so he can learn firsthand what it feels like to be a girl." Lucy continued, telling Maddy things she'd never told anyone. It was very liberating.
"You can come in my ass," Maddy smiled.
"I'm looking forward to that," Lucy said, having fucked cis women (women who retain the sexual identity they were assigned at birth) and trans people... of both persuasions... in the ass as well.
"So," Maddy asked, kissing Lucy as she did, "Do you... have... a favourite?"
"What do you mean?"
"Boy, girl, transgendered?" Maddy asked, assuming a guy who transitioned into a girl would prefer boys.
Lucy, as if she were able to read Maddy's mind, replied, "Although many boys who transition do it because they want to have sex with boys, I did it because I wanted to be a fulltime girl, no matter what I was doing. Truth is, I prefer girls to boys. So in case it matters, you belong to my favourite category."
"I see," Maddy smiled, happy with that answer.
"Yeah," Lucy continued. "I can get harder and stay harder when I'm with a cis woman or another trans girl than I can with a boy."
"Cis woman?"
Lucy explained, "Someone who was born a girl, and is now psychologically a woman and thinks of herself as such no matter if she's gay or straight. The same logic applies to cis men."
"So I'm a cis woman?"
"You're a sexy as fuck cis woman," Lucy replied, kissing her again. Yes, she loved getting blown by Maddy, and loved fucking her, and loved sharing all her secrets with her, but she was also loving just kissing her. She felt a connection to her, and it was growing stronger the longer they spent together... which she knew was irrational, since Maddy was an ex-student, and also the daughter of the school board chair who already hated her, and the girl was almost a decade younger than she was... so that could be as three strikes against a possible relationship... yet she felt drawn to her nonetheless.
"And you're just a sexy as fuck whatever you are," Maddy said, as she straddled her. "And I need you inside me again right fucking now."
Lucy pulled up her dress and watched as the pretty teenager faced away from her and lowered her pussy onto her very hard cock.
"I should mention my favourite thing to do is licking pussy or ass," Lucy moaned as Maddy began to ride her.
"Mmmmmmmm," Maddy moaned, both because she had a cock back in her pussy and because of Lucy's words.
"Yes, I can eat a pussy or an ass for hours," Lucy moaned, as Maddy wasn't really riding her cock, but was more like grinding.
"Oh fuck, I love your big cock," Maddy moaned, the up curve of the cock head driving her wild in this position.
"You can ride it any time you want," Lucy moaned.
"Be careful," Maddy moaned. "I may take you up on that offer."
"I'll be your submissive cunt licker, your dominant face fucking, pussy pounding and ass drilling dominant, your intimate lover, or even your partner in crime if and when we play the field," Lucy said, offering far more commitment to Maddy than she usually did.
"Like double teaming a guy, seducing a girl, or ass fucking my Mom?" Maddy asked, each of those things she'd love to do with this amazing enigma of a woman.
"Anything you want, baby," Lucy said, as she reached around and cupped the teen's tits.
"Next time we fuck, we need to do it in a bed where we can get naked," Maddy said.
"Yes, and where I can eat your pussy and your asshole," Lucy said, dying to eat this cute girl's butt.
"You're such a nasty hottie," Maddy moaned, everything Lucy said turning her on.
"I'd ass fuck your Mom, and then make her eat my sweaty asshole like a submissive lesbian pet would eat a pussy," Lucy said wickedly.
"Oh fuck, more," Maddy moaned, beginning to grind harder.
"We could double team that hot waitress from earlier," Lucy suggested.
"Oh, she was hot," Maddy agreed, imagining the cute waitress eating her pussy while Lucy pounded her from behind.
Lucy saw a couple in the distance coming towards them. "We're about to have company."
"Let them come, and even stay and watch if they want to. I'm not stopping until we both come," Maddy said, since she was in a foreign country and unlikely to know anyone here... an ironic thought, since against all odds, she had her favourite ex-teacher's cock in her pussy at this very moment.
"That won't take long for me," Lucy said, Maddy's pussy tightening skills around her cock having her balls boiling.
"Come inside me, and I'll come immediately," Maddy said, getting a load in her pussy often being one way to trigger an orgasm for her, as she looked over and saw the two silhouettes still in the distance but getting closer.
"You want my big load?" Lucy asked.
"Yes, yes, fill my pussy with your cum, Lucy, I want you to fill my holes this whole week," Maddy said, envisioning a bunch of wild sex with Lucy.
"Oh, fuck yes, here it comes," Lucy grunted, as Maddy's tight pussy milked her third load of the evening from her.
"Fuuuuuuuck, yes," Maddy moaned loudly, as the warm load erupting inside her triggered her own orgasm, and she collapsed onto Lucy.
They both sat there for a couple of minutes, savouring the afterglow of their orgasms. Two girls hand in hand, likely nineteen like Maddy, walked past them and gave them amused but friendly looks, likely thinking they were just another lesbian couple like themselves, with no idea Lucy had a cock, and it was still buried inside Maddy's pussy.
Once they were alone again, Maddy climbed off Lucy and said, "I really should get back to my room."
"Yeah, I'm exhausted."
"Well, rejuvenate," Maddy said, pulling Lucy up from the bench and kissing her... cum oozing out of her pussy. "This was just an appetizer."
"I'm not sure I can keep up with you," Lucy said, "although I'm definitely willing to give it a go."
"Stop by my room for brunch, eleven o'clock," Maddy said.
"You're sure?"
"Definitely," Maddy said.
"Okay," Lucy said. She was happy Maddy had some blackmail-worthy evidence against Mrs. Chase to fight back against the inevitable threat to her job that was bound to occur once they all got home. Or better yet, maybe they could obliterate that possibility tomorrow!
"In part because we have my Mom to fuck and humiliate," Maddy said.
"You really want to do that?" Lucy asked, that seeming an entirely new level of kink, but also excellent for stabilizing her career.
"It's time she's put in her place," Maddy said, as they walked into the hotel together.



"That's true," Lucy agreed, yawning... she really was spent.
"Room 712," Maddy said, as they reached the lobby.
"See you there then," Lucy said.
Maddy kissed her again, this time in front of the desk captain. She then whispered, "I can't wait to take your cock in my ass."
"I can't wait to eat your asshole too," Lucy countered.
"I can't wait to see you balls deep in my Mom's ass," Maddy said.
"I can't wait to turn her into a submissive bimbo fuck toy," Lucy continued. "Not to mention getting her off of my ass at school for good."
"Fuck, you're getting me horny again," Maddy said, as they approached the elevator.
Inside the elevator, Lucy pressed three, then as soon as the doors closed, Maddy dropped to her knees and sucked Lucy's cock. Not that she planned to get Lucy off this time, it was more of a goodnight kiss.
"You're insatiable," Lucy moaned.
Maddy stood back up after just a few bobs and said, "Shit, do I taste good."
The elevator stopped and Lucy agreed, "You've got a perfect pie."
Maddy smiled, and slapped Lucy's ass as she left the elevator. "I had a lot of fun."
"Me too," Lucy said, as she turned and looked into her eyes as the doors closed.
Both women went to bed and crashed hard... both with wicked plans for what tomorrow and the rest of the week would bring.
The End
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A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp
Summary: A secret mother-daughter sex club goes camping.
Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca from Housewives at Play for allowing the use of her artwork in this wicked tale.
Please note: this story was created to showcase the greatness that is Rebecca, and thus it contains many brief but wicked scenes.
Also, I handpicked the art from her 20 years of amazing work, so sometimes the various pictures of a character, like Mrs. Evans, won't have identical faces, hairstyles or bodies. (If you'd find that an irritating distraction, I suggest you don't read this work.)
Lastly, my writing, particularly my lesbian writing... and that's overall, not just within this story... has been greatly influenced by Rebecca's artwork, and especially by her Housewives at Play series (Book 1 originally rocking me to my sexual core). The entire voluminous series is sexually delicious, as are the many short graphic stories in the Hot Mom series, as well as Teenagers at Play.
Note 2: This is a Summer 2021 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 3: Unlike most of my writing, which typically portrays long, nuanced seductions and other sexual journeys, this story takes more the approach of a cartoon strip about sex-crazed cats: seize the moment and pounce.
Note 4: All participants are eighteen years of age or older.
Note 5: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.

PROLOGUE 1: LICKY LANE
Once the COVID regulations were removed, the Moms of Licky Lane (a name for their sex club used by the women of the gated community officially called Lucky Lane) returned to intermingling civilization with a bang.
It should be noted that none of the Moms of Licky Lane worked, since they all had husbands to serve as their breadwinners, so before the world had shut down, the women had created their own secret society... a lesbian one... where the MILFs found many stimulating ways to occupy themselves while their children were at school and their husbands at work.
For example, they often enjoyed sharing homemade pies with each other.

And as time went on, they became more brazen and less cautious.

Even when their husbands were about to arrive home.

Or were taking their kids for walks.

Eventually, orgies became commonplace while their husbands were at work and their children at school.

Soon, just ad hoc eating pussy and fucking during the day wasn't enough, so the women created a ladies only book club that rapidly became very popular.

PROLOGUE 2: ADDING SOME TEENS
It wasn't long before Karen Evans, the unofficial but generally acknowledged leader of the MILFs, decided it was time to start bringing their eighteen-year-old and college-aged daughters into the fold.
They debated and then voted upon this proposal for weeks within their group... the ten leaders who met every Wednesday night... and for three straight weeks the votes were deadlocked: five yays vs. five nays.
Karen, not one ever to lose a battle but always to get her way eventually, astonished to encounter five women... intimate friends of hers even... having the gall to vote against her proposal, decided to take matters into her own hands... literally.
Jane being the one the most vocal against it, who happened to have a very hot nineteen-year-old daughter home for spring break, seemed the perfect recipient for an object lesson.
While Karen's husband, along with Jane and her husband, watched a movie in Jane's living room, Karen went into the kitchen with the intent of seducing Jane's daughter Sherese.
Sherese was pouring herself some juice when Karen sauntered in with her eye on the prize. She asked, apparently harmlessly, "How's college going, Sherese?"
"Good, Mrs. Evans," Sherese replied warmly. She really liked her mother's friend, who for one thing could always be counted upon for an edgy, at least slightly humorous, take on whatever topic came up in conversation.
"Please call me Karen," Karen said, walking (actually stalking) up to her prey.
"Okay," Sherese agreed, "Karen."
"So has your college experience been including any explorations?" Karen asked.
"Explorations?"
"You know what I mean," Karen said, admiring the coed and her tits... the little tease wasn't even wearing a bra beneath her light sweater!
"I don't know, Karen," Sherese responded, sensing something odd about what was happening here.
"I think you do," Karen said, as she placed a hand to the girl's lips and the other under the cute girl's short (way too short to be lounging around the house with any decorum) skirt.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Sherese stammered in a whisper, her parents and Karen's husband in the very next room, stunned that her mother's friend was unexpectedly rubbing her pussy.
"No panties?" Karen whispered, "you must have been expecting me to come over to use you."
"Nooooo," Sherese moaned, as Karen grabbed the girl by the hips and lifted her onto the kitchen counter.
"You're such a ripe little slut," Karen whispered as she pulled the sweater above the teen's tits. She cupped one of them while returning her other hand to the teen's sweet pussy and shushed, "Shhhhh....."

"Ohhhhhhh," Sherese moaned as she grabbed Karen's hand to push it away... but to no avail.
"You're my little slut now," Karen whispered as she slid two fingers inside the coed.
"But my parents and your husband are right over there!" Sherese whispered back, "all anyone would have to do is look over their shoulder and they'd see us!" She was stunned but turned on.
"Then you'd best be quiet," Karen murmured as she kept fingering her.
Sherese was shocked to be fingered in her kitchen by her mother's friend, while her parents (and Karen's husband) were in the next room with only an open archway separating them. Her astonishment and arousal were enhanced when Karen bent down and began licking her sweet, ripe pussy.
"Ooooooooh," Sherese moaned as softly as she could manage, pleasure rising inside her.
"Shhhhhhh," Karen said as she paint brushed her wide tongue up and down the girl's very wet pussy lips.
"Please," Sherese said, although she wasn't sure if she meant please stop, or more please.
Karen knew the teen was close, so wanting to keep her all revved up, and knowing from experience that girls, especially young women (although older women often fit this sexual stereotype too), she backed away, pulled the teen down to standing on the floor and then to her knees, lifted her own dress, and shoved the pretty but dazed girl's face into her own shaved pussy, having, of course, also not worn any panties today (or pretty much any day). "Get licking," she ordered.
Sherese couldn't believe her face was right up against Mrs. Evans's pussy. Although she'd kissed a couple girls in college this year, and she'd had a nerd go down on her for the first time at a party just a couple weeks ago, she hadn't ever gone down on a girl or a woman before. Nevertheless, mindlessly, her pussy burning, the scent drawing her in, she began licking.
Karen moaned softly, and Jane turned around and asked, "Are you okay?" (Jane could only see Karen standing behind the counter at this point, her daughter completely concealed.)
"Just getting a drink," Karen said, as she held Jane's daughter's head against her pussy.
"Oh, I can get you whatever you need," Jane said, standing up and approaching, as Sherese began licking more aggressively, surprised by how good a pussy tasted.
Karen not at all worried about getting caught, at least not by Jane, with her daughter between her legs, didn't let go of Sherese's head.
Sherese was so preoccupied with discovering the delightful taste of pussy, and by how much excitement licking said pussy brought to her entire body, that she wasn't aware of her mother entering the kitchen.
As Jane approached, Karen put her finger to her lips and shushed, "Shhhhhhhh," as Jane entered her own kitchen.
Jane saw her daughter on her knees, and somehow managed to remain silent, even though her mouth dropped open. This was a position she herself had occupied many times. Jane was a natural submissive, and she'd eaten the pussies of pretty much every woman in the community... although the pussy she ate the most and enjoyed the most was Karen's. She knew Karen was miffed with her for being so vocal against her plan to start including their grown daughters in the lesbian society, but it had never occurred to her Karen would go this far!
Karen snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.
Jane shook her head no.
Karen gave her a glare that would melt icebergs. Jane glanced nervously over to their two very visible husbands still watching the movie.
"Now!" Karen whisper shouted.
Jane looked again to the men, but dropped to her knees anyway.
Karen lifted up the back of her dress and pointed to her ass.
Being one of the community submissives, Jane had eaten a lot of assholes by now... it wasn't something she loved doing... but she didn't hate it either... it just wasn't as good as a wet pussy. In any case, she crawled to her friend's ass ('friend' perhaps being too egalitarian a term), spread her ass cheeks, and began licking the puckered hole, while her daughter was still on the other side eating the much tastier pussy.
Karen had had her pussy and her ass eaten a plethora of times, a couple dozen times simultaneously even, but this was the first time she'd ever had a mother and daughter team dining on both holes... a consideration that definitely enhanced the moment for her... as did her husband being in the very next room, and even within sight!
At first, Sherese had no idea her mother was on the other side of this pussy, but as she brought her hands up to Karen's hips to steady herself, her hands landed on top of her mother's. Her eyes went wide.
Karen released Sherese's head to allow her to peer around her hips and catch the rest of what was happening, before resuming control of her head and returning it to its proper place.
Sherese was shocked, but the hunger she was feeling by now consumed her, so she resumed licking while she processed the notion of her mother eating Karen's ass.
"You okay, honey?" Jane's husband Beckett called out.
Jane responded, standing up quickly, "Yes, dear, I'm just about to pop some popcorn."
"Good idea," he said, so Jane went to the cupboard and grabbed a bag of popcorn and put it in the microwave as she watched her sweet, virginal daughter (she wasn't actually, or at least not the virginal part) eating Karen's pussy.
As soon as Jane had started the microwave, Karen pointed to the floor... in front of herself this time... right next to Sherese... compelling Jane to watch her daughter eating her first pussy 'up close and personal', as they say.
Sherese licked eagerly, surprised by how much tastier a pussy was than she'd imagined. No wonder the nerd dykes at school were so eager to munch on pussies!
Karen was close to coming from the inexperienced but eager tongue, while the mother watched with an expression of complete mortification. She held the teen's head forcefully against her pussy for another minute until she came, whereupon she let out a louder than she intended, "Fuuuuuuck!"
"What's wrong?" her husband asked, standing up and turning to face her.
"Clumsy me, is all. I just spilled my martini all over the place," Karen lied, looking right at him as she flooded the teen's face with pussy juice.
"Oh, okay," he said, sitting back down just as the microwave beeped.
Sherese licked up Karen's pussy cum, which tasted a hundred times better than any boy's semen.
Karen pointed to the microwave, so Jane got up, her face ruby red, as Karen let go of the teen's head.
Sherese was in a pussy daze... her sexuality having switched sides in just a few minutes.
"You may get up now," Karen said, no thanks or anything but just giving her permission, as she walked away and back into the living room... thinking she'd made a pretty clear statement to Jane... and likely had just turned Sherese into a lifelong pussy muncher.
.....
Karen had gotten a major rush while seducing nineteen-year-old Sherese, and she started seducing other ripe eighteen-year-old high school seniors, and also some college girls.
The next girl she chose to seduce was one of her daughter's best friends Amy. Amy was a cute blonde who was gorgeous, and also sweet as pie. Amy, who'd only kissed two boys before their encounter, discovered the pleasures of oral sex (since Karen could make any girl cum with her tongue in no time at all, and with extreme intensity... her g-spot tracking finger a major hit with all girls), learned that a pussy tasted delicious, and that a skillful mouth on her butthole could also give her intense pleasure.
Six orgasms later, five more than she'd ever had in a single day before, Amy was exhausted, and she didn't even attempt to close her legs while Mrs. Evans snapped photos of her following orgasm number six (having already been taking photos and videos throughout the past two hours).
Karen became a seduction adrenaline junkie, slyly seducing another of Amy's friends at a sleepover at the girl's house, once Amy was asleep. (Since Amy's mother was away for the night, Karen had volunteered to chaperone the party. Talk about the allegorical fox safeguarding the henhouse!)

Sabrina, unlike Amy, had a fair amount of sexual experience with boys, her amazing body and drop dead looks making boys (and some girls) melt, and she knew it. But it wasn't until Mrs. Evans sat on her face as she slept that she discovered the joys of same sex playing.
Sabrina was stunned to wake up in an unexpected 69 with her friend's mother. She'd been curious about exploring her sexuality with girls (she'd kissed a few and had found that sensual, even though her intent had been just to tease some boys), and now she'd been thrown smack dab into it.
Yet as she was being licked and fingered, she began licking too.
Soon Sabrina also discovered the pleasures of anal sex, when Mrs. Evans fucked her ass with a dildo longer and thicker than any real cock she'd ever taken in her pussy!

Sabrina, fully spent from her multiple orgasms, which was clearly expressed on her face, looked blearily up at the pretty MILF and suggested, "You really ought to turn your own daughter, too."
Mrs. Evans didn't take the suggestion seriously... at least not at first.
Yet with the seed planted, it germinated and grew inside her. Like a stubborn weed, no matter how much she tried to yank it out of her fertile mind, it kept growing back stronger and stronger.
While Mrs. Evans ate out Sandra, a college girl from outside the lesbian suburb she'd met at a grocery store, and soon thereafter had accompanied her back to her dorm to indulge in a quick snack. As she was eating the young, ripe pussy, she was still unable to ignore Sabrina's words from the other night, 'you really ought to turn your own daughter, too'.
As the predatory mother enjoyed the sweet taste of this current coed, and as her pussy burned (she enjoyed eating pussy just as much as having her own pussy licked), she yet again found herself musing about her cute daughter Eve.

Then Mrs. Evans ended up in a sweaty, hot 69 with the insatiable coed, who came five times during the hour-long lick fest while she brought the older woman to two orgasms.

The mother felt guilty as she drove home, not because of her hot rendezvous (which had been amazing for both parties), but because of her nasty thoughts about seducing her daughter and incestuously eating her pussy.
Her fantasy of seducing Eve simply wouldn't go away... of tasting her pussy... of fucking her ass... and of having the fruit of her loins between her legs lapping away.
These or similar thoughts now occurred every time she saw her daughter.
They also popped into her head whenever she fucked herself with her vibrator, or her suction cup ten-inch cock, or her powerful showerhead.
They crept into her dreams... so she often woke up with wet panties.
And of course they began consuming her thoughts whenever she was dining on anyone's pussy or having hers munched on.


Thus, although she knew it was considered wrong, or at least it was within polite society, the idea of incest became all she could think about. She constantly read about it online. And she also lusted after her eighteen-year-old daughter until she decided she was going to make Licky Lane not only into a lesbian buffet for MILFs, which it already was, but also into an incestuous playground for mothers and their sexy daughters.
PROLOGUE 3: INCEST IS BEST
Over a weekend while her husband was away at a meeting somewhere (Karen had long ago stopped caring where he was, so long as he was gone), she seduced her daughter, taught her to eat pussy, helped her discover the thrills of orgasming from a woman's experienced tongue, and much to her astonishment, she and her strap-on took her daughter's virginity three months before her nineteenth birthday! (She was surprised to learn Eve hadn't yet fucked Jake, her boyfriend of six months... although admittedly she'd sucked his dick, been fingered and had him go down on her a couple of times (although with less than stimulating results)), and like her other two girl conquests recently, Karen also introduced her daughter to the erogenous zone existing inside her anal passage.




After seducing a couple of teens and her own daughter, Karen couldn't stop. She wanted to spread the practice of lesbian incest to the other Licky Lane mothers, or in other words, to insist the other mothers seduce their own daughter or daughters too!
After that, Karen and her daughter Eve had sex together every day and night....

At this point Eve and Karen, Mom and daughter, couldn't get enough of each other. Both women were three-hole sluts for each other... each dominant to the other and each submissive, depending upon their mood. And Eve was getting bolder... fingering her Mom's asshole in the kitchen while Dad was in the living room, fucking her mother with a cucumber that she then used in a salad for the three of them, and demanding to be tucked in every night... by her Mommy Dearest.
For instance, on one occasion:

Instantly, Karen's pussy dampened... sensing what Eve was thinking... especially since her opening her pajama top and conveniently not wearing any bottoms made it pretty damn obvious.

Karen had no will power whenever she was offered the opportunity to suck on her daughter's tits or to eat that ripe pussy.
The mother joined her effectively naked daughter in her bed and purred, "So tell me, are you Mommy's good girl?" Karen loved the term Mommy. it was somehow so innocent, yet also taboo, and also sexy as fuck.
"Mmmmm, that feels nice," Eve moaned, loving to have her nipples sucked. She added playfully, "I can be good, but don't you want me to be bad?"
Karen smiled wickedly, seeing herself in her daughter more and more every day, "You are your mother's daughter."

After a couple minutes of extensive nipple play... sucking, biting and tongue swirling, the mother gently pushed her daughter onto her back, hungry for a bedtime snack... and there weren't any treats better for snacking on than teen pussy.
"Does my Mommy Dearest want to eat me?" Eve asked.
"Your loving Mommy wants to devour you whole," Karen said wickedly, sliding two fingers inside her wet slut daughter.
"Oh God, Mom, oh God, yeah, fuck me," Eve moaned, in awe of how much sex she and her mother were having since that first time, and how her mother got her off unlike anyone else.
"You're so hot and juicy," Karen said, staring at her daughter as she fingered her, just before going down on her to savour her daughter's sweet pussy.

"Eat me, Mommy, eat me right fucking now," Eve demanded urgently.
"Yes, Babygirl," Karen eagerly obeyed, lowering her head to her new favourite meal... her daughter's cunt.
"Oh, yes Mommy, right there, you're such a good Mommy slut," Eve moaned, knowing the best times to call her mother names.
"You love having your own live-in cunt-licking Mommy-slut, don't you?" Karen said, their constant incestuous reminders and name calling enhancing the pleasure and intensity of their sex together for both of them.
"I doooo, Mommy," Eve moaned, her orgasm growing quickly.
As Karen licked, completely addicted to her daughter's unique tangy twat, she thought to herself, not that she was overly religious, "God, please forgive me. I love eating my daughter's pussy so much."

"Oh yes, Mommy, don't stop, you nasty cunt-licking slut," Eve ordered, reaching down to the back of her mother's head and pulling her deeper into her wetness.
Karen licked... sucked... fingered... desperately desiring to get her daughter off.
"Oh yes, faster slut, faster Mommy, eat my cunt, eat your daughter's cunt," Eve demanded, loving the liberation of using the word 'cunt'... it being such a nasty and taboo word... just as taboo as committing hot nasty consensual incest sex with her hot Mommy.
Karen attacked the pussy with relentless fury, and was soon rewarded with a gusher of her daughter's cunt cum, which she eagerly lapped up.
Once her orgasm was done, Eve ordered, "On all fours, Mommy-slut. Time to fuck those holes of yours."
"Yes, honey," Karen obeyed, loving when her daughter told her what to do.
"Finger fuck your twat," Eve demanded, as she went across the room and reached into her dresser drawer for a couple of the toys she'd purchased recently to fuck both of her mother's holes.
"Yes, baby," Karen obeyed, sliding a finger into her fevered pussy.
When Eve retuned to the bed, her mother was finger banging herself good. "It looks like your pussy's getting very wet, Mommy."
Karen only moaned in response.
"Only dirty sluts have wet pussies. Are you a dirty slut?" Eve said, since demeaning her mother always enhanced her own pleasure. She loved being the Mistress and making her mother the bottom bitch.
"Yes, I am," Karen replied mindlessly.

"Yes, you are... what?" Eve interrogated, getting onto the bed.
"Yes, I'm a dirty Mommy-slut for my hot daughter," Karen said, loving to call herself a Mommy-slut... such a nasty and forbidden term.
Eve turned on the vibrator she'd just lubed up and slid it into her Mom's asshole... loving the sight of a toy disappearing in her Mom's ass. "Take it all, Mommy ass slut."
"Oh God," Karen moaned, loving anal sex, loving her daughter's insulting words, and loving these unique pulsations inside her asshole.
Wanting to make the taboo, kinky, incestuous act even more taboo, kinky and incestuous, Eve said, as she went to insert vibrator number two into her mother's pussy, "Now, back into where I came from 18 years ago."
Hearing her daughter's nasty words enhanced her own euphoria even more, as she mumbled between her moans from the vibrations in her ass, and shoving her face into a pillow so she wouldn't alert her husband to what was transpiring only a single room away. Thankfully he slept like the dead. "Fuck me... fuck me..." she mumbled into the pillow over and over.

Eve generously obliged, sliding the vibrator inside her Mom's wet pussy and beginning to double fuck her two holes.
"Oh my God, Eve," Karen let out a loud moan... the double fucking and double vibrations awakening intense pleasure that coursed throughout her entire body.
The sounds emerging from her mother were primal and lustful as Eve smoothly pumped both toys in and out of her Mom's holes. "That's what you like, isn't it, Mom?"
"My God... yes... fuck me," Karen babbled mindlessly, totally unable to think of anything else but the orgasm growing inside her.

As the double penetration continued, its intensity was so extreme Karen worried about waking up her husband... how could he not hear all this noise she was making? Between increasingly louder uncontrollable moans, Karen said, "Don't... want...to wake... oh... your father," which took her over twenty seconds to gasp out between the deep thrusts from the two cocks.
Eve, knowing her mother was close, said, "Don't worry, Mommy. Just let it go."

Karen had no choice but to do just that, since the pleasure was too overwhelming, and she let out a scream much louder than she meant to, "I'm comiiiiiiiing!!"
Eve continued fucking her mother throughout her orgasm, loving to watch her mother come.
Five minutes later, both women enjoying the afterglow of pleasure, Eve asked, "Tell me a bedtime story, Mom?"
Karen smiled, "Aren't you a little big for that, Honey?"
No," Eve pouted. "I mean tell me about the other people you've bedded and had sex with."
Karen laughed, "Alright then, get comfy."
"I'm very comfy," Eve said snuggling her naked body into her mother's naked body.
"It's going to be a long story," Karen said, and she launched into vivid details about her many MILF playtimes, plus her recent seductions of Sherese, Amy, Sabrina and some others.
"You fucked Amy and Sabrina before fucking me?" Eve asked.
"Yeah, Sabrina was actually the one who suggested I seduce you," Karen admitted.
"I'll have to thank her for that," Eve said.
"If you include a little payback with your verbal thanks, I'm sure she'll love it," Karen said, kissing her daughter before slipping out of bed and reluctantly returning to her husband, who thankfully was still snoring.
PROLOGUE 4: DAUGHTERS AND MOTHERS AND MORE, OH MY
The idea of expanding the secret lesbian sex club called Licky Lane into a mother-daughter sex club was too enticing to resist. After Karen had crossed the line into the pleasures of that particular forbidden fruit, she knew she just had to spread the gospel!
She began demonstrating the power she had over her own legal age daughter, by sharing her with two of her best friends (who also just happened to have hot, ripe eighteen-plus daughters), where Eve went down on her mother in front of her two shocked friends, before turning the encounter into a four-girl two-hour orgy. (Yes, I know Karen's dominance over her daughter was cyclical, but once her mother explained the plan, Eve was delighted to roleplay along.)

Karen's daughter Eve, once she'd discovered not only the intensity of the orgasms she could achieve from having sex with her mother (and with other women), wanted to explore this new world with her friends, and to push them into having sex with all her (and their) female friends.
Her mother helped Eve with her first seduction, with Karen, using her wily and seductive ways, seducing the athletic volleyball star Victoria. Eve watched in awe as her Mom used her wicked words and magical touch to convince the lesbian-curious Victoria that she was indeed a lesbian at heart.

After witnessing only a few of her Mom's inexorable seductions, Eve got to the point where she just assumed up front that her mother would soon be eating whichever woman's pussy was next, seducing yet another ripe young thing into acts of lesbian debauchery... so it didn't faze her at all when she walked in to see the church minister's daughter, Allison, a goody two shoes if there ever was one, getting finger banged in her kitchen.
Of course Eve was sitting on the stuck-up bitch's face a few minutes later.

Eve couldn't keep her hot new secret from her best friend Samantha. Samantha, who was openly bisexual, and who'd been trying to convince Eve to try eating pussy (Eve had several women eager to munch on her pussy), and once Eve revealed her newfound love for pussy, Samantha turned Eve into her pussy pleasing pet.
The next day, Samantha and Eve went to the Evans house after their cheerleading practice to confront Karen.
To both of their surprises, they walked in on Karen in a pretzel pose on a chair while a naked Judith Bright, the head of the debate club, was eating the MILF's pussy.

"Holy shit," Samantha said, finding this the hottest thing she'd ever seen. Although the time when Mrs. Walker had seduced her and fucked her with a strap-on on the English teacher's desk had also been pretty damn wicked.

Although watching her friend Sarah Jane fucking first year teacher Miss Collins on her desk while some other girls watched (the secret lesbian society at the private school not aware of the secret lesbian society on Licky Lane... although that ignorance ended when Samantha learned about Eve's incestuous explorations).

"Mom is pretty much adding a new member to her Licky Lane lesbian society every day," Eve bragged, not overly surprised to see yet another girl between her Mom's legs, but a little surprised she was Judith the geek.
The next day Eve skipped her last class of the day, drove to Mrs. Martens' home, sauntered in, and five minutes later was engaged in her favourite activity... sitting on someone's face.
That would become a regular activity whenever either of them visited the other, often doing it at Eve's house while Mr. Evans was downstairs watching sports, and occasionally even while the more alert Mr. Martens was otherwise occupied inside his house. The rush of the risk always increased the strength of her orgasms.

Sometimes Karen and Eve played together, like the time they first seduced Amy's Mom while their men were outside working on a car... oblivious to the hot lesbian activity going on inside the house.
Of course a few minutes later, Karen was eating Jane upstairs in the bedroom while their daughters looked on, providing commentary.

Eventually, almost every couple of days included some sort of lesbian activity for Eve. And her weekends frequently included sleepovers that always featured lots of lesbian playtime.

Which led to some other fun evenings as the young eighteen- or nineteen-year-old girls explored their sexuality... every chance they could get. Often with their Licky Lane Moms fully aware of their licentious activities.

Which led to the MILFs and their daughters discovering that women gave them far better orgasms than men ever could... both orally, or with strap-on cocks that always remained hard and lasted a lot longer than their quickly shooting->snoring men... so they started seducing all the older teens in the neighborhood!
Eve even scored her first lesbian seduction... Mrs. Matz... a woman she'd babysat for in the past.

Like Mrs. Klein, who after being seduced by Karen during a coffee klatch a couple weeks ago, had then had a few teens come over to service her in ways Mr. Klein never had. And then she'd discovered she could use the church minister's daughter Allison to get off, which was sinfully delicious... especially since she wasn't Christian, but Jewish.

Karen told the other Moms about her taboo seduction... and then challenged them to follow suit... and they seduced their own daughters too.
Like Mrs. White, who ordered her daughter Melody to come home at lunchtime, and then spent the entire afternoon not only seducing her daughter, but taking her virginity. (She sent her back to school the next day with a signed note citing a 'family emergency'.)

Samantha became the teenage equivalent of Mrs. Evans by eagerly turning sexy MILFs in her community, and even elsewhere. For example, while visiting friends from her middle school years over a long weekend, she convinced her old friend Phoebe to assist her in seducing and turning another friend's hot single Mom (their friend was named Hayden). It didn't take them long to turn the MILF into their submissive two-hole fuck toy.

Hayden, who walked in and discovered her friends fucking her mother, decided to take revenge. So she went after Phoebe's Mom, Mrs. Washington, turning her into a submissive eager pet willing to learn how to become the perfect cunt-munching pet.

Mrs. Johnson, turned by her best friend's daughter, was now a completely submissive cunt-licking, cock-taking pet. Her husband hadn't given her an orgasm in years, while Carmen immediately began giving her multiple orgasms (five of them most recently), and she was hoping to break that record this weekend while her husband was away at a business meeting somewhere in Canada, and her daughter was attending cheerleading camp.

A completely different Mrs. Johnson was a piano teacher in Licky Lane who used her side job as the perfect opportunity for seducing ripe eighteen-year-old beauties.

The teens now couldn't get enough of MILF pussy, so sometimes jealousy raged, as was seen when Lisa caught her best friend eating her Mom's pussy (which was now her favourite meal), and she didn't want to share.




The daughters quickly learned the most important meal of the day was breakfast, although it certainly wasn't bacon and eggs. Sabrina dined on her Mom every morning, after she'd seduced her with some assistance from Eve... developing into a wild three-way.

The teens learned their priorities... such as eating a pussy a day kept the doctor away.

Sometimes a teen needed to be punished.
For example, failing a test at school commonly resulted in being used as her mother's dildo fuck toy for the rest of the week as Alison, different from the nerd Allison (notice the missing extra 'L'), learned after scoring only 43% on a math test.

The mothers' discipline of their sometimes unruly daughters or to motivate them to try better in school, became commonplace.

Sometimes a mother trained her daughter utilising the help of a friend.

As time went by, the slyly secret practice of seducing their daughters became far less sly, such as when Penny seduced her sister while she was visiting, and made sure they were caught in an intimate kiss when her daughter Bella arrived home from school.

Sex became power, and it was sometimes used to get back at bitches who'd treated the teens poorly... like Mrs. Boyden, who'd scolded Zelda for wearing a skirt to school that she'd decided was too short.
So Zelda talked to her Mommy, who dealt with the teacher in the only way women at Licky Lane knew how to prevail.

Or Sabrina, who discovered her mother's favourite meal was teen cunt:

Sometimes the teens would just fuck or eat each other out any chance they could... not worried about the risk of getting caught... often using it as an opening gambit for turning their mothers into lesbians too... like Beth and Kendra did to their mothers one eventful evening.

Sometimes the daughters took control... like Christina, who fucked her Mom way more than her Dad ever did... and decided her mother should shave that hairy snatch... since she didn't enjoy all those pubes in her mouth when she dined on her mother's cunt... and Karen had suggested... strongly... although hadn't made it mandatory for the mother-daughter sex club... that a cunt should really be shaved.

Sometimes, although it was very rare, a woman would resist Karen's advances and those of the other mothers... and their punishment was always the same... whether before or after they succumbed... to humiliate the mother and fuck the daughter....

Or for not being willing to have their daughters join the Mother-daughter club.

As summer approached, the so-called book club had become a girls' night... which was mostly an orgy. But it also included fun side shows like the weekly auction of a teen slave for a week. (The teen being auctioned was far from coerced; in fact there was a long waiting list for the privilege. And subsequent testimonials from the girls who'd been 'so unfairly taken advantage of' only helped that list to continue growing longer.)
This week the principal's daughter was up for bid. The principal was unaware of the secret society, but after she'd suspended one of the Mom's daughter for smoking in the bathroom, they seduced and turned her daughter.

Eve also became an ass slayer... pounding Mrs. Franz every Tuesday after school... almost getting caught by Mr. Franz who came home early... but escaping by sneaking out the back door still naked and wearing her strap-on.

By late June, the teens and MILFs were getting even more brazen, like when Mrs. Jones had her daughter's best friend go down on her in her car while they were waiting at a red light.
Mrs. Jones was spied by a guy in a truck, whose eyes went as wide as a cartoon character's before he began snapping photos.

Of course, even while Karen continued to add to her harem of MILF and teen pussy munching playmates... her favourite was still her daughter.
Every Monday, Eve would go visit her Mom's best friend across the city to log volunteer hours at the animal clinic... although her main focus wasn't an animal they'd actually adopted out... she mostly tended to beavers.


PROLOGUE 5: PROM
Prom was a wild night.
Amy was required to eat out her boyfriend's mother and to pose for some special prom night photos before heading out.

Samantha had some fun with Mrs. Walker at prom... Mrs. Walker never able to resist redheads... who were always her weakness.

Eve decided to use prom to seduce Chrissy, another of her best friends, who'd been caught in the middle of a love triangle with two boys, and she was just exhausted.

Eve had been methodically planting seeds in Chrissy's subconscious throughout the past month.
Constantly complimenting her.
Hugging her every chance she got.
Pointing out over and over how boys weren't worth all that drama.
So seeing Chrissy upset, and wanting both to comfort her and seduce her, she followed her out of the gymnasium.
Eve wasn't surprised to see her friend leaning against the lockers, close to tears.
"I told you they aren't worth it," Eve consoled her as she approached.
"I'm finally beginning to agree with you," Chrissy said, wiping a tear from her eye. "Why can't I just choose between the two of them?"
"Trust me, you're better off without either of them," Eve said, reaching her friend and placing one hand on her hip and the other near her breast. "Such problems you have, Chrissy. Always over boys."
"I know, right?" Chrissy replied, having found her friend's sudden touchy-feely persona awkward at first, but now very comforting, and just what she needed. She sighed, "My own fault."

"Let's go somewhere where the boys won't find you," Eve suggested, and then without waiting for Chrissy's response, she took her friend's hand and led her into an unlocked classroom... Mrs. Walker's... a daring teacher who'd become a regular cunt-licker for her and her friends.
"Okay," Chrissy agreed, now not wanting anything to do with either of those guys. This was supposed to be a special night, and they'd ruined it. Originally she'd planned to lose her virginity to Ben, but they got into a fight and broke up (ironically because she hadn't ever put out), so she went with Charlie, who she'd also been considering losing her virginity to... since wasn't that what prom was for? But as soon as she got there, Ben started trying to win her back, and Charlie said he was trying to protect her, but it was obvious he just wanted to keep her for himself... more as a trophy than anyone he cared about. It was just too much!
Once they were inside, Eve closed the door and said, "We should be safe from them in here."
Chrissy hopped onto the teacher's desk, unaware that Mrs. Walker was often bent over this same desk while getting fucked by a strap-on, or one of Chrissy's peers might have had their ass sitting in the exact same spot as Chrissy's, but with spread legs and their English teacher hungrily licking away. "You really are my best friend, you've always been so good to me."

Eve responded, her planned seduction fully in motion, "I want to be. And here we are just you and me." As she rested her hand on Chrissy's thigh she added, "Best of all. No boys."
"I'm so happy you rescued me from them," Chrissy said.
"So am I. It's time for new beginnings," Eve said.
"How so?" Chrissy asked.
"You'll see. Close your eyes," Eve instructed.
"Um... okay," Chrissy agreed.
Eve quickly shed her dress, and with Chrissy wearing one that was incredibly easy to remove, she began pulling it down and off of her friend's amazing body.
Chrissy's eyes flew open wide, and she asked, "What are you doing? What happened to your dress?"
"Just trust me, okay? Let me show you how it can be without guys ruining everything," Eve responded demurely, her hard nipples revealing her excitement at this conquest she was about to complete.
Chrissy had seen Eve naked many times in the school locker room and showers, but somehow this time it was completely different. She'd heard the rumours saying Eve was a lesbian now, and Eve had never denied it. Eve's soft touches and many hints had gotten Chrissy a little curious about same sex playing. She admitted, "I guess I have thought about it."

"You have, have you?" Eve asked playfully as she parted Chrissy's legs.
"I've heard rumours about you," Chrissy smiled.
"Oh, you have, have you?" Eve repeated with a wicked smile, as she brought her face closer to the inviting peach. She was delighted to notice that just like she had, Chrissy had gone commando tonight.
"Yes I have." The blonde trembled as she felt the hot breath on her thigh.
"And just what did you hear?" Eve asked, her mouth now directly above her friend's pussy.
"That you like girls," she said.
"Oh, it's lots more than my just liking girls," Eve smiled, burying her face in her friend's pussy.
"Oh my God!" Chrissy moaned loudly, never having had her pussy licked before. She'd been roughly and awkwardly fingered by a few boys who hadn't a clue... but that was it.
"You taste so good," Eve said, always reassuring first time girls about how good they tasted... boys and men having forever created a false notion about the so-called fishy taste of a woman.
"So good," Chrissy moaned, her head spinning with what was happening, and her body melting with Eve's touch.
As Eve licked, she said, "Personally, I've been dreaming of doing this for as long as I can remember."
"Ooooooh," Chrissy moaned, as she felt her friend slide two fingers inside her wet pussy while her pussy was also being licked. "That feels so good. Don't stop."

"I won't be stopping until you come all over my face, Chrissy," Eve said, loving the sound of her friend's moans, and the taste of a woman's cum.
"That won't take long," Chrissy moaned as she felt her orgasm rising quickly, way quicker than her own self-induced orgasms with her fingers or a hairbrush.
Eve ordered, wanting to eat her from behind so she could also taste her friend's asshole, "Roll over and get up on all fours."
"Okay," Chrissy quickly obeyed, her pussy burning with lust and need.
Eve pulled her friend's ass cheeks apart, and gave the puckered rosebud a swipe with her tongue.
"Wwwwwwwhat are you doing?" Chrissy asked, feeling a tongue on her butthole.
"Eating your ass," Eve said. "It's delicious."
"It feels weird," Chrissy said.
"Good weird, or bad weird?" Eve asked, now really rimming the hole.
"Definitely good," Chrissy moaned, wondering how having her asshole licked could not only feel good, but be this good.
After a minute, Eve returned to her friend's wet pussy and really attacked it. She licked it hungrily while returning two fingers inside the girl and fingering her.
"Oh yes, this feels so good," Chrissy moaned, feeling her orgasm rising quickly.

After a minute, perhaps two, while she listened attentively to her friends increasing moans, she ordered in a soft sensual way, "Come for me, Chrissy, come all over my face."
"I'm so close, Eve," Chrissy moaned, her pleasure so intense.
"Now, Chrissy, come for me right now," Eve said, sharply this time, fingering her faster while simultaneously sucking on her pussy and using her thumb to rub the swollen clit.
"Oh yes, yes, fuck YEEEEEEESSS!!" Chrissy screamed, as the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced cascaded through her body like a pleasurable waterfall.
"So good," Eve purred, as she pulled her fingers out and drank down as much of the gushing cunt cum as she could.
"Fuck," Chrissy said, all the energy in her body now usurped from her.
"Delicious," Eve said.
After a couple of minutes, Chrissy got off the desk and said, "Hop up there, Eve."
"Deary me, what on earth are you going to do little ol' me?" Eve asked mockingly.
"Return the favour," Chrissy answered, hoping that eating pussy would be better than sucking cock... which was at best, just an okay experience.
"Mmmmmmm," Eve moaned. "You sure?"
"I can't believe it's taken me so long to see what's been right in front of me," Chrissy said, admiring her friend's naked body.
"I'm glad you finally did. Imagine our sleepovers now," Eve smiled... thinking, Just wait until Chrissy learns about Licky Lane, and how her mother will be invited to a mother-daughter sex party real soon!
"Let me show you how much I love that idea," Chrissy said.
"Not only will we be best friends, but we can have all sex all the time too," Eve added, already picturing all the nasty things they could do to each other.

"Chrissy!" Beth gasped, opening the classroom door and seeing the two naked girls.
"We're a bit busy right now," Chrissy said casually, not at all fazed by being caught naked and flushed by two fellow cheerleaders and Dave.
"You just won prom queen!" Beth said.
"Terrific! Then why don't you two girls come and help me celebrate," Chrissy said. "Dave, you can take a hike."
"Oh, come on," Dave wheedled, having wanted to fuck Chrissy forever.
"Bye, Dave," Beth pushed him away, pulled Catherine into the room, and locked the door.
"Ladies, please!" he whined, banging on the door as Beth and Catherine quickly climbed out of their dresses and turned the twosome into a foursome. Chrissy ended up licking all three girls to orgasm before getting fucked by Eve with a strap-on Mrs. Walker kept hidden in a filing cabinet for just such an occasion.
Then with a rush of adrenaline and her natural persona of being in control asserting itself following more than thirty minutes of obedience, Chrissy demanded possession of the strap-on and fucked Eve as hard as she could... discovering the rush of being the fucker instead of the fuckee.

Chrissy thus embarked on her journey as a switch.
A couple days later, Chrissy's Mom Harriet was invited to a meeting of the secret lesbian society, where she watched Karen getting her pussy eaten by Silvia's daughter Olivia. Silvia just happened to be her best friend, who was also attending the meeting, and cheering her daughter on. So extremely turned on, and after the rules of the growing mother-daughter lesbian club were explained to her, Harriet announced her intention of calling her daughter Chrissy and telling her to come over right away.

Karen smiled as she said, "Don't worry, Chrissy will love to hear that, but she's already upstairs being trained to take it in the ass by my daughter Eve."

Several weeks later it was the last day of school, when a selection of the graduating girls were gifted with a great surprise... a special present for the entire weekend... the bitchiest teacher in the entire school... Mrs. Nelson.

So as summer officially arrived, and following a wild orgy on the last day between many of the girls at school,

NO MORE PROLOGUES! AT LONG LAST WE BEGIN THE ACTUAL STORY: BEGINNING WITH CAFÉ CUNT AND THE FALL OF A RELIGIOUS ZEALOT
Karen and a couple dozen other women decided to take a women only camping trip, open to any woman with a daughter of legal age. (Some daughters knew of their mothers' sapphic encounters within Licky Lane, but many of them didn't. In other cases, only the daughters knew what occurred behind the scenes. And in a very few cases both the mothers and their daughters were in for some huge surprises!)



The only rule was... of course... no men.
And some very good news... only a three-hour drive away was a small and secretive community for women only... where discretion was critical... and where the only rule was also: no men allowed.
The goal of this camping trip was simple... to have lots of lesbian sex... with women of all ages...and to make sure each remaining Mom, along with each remaining daughter who was of age, had become a cunt-licking, incest-committing slut.
So seventy-four women... thirty-two mothers... forty-two daughters... caravanned together to a remote lake in the Sierra Nevada mountains.
Some were already cunt-lickers.
Some were already indulging in incest on a regular basis.
Some were already cunt-lickers, but hadn't yet crossed the line into incest play.
Some were naïve women and girls who were totally unaware of what was about to transpire.
Near the end of their journey, the long vehicular caravan took a lengthy period of time to proceed through a check stop, where each carful of women was required to assert they weren't smuggling any men or children into the small community.
The first clue for the twenty or so lesbian virgins present that the customs in this community were very different from anything they'd ever encountered before, was what they saw immediately when they entered the local café.

The second clue, this one a lot more obvious, was seeing a very pretty brunette, completely naked but nevertheless a waitress, sauntering around serving food.
The third clue was when they noticed the specials sign with a naked blonde writing down today's specials, that simply listed Alana and Bridget.

The fourth clue was some surreal breast feeding at one of the tables. No infants allowed? No problem!

The fifth clue was a cute teen being fingered by another cute teen. Judging by the cake on their table, one of them must have been a birthday girl.

The sixth clue occurred when Mrs. Parker walked into the bathroom and witnessed some blatant lesbian activity.

The experienced lesbians were not only enjoying the show, but also loving the shock on the faces of the lesbians-to-be among their large group.
Valerie, a sweet eighteen-year-old virgin to sex of any kind, finally gasped, "What kind of place is this?"
"A liberated one," Sherese replied, having decided she was a complete lesbian immediately following her very first taste of Mrs. Evans in her own kitchen a couple of months ago. She pulled her t-shirt over her head and completely off, to reveal her large, firm tits.
"Sherese!" Valerie gasped again, suddenly confronted with her next door neighbour's naked breasts. Sherese was a year older than she, and she'd always admired her.
"When in Rome..." Sherese shrugged with a jiggle, and still topless, got in line to order lunch... although she had other ideas for what she would like to snack on... sweet Valerie being one of them.
As the women ordered their food it was Eve of course, who asked the woman in her thirties at the till about the specials for the day. "So can you tell me about your specials?"
"Happy you asked," the pretty woman smiled. "We have two delicious meals on today's menu. Alana is a ripe pie that's been marinating for the past three hours with some fresh strawberries. Or if you crave a dish that's more tart and tangy, Bridget is a deliciously aged back end."
"Mmmmmmmmm," Eve said, both of the offerings sounding scrumptious. And wishing to shock everyone who wasn't already a member of the growing lesbian society, she requested in a loud voice, "Please serve me the Bridget."
"Right away, ma'am," the blonde gave her a wide grin, and she surprised Eve and everyone else by pulling her dress over her head, thus stripping herself completely naked, hopping onto the counter, and finally she flipped herself over like a pretzel with her ass uppermost, which impressed everyone watching with awe, intrigue, bewilderment, disbelief, hunger and many other mixed emotions.
"This looks delicious," Eve said, as she was suddenly admiring the woman's puckered asshole.
"I'm told it's the best around," the woman said, having had her ass eaten daily for the past decade by many women of all ages... even including a few major celebrities who visited her on occasion, and a couple who returned regularly for her unique entrée.
"It looks very appetizing," Eve said, as she bent down and began licking the sweet tasting butthole.

"Oh my," Valerie gasped again, just as Allison arrived, having been a cunt-craving submissive ever since Mrs. Evans had first seduced her.
Allison didn't say anything, keeping her dirty secret from her mother for now, although she envied Eve... whom she'd been eating out regularly ever since discovering of her love for cunt (Eve had at first needed to insist on her using that word) at school in the bathrooms, or on various teachers' desks, at the mall in the dressing rooms, and of course on Eve's bed in Mrs. Evans's home many times... her own Mom (Janice Talley, the minister's wife) oblivious to her sudden sexual activity. That latter point explaining her current inactivity. She wasn't quite ready to out herself to her Mom, although she was looking forward to doing so very soon.
"Want some?" Eve asked.
"No, gross," Valerie yucked, aghast at what she was witnessing.
"Allison?" Eve asked, noting Allison's mother standing right behind her daughter.
"Eve, what are you doing?" Mrs. Talley demanded, mortified and disgusted as she covered her virginal (yeah, right) daughter's eyes.
"Having some lunch," Eve answered, swirling her tongue around the rosebud. "Want some?"
"Eve! That's disgusting," Mrs. Talley retorted, shocked by the neighbour girl's behaviour, astonished by the lack of any negative response from her fellow mothers, and stunned that she and her virginal (like I said) daughter had entered such a restaurant of filth.
"Actually, it's quite delicious," Eve quipped merrily, leaning forward and parting the glistening pussy lips.
"Allison, lets take ourselves outside," Mrs. Talley said, as a naked redhead in pigtails walked in, hopped onto a table and offered her marinated pussy to any takers.
"Yes, mother," Allison said wearily, following her Mom out, looking longingly back at Eve, her mouth watering at the tantalizing snack she wasn't being allowed to have a share of. At least not yet. She was so looking forward to someone turning her mother. Perhaps she'd even be allowed to do it herself when the time was right!
"I'll have the Alana," a woman who wasn't part of the Licky Lane group called out.

Things only got weirder for Mrs. Talley as she was tugging her daughter out of the café, when she saw a girl in a very impressive pose she could never achieve, showcasing her pussy.
"Want a snack?" the blonde asked.
"Oh my God!" Mrs. Talley gasped again, feeling like she'd been Twilight Zoned into some bizarre alternate reality.
Allison's mouth watered at the ripe peach, instantly wanting some.

"You'll love it," the blonde said, loving the shock in the eyes of this prim and proper woman.
"Where is your mother, young woman?" Mrs. Talley demanded all in a huff, oblivious to Allison staring hungrily into the girl's hairless vagina. How did she even do that? Mrs. Talley wondered. No way would anyone shave that area. It would be way too dangerous.
"Inside, I believe. She's the Alana on the special's menu today," the blonde replied helpfully.
"Oh my goodness," Mrs. Talley said, beginning to walk away, but when she looked the other way she saw Mrs. Lee making out with one of the teenagers in their party, with both females' clothing in disarray. In the background two other women wearing bikinis were looking on approvingly, looking like they might be a mother and daughter.

Her head was spinning with all this sexual debauchery going on right out in the open, when she looked ahead and was presented with yet another shocking sexual act... this one involving the actual leader of their gated community! She gasped, the only reaction she seemed to have today, "Mrs. Evans! What on earth are you doing!?"
"What am I doing?" Karen repeated, as she enjoyed a cute skateboard girl eating her pussy right out on the sidewalk while other people strolled by, or stopped and watched. "I'm just feeding the hungry."

"That's totally immoral," Mrs. Talley accused, unaware that her daughter was no longer accompanying her, but having held back for long enough, was enthusiastically licking away between the legs of another skateboarder, this one a blonde.
"Actually, my take is I'm providing an example of some great community service," Karen smiled, loving the shocked look on the face of the very prudish Mrs. Talley.
"Where the heck are we?" Mrs. Talley asked.
"Heaven," Karen replied.
"And you taste so good," the cute girl said, as she licked Karen's shaved pussy... loving this town where she was free to do sexy exhibitionistic things with complete strangers whenever she wanted to.
"So I've been told," Karen said, as she brought her hand to the girl's stocking cap and pulled her deeper into her wetness.
"We are not staying here," Mrs. Talley said, as she stormed away towards her SUV, grateful she'd driven it here.
Valerie, meanwhile, had come outside, and she too was witnessing more sexual debauchery.

As Valeria looked around, she felt frozen in place while she stared at everything she was witnessing and feeling strange feelings growing inside her. Her vagina was leaking into her panties and her mouth was watering... and both sensations confused her.
Mrs. Talley reached her SUV and gasped yet again. Jenny Smith, one of Allison's best friends, had her pants pulled down, her ass cheeks being spread wide by Mrs. Baker.
"Penelope, what in Heaven's name are you doing to Jenny?" Mrs. Talley demanded, storming over.
"Helping Jenny to air out her soaked pussy," Mrs. Baker replied cheerfully, having fingerbanged the girl to two very quiet orgasms in the back of Mrs. Talley's SUV while the prudish mother drove, oblivious to what was transpiring in her very own vehicle.
"But she's your best friend's daughter," Mrs. Talley pointed out, still bewildered by all she was witnessing around her.

"Want some ripe, delicious teen pussy, Mrs. Talley?" Jenny offered, turning around to offer her freshly finger fucked pussy.
"Jenny!" Mrs. Talley gasped once more.
"Your daughter Allison loves dining on it," Jenny said, loving the obvious shock on her friend's Mom's face.
Mrs. Talley couldn't believe what Jenny had just said, and she turned to ask Allison if such libel was true, only to discover she wasn't anywhere within sight. "Where did my daughter go?"
"Probably having lunch," Jenny smiled.
"I'll be talking to your mother," Mrs. Talley threatened.
"You do that," Jenny said agreeably, aware that her Mom was dining on a hot blonde stranger just a few yards away.

Mrs. Talley turned around to go look for her daughter.
As she did, she just shook her head when she saw Mrs. Johnson with a very shiny face sauntering away from a naked stranger on her knees, and a queue of five more women, three of whom she knew, two from her church, and the other one whom she hated with a passion (she knew that wasn't very Christian, but she couldn't help it).
"Ladies, that's so undignified," Mrs. Talley said, clutching at straws for things to criticize throughout this debacle of lesbian sex with women and girls running wild everywhere she went.

"Don't knock it until you try it," Mrs. Klein said, knowing the plan was to turn this church wife very soon.
"You're all being very sinful," Mrs. Talley said weakly.
"Are we?" Mrs. Klein asked, as she waited her turn, and this time a pretty young redhead sat down and spread her legs for the next woman.
"Yes, what you're doing is completely immoral," Mrs. Talley asserted, unable to understand why her fellow church goers and the other women in her community were... completely out of the blue!... suddenly all committing such filthy, immoral acts.
"God made our bodies," Mrs. Klein pointed out, not that she was referring to the Christian God.
"For God's grace, not for the devil's sin," Mrs. Talley countered quickly.
"God wouldn't have made girls' cunts so delicious if He didn't want us to dine on them," Mrs. Klein adlibbed.
"Gross," Mrs. Talley said.
"Have you ever tasted a woman's champagne?" Mrs. Klein asked.
"No, never," Mrs. Talley responded, scrunching her face up like a prune.
"Then don't judge," Mrs. Klein said. "Isn't cunt delicious, Kate?"
Kate, a member of the church, but having discovered the joys of pussy during the past three months, felt her cheeks go red, but nevertheless she stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Kate!"
"Kate what? Does her enjoying the taste of cunt make her any less Christian?"
Mrs. Talley had no idea what to say, she was so angry.
Kate, plucking up her courage and wanting to push this stiffly religious woman further, and having just passed Allison Talley licking a cute blonde half a block away... and knowing from personal experience that Mrs. Talley's daughter was an amazing cunt-licker, asked, "By the way, where's your daughter? Perhaps she too is on her knees worshipping God's tasty gifts?"
Mrs. Talley went a shade of red more associated with the Devil than the Lord, as she turned and stormed off.
She kept walking, and she encountered a girl bending way over to flash her pussy asking, "Want a tasty treat?"

So disgusted, so mortified, desperate to find her daughter so they could just get out of this sinful place, she almost didn't notice and didn't bother responding, when she barged right into Karen.
"Sorry," she said, sidestepping to walk past this foul sinner.
But Karen stepped back in front of her and said, "We need to talk."
"No, I need to find Allison," Mrs. Talley refused, brushing Karen aside.
"Right now, Janice!" Karen said sternly, stepping in front of her again.
"This place is full of sinners and sin," Mrs. Talley said.
"Are you wet?" Karen asked.
"Excuse me?" Why would she ask such a question?!
"Is your pussy wet?"
"That's a disgusting question and none of your darn business," Mrs. Talley rebuked the sinful woman, even as she noticed that her panties did feel a little damp... which confused her.
"Tell you what, if your sadly neglected pussy is dry, I'll lead you straight to your daughter and not say another sinful word," Karen offered, confident the woman's prudish exterior would be extinguished by her wicked touch.
"That's ridiculooooous," Mrs. Talley responded, and then let out an uncontrollable moan as Karen reached her hand under her skirt and rubbed her pussy.
"That isn't dry at all," Karen grinned, continuing to rub the stunned church wife's pussy.
"Stop doing that," Mrs. Talley said, attempting to swat Karen's hand away, yet it wasn't strong enough to accomplish anything.
"Why is your cunt so wet?" Karen asked sweetly.
"It isn't," Mrs. Talley denied, next pushing ineffectively against Karen with both hands.
Whereupon Karen's pleasant demeanour switched to one more like a drill sergeant and she growled, "Look, bitch! You've been playing the high and mighty self-righteous asshole for years. When the truth is you're a slut!"
"I am not," Mrs. Talley denied, having only been with two men in her entire life... and only one in the past twenty plus years.
"Okay then, you're about to become a slut," Karen reworded.
"I most certainly am not," Mrs. Talley said forcefully.
"You will do as I say for the next few minutes, or pictures of your daughter eating pussy and getting fucked by a strap-on will be posted on the internet," Karen warned. She knew blackmail wasn't overly dignified and she preferred seduction, but alas time was of the essence, so she did what she had to do for now, and soon the blackmail threat would become irrelevant.
"You wouldn't?!" Mrs. Talley said, as she suddenly worried about her daughter's reputation as well as her own and her husband's. "And besides, Allison wouldn't!"
"No? Look over there," Karen said, pointing to just down the sidewalk where Allison was still licking the cute skateboarder's pussy, but she now was also being fucked by an unknown woman with a strap-on. And yes, just like everyone else around, it was happening right out in the open, where absolutely anyone could see her! (And if they wished, also to take pictures!)
"Oh my God!" Mrs. Talley gasped, seeing her daughter engaged in such forbidden acts and yes indeed, other women and girls were standing around watching. (But apparently not taking photos... thank God for small mercies.)
"You shouldn't use the Lord's name in vain," Karen smiled teasingly.
"Fuck you," the enraged mother snapped.
"Language, Mrs. Talley, what would the Lord think of such foul language?" Karen smirked... mocking the tone she'd heard Mrs. Talley use way too often.
"Allison and I are leaving," Mrs. Talley huffed.
"No," Karen said. "You're going to join the club."
"What club?"
"The secret lesbian society and mother-daughter club," Karen said, as she pushed Janice against a wall.
"I need to get my daughter and leave," Janice said.
"She's busy," Karen said, sliding two fingers inside the MILF and quickly finding her g-spot.



"Ooooooh, nooooooo," Janice moaned, intense pleasure suddenly crashing over her like a ton of bricks.
"Just relax Janice, no one possessing a cunt in the history of the world has ever needed this more than you do," Karen said, tapping the MILF's clit and watching her twitch and moan.
As she felt her body burning with pleasure she hadn't known existed, completely overwhelmed and helpless, she stammered through her uncontrollable moans, "W-w-what... oooooo... a-are... mmm.... y-you... Ohhhhh... d-d-doing?" (That final stuttered word sounding more like a piggy squeal than human speech.)
"I'm introducing you to the pleasure the Lord placed inside you that the male hierarchical church attempts to hide from us gullible women," Karen said, pulling the t-shirt up over Janice's tits with her free hand.
"It feels...." Janice began, but the intensity was too much to express or even to think during, even though she was vaguely aware of her shirt being pulled up, and then her bra unclasped and discarded.
"I know," Karen said, "this is all pretty overwhelming for you," as she bent down and sucked a hard nipple into her mouth.
Oh God," Janice moaned.
Karen smiled at Janice's obvious surrender into the pleasure... her resistance crumbling even quicker than she'd anticipated... the blackmail apparently not even needed... only a few firm, aggressive sexual advances.
"This is the kind of pleasure you can experience all the time in our club, Janice," Karen said, fingering the MILF gently now so she wouldn't come yet.
"So wrong," Janice moaned, overwhelmed by what she was allowing to happen to her. The fingers inside her and the mouth nibbling on her breast were driving her wild.
"Wrong? Do you want me to stop?" Karen asked, having no intention of actually stopping regardless of the answer, but confident the answer would be no.
Karen gave her some more taps on her g-spot, and Janice responded in a daze, "Yes... no... I don't knoooow!"
"You want to come for me, don't you, Janice?" Karen asked, wanting the church wife to admit it.
"Oh, God yes, Karen," Janice said, the growing pleasure now in complete control of her thoughts, and rendering her too weak-willed to resist the sinful act.
Karen, happy with the answer, lowered herself below the horny MILF, pulled down her grandma panties, and said, just before licking the pussy while still fingering it, "I knew you'd like this."
"What are you doooooooing?" Janice asked in a loud moan, at the sudden double pleasure on the inside and outside of her pussy.
"Eating your forbidden fruit," Karen said, smiling at her wicked Eve reference (and by the way, she hadn't named Eve after the first woman, but after her own grandmother).
"Oh God, so good," Janice said, actually placing her left hand on Karen's head.
Karen took that gesture as the trigger for full aggression, and she tapped the g-spot like a drum while she sucked the swollen clit into her mouth.
"Oh Gooooooooooooood!" the church wife bellowed, easily heard by everyone on the crowded sidewalk, as her orgasm hit, unaware that her sexually satisfied daughter was among the crowd of people watching.
"Not very Christian," Mrs. Klein smirked, enjoying the sight of this church bitch's fall from grace, and looking forward to sitting on her face.
"Ohhhh," Janice said, opening her eyes and seeing she had an audience. She was mortified, but the pleasure still consumed her, and she was helpless to do anything but enjoy the waves of her first orgasm... ever. Yes, ever! She closed her eyes and just allowed herself to continue being the sex show for all these sinful sluts.
After a minute, and after lapping up a lot of cum, Karen stood up, kissed the dazed MILF and said, "Welcome to the Licky Lane Club. And now you're bottom bitch for the rest of the trip."
"What does that even mean?" Janice asked, bewildered, still coming two minutes after her maiden orgasm had launched... in awe that such pleasure could exist inside her.
"You'll do whatever any Mom or daughter here tells you to do for the duration of the trip," Karen said.
"I can't do that!" Janice gasped.
"I wasn't asking your opinion," Karen said. "Now remove your panties."
Janice looked down and saw her panties draped around her ankles.
"Now!" Karen ordered.
Janice awkwardly obeyed, as her daughter, her daughter's friends, and her fellow Moms all watched.
Karen tossed them into a nearby garbage can. "You won't be needing these anymore."
Janice went to pull her shirt down, but Karen ordered, "No, leave it as is."
"But...."
"Bottom bitch always obeys," Karen interrupted. "Especially if you want to feel that pleasure again."
Janice sheepishly obeyed.
"Now, get to your SUV; it's time to head to the lake," Karen ordered. Then very loudly, "Everyone? It's time to go!"
Janice sheepishly obeyed, rushing to her vehicle.
Karen smiled at her latest conquest, and watched the embarrassed, obedient Mom getting into her SUV. Janice was quickly joined by her naked daughter, who was carrying all her clothes with a huge grin on her face, and a few other women and girls climbed into the two back seats, in various states of undress.

Mrs. Klein went to grab a few groceries at the small grocery store, and ended up enjoying the fruity special of the day.

INTERLUDE: A SWEET SUMMER SEDUCTION
Meanwhile, as the women finished having whatever lunch they were having... Erica (Mrs. Klein's daughter) was already at the camp, having gotten there an hour ago... slyly bypassing the town... so she could get her boyfriend's mother alone.
Mrs. Kimble didn't live in the community, but since Erica was dating someone outside of it, she'd been tasked with bringing her boyfriend's Mom along on the retreat (but not the boyfriend, of course) and seducing her.
Erica had seduced a couple of MILFs so far, but this one was more exciting and riskier... for obvious reasons.
They were in their swim suits and alone on the beach, and after ten minutes Erica asked, "Mrs. Kimble, would you mind rubbing some lotion on my back for me?"
"Yeah, sure," Mrs. Kimble agreed.
Erica handed her prey the bottle of lotion, and lay on her towel on her belly.
As the MILF poured and rubbed the lotion onto her body, Erica let out just the softest of moans, and she said, "Thanks, Mrs. Kimble. I really appreciate it. "

"Well, you want to be careful not to get too much sun. You're young now, but... WHOOPS!"
"What happened?" Erica asked.
"I just spilt some lotion on myself," Mrs. Kimble said.
"Oh? No problem, let me help you with that," Erica said, sitting up.
"You don't have to do that," Mrs. Kimble demurred. "I don't want to be a bother."
"No bother, I insist," Erica said, gently pushing Mrs. Kimble onto her back.
"Okay, if you're sure," Mrs. Kimble agreed, as Erica began rubbing the lotion that was on her thigh.
For the next couple minutes, Erica rubbed lotion and soothingly massaged the MILF's legs and feet.
"That feels so nice," Mrs. Kimble said, always loving foot massages, which her husband had stopped giving her years ago. "It almost feels like a massage."
"It's a little of both," Erica said, now having the MILF on her knees. "I hope that's okay."
"It does feel nice," the MILF responded, feeling very relaxed from the girl's soft touch and the warm weather.
"You're really responsive. And that makes me feel good," Erica said, getting excited by how her boyfriend's mother was responding to her sensual touch.
As the teen rubbed up her thigh, her hot breath incidentally blew onto her ass. She felt this was becoming a little more intimate then should occur with her son's girlfriend... yet it felt so nice. So instead of ending it before things got out of hand, she let out a moan, "So that's two of us."

Erica loved hearing the MILF's moans and appreciative words, and she decided to push the envelope even further. So she purposely, although feigning it was an accident, squirted a large dollop of lotion very close to the Mom's pussy. "Oop! Uh, oh..."
"What?" Mrs. Kimble asked, feeling some wetness near her vagina.
"I just squirted the lotion everywhere," Erica explained.
"Oh my! That's alright, Erica. I'll take care of it my-" she began saying, just as she felt Erica reach a couple fingers inside her bathing suit bottom. She let out a shocked moan as her pussy was being stimulated, "What? What are you doing?"

Eric fingered the MILF quickly as she pushed her onto her stomach and said, "You're very wet, Mrs. Kimble."
Stunned by this sudden turn of events, she pleaded, "No, stop, Erica," but Erica kept fingering her.
Erica asked, as she continued stimulating the MILF, "Really, Mrs. Kimble? Do you really want me to stop?"
Mrs. Kimble was confused. She knew this was wrong, but it felt so right. Her pussy was on fire. She responded, "Yes. I-I mean no." The finger in her pussy was driving her crazy, and it was making it tough to formulate a reply, or even to think straight, That is... oooh." Her head was spinning, her body burning, "I don't know."
Erica kept fingering the very wet pussy, a rush of adrenaline at the reality she was well on her way to fulfilling her task of seduction. She purred, loving Mrs. Kimble's moans, "Mmmm...your pussy feels so hot and wet. Go for it, Mrs. Kimble. Cum for me."

Going for the sexual kill, Erica next dove between the MILF's legs and began licking.
"Ohhhh, Erica, noooooo," Mrs. Kimble moaned and protested, although her muscles made no attempt at all to push the teen and her wicked tongue away.
"You taste so good," Erica purred as she devoured the fresh wet pussy.
"This is so wrong," Mrs. Kimble protested weakly, although her assertion wasn't at all believable, since she still didn't make the slightest attempt to dislodge the teen from her pussy.
"And yet it feels so right, doesn't it?" Erica said, probing the MILF's wet hole.
"It feels too good," Mrs. Kimble mumbled, her body going light as pleasure consumed her.
Erica continued licking and licking, knowing the MILF was close to coming.
Mrs. Kimble couldn't believe she was allowing this to happen... this was her son's girlfriend... nor could she believe how good it felt... Erica was eating her pussy way better than her husband or any man before him had ever done. As her orgasm got close she moaned, then said, "God forgive me."

A second later, Mrs. Kimble gave out a primal scream as her orgasm cascaded through her like a water main had broken inside her loins and she cried out, "Yes, Erica!"
Erica licked the pussy cum hungrily throughout her boyfriend's Mom's orgasm, before the MILF rolled over onto her back. "Wow."
"Sit up on the deck chair," Erica ordered.
"Okay," Mrs. Kimble said, as she struggled weakly off of the warm sand.
"You look so hot in the afterglow of your orgasm," Erica smiled, as she stood and leaned over the MILF.
"Did... did that really just happen?" a still dazed Mrs. Kimble sked, as Erica pulled her breast out and sucked on the nipple.
"How long has it been since you came?" Erica asked.

"Came like that?" Mrs. Kimble asked. "Decades."
"Then let's make up for lost time," Erica smiled, helping her boyfriend's mother out of her bathing suit.
"We should stop now," Mrs. Kimble protested, although yet again she made no attempt to resist the teen.
"No, we're just getting started," Erica said, as she discarded the swimming suit, quickly stripped out of her own, and moved back between the MILF's legs, going for multiple orgasms.
As Erica's tongue made contact again, Mrs. Kimble gasped, putting her hand on the back of her head, and her words still didn't match her actions when she objected, "Ooooh, m-maybe we shouldn't."
Erica ignored the feeble verbal only resistance, as she licked hungrily and said, "You taste soo yummy."

For a few minutes Erica licked and licked, driving the MILF wild in a frenzy of pleasure... to not two, but three orgasms.

Completely spent, and now collapsed onto a blanket on the ground, still recovering from orgasm number three, Mrs. Kimble was lying on her stomach and was surprised to feel her ass cheeks being gently eased apart. She was helplessly weak as she asked mindlessly, the teen's hands so soft and caring against her tender skin, "Erica? What? Where are you?"
"Shhh... just lay still," Erica purred. "Your asshole needs some love too."
So... soo... naughty," Mrs. Kimble moaned, feeling so weak and so completely captivated by Erica she didn't even try to stop her... even though she knew this newest foray was also wrong... so very wrong.

Erica asked, admiring the small puckered hole, "Have you ever 'done it' up the ass before, Mrs. Kimble?"

"Oh, no. No! That would be a sin. Besides, how could you even..." she responded, as she felt Erica's tongue on her butthole, surprised by how nice it felt.
"Your asshole tastes good too," Erica purred.
"Feels weird," Mrs. Kimble said.
"I don't have my strap-on with me, but well, fingers work, for starters."
"Ooh," the Mom moaned, stunned to feel not one, but two fingers probing into her virgin asshole. "That... hurts a little."
"Don't worry, you'll get used to it," Erica said, "and then it will feel really nice," as she slowly, gently (for now) fingered the MILF's asshole.
"Feels weird."
"Weird bad or weird good?"
"Weird good," the Mom admitted.
A couple minutes later, the MILF was on fire again while the teen fingered her ass and pussy at the same time... leading to orgasm number four. "Oh my God... yes."

After recovering from orgasm number four, the Mom said, "Time to return the favour."
"You don't have to," Erica said, even though her pussy was on fire.
"Oh, yes I do," she said, as the Mom brought her fingers to the naked teen's pussy.

And thus the MILF discovered the thrill of eating pussy, the taste of teen twat, and the satisfaction of getting a woman off with her tongue.
They both lay there on the beach... enjoying the afterglow of an amazing sexual experience, as all the others arrived.
"Oh dear," Mrs. Kimble worried as she stirred herself. "We need to cover up before someone sees us!"
"No," Erica replied, placing a placating hand on her newest lover's breast. "We really needn't. You can trust me in that."
WELCOME TO CAMP CUNT: EVE'S INITIAL EXPLORATION
The women reached the secluded female only lake, in a beautiful wooded region.
Some were eagerly anticipating lots of wild and kinky outdoor sex.
Some were still recovering from the scandalous activities they'd witnessed in the small town they'd just left behind.
Some were still processing their very first lesbian encounters.
When they arrived at a cabin serving as the head office for a large campground, they encountered what was easily the most inviting check-in imaginable.

Check-in consisted of each of them... all seventy-something women and girls in the current party... printing their names and addresses into a journal, and then giving a few licks to the tasty pussy of the naked lady perched on a table just outside the door.
After check-in... the women all proceeded to the area their group had booked... mostly with tents... some with campers.
Eve knew she was going to love this place as they parked, and she saw two very beautiful and very naked women standing in the shallows of the lake, one of them holding a huge dildo in her hand.
"What beautiful scenery," Eve smiled as she waved at the two hotties.

The women spent the next couple hours setting up camp... and then Eve went for a walk.
She was hoping to find the couple from the lake again, but thy were nowhere to be found. Instead, she came across two women who invited her into their small tent for a drink.
Eve asked, as she looked at a naked woman kneeling nearby with both of her hands bound to stakes in the ground, "Who's she?"
"Our pet," Janey, the blonde, said.
"Yes, she's being disciplined," the redhead added.
"Disciplined? For what?" Eve asked, loving the idea of a pet. She had some playmates... some with whom she was more dominant and some with whom she was more submissive... but no actual pets with any kind of clear hierarchy established. That would have to change... and soon... she just had to decide who her pet (or pets) was going to be.
After a thirty-minute visit, where Eve learned the three women were from a town thirty minutes west... the redhead, Sophia, offered, "Just go shove your pussy in her face, Eve. She's probably hungry."
"You sure?" Eve asked, studying the MILF's embarrassed looking face.

"Absolutely. She's on a strict cunt only diet for the weekend," Janey reassured her.
"Well then, given this heat, I should probably replenish her fluids," Eve said.
"Yes, she could use some hydration," Sophia smiled.
Eve generously walked over and asked, "Hungry?"
"Yes, Miss," the pet replied.
Eve lifted up her dress (she was commando of course) and offered her pussy to the pet.
"Thank you, Miss," the pet said gratefully, and she began licking. She'd come to love every new pussy she licked. Six months ago she'd been the mother of three kids under the age of five... including one-year-old twins... a stay at home Mom... living a mundane life... having just moved to a new city for her husband's new job.



Sophia had invited her to a women's Bible study... and dying for some adult talk... especially female adult talk... and needing some friends in this brand new city... she agreed... even though she wasn't all that religious. She believed in God or some sort of higher power, but she didn't trust the church. A sex scandal in her small community when she was young... just nearing puberty... was still lingering in her head.
Yet she learned this particular Bible study group wasn't at all about reading scripture, but about learning how to worship God's gifts... something Jeanette, now only referred to or addressed as 'pet' by all the other members of the Bible study, had become very, very good at.

This trip, the first time she'd been away from her twins since the day they were born, was a weekend where she was instructed by her two principal Mistresses that her only meal would be pussy... and this young, ripe pussy was her ninth one so far today.
"You're very welcome," Eve moaned, as the MILF licked her pussy. As Jeanette licked, this being her constant addiction now, she recalled the first time she'd been double fucked... in her pussy and ass... after eating a dozen pussies that evening....

After a very pleasurable orgasm... it always took Eve much longer to come when she was standing up... she simply couldn't get comfortable...she said, "Thank you very much, pet."
"Thank you for your cunt cum, Miss," the pet responded, only allowed to call a pussy a cunt.
"Anytime," Eve smiled, as she waved to the two other women and headed off, Sophia telling her there were some free hot dogs just down the road.
She waved to a younger woman walking her naked pet on a leash, who was currently peeing on the ground like a dog... the idea of her acquiring a pet or two increasing exponentially.

Eve also encountered two women making out, who were so into each other they probably didn't even notice her, and then as she neared a very unorthodox hot dog stand, she bumped into two attractive women in their twenties... both with extremely nice, firm, mouth-watering breasts on full display.

She chatted with the two... who were recently married and chose to come here for their honeymoon... since they'd originally met here three years ago. They told her she absolutely had to try a marinated hot dog... which confused Eve at the time... she'd never heard of that before....
Eve resumed her walk, smiling at the thought that two women could be kinky as fuck, not to mention promiscuous... they'd invited her to visit their tent later... and still be madly in love, which they obviously were. Eve really liked that. She wanted her fuck toys... she wanted to continue having sex with her Mom... she wanted to seduce MILFS... she wanted to be a submissive to a select few girls... but she also wanted to be in a committed relationship. Not exclusive... heavens no... but nevertheless committed.
As she pondered her options, she reached the... indeed... very unique hot dog stand.
"Oh my," Eve said, as she saw a cute young blonde fucking herself with a footlong hot dog.
"Hungry?" the blonde asked.
"For a hot dog or a peach?" Eve asked, walking to her.
"You can have either," the blonde smiled invitingly. "Or both."

Eve accepted the hot dog, which was wet with the blonde's pussy juices, and sucked it clean. "Mmmmmm, I think it needs to marinate a bit longer."
"I'm told they really taste good this way," the blonde said.
"Whoever told you that was right," Eve said, as she slipped the sausage back into its marinading slit and used it to slowly fuck the blonde while she bent down to lick the sweet pussy.
"Mmmmmm," the blonde purred, this full meal deal not happening as much as one might think.
"Peach-flavoured hot dogs," Eve said. "Brilliant."
Eve fucked and licked the blonde to an orgasm before taking the hot dog out and eating it raw.
"You could have barbequed it," the blonde said.
"I wouldn't want to lose any of this heavenly marinade," Eve said.
"Fair enough," the blonde said.
They chatted for a few minutes, until three women showed up for their hot dogs.
"There's a great pie place just down the road, if you want some dessert," the blonde said.
"I just had some pie a few minutes ago," Eve said.
"Well, if you want more pie, it's just down the road," the blonde corrected herself.
"I can always use more pie," Eve said, winking at the three women.
"We have fresh pie," one of the trio said.
"Thanks! Perhaps later," Eve said, blowing all three of them a kiss.
Eve continued her leisurely summer stroll... enjoying the scenery... both the nature all around her and the sexy people she kept meeting. To her surprise, as she reached an area with a sign announcing homemade pies... which had actual pies, and not the metaphor Eve had assumed... she saw Allison bent over a fence while two MILF's smiled contentedly... both their lips glistening with that Eve assumed was wetness from Allison's sweet pussy. Allison had put her clothes back on since arriving at the lake, but they made little difference, since her jeans were down around her knees, and all her nether goodies were on display.

"I see you've just enjoyed some fresh pie," Eve said to the two women.
"Yes, it was very delicious," the blonde said.
"Yes, Allison does have a delicious cunt," Eve said, having dined on it often... although Allison had dined on hers much more frequently.
"It was a great snack before we go find some dinner," the redhead said.
"Hot dogs?" Eve asked. "Marinated ones?"
"Why yes, that sounds delightful," the redhead nodded.
"Just up the road," Eve pointed.
"Thanks," the blonde said.
"Anytime," Eve said, as she helped Allison to stand up straight.
"Thanks," Allison said.
"We probably shouldn't leave you alone out here," Eve smiled. "There seem to be a lot of predators."
"They're everywhere," Allison said.
"And you my friend, are very tempting prey," Eve said.
"As are you," Allison smiled back, hoping perhaps to get a chance to dine on Eve's pussy... which in her mind was the most delicious of all the pussies in Licky Lane; and she'd already tasted almost all of them.
"Where's your Mom?" Eve asked.
"Handcuffed to a tree."
"No!"
"Yes!" Allison said. "And she's almost completely naked."
"Sounds like a punishment. What did she do?" Eve asked, intrigued and assuming her mother was responsible.
"She questioned your Mom about something once she'd had time to recover from her orgasm, so she's being given a 'time out'," Allison said, using air quotes. "Your mother's very own words."
"Delicious," Eve smiled.
"Not as delicious as your cunt, "Allison said bluntly.
"Hungry, are you?" Eve smiled, loving the bluntness and desperation of this nerd. She'd make a great pet... eager and obedient to a fault... but Eve wanted someone she could humiliate... and Allison was too cute and adorable for that.
"Famished," Allison said.
It had been about forty minutes since the pet, who like almost everyone else she knew only as 'the pet', had gotten her off, so she generously found a nice spot in the shade under a tree, spread her legs, and relaxed as Allison dined on her pussy for a good thirty minutes.
After a slow burning but intense as always orgasm from Allison's amazing tongue... a dozen women walking by and casually saying hi while she got her pussy pleasured... a few people she knew... others strangers... all of them friendly and not at all startled to see her like that... she headed back to the Licky Lane base camp with Allison.
As they made their way back, they saw Mrs. Talley, who was being discussed by three teens... strangers. "Should we untie her and take her back to camp?" One of them asked the others.
"I think she's handcuffed," another one said. "And we don't have the key."
Eve shushed Allison, and they listened and watched, away from Allison's Mom's view, as the three girls discussed what to do with the bound MILF.
"We can just fuck her right here," the cute nerdy blonde with glasses suggested.
"Please girls, no," Mrs. Talley pleaded, still trying to process all these surreal events of the day... including her daughter's more than willing lesbian activities, being molested by someone she thought was a friend, herself allowing it to happen and coming harder than she ever had before, then later on attempting to stand up to Karen on her own behalf and for all the women and girls here who seemed to have been brainwashed by Karen, and ended up pretty much naked, handcuffed to a tree. She was mortified, while everyone else seemed to think her humiliation was great fun!
"Looks to me like the bitch needs to come," the other blonde said with an evil look on her face.

"We should do something," Allison whispered, both a little turned on by seeing her mother in such a predicament, and feeling a sense of daughterly duty to protect her.
"We are doing something," Eve said, as she watched the three girls stroll over to the bound Mrs. Talley. "We're watching."
"It is good to see my prim and proper prude of a Mom forced to let loose," Allison admitted, the idea of making her mother into her personal fuck toy something she'd been fantasizing about ever since discovering the many Mom and daughter couplings occurring in her community. She also knew that sometimes the mother was dominant, sometimes the daughter was, sometimes they took turns ordering each other around, and occasionally they just acted like loving girlfriends with neither of them in charge. It just depended upon the personalities in a given family.
"She'll be as dirty a slut as you are before the weekend is over," Eve reassured her friend.
"Fuck that's hot," Allison said, watching the nerdy blonde fingering her mother.
"No, please don't," Mrs. Talley pleaded helplessly, as the other two predatory girls each took a breast and began sucking on her nipples.
"Shut up slut, or we'll shove a tree branch up your ass," growled the nerdy blonde, clearly the leader of the three, although based on the girls' respective looks, Eve wouldn't have guessed that.
Mrs. Talley's eyes went wide at the threat, and she instantly stopped protesting. Instead, she closed her eyes as her cheeks went red with humiliation and pleasure... her nipples her instant trigger for intense pleasure.
"I'm going to fuck her one day," Allison said, her pussy getting wet from watching her mother being molested by the three cute girls.
"Yes, you are," Eve agreed, "and it'll be soon," loving her enthusiasm.
Two hours later, Karen sent Jane to collar Janice, then uncuff her and lead her back to the group.

Karen wasn't available to go and fetch Janice herself, because she and her daughter were together back at the campsite, which was now declared nude only, where Karen had met and befriended Patty, the wife of a U.S. senator from New York on holiday with her daughter Jennifer, and as a foursome they were having quite a lot of fun... having just swapped daughters for the past hour.
After all four of them had reached sufficient orgasms, Patty three, Karen two, and the daughters one each, Karen knew they needed to take a break and prepare for more of Janice's punishment... or training, depending on your point of view... sometimes you had to use one to get the other.
"I'm learning so much fun stuff from you, Mom," Eve moaned, as her Mom slowly stroked her hands along her hips.
"I think Patty is going to teach your friend Jennifer some tricks too."

"Oh, I sense Patty has taught Jennifer lots of tricks already," Eve said, loving to meet another Mom and daughter who fucked each other, especially ones from a distant place... and her husband being a major political figure somehow made it all even hotter.
TRAINING JANICE
That night, Janice, who'd spent the past three hours licking the pussies of every daughter of every mother, had accepted her fate. She hated what she'd done... she hated how much she'd enjoyed it... and she hated that now she was craving even more... yet... just like all the other women here, young and old, she wouldn't change a thing.
So, there she was, naked... three girls in a tent... Karen behind her... ready for her next task to be assigned.
She'd already been fucked to six orgasms today...
The first by Karen, back in that freewheeling town that seemed to have absolutely no taboos... Karen's demonstration that her g-spot actually existed had been exhilarating and myth breaking.
The second by the three teens, while she was tied up and helpless, which had made her scream so loud it echoed through the forest, and perhaps even all the way back to that town.
The third by Jane, who'd generously agreed to remove her collar and leash during a hike if she'd agree to eat her pussy... which she eventually did agree to do, but only following lots of original resistance (since being fingered and eaten by another woman had been bad enough, then being molested by three teens was completely humiliating but again totally out of her control; but willingly eating another woman's pussy was an entirely different level of disgusting filth).
Or that was what Janice thought until after she'd reluctantly agreed to eat Jane's pussy.
"Look Janice, I don't make the rules, I just follow them," the normally timid Jane had said, which wasn't really true, but she was loving the power she had over Janice. She wasn't used to having power, since her daughter Sherese had become her Mistress, and she was indomitable.
"Please, can't make some kind of deal?" Janice begged, wanting to get out of this collar and to stand upright. Crawling on all fours wasn't just humiliating... her knees were getting really sore.
"What are you suggesting?" Jane asked.
"Anything you want," Janice said, seeing a glimmer of hope.
"Anything?"
"Anything," Janice repeated. She was feeling desperate!
Jane said, "Well, I could use my cunt being eaten."
"What? No, gross!" Janice objected, her brief moment of hope shattered just as quickly as it had appeared.
"Everyone here eats cunt, Janice," Jane said.
"Just for starters, that's such a filthy word," Janice grimaced, having always hated it.
"It's a liberating word, once you can get past your pretentious church snobbery," Jane said, pulling her dress off over her head, to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra or panties.
"Why are you naked all of a sudden?"
"So it'll be easy for you to eat my pussy," Jane said.
"Please, anything but that," Janice begged, as Jane placed her pussy right in front of the very pretty, too pretty to be a church minister's prude wife's face.
"Eat my cunt, or keep on crawling," Jane said.
"And you'll take this darned collar off?" Janice asked, knowing she wasn't physically capable of much more crawling.
"Lick me for one full minute, and I'll remove it for the duration of the hike," Jane explained the terms.
"Okay," Janice reluctantly agreed.
"Good slut," Jane said, and she reached for Janice's head and pulled it into her pussy.
"Don't call me a slu..." Janice said, but it was muffled out by the pussy she now found her face plastered up to.
"Lick, slut," Jane ordered, reveling in her power.
Janice sighed to herself, and then licked. She expected it to be disgusting. She didn't expect it to taste... not just good... but amazing! She literally felt tiny fireworks exploding across her taste buds as she mindlessly began licking faster... wanting more of this exotic taste... Jane's dripping wet pussy tasted unlike anything she'd ever tasted before. She was hooked!
Jane smiled as she felt Janice's tongue licking feverously.
After a minute, she backed up and said, "I can see you liked that."
"I can't believe how good it tasted," Janice admitted, now wanting more.
Jane took the collar off and asked, "Want some more?"
"Yes," Janice said, all of her shame and disgust vanished, her eagerness and lust in full control of her.
"Yes, what?" Jane asked, looking down at the lust-filled woman.
"Yes, I want to lick you," Janice answered.
"Lick my what?" Jane drilled down, wanting to make her say it.
"I want to lick your cunt, your delicious dirty cunt," Janice replied wickedly, then she leaned forward and resumed licking that amazing cunt.
"Oh yes, slut, eat my cunt, go for my cum," Jane moaned.

A few minutes later, Janice was rewarded with her first flood of cunt cum... she was field baptized as a cunt-licker, and just like her daughter and so many other women in her community, she'd forever become a new woman... forever addicted... forever a lesbian.
Jane retuned the favour by licking, fingering and teasing the goody-goody church MILF's asshole until she came on her face.
The fourth orgasm was by a complete stranger, when she was allowed to go and shower once she'd returned from her hike... where the beautiful stranger finger banged and then fisted her to a leg-buckling orgasm.

Janice returned the favour, licking the stranger to an orgasm as some other women looked on... no longer giving a fig about her dignity... propriety... sin... whatever... she just wanted more cunt!
The fifth by someone, she never did discover who it was... since her face was buried in Sabrina's pussy the entire time... who fucked her pussy with a strap-on cock.

Lastly, completely spent from all the pussy she'd eaten and the hard fucking she'd taken... she was taken to another indoor public shower by the girls, who all cleaned themselves up while she got her pussy shaved, and discovered she could also have an orgasm from being sodomized.

It was so dirty... so Biblically wrong... that she came just from being ass fucked.
So having accepted her fate... and perversely looking forward for more punishments... although that's no longer what she saw them as... she awaited whatever Mistress Karen... she'd now been instructed to call everyone Mistress... even including her daughter Allison, and any strangers she met at the camp... had in store for her next.




Her next task, she would learn, was to be given to the camp ranger for the rest of the night.
Which by now she was more than willing to go along with.
Meanwhile, the other Moms and daughters... all the MILFs and teens... had a massive and boisterous orgy that lasted into the wee hours of the morning.
POOL PARTY
The next morning Samantha, who was the only teen who'd scored more MILF seductions than Eve, accompanied by her full-time pet Bella (who came to her after catching her Mom and Aunt in a lesbian act and ended up being turned herself), headed for the lakeshore, but was surprised to see all the women in and around the pool.

Samantha asked, "Why is everyone at the pool?"
"It's heated," a naked blonde explained. "The lake water is too cold in the morning, but it's perfect by mid-afternoon."
"Makes sense," Samantha said, as she saw a cute brunette licking Mrs. Talley's pussy... the church minister's wife... who'd obviously completely overcome her prior religious and moral issues.

"Hi, Mrs. Talley," Samantha greeted.
"Hi, Samantha," Mrs. Talley waved awkwardly... still a little ashamed to be seen in such a compromising situation... but having spent yesterday discovering the joys of eating pussy and the further joys of being eaten... she craved both more pussy to eat, and more teens to eat her.
"Looks like you're making yourself right at home," Samantha said.
"I'd love to eat your pussy later on," Mrs. Talley offered. She'd obviously undergone a complete change of heart!
"I'd like that too," Samantha smiled, thinking that if Karen could turn Mrs. Talley into a lesbian in less than a day... she should be able to turn anyone.
"I'd love to do you too, Bella," Mrs. Talley added, her mouth watering a little with the idea of eating out both of these hot blondes.
"Well, that was a surprise," Samantha said to Bella after they'd strolled out of earshot.
"Crazy," Bella agreed, in awe of what she was witnessing... this being the second biggest shock in her life... right after catching her Mom and Aunt doing lesbian stuff before enticing her to join them.
"Hungry?" A pretty redhead asked the pair, parting her pussy lips invitingly.

"Go ahead, Bella, I can see you're pretty much foaming at the mouth," Samantha said.
"Thank you, Mistress," Bella replied, before she eagerly rushed to dine on the proffered fresh pussy.
Samantha looked around and took in a few sex scenes... a grandma type was eating a college girl while getting fucked by someone in her forties who looked a lot like her. (Sabrina would later learn it was three generations of incest... in a family tradition going back nine generations.) Also nearby were a teen with a large woman between her legs licking away; some nude women were playing a version of water volleyball, where every time someone scored a point, both teams retired to the poolside, and the scorer became the principal beneficiary of some very complex sex (since there were four women on each side); and a teen was in charge of a young Mom on a leash.

Which made Samantha want to get a collar and leash for one of her pets.
"Nice pet," Samantha smiled.
"She's my teacher," the young girl said. "Well, she was my teacher."
"I have a teacher pet too," Samantha said, "Although not literally." She was referring to Mrs. Collins, the former bitch, who wasn't anybody's pet, at least not officially, but following her wild weekend of servitude with those graduating seniors, was, for all intents and purposes, everyone's pet.
"Nice," the young girl said, as she tugged on the leash and her married pet, Samantha saw the wedding ring on the pet's finger, resumed crawling at heel. "Maybe we can play later."
"Indeed," Samantha agreed. "I'll bring my pet along."
"Please do," the younger girl said with a wave.
Samantha turned and saw Phoebe's Mom, Mrs. Washington, on her knees while a lifeguard ordered, "Kindly remove your bathing suit, ma'am, and do it now. Ms. Karen made it perfectly clear none of her sluts were allowed to wear any clothing."

Samantha almost tripped on her mother, who was on all fours, getting her pussy eaten by a cute girl.
"Having fun, Mom?"

"Very much," her mother moaned. "How about you, honey?"
"The time of my life," Samantha said.
"That's great, honey," her Mom moaned.
"Your Mom tastes great," the girl said.
"You should taste my daughter," Samantha's Mom bragged.
"I'd love to," the girl said, looking up at her.
"Later," Samantha smiled, suddenly realizing she really needed to pee.
"I'll be around," the girl said, as Samantha headed to the washroom. Of course, she wasn't surprised to see sex occurring there too, as a MILF was getting fucked by a lifeguard. (A different one from a few minutes ago.)

"Don't mind me," Samantha said, as she hurried past them in the bathroom.
She quickly went into a stall, sat down and peed.
As she was standing at a sink washing her hands, a girl in her late twenties give or take, came up behind her and said, "You're a pretty thing."
"Why yes I am," Samantha smiled, looking at her via the mirror.
"And confident," the girl said. "I like that."
"You'll like my pussy too," Samantha said, turning around... all the sex going on all around her had her pussy on fire.
"Mmmmmmm," the girl said, taking her hand and leading her to a bench in the locker room. "Lie down."
"I like a woman who knows what she wants," the naked Samantha said, as she obeyed.
"I like a woman who does as she's told," the woman said, straddling the pigtailed cutie.
"Then tell me what to do," Samantha said, usually the one in charge, but relishing this brief and sudden role reversal.
"Eat my pussy, slut," the woman said, lowering her shaved snatch to the teenager.
"Mmmmmmm," Samantha moaned, having only been called a slut once... by Joey at school... which had resulted with him on his knees in pain after her knee made contact with his groin... yet this time it only enhanced the situation... and she began licking.
"Good, slut, eat my cunt," the woman said.

Samantha did... while the woman rubbed... teased... and slapped her pussy... driving her wild with anticipation, but not allowing her to get off.
Once the woman had come on her face... two other women straddled her one at a time, and Samantha ended up getting off three complete strangers without ever getting to come herself.
Meanwhile, Allison was taking part in a hot yoga session, enjoying the workout, and thankful she'd done gymnastics when she was younger... as she ate one pussy while having hers munched.

Mrs. Talley and Karen, both having enjoyed their time at the pool, were back at the campsite preparing lunch for everyone... although they'd gotten quite distracted by picking up a hot blonde thing along the way and had just finished with her.
The blonde smiled, "You two are insatiable."

While Bella... unable to find her Mistress Samantha, just relaxed, enjoying a book under a tree.

TO THE LAKESIDE
It was after lunch... where they all ate... actually ate food... when the Moms all headed to the lake... having the girls stay back and clean up before coming down to join them.
Karen didn't quite make it to the lake, stopping along the way for an apres lunch snack.

The other mothers did make it to the lake... although not necessarily into the water.


Of course when the daughters had finished their chores... they too headed down to the lake.

As did Karen eventually, who as usual found no shortage of women eager to dine on her delicacy.

Allison was quickly claimed by a MILF who wanted a ripe young girl next door type to play with.

While Josephine... who'd recently been seduced by Samantha and Eve... in a wild three-way just a few days before the trip... learned that her mother and her Aunt were intimate.

A few minutes later... Josephine also became very intimate with her Mom and her Aunt.
Samantha and Bella strolled around hand in hand, now wearing bikinis, since they both found walking around naked uncomfortable with no support for their heavy tits, and they saw a woman fucking herself with a coke bottle. Samantha quipped, "Lucky bottle."

PET BELLA GETS A PET TOO
Reaching the beach, Samantha saw only a single lone MILF. She was suntanning, and Samantha decided she shouldn't be alone.

"Do you see what I see?" Samantha asked Bella.
"A lot of sex," Bella said, her head swiveling around to capture all the sapphic play going on around them.
"Yes, but do you see her?" Samantha asked, pointing to the MILF.
"Mmmmmmm," Bella said with a leer, already knowing what her Mistress was thinking.

Samantha strolled over and said, "Hi! I'm Samantha, and this is my pet Bella."
"Hi, ma'am," Bella greeted.
"Hi yourselves," the MILF greeted back to the two young women. "I'm Shannon."

"Hi, Shannon," Samantha said, then getting right to the point, she added, "You look hungry."
"I might be," the MILF smiled, admiring these two ripe girls. She'd come here on her own in hopes of exploring her lesbian side, her good friend suggesting this place after her recent divorce. Her friend was supposed to come with, but a last minute death in the family made Shannon end up here alone. That said, she'd only been with one woman in her life... that same friend... and was a little nervous. "But I'm new here."
"So are we, we just got here yesterday," Samantha said.
"And I'm new to... to... this," Shannon said, gesturing vaguely at all the lezzie action occurring around them.
"Then let me help you with that," Samantha offered, sitting down and kissing the hot MILF.
"No, not here," Shannon said urgently, pushing her away apologetically. Yes, they were at a private lake. Yes, there was sex going on everywhere. She and these two girls even seemed to be the only ones around not having some sort of sex at the moment... but she wasn't comfortable with other people seeing her, whether they were paying attention or not.
"You want to go somewhere more private?" Samantha asked.
"Please."
"Okay," Samantha said, standing up and pointing out a freestanding utility shed just a short distance away she'd noticed yesterday.

"Oh, is that private?" Shannon asked.
"As private as one can get around this crazy place," Samantha said.
"I suppose so," Shannon said, as Samantha helped her to her feet.
"Let's go then," Samantha said, taking control like she usually did... her bathroom adventure this morning just a brief flip of the switch.
"Okay," Shannon agreed, her curiosity piqued, and wanting to explore her sexuality, following her very few encounters with her best friend.
They strolled like they were a well established threesome, as each teen wrapped an arm around the MILF, and Shannon responded in kind, resting her hands on the lower backs of the two hot blondes.

Once they arrived inside the private spot... rare at this lake... Samantha pushed the MILF against a wall and kissed her.
This time the MILF melted into the teen... their kiss sensual and raw.
"Let's get you out of your bikini and examine this amazing body of yours," Samantha said, as she tugged at the bikini strings of both top and bottom, releasing them to drift to the floor.
"I've only been with one woman before," Shannon explained, as her body warmed at the girl's touch, but chilled at her sudden nakedness.
"Then we're about to triple that number," Samantha smiled, as she pushed her back against the wall, and this time kissed her with intensity.
Shannon kissed back with the same urgent intensity... giving herself completely to the moment... the passion... the lust.
"Get down on all fours and show me that ass," Samantha ordered when she broke the kiss.
"Mmmmmmm," Shannon purred; during her few encounters with her best friend, she'd also been submissive and obedient.
The MILF obeyed and asked, once she was in the required position, "How's this?"
"Perfect," Samantha said, admiring the fine ass. "What do you think, Bella?"
"Delicious," Bella said, admiring the perfect MILF ass.

"Get that pussy nice and wet for me," Samantha ordered.
"Yes Mistress," Bella obeyed eagerly, quickly dropping to her knees and diving into the inviting pussy.
"Oh yes," the MILF moaned, the instant Bella's tongue made contact with her tenderest flesh.
"My pet is an amazing cunt-licker," Samantha bragged, always enjoying the sight of Bella or anyone else eating pussy. She found the intense lust and the insatiable hunger so raw and sexy.
"Yes she certainly is," Shannon agreed, her orgasm rising quickly in response to the pretty blonde's tongue.
"Get our new MILF pet off, my pet," Samantha ordered, already formulating more plans for the pretty blonde.
"Mmmmmmm," Bella moaned, her pussy always getting wet when she licked another pussy... she was born to please.
"Yes, please don't stop," Shannon moaned, her orgasm approaching like a runaway train... one that collided with her at full speed a few seconds later.
Ella lapped up the pussy cum from the flooding MILF like it was water.
Even while the MILF was still coming, Samantha flipped her over, then bent herself over and ordered, "Eat my pussy, MILF pet."
"Okay," Shannon said, her head in a lustful daze as she leaned forward, extended her tongue and licked her second pussy ever.

The moment Samantha's pussy juice flowed across her taste buds, Shannon shifted from tentative to hungry... just like she had with her best friend... lust instantly consuming her.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, my pet," Samantha moaned, loving the woman's sudden shift from nervous to excited... as she pointed to the strap-on in her carry-on bag.
"So good," Shannon said in a pussy drenched coma, as she licked like her life depended on it.
"I know," Samantha moaned, as Bella slid the strap-on up her legs... surprised she was the one being chosen to fuck this MILF... since that had never happened before during their time together.
For two or three more minutes, Shannon licked and licked, until Samantha pushed the MILF onto her back, sat on her face, and ground until her pussy cream exploded all over the MILF's pretty face.
Shannon lapped up the cum (she actually lapped it down this time) like a kitten licking milk... unable to get enough.
"Ready to get fucked?" Samantha asked a minute later, once her orgasm had begun to fade.
"God, yes," Shannon agreed, her pussy still on fire... still leaking from her first orgasm and her subsequent pussy licking... there was just something so arousing about eating pussy. She looked up and saw the other girl, the pet, wielding a pretty big cock.

"So insatiable," Samantha smiled.
"I just can't get enough," Shannon agreed lustfully, as Bella pushed her onto her back. "Fuck me, Mistress."
Bella had never been called Mistress before, and hearing it now, sent a heady rush through her entire being as she slid the cock inside the horny MILF.
"Oh yes, fuck," Shannon moaned loudly, the cock filling her up completely.
"Fuck your slut, Bella," Samantha cheered, as she watched her pet fucking her other pet, and decided to reward Bella with her own pet for the remainder of the weekend.
"She's my slut?" Bella asked disbelievingly, as she began pumping her hips, finding this role reversal of being the fucker instead of the fuckee quite enthralling.



"Yes, my pet," Samantha said. "She's yours for the weekend."
"She really is?" Bella asked, excited by the idea.
"She really is, aren't you, slut Shannon?" Samantha asked.
"Yes, I'll be thrilled to serve as your submissive pet all weekend, Mistress Bella," Shannon willingly agreed without any thought, just wanting the blonde to keep fucking her.
"I'll own you all weekend," Bella said, appearing so cute as a rush of masculinity she didn't even know she had coursed through her.
"Yes, I want you to use me as your sex slave," Shannon agreed willingly, "please order me to do whatever you want, whenever you want it," all her reservations fading away as she gave herself mind and body to this precocious teenager.
And for five or six minutes... Bella fucked her very own pet... her pussy on fire at having one... while she wore the strap-on... and was the dominant.

As her second orgasm rose, Shannon wrapped her legs around her new Mistress and pulled her as deep as possible inside of her.
"Come, slut," Bella ordered as she slammed into her. "Come right fucking now!"
"Yes, Mistress, thank you Mistress," Shannon obeyed, as her orgasm ripped through her like a tornado hitting a trailer park, churning her body into a pleasure chaos.
Bella didn't slow down throughout her pet's entire orgasm, loving the power of the cock, before she pulled out and admired the ruins of her well fucked pet.

"That was amazing, Mistress," Shannon said, realizing she didn't remember her name.
"Oh, we're just getting started," Bella said, as she surprised even Samantha when she ordered, "Samantha, get my pet's asshole ready for my dick."
"Okay... Mistress Bella," Samantha said only halfway humorously, impressed by Bella's complete persona flip, and for the moment allowing her to tell her what to do.
"My ass?" Shannon queried... having heard her Mistress say the words, but so spent from the fucking she was processing everything very slowly.
"Yes, my pet Shannon is a three-hole fuck slut," Bella declared, as Samantha rolled the dazed MILF onto her back and pulled her up.
"What a delicious looking puckered asshole," Samantha said, admiring the tiny hole before it was destroyed by the big strap-on.
"Eat that ass, Samantha," Bella ordered, on a bit of a power trip.

Samantha looked up at her pet, a look that silently said 'don't push it', before she obeyed.
When she felt a tongue on her asshole, Shannon moaned, surprised it felt so sensual, "Oh my...."
"Such a tasty asshole," Samantha purred, having a quirky fascination with eating assholes... which Bella knew full well.
"Think she can take it in the ass?" Bella asked.
"I think she'll love taking your big cock in her asshole," Samantha said, lavishly lubricating the virgin hole for the cock.
Shannon wasn't all that certain her asshole could take that cock, but she was so far gone and so into this submit without questioning thing, she was fully ready to mindlessly obey these two young women no matter what they required of her. Even so, she was surprised when she heard her own voice saying, "Please fuck my ass, Mistress." She guessed that must have been the mindless part going into effect.
"Mmmmm," Bella said, as Samantha moved away from the inviting hole. "Spread those ass cheeks for me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Shannon obeyed, reaching her hands back to her ass cheeks and pulling them as wide as she could.

"Such an inviting little asshole," Bella said, as she admired the MILF's starfish.
"Fuck it, Mistress, please," Shannon begged, ready to be sodomized.
Bella knelt behind her pet and pressed her cock against the tight hole.
Shannon tensed up slightly. "Relax, slut," Samantha ordered.
"Okay," Shannon said, trying to relax, but although she was excited to submit completely to these two hotties and to serve her weekend Mistresses, she was still somewhat nervous about what it would feel like to have something in her ass. Especially, how painful would it be?
Bella was used to taking it in the ass, not being the one fucking an ass... so she pushed slowly and carefully, watching the cock slowly disappearing inside the MILF's ass.
"Ooooooooh," Shannon moaned-whimpered as a searing pain coursed through her, yet the sheer reality that she was allowing someone to ass fuck her, somehow mentally dulled the pain.
"It takes a while to get used to," Samantha said, slowly rubbing herself as she watched her pet ass fucking the MILF.
"Okaaaaaaay," Shannon responded, as the cock kept traveling deeper and deeper into her.
"Fucking hot," Bella said, as she finally rested her body against the older woman.
"Oh God! I'm so full!" Shannon exclaimed/mumbled, mostly to herself.
"Now fuck her, sexy," Samantha said. "Fuck her ass."
"Yes, fuck my ass, Mistress," Shannon agreed, ready for the ass fucking that she hoped would help to end the pain and serve up the pleasure.
Bella obliged both requests, as she slowly began fucking the MILF's ass.
"Ooooooooooh," Shannon moaned, the feeling of a cock moving in and out of her ass feeling so strange and taboo.
"I think she likes it," Samantha said, watching the MILF's myriad of expressions passing across her pretty face.
"I doooooo," Shannon said, the sensation of getting ass fucked so different than any other experience she'd ever had. Pain... pleasure... utter submission!
So... for a few minutes... Bella ass fucked her pet.
As time progressed during the ass fucking... Shannon felt the pain gradually dissipate, as the pleasure increased.
Soon Shannon was begging to be ass fucked harder. "Harder, Mistress, fuck my ass harder!"
"Pound that ass," Samantha moaned, fucking herself with a bottle she'd found... not overly sanitary, but it was handy.
"Yes, pound my ass, plug my shit hole, ream my butt," Shannon babbled, as a third orgasm rose inside her. Could she come without even having her pussy touched?
"Come for me, ass slut," Bella ordered, her hands on her pet's hips, sweat dripping down her face and body, as she slammed inside the MILF's ass.
"Don't stop," Shannon whimpered, her body on fire... pussy... ass... body....
Bella kept fucking her pet's ass, getting a great cardio workout, until Shannon screamed, loud enough to alert any passers-by, as her orgasm hit, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Shannon collapsed forward, her body quaking, the cock sliding out of her gaping asshole, as Samantha snapped her fingers, reclaiming her status as Mistress, and pointed to her pussy.
Bella hurried to Samantha's pussy and dove in, always eager to eat her Mistress's pussy.
An orgasm later, the three headed back to the beach....
NIGHTTIME MOMMY SWAP AND A GLIMPSE OF THE REST OF THE WEEKEND (this story is getting way too long, and I'm running out of outdoor pictures...)
That night... every MILF's name was put into a hat... okay, it was actually a bowl, a blue translucent mixing bow, if you're looking for accurate reporting... and a daughter drew a name... the only rule you couldn't draw your own mother, and if you did, you had to draw again... and what followed was a wild orgy....
Bella drew Mrs. Talley, so she got to explore her new switch persona... using the church minister's wife however she please... even attracting the interest of a stranger who happened to walk by.

The rest of the weekend was just as wild... pussy licking, strap-on fucking, ass playing, fisting, threesomes, foursomes, orgies, and every other version of lesbian play possible... even some pee play....

Allison even had the rush of being the first girl to seduce and turn Mrs. Chambers (they arrived the day following the evening orgy), along with the minister's wife of a nearby church and a good friend of her Mom's... she then she got to turn Barbara, Mrs. Chambers' virginal eighteen-year-old daughter who was also Allison's friend.

Karen was fisted by a cute, innocent-looking girl who was definitely cute but definitely not innocent... dominating Karen over a two-hour fuck session, which included Karen going down on her and four of her friends.

ONE FINAL STOP: BACK AT CAFÉ CUNT
Eventually, with every last Mom and daughter turned, and every last mother and daughter having crossed that invisible line of incest either very recently or less recently... they headed home, stopping for lunch and dessert at the sex café.
Some of them had fries and a burger.

Some enjoyed the ice cream.

Some sampled all the desserts.

While some stuck with the traditional homemade pie.

When she went to the bathroom, Eve even got fisted by a woman who was heading to the lake.

Once they'd all gotten one last treat... some had two... they returned back to Licky Lane... knowing things would never be the same again.
THE END...
EXCEPT FOR SOME EPILOGUES... YES, PLURAL....
EPILOGUE 1: LESBIANS CUCKOLDING THEIR MEN
Once they were back home, the women couldn't keep their hands off of each other... even on the weekends when the men were home... which previously had been off limits for the women (with the odd exception).
Luckily, the men were fucking oblivious.

But then things came to a head.
Four of the husbands arrived home a day early from the same business trip.
They all walked in on their wives and daughters engaged in wicked lesbian acts... the first one walking in on his daughter riding his wife's strap-on cock (which he'd had no idea she even had)!

The second husband walked in on his daughter sitting on his wife's face, who was eagerly licking away with sex toys strewn all over the bed and floor... the loving gift of fresh flowers in his hand dropping unnoticed to the floor.

The third one walked in on the wildest of acts... his own wife... fucking his own sister... while his daughter, who was also naked and wearing a strap-on, was filming the sick and twisted action on her phone... and his (sainted? Not anymore, I guess) mother was watching, with a huge grin on her face.

The fourth husband walked in on perhaps the wildest playtime of all... his wife fucking his daughter, while his sister and his Mom watched.

The secret was out... and therefore the women of Licky Lane had to come up with a new strategy, since no way were they going to stop indulging in all their amazing lesbian sex... but no way were they going to divorce their husbands either... since the guys were the ones paying for their lavish lifestyle... and soon they came up with a wicked plan that all the woman in the community agreed to.
Cuckold every last one of those damn men....
Karen, of course, was the first to cuckold her husband, simply tying him up and forcing him to watch, as his sister ate out his wife... although she didn't let him in on the secret that his daughter Eve was also a cunt-munching pet until a week or two later on.

Karen happened to be visiting Lisa's house when Lisa's husband arrived home unexpectedly, and learned firsthand about (some of) his wife and daughter's incestuous affairs...

Karen... being Karen... took control of the potentially explosive situation... having always hated Lisa's asshole of a husband, and she cucked him right then and there with a cage she'd purchased for her own husband. (After successfully cock training Lisa's husband, she went out and bought thirty-two more cages from the sex store, so she could hand them out to all the other women of the neighborhood.)
She then made him watch... as she ate his wife out to multiple orgasms....

Karen then ass fucked his wife while helplessly, he witnessed his wife eating his daughter's pussy.
Not surprisingly, the men, who were strong-willed in the business world... but weak-willed when it came to their wives... were quickly transformed into obedient husbands... frequently experiencing the mixed blessing of witnessing wild lesbian sex... but only occasionally being rewarded with sex where they were actually allowed to participate, and maybe even come.
Husbands made sure their babies got to sleep, while their wives took care of the babysitters.


Samantha's Dad now went out and bought the groceries while her Mom and Karen played with her....

Dave made supper while his wife fucked his mother, who was visiting for the week.

The men quickly learned their place... becoming accustomed to their wives and daughters having lesbian sex in the house at all hours... even on Sunday mornings, when they were supposed to be getting ready for church.

Of course not... but they were still worshipping... just in their own way.
Minister Talley, having learned of the entire community's transgressions... especially his wife's, which he watched on video with Karen holding the phone... while his daughter ate Karen's pussy, was forced to comply as well. He was often made to watch while his wife baptized a ripe parishioner. Secretly being a twisted pervert who watched porn while he was supposed to be writing his sermons... found the action in his home hot as hell. He even suggested which parishioner his wife or daughter should seduce next... such as Nadine, a college student, who was home for break.

On occasion it wasn't the husband who was cucked... but the son.
Karen, her son home for a weekend from college, having spent the prior year abroad, but now matriculating just two hours away, brought his cheerleading college girlfriend home with him. Of course Karen immediately sent him out to pick up some groceries for dinner, and she used the time to do what she did best... seduce ripe young girls.
The cheerleader having already been with more than one girl... she was a cheerleader after all... was more than willing to play with her boyfriend's hot Mom, who promised to teach her how to dominate her son.

In almost no time at all, the revised hierarchy of the community was established.
EPILOGUE 2: WHAT HAPPENED TO.... (INSERT NAME OR NAMES HERE)
ALLISON AND HER PET MOMMY
Allison had a fantasy, and with some help from Eve, she'd turned her mother into a completely submissive two-hole taking slut.
Eve even took her shopping and bought her a special double dick strap-on that could be used to double penetrate someone. Eve used it first on Allison, and then on her mother... before gifting it to Allison so she could use it regularly to train her mother to be a complete two hole slut. (Three holes really, although her mouth was generally just for munching on cunt... although Allison, with the help of Eve and another girlfriend, did triple team her mother on Mrs. Talley's most recent birthday.)

Mrs. Talley was also expected to worship from home... every morning... which she did faithfully.

MRS. NELSON
The following school year... Mrs. Nelson... who you may remember was previously the bitchiest teacher in the school.... but then had spent a naked weekend with some of last year's graduating seniors... whereupon as it happened, the teacher had learned some valuable lessons from her former students... and who'd lost the Mrs. when she dumped her husband and became a full-fledged member of the lesbian society, and thus had lost her bitchiness as well... even moving in with Ms. Jones to serve as her live-in pet... and she also became a wildly successful recruiter for fresh legal pussy to join the ever-growing club.




ERICA AND MRS. KIMBLE
Mrs. Kimble and Erica continued their secret lesbian rendezvous when they returned home... although sometimes they got carried away with each other, resulting in dinner for the boys being overcooked.

JANE
Jane's younger daughter Gloria turned eighteen, so she was quickly welcomed into the sexy family and community traditions by her big sister Sherese, and soon Gloria had turned her mother not only into her pet, but the pet of all her friends as well.

MRS. KLEIN
Hired a live-in nanny, who came with fringe benefits. It was alleged, but never proven, that the nanny's tasty pussy was kosher.

BELLA
Continued exploring her newfound dominant persona (see below where she fucks yours truly), and sometimes aided and abetted by Samantha but also sometimes on her own, she seduced MILFs... always in public places... like in this bikini shop where she seduced the owner and thus received three new free bikinis along with a great pussy licking. (Less happily, her pet Shannon had to return home to a city on the East Coast at the end of her weekend at the lake, but she was able to come for brief conjugal visits with her two Licky Lane Mistresses two or three times a year.)

SABRINA
Made it her personal goal to ensure all members of the community understood the importance of their daily vegetable intake.

SAMANTHA

Instead, her job became seducing every MILF she could....
Like the one she met in line at 7-11:

Or her Mom's sister:

Or one of her friends' Mom:

A bitch who berated a pleasant barista at Starbucks.

And even providing some discipline with Eve, for a cop who pulled them over for going 80 in a 50 mph zone.

Mrs. Walker
Last but not least (since of course I just had to insert myself into such a wicked lesbian fantasy), Mrs. Walker received regular visits from her ex-students. Once it was a two-hour major fuck session while her husband was out golfing... although the teacher definitely got more holes in one than her husband that day (and for a few minutes holes in two)... by the now mostly dominant Bella, and the always up for anything Allison.

EPILOGUE 3: LAST ONE I PROMISE (AND DON'T WORRY... I'LL WRAP UP WITH KAREN AND EVE): HAPPILY EVER AFTER
Teens learned that vegetables were a crucial part of their diets:
Every Tuesday... it was a different Mom in charge of lunchtime snacks for the PTA meeting, each of them always trying to outdo the woman from the week before. Mrs. Fisher was extra creative... bringing the principal's eighteen-year-old daughter along... as the main dish.
The playground was now where the mothers played while the kids were at school... Karen using the newest Mom in the community... the new Mom's daughter unaware... until she caught them in the act.


Fifteen minutes later... the daughter was at Karen's house in her bedroom... and fifteen minutes after that, she was the newest teen pet for the community.

Jodi, Karen's sister, moved into the community, and she opened a yoga studio, which proved to be very profitable, while the women found it a great way to stay in tip-top shape.

Over time... home schooling became very, very popular.

Those that did attend a regular school... found a way to make their school experience just like home....

This led to a new competition, where every mother and daughter team had a six-month competition called the Turning Contest, where they competed to seduce the most straight Moms, college girls and 18-year-old high school seniors.
Valerie, for example, seduced a college student who was raising money for her volleyball team.

Amber brought over her study partner for chemistry... although truth be told, they actually studied biology (with some pussy eating), physical education and physics (with some deep dildo fucking).

Or Karen, who remained aggressive in her seductions... and of course she and Eve won the competition... by twelve... with forty-three turns... over second place finishers Janice and Allison, who used the church for their hunting ground.

But through it all... Karen and Eve... always remained close.

THE END
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Cock Next Door
I arrived home after being gone for five days at a summertime principals' conference, since I'd just been promoted to vice-principal of the high school I'd been teaching at for the past twenty years. I was excited about my new professional opportunity, but also felt a little remorseful, since when school started up again in the fall I wouldn't be in the classroom for the first time in two decades.
It was my first time travelling on my own in over a year and a half, and it was great for a few reasons.
1. Although I loved my wife and kids, it was great to have a few days of peace and quiet, with no drama.
2. It was great to participate in face to face meetings...like every other person on the planet, I was sick to death the Zoom variety.
3. I'd finally gotten to suck some cock after going a year and a half without any.
God, had I missed cock.
I'd been sucking cock for a few years before COVID, but only when I was on the road. So perhaps five or ten times a year... sucking at least one, and as many as five during a trip (three in a row at a hotel being my personal best for one night).
Otherwise I was completely straight.
Like many men, I'd learned, if online chats and erotica were to be believed, that I wasn't gay, since I didn't find men attractive. They didn't turn me on. I didn't want to fuck one, or to get fucked. (Okay, truth be told, I was curious what it would be like to get ass fucked, but that was far as I'd allowed myself to go... well, other than using some anal toys while I was alone in my hotel room watching porn (which always started with lesbian clips, would shift to some shemale porn, and always ended with gay clips from porn hub, watching guys ass fucking each other. I have no idea why the sound of a guy getting pounded always turned me on and made me shoot my load.)
I just love cock.
I love the look of a cock... always have... although I'd never considered sucking one until I was forty-two, but since then I've sucked at least thirty of them... of all sizes... and a variety of races.
I love the variety of cock. Like a snowflake, every cock is unique. Unique in length... girth... shape... and taste.
I love the feel of a cock hardening in my mouth.
I love the sensations of being on my knees.
I love those brief moments where I can set my manhood on the shelf and explore the thrill of my feminine side.
I love anticipating cock. Being on Grindr, connecting with someone, driving somewhere to meet him, dropping to my knees, seeing a brand new cock in front of me and, of course, sucking it.
I love being called names while I suck a stranger's cock.
I love the feeling of a cock pulsing in my mouth, and the rush of adrenaline, which always sends a chill up my spine in anticipation of the load's imminent extraction.
I love feeling the warm cum. I was surprised at first at how warm cum actually was the moment it erupted from a throbbing cock to slide down my throat or be splattered onto my face, and I've never tired of that sensation.
Yet I also hate my addiction to cock and cum. I crave it the same way I used to crave a cigarette, back when I was a smoker.
I hate that finding cocks to worship isn't easy to do.
I hate the risk of being outed, which is why I never do it anywhere near my home. (Although I broke that rule once in a gas station bathroom, but afterwards I was terrified I might happen upon the chubby man again while I was out with my wife, or attending a hockey game with my kids.)
I hate how I can never talk to anyone about this addiction. I'd love to be able to tell someone about the big cock I sucked in a semi, or the time I was sucking a guy in his garage, and his wife came in and chatted with him across the hood, unaware that on the other side of the car, there I was with her husband's cock in my mouth. Or the time I sucked a twenty-year-old while his girlfriend watched and fingered herself, or the time I sucked my first and only BBC. The point being no matter whether I'm excited or ashamed at a given time, I have nobody I can talk to about it.
I hated... yes, past tense this time, and you'll soon see why... that I couldn't simply have access to a reliable cock in town that was discreet, where it could give me the weekly fix I so badly craved.
And yet as you must have already guessed, that's no longer the case, and it transpired because I forgot to log out of the app.
I arrived home from the trip I mentioned at the beginning, and found a note from my wife saying she and the kids were spending the day at the beach, and they wouldn't be home until after dinner. She asked that I water the garden, so after changing into shorts and a t-shirt, I did.
I was doing the watering when Mike, an ex-student of mine who'd graduated a month ago and was also my next door neighbour, called out from his deck, "Hey, Mr. Waters, how's it going?"
"Good," I said, closing the hose nozzle and turning to him.
"Great day today," he said, acting a bit strange.
"Yeah, all that smoke from the fires finally seems gone," I said, it being a smoky summer from all the fires in the north and east.
"Yeah, it's nice to see some blue sky for a change," he said.
"Agreed."
"When you're done watering, can you come over? I could use a hand with something," Mike asked.
"Sure," I said. "Be nice to help you for once." His dad was in the trades, a handyman of many skills, while I was a teacher with almost no hands-on abilities, and thus it was almost always their family doing most of the neighbourly helping over the years.
"Great, see you soon," he said.
"Yeah, I'll be there in five or so," I said.
"Great," he repeated and headed back into his house.
I finished watering, drank some water from the hose, it being surprisingly hot outside. I realized I'd need to do some more watering in the evening, since right now the hot sunlight was drying up the water before enough of it could sink into the ground. So instead of doing a thorough watering right now, I cut it short and headed over to join Mike.
I knocked on the door, and he yelled to come in.
I walked in and he said simply, "Follow me outside."
"Sure," I said, and I followed him through the house and out back.
"So," he said, "what's new?"
"Not much," I shrugged, still thinking he was acting a bit odd.
"Nothing at all?" he asked.
"Well, I'm going to be vice-principal in the fall," I said, the summer sunlight really pounding us.
"Cool," he said, as we went down the stairs of his deck.
"I'm not sure whether it's cool or not; I have mixed feelings so far," I said.
Once we were on the patio, he turned to me and said, "I never fathomed you being one."
"Pardon?" I asked, that not making much sense.
He went to a deck chair, sat down, pulled out his phone and typed something into it.
A moment later, I heard the distinct Grindr alert coming from mine.
My eyes went wide!
Fuck, I'd forgotten to log out of Grindr before I got home!
Fuck!
Had Mike just sent me a message on Grindr?
"Check your phone, marriedcocksucker," Mike said.
My face went white. "Mike, I can explain."
"There's nothing to explain," Mike said, as the sun continued beating down on us. "You like to suck cock, which I consider good news. You'd be astonished by how many older guys do."
"Really?" I asked, trying to process what was happening.
"Yeah, this community is full of older dudes like you who secretly suck cock."
"I can't imagine," I said, shocked to be outed not only by an ex-student, but my next door neighbour... and panicking over how to deal with the situation.
"The good news is that now you'll always have a cock to suck whenever you get the craving, or whenever I need a blow job."
"Mike, look. That just can't happen," I said, afraid of my marriage being destroyed and my career falling apart all at the same time.
"Oh, Mr. Waters," he smirked, "it's already happening. Now get over here and show me what you're capable of."
"Mike, please..." I began, but he cut me off.
"Begging," he said, "I like that. Now hurry up, my Dad will be home in half an hour or so, and first I need to drop a load in your mouth."
"Mike..." I tried again.
"Unless you prefer me to shoot my load all over your face," he said. "I'm surprised by how many older men love getting plastered."
"Mike..." I tried for a third time, and was again cut off.
"Look, I'll even be generous and show you up front what I'm packing," he said, pulling his swimming trunks down and revealing a massive cock that was already hard. "I know how all you cock suckers are size queens."
I couldn't hold back a gasp!. His cock was just so big. And as he'd just predicted with such accuracy, I loved a big cock. A big cock looked so majestic and inviting... which I know sounds gay, but still... I simply couldn't resist a big cock.
"I thought you'd like it," Mike said, catching me staring at his cock.
"It's so big," I said, sounding exactly like the cock size cock sucker I was; completely mesmerized by its sheer size.
"I know it is," he said, slowly stroking his cock, his hand creating the same effect as a hypnotist's watch.
"But I have my wife and kids to think of," I protested weakly, while my own cock hardened and I couldn't stop staring at the delicious looking specimen right in front of me.
"They're at the beach and they'll be back late," he said. "I chatted with Mary while they were loading up the car."
"But you're my student," I continued grasping for excuses, even while my mouth was watering to taste that nearby cock.
"Your ex-student," he reminded me. "I'm starting college in the fall, and our high school relationship is in the past."
"But..." I said, running out of excuses, as my hard cock, my watering mouth and my cock lust were all mentally clamouring for me to submit to this big, young cock.
"Now get over here, Mr. Waters," he said firmly. "Or I'll use Grindr to send for another cock sucker, and you'll never get the chance to suck this big, fat cock."
"I can't believe you want me to suck you off," I said, as I approached him and his cock.
"Hey, I don't care who sucks my cock," he said, as I dropped to my knees completely captivated by his cock, "But having a willing cock sucker living right next door will be mighty convenient."
"We can only do this once," I said, although the thought of having a big willing loaded cock right next door was pretty much a dream come true.
As he slid his cock into my mouth, he said, as if knowing exactly what I was thinking, "We both know you'll be taking this cock very regularly."
And, although I could pretend he was wrong, as I felt his hard dock slip between my lips, the hot sun still beating down on me as I began mindlessly bobbing on this eighteen-year-old's huge cock, I knew in my heart that he was right: I'd be on my knees sucking his magnificent horse cock any time he required me to do so.
"There you go," he moaned as I bobbed. "I knew you'd like it."
Like a complete faggot, I responded by moaning on his cock.
"Yeah, you'll be sucking me off all the time, Mr. Waters," he said, his fat cock stretching my lips even though I was only taking just over half of it into my mouth.
Again, I moaned.
"Shit, imagine all the loads I could have dumped into you this past year at school," he said.
Again, I moaned, taking a little more of his cock in my mouth. The idea of sucking cock in my classroom one of my biggest fantasies. The idea of a student using my mouth and dominating me... even bending me over my desk and taking my anal cherry.
"Don't worry, I'll make sure you get all the cock you need from now on, Mr. Waters," he assured me.
Once again, I moaned.
"I can even set up a gloryhole in my basement, where you can suck cock after cock of your ex-students if you want," he offered, that idea making my cock throb, and yet terrifying me at the same time,
"Would you like that, Mr. Waters?" he asked, pulling his delicious cock out of my mouth so I could reply.
"I don't know," I lied.
"Yes, you do," he said, actually slapping my face with his cock, wet with my saliva.
"I just don't want to get outed," I said.
"That's why the gloryhole, cock sucker," he said, directing that derogatory label at me for the first time... a term that always turned me on even more than I already was. Whenever I was on my knees, whenever I had a cock in my mouth, being called a cock sucker, a faggot, a sissy, a cum slut, or any other dirty name, always enhanced my turn-ons.
When I didn't say anything, he slid his cock back into my mouth, and this time he seized total control by starting to face fuck me. "Oh, you're going to become the gang's favourite cum dump, Mr. Waters."
This time I couldn't say anything, since he was pumping his cock in my mouth beyond my control. So instead, I just focused on being a good cock sucker and swallowing as much of his cock as I could... which I surmised was ten inches... tying for the biggest I'd ever had. I'd taken a ten-inch cock three times (although I'd chugged two loads the second and third times) over a weekend where a sixty-year-old Muslim man had trained me to take his huge cock. He coached me on how to focus on my breathing, how to deep throat without fighting it, how to hold a cock in my mouth for up to thirty seconds, how to control my gag reflex, and how to take a dick in a few different positions. Besides the obvious one of on my knees, I also sucked him while lying on my stomach and on my back... both of them where he fed me his cock from angles I hadn't fathomed possible... especially the ones when I was on my back... and lying on my side, sitting on a chair, and a few other positions less easy to describe.
As I felt Mike's balls slapping my chin, and thus he was literally balls deep in my mouth, he said, sounding mightily impressed as he pulled out of my mouth, "Shit, Mr. Waters, you're just full of surprises! Only one other guy has ever been able to take my whole dick without gagging."
I responded oddly, and just as oddly was flattered by his compliment, "Thanks."
He laughed as he shook his head in wonder and said, "Now show me how badly you want my load."
Like the pathetic cum craving cock sucker I was, I eagerly took his cock back into my mouth, taking him all the way into my throat, and wanting to impress him, held his cock tickling where my tonsils would have been if I still had any, for several seconds.
"Fuck," he moaned.
Then I bobbed hungrily, deep throating him with ease.
"Oh fuck, don't stop, cock sucker," he moaned, clearly enjoying my considerable abilities. Of course I had no intention of stopping until I'd extracted a creamy load from his ball sac.
I knew he was close, so I sucked his cock as fast as I could, until he warned me he was about to come.
I didn't slow down, and in just three more bobs I was rewarded with his sweet, salty load.
"Fuuuuck," he grunted, as his cock and cum filled me right up.
I took his load smoothly, adrenaline coursing through my body like it always did when I extracted a big load, which always resulted in some pre-cum leaking into my underwear... and I kept sucking until every last drop had rained deep into my belly. Then I slowed down and nursed his cock until he pulled out... which I always did... never wanting the cock sucking experience to end... which is why I sometimes got two loads before backing away when I sucked someone.
He pulled out a minute or so after he'd finished coming and said, "Shit, Mr. Waters, that was impressive."
"I can't believe I just did that," I said, which was true. I'd just sucked my eighteen-year-old ex-student's cock. Which was the very first time I'd sucked someone I knew instead of a total stranger.
"I can't believe how good you are," he said as he pulled up his trunks.
"Shit, I really did just do that," I said, the enormity of what I'd done now sinking in.
"And you'll be doing it a lot from now on," he said as he pulled his phone out and typed something into it. He then handed it to me and said, "Type in your cell number."
"I can't do that," I said.
"Don't pretend you don't want any more of my cock," he said. "We both know you'll be on your knees sucking it again very soon."
"But I need to keep this part of my life and my real life totally separate," I said, getting off my knees.
"You're a cock sucker, and that is your life," he said. "And I have no intention of outing you, since this is the perfect setup for both of us. You get regular cock, and I get a very convenient cock sucker."
I admitted, "I do often crave dick and can't get any."
"See? Now you can get it anytime you want," he pointed out. "Now enter your number. I need to get you out of here before my Dad gets home."
Mindlessly, I entered my number, seeing he'd called me CCS. I asked, as I handed the phone back, "What does CCS mean?"
"Convenient cock sucker."
"Oh," I said, as he headed into his house and I walked out the side gate... the taste of his cum still lingering in my mouth.
During the next two hours, I was a mess.
Mortified by what I'd done.
Yet craving more.
Mary and the kids got home around eight, and we watched a movie together.
We'd had sex and were just getting ready to call it a night, when I received the text I'd been both dreading and craving. Just a few words: Now, cock sucker. Backyard.
My cock hardened just from reading those words... even though I'd deposited a load in my wife's pussy not even ten minutes ago.
I said to Mary, feeling so fucking guilty to be lying directly to her face (yes, I'd been sucking cock for a few years, but I'd technically never lied to her about it except by omission), but knowing I had to have Mike's cock again, "Honey, I'm not really sleepy yet. I'm going to go and work in the garage for a bit."
"Didn't I wear you out enough?" she smiled saucily.
"Actually, you kind of woke me up," I joked.
"Well, you wore me out," she said, kissing my cheek.
I headed to the garage, then once I was inside went out the side door, and snuck into Mike's backyard, seeing the light on in their basement.
Mike was waiting for me there and said, "I knew you couldn't resist."
"I just lied to my wife about where I was going," I said, walking up to him.
"Just like all my married cock suckers, cock always trumps cunt."
"I just finished having sex with her," I blurted out for some reason.
"You just fucked your wife, and now you're sneaking out to suck a teenager's dick?"
"Yeah," I admitted, now sounding even more pathetic.
"Shit, maybe you're just a total faggot," he said, pointing to his dick. "Do you take it in the ass too?"
"Where's your Dad?" I asked, ignoring the question.
"In his bedroom watching TV," he said. Then he snapped his fingers, pointed to his dick again and repeated the question, "But do you take it in the ass?"
As I dropped to my knees and fished out his cock, shamefully hungry for another helping of his cum, I said, "No, I'm just a cock sucker. And I like pussy too."
"I see," he said, as I pulled out his cock.
Not wanting to talk, only wanting to suck, swallow and leave, I took his semi-hard cock in my mouth and began bobbing.
As I did, I could feel the slight cool breeze. It was hot as fuck earlier, but now with the sun down, it was a little chilly... slightly depressing, since it was a hint that fall was on the horizon. I had only twice sucked a cock outdoors before today's double duty (once in a park in the summer that had scared the shit out of me (getting caught or mugged) and once during the winter in a guy's backyard (it was cold, and not much fun at all)).



"I wonder what Mrs. Waters would think if she could see her husband with ten inches of dick in his mouth," he mused.
I didn't answer, although the idea terrified me. Just all the more reason to devour this cock, suck it dry and get back home.
"Yeah, and here's another thought: what do you think Mrs. Waters would do with my big dick?" he added.
Again, I just sucked... although that was an intriguing question. Mine was six inches... average... not too big and not too small... and I always got her off (although sometimes with my tongue, when my dick hadn't done the trick), and while we watched porn together when she was tipsy, she seemed to be in awe of the big cocks, and occasionally she even mused out loud what it might be like to take one that big.
"I bet she'd love my big multiple loads and my multiple orgasming cock," he said.
I'd never imagined my pretty wife with another man, but as he conveyed the thought, my hard cock flinched in my pajama bottoms. He'd be able to fuck her in ways I never could.
"Yeah, I bet you'd love to watch me pounding your wife," he said confidently.
I just kept sucking.
"Or maybe you want to keep this cock to yourself," he said, and I imagined him smirking as he spoke.
There was some truth to that. Twice in a single day, and I was already completely enamored by and addicted to this teen's big fat cock. So I moaned in agreement, while I continued deep throating his ten-inch monster.
"Don't worry, cock sucker," he said. "I have enough cock and enough loads for both you and your wife."
I had mixed feelings about his fucking my wife, but at this moment while his cock was in my mouth, I was amazingly turned on by the idea... yet no way did I want my wife fucking another guy, especially not a young stud with a cock this big, and no way did I want my wife to learn about my lust for cock.
"Yeah, maybe I'll fuck you and your wife one right after the other, while you take turns watching," he said, as I kept bobbing on his cock, desperately trying to extract that second load.
As I kept bobbing, he added, "You'd like that."
I didn't respond, but I felt his cock pulsing and knew he was close.
"Oh yeah, you want my load, don't you, cock sucker?" he asked as I sucked his cock more aggressively.
A moment later he pulled out and asked, "Do you?"
"Yes," I replied, lustfully staring at his cock, glistening with my saliva.
"Yes, what?" he asked as he stroked his cock about two inches away from my face and my slack-jawed mouth.
"Yes, I want your big load," I admitted hungrily.
"Because you're my cock sucking faggot?" he probed... the name calling turning me on.
"Yes, I'm your cock sucking, cum swallowing faggot," I agreed mindlessly, unable to take my eyes off his cock.
"And you'll happily take facials too?" he asked, although I didn't have time to respond in the affirmative before he exploded his hot load all over my face... his first wad going right into my open left eye.
Cum blast after warm cum blast plastered my face, as I closed my eyes after that first surprising and unfortunate cum shot in the eye.
Once he was done, he slid his cock back into my mouth, and I resumed sucking so I could extract any final remnants of the cum that I craved... while his spent cum dripped down my face.
I slowly bobbed on his cock for another minute or so, before he pulled out and said, "Thanks, cock sucker."
"Thanks, Mike," I replied sheepishly as he tucked his cock away.
"You're welcome, cum bucket," he said.
I got off my knees and he headed out of the backyard to his car. He drove off and I returned to my garage. I wiped the cum off my face and returned to my sleeping wife, feeling guilty, and yet wondering what Mary would do if she was given the opportunity to play with Mike's big cock.
EPILOGUE:
It turned out to be a life-changing summer.
I sucked Mike almost every day that summer... usually during the day on weekends, and on the other days late at night.
I discovered the joys of a gloryhole... and its pitfalls... a gloryhole being great for anonymous cock, but of limited benefit for deep throating by spending every Thursday evening serving as the poker night cum deposit (Mike's term).
I first learned the pleasure of a prostate orgasm, and thereafter Mike started regularly fucking my ass.
I learned it takes skill to get spit-roasted smoothly, when Mike's dad, Dave, walked in one evening on me taking his son's cock in my ass. Instead of getting angry, he demonstrated the apple doesn't fall far from the tree by pulling out his own impressive dick (eight and a half inches) and shoving it in my mouth.
And best of all, one night my guilt got the better of me, and I confessed everything to my wife. And then instead of exploding in my face like most wives would (I assume), the next time Mike summoned me next door, she invited herself along! And soon thereafter, she discovered the joys of big teen cock by regularly getting spit-roasted and double penetrated. She'd been an anal virgin, having considered it disgusting, before Mike convinced her otherwise. Eventually she cuckolded me completely, which was defined in our case by her cutting me off from any sex at home at all. And perhaps surprisingly to some people, I didn't mind a bit, because I always got to watch her in action with Mike and perhaps other men, just as she always delighted in watching me in action with Mike and those same men.
And thus I learned that even better than my own continuing activities of sucking cock and being a bottom bitch, nothing ever turned me on more than watching my wife cavorting with big cocks in all three of her holes.
Who would have thought my forgetting to log out of Grindr would lead our marriage into a completely new life?
THE END
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Girlfriend's Daughter
Summary: Stud fucks his MILF girlfriend and her daughter.
Note 1: This is dedicated to David.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
Girlfriend's Daughter
The moment I met my girlfriend's daughter, I knew I had to fuck her.
Although their faces look very much alike, they have very different body types.
Amanda is forty, short at 5'4" and has smallish B cup tits.
Her daughter Brittney is twenty-two, tall at around 5'9", with huge, I'm guessing Double-D tits.
And although I really loved Amanda since she's an amazing woman and a willing-to-do- anything-in-the-bedroom kind of girl, I was a tits guy, and the daughter had her mother's same wicked slutty face, but with the major upgrade of those huge tits.
We'd been dating for a few months and I'd even moved into her house before I met her daughter once she moved back home for the summer. She was in her third year of college, and she immediately became my forbidden fruit... and she obviously knew it. Since the house had a pool, she was almost constantly dressed In skimpy bikini tops that barely contained her huge tits, and bikini bottoms that left nothing to the imagination. She frequently tanned in the nude in the backyard, and I saw her skinny dipping more than once. Whenever I did happen to see her naked, she never made any pretense at modesty, but just casually continued swimming, or sunbathing, or even strolling through the house back to her room.
She was such a fucking tease, which made me want to bend her over and fuck her ass to put her in her place... although it was her glorious tits I really wanted to fuck.
To seduce her one night, I decided to fuck her mom particularly hard, and to make her beg like I always did, even though we both knew Britney was in the bedroom right next to ours.
"Not tonight, David. Britney is sleeping right next door, and she's not deaf," Amanda pleaded. This was an hour after Britney had gone to bed, since she hadn't slept well the previous night.
But I'd long ago discovered the power of my nine-inch cock. Almost no woman could resist it, regardless of her age, regardless of her marital status, even sometimes regardless of her sexuality (I'd fucked more than one lesbian into begging for more).
I'd also learned that most women, no matter their persona in public, go for a take charge man in the bedroom. Amanda was one of those women.
"I don't care what she hears; get sucking," I said, pulling my pants down and offering her my semi-erect dick.
"Fuck, you know I can't refuse your monster," she admitted with a smile, before dropping to her knees and taking my cock in her mouth. I'd been blown by dozens of women, young and old, but none of them had ever worshipped my dick like Amanda did.
"I do know," I agreed, always loving to see a pretty woman on her knees with her mouth stretched wide open by my cock.
She bobbed on it while also stroking it, and after a minute or two I ordered, confident that if she was awake, her daughter would hear every word, "Tell me how much you love my big cock."
She pulled back, a little of her saliva dripping from my cock, "You know how I love your big cock."
She took it back in her mouth and bobbed like the cock hungry slut I'd turned her into. She'd sucked my dick, or taken it in her pussy or ass in a variety of wild places during our relationship, including at the factory where she works, at a few drive-throughs (I love the shocked look on a fast food worker's face when they catch sight of my girl bobbing on my dick), on a few different sets where I work (I'm in the film industry), in the back of an Uber more than once (and one of those times we 'did it' while another guy, a stranger, sat next to us and watched), just to name a few.
Once I was hard and ready to fuck, I ordered, "Get on the bed, slut."
"You know if anyone else called me a slut, I'd break their balls," she said, as she nonetheless obeyed, getting onto all fours to offer up her pussy or ass, my choice. As a factory worker she was a tough broad, a no nonsense woman. Very few people who knew her would imagine her getting on all fours and begging to have her pussy fucked, or her asshole drilled.
"Yeah, I know you would," I shrugged, moving behind her, speaking a little louder in the hope of her daughter hearing every word, "but most men don't have a nine incher of hard steel that makes you actually want to be one."
"Noooooo..." she moaned, as I slid the aforementioned nine inches inside her very wet pussy... true story. Just from her sucking my dick and the feeling anticipation of being fucked, her pussy was always soaking wet by this point. "...they certainly don't," once I was balls deep inside her.
I've also learned that once I have all nine inches inside a woman, she goes ballistic! Most of them have never had anything close to that big in their pussies, and once they've discovered what being really full is like, what being really fucked is like, there's no going back. Any propriety is cast aside once the pleasure consumes them, and they become complete sluts. (Such as the mother-of-the-bride in the coat check closet, the mother of seven who snuck out of the church service her husband was presiding over to take my cock in her ass in her van, and my ultimate conquest: when a nun screamed to the high heavens while bouncing on my cock... in church.)
"Tell me what you want, my slut," I ordered, resting deep inside her, knowing she was about to beg me to fuck her.
"Dammit David, just give me that hammer," she said wickedly, my surname conveniently being Hammer. Yeah, and I'm not even kidding.
"You want me to pound this cunt with my nine-inch hammer?" I asked, my voice loud and clear for any sneaky eavesdroppers lurking (or trying to sleep) in the next bedroom over, as I gave her three quick, hard, deep thrusts.
"Yes, give me that big dick, hammer my pussy, I need it so bad," she pleaded like she always did once I was inside her. She literally had no defense against my cock. She became a complete slut not just the moment it was inside her, but even the moment it was first presented to her.
"But you warned me your daughter is home, and she has functioning ears," I pointed out as I placed my hands firmly on her hips and really began to fuck her. "She's just on the other side of a thin wall, and she can hear everything we say and any noises we make."
"I don't care anymore," she said as I slammed into her hard. "I just can't resist your huge cock."
"Then beg for it, slut," I ordered, as I stopped deep inside her. "Loud and clear, so she won't miss a single word."
"Fuck my pussy Baby, with that huge cock!" she pleaded with a desperation that couldn't be faked.
"You can do better than that," I said, wanting her to really put on a show for her daughter, whom I hoped really was listening.
"Please... fuck your slut's cunt and asshole with your massive dick, while my daughter listens to us," she begged, now pretty much bellowing, and freely using the 'S' word she normally hated, and had previously admitted to me she'd never uttered until the first time I'd threatened not to fuck her.
"You think your daughter knows how big a slut her mom is?" I asked just as loudly, as I begin pounding her pussy hard.
"She does now!" Amanda moaned loudly, as I really gave it to her.
After a couple dozen deep strokes, she begged, "Harder, fuck my slutty cunt harder!"
"Come all over my dick, you slut, come while you picture your daughter in the next room frigging herself, wishing she too could have this big cock in her young pussy," I continued, wondering what reaction I was provoking in the sweet, hot daughter... who'd demonstrated the ability either to look sexy as fuck or sweet as pie... the only costume change required being a pair of glasses and how she did her hair. Although as I mentioned, strolling naked through the house certainly didn't hurt.
"Oh yes, she'd pass out if she saw your huge cock," Amanda moaned, beginning to bounce back to meet my forward thrusts.
"Think she could take this big monster?" I asked, a little surprised Amanda was responding as forthrightly as she was, and curious whether she'd say even more.
"I bet she'd turn into just as big a whore as her mother," she said, so desperate to come that she wasn't remotely a protective mother at the moment, but only a wanton slut completely subject to the pleasure my cock was giving her.
"Like mother, like daughter?" I asked, having three times actually had a mother and daughter simultaneously, plus once three daughters and their mother, and once three generations of a family. Like I said, never discount the influential power of a nine-inch cock!
"Oh yes, once she saw what you're packing, she'd do anything to take your nine-inch cock in her cunt," Amanda agreed, clearly close to eruption.
"Maybe we'll have to find out," I said, as I really gave it to her, and she really took it. "Do you want to watch while I give it to your daughter?"
"Oh God, Hammer, ask me later, and for now just give it to me," she moaned, her moans and the desperation in her tone a guarantee she'd do anything I said so she could come.
"I am giving it to you now. But also I demand you tell me bitch, tell me you want to watch me fucking your daughter, and giving her this nine-inch monster." I insisted, confident she'd say what I wanted.
"Damn it," she cursed, her orgasm so close, "Then yes! I want to watch you fucking my daughter with that big cock, and turning her into another size slut just like her whore mother!"
"Then come, slut, come right fucking now," I ordered, "while you imagine my nine inches buried deep inside your daughter's cunt."
"Fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as usual her orgasm erupting the moment I told her to. She was a very well-trained slut.
"There you go; now tell your daughter how Daddy just made you come," I ordered, loving to have her call me Daddy in the heat of the moment.
"Yes, Daddy, you made your slut come just like a cheap whore, and you did it with my horny daughter listening in!" she admitted loudly.
I pulled out, her pussy gushing everywhere since she was a real squirter, and then I strolled out of the room still completely naked, opened Britney's door, and caught her with a hairbrush in her pussy.
"The next time you come, do it with me, slut," I ordered as I stalked over to her bed.
"No, that would be wrong," she protested, naked except for a t-shirt.
"You're saying you don't want this cock?" I asked, waving it right in front of her face, with her mom's pussy juice all over it.
She stared at it the same way almost every woman stares at it when she first sees it. Utterly speechless. Completely fascinated. A woman's moral code always dissolved immediately once her lust seized control.
"It-it-it's so big!" she stammered, looking so cute with her glasses on... sexy and nerdy... a combination I always loved. I loved seeing an innocent mom, a purist nun, or a sweet nerd girl discovering a new side of herself while my cock turned her into a lustful slut.
"I know it is," I said, always loving to see a woman completely fascinated by my cock, especially for the first time. It was as if she was seeing any cock for the first time... and for most women, it certainly was the first time they'd ever seen one anything close to this size. After giving her a moment I offered, "Go ahead, stroke it."
"I can't," she said, "I shouldn't," even though she couldn't tear her eyes away from my cock, with the ignored brush still imbedded between her legs, dripping wet with her pussy juice.
"Go ahead Britney, Mommy doesn't mind sharing with you," Amanda urged from behind me.
"Mom..." she said, looking shamefacedly at her mom, but not saying anything else.
"I know, honey," she said, walking up to the bed still as naked as I was, her thighs wet and shiny with her fluids. "It's a huge cock."
"I've never seen anything like it before," Britney said in a daze, her eyes returning to it.
"I know honey," Amanda repeated, now sitting on the bed as she looked up at me and smiled. "It's a huge mother fucking cock... the one that just fucked your mother."
I smiled at her wicked words and added, "And very soon, a huge mother-and-daughter fucking cock."
"Mom, I can't stop staring at it," she confessed.
"There's no need to. Just stare while you stroke it," Amanda ordered, reaching out her hand to grasp her daughter's wrist.
"But he's your boyfriend," she worried some more, even while she allowed her mom to bring her hand near my cock.
"That's true. Let's see if it matters. Boyfriend, would you mind if my daughter feels how hard your humongous cock is and strokes it for a while?" Amanda asked, her daughter's hand hovering.
"Of course not," I smiled, as permission given, the sweet daughter wrapped her hand around my hard, throbbing cock.
"So big," Britney said, still in complete awe.
"It's the most amazing cock I've ever had inside me," Amanda gave her testimonial, as Britney slowly stroked it.
"I've never had one inside me anywhere close to this big," Britney said.
"Then we'll have to change that sad state of affairs," I said, enjoying this nasty tableau of the fascinated daughter and her supportive mother.
"Now suck it," Amanda ordered.
"What?" Britney asked. "You're joking, right?" astounded by her mom's order.
"No joke. Go ahead and suck that big cock," Amanda repeated, as she pressed her palm gently but firmly on the back of her daughter's head.
"Really?" Britney asked, as her head was maternally guided to my cock. She obediently opened her mouth and took it in.
"Good girl," Amanda purred, her hand remaining on the back of her daughter's head.
"That's it, suck my big cock," I moaned, deliberately not having come during my earlier fuck session... and Britney was now tasting her mom's cunt cum on my dick.
"You look so sexy with my man's cock in your mouth," Amanda encouraged, as Britney tentatively began to suck my cock.
"Oh yeah, she's got a great cock-sucking mouth, just like yours," I groaned, as Britney matched the tight suction cup lips her mother had. I'd been blown by tons of women, and until now, none had come close to Amanda's tight, suctioning mouth.
"Like Mother, like daughter," Amanda said, looking very proud as her daughter began bobbing a little faster.
"She's hoovering up all your cunt cum," I pointed out.
"Shit, I guess she is," Amanda laughed. "Are you going to fuck her?"
"I'm going to fuck her hard," I said; I pulled out and said, "take off that t-shirt, slut."
She looked surprised to be called a slut, but her eyes never left my cock as her mother pulled her shirt over her head.
"No bra?" I said, admiring her huge tits. "Meaning you were hoping I'd march into your room and turn you into my little fuck slut, weren't you?"
"N-n-no," she stammered.
"Okay. But you want to be my fuck slut now, don't you?" I asked, as I pushed her onto her back and spread her unresisting legs.
"I-I-I don't know," she stuttered, not knowing what she wanted. It was obvious she wanted my cock inside her, but she was still overwhelmed by her mom sitting quite blatantly right there beside her, and the guy about to fuck her was her mom's boyfriend.
"Oh honey," Amanda said, "just tell Daddy what you want. Just let go and allow your inner slut to take you over."
"You're sure you don't mind, Mom?" she asked, "he's your boyfriend!" as I got between her legs and rubbed my fat cock head up and down her pussy lips.
"Yes honey, I can't wait to watch you take nine inches of Daddy's fat cock in your tight young pussy," Amanda gushed, obviously having decided to encourage my intentions completely. Which I'd hoped for, but hadn't been sure would be the case.
"Oh fuck," Britney moaned as I teased her pussy and perved on her huge tits... her nipples so hard.
"Fuck her, Baby," Amanda urged me, holding her daughter's hand, "fuck my baby girl with your huge cock."
"Yes indeed, honey," I smiled, willing to obey that command without question. I slid my cock inside her daughter's very wet pussy very slowly.
"Ooooooh, Mommy," Britney moaned as she watched my cock slowly disappearing into her young, ripe pussy.
"Such a tight pussy," I moaned, it feeling like a virgin cunt. (Although with no hymen to break through.)
"I've never had anything even close to this biiiiiiig," Britney moaned, as I continued drilling deeper inside her.
"His tool will take some time to get used to, honey," Amanda comforted, "but once you get there, you'll be a completely new woman."
"What you'll be is a wanton slut for my big cock," I clarified, already planning to turn her into a cock hungry slut I could use anytime I wanted. Her mom worked different hours than I did sometimes, so I ended up jerking off a lot, my last three jerk off encounters using Britney's clean panties, and leaving my cum stains on them. She'd never mentioned it, but she must have noticed.
"Oh God!" Britney groaned, her body trembling, blending a moan and a scream, since I was suddenly balls deep inside her.
"Breathe deeply," Amanda advised her daughter. I'd sometimes fucked girls so intensely they'd passed out... another perk of having a big cock, because how many guys have bragging rights to that?
"Yes Mommy," she nodded mindlessly. She looked between her legs and asked, "Am I taking all of it?"
"Yes, and like a good slut," I assured her``.
"So full," she said as I admired her stunned look and her amazing tits.
"Should I fuck your daughter hard, honey?" I asked, noticing her hand was busy between her own legs. Watching me fuck her daughter was really turning her on!
"Yes Daddy, please give my daughter the fucking of her life," Amanda said. And then to her daughter, "Is that what you want, honey? For Daddy to give you the best fucking you've ever had?"
"Yes please, Mommy," Britney moaned, as I slowly fucked her.
"Tell that to Daddy, you silly slut," Amanda ordered while she rubbed herself.
"Oh Daddy," she moaned, looking directly at me. "Please fuck your baby girl... fuck me silly with that huge cock!"
"You bet, you little slut, I'll fuck this tight cunt until you come like gangbusters!" I declared as I began fucking her harder.
"Oh my God Mommy, Daddy's fucking me! He's fucking me so hard with his huge horse cock!" Britney cried out through her moans, her lust, and her complete bewilderment.
"And after tonight, you're going to be Daddy's cum slut all summer," Amanda revealed as she rubbed herself faster too.
"Oh yes Daddy, you can fuck me anytime you want," Britney willingly agreed, as I really began to fuck her.
And then for just over a minute I fucked her hard, and then she screamed, loud enough to wake the entire neighborhood, as she came bellowing, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
"Oh yes baby, come all over Daddy's dick," Amanda bellowed right back with a moan, as she was now frantically rubbing herself!
"Straddle your daughter slut and squirt all over her tits," I ordered, this new idea popping into my head.
"Yes Daddy," she agreed without hesitation, standing up on the bed and straddling her daughter, whose eyes were tightly shut while her entire body quaked.
Amanda rubbed herself as I kept fucking her daughter throughout her orgasm. I watched Britney's huge tits bouncing around as I fucked her, planning on fucking those too in a moment.
"Oh fuck," Amanda moaned loudly as she came, squirting all over her daughter's tits and face.



"Mom?" Britney gasped, opening her eyes to see her mother's cunt cum spraying down on her like a monsoon.
"Good girl. Now move," I ordered Amanda.
She did, and I leaned forward to rub the slippery wetness all over Britney's tits, before I pulled out and slid my big cock between them.
"Squeeze them together, slut," I ordered.
Britney did as she smiled and fished, "Does Daddy like my big tits?"
"I do," I said, as I pumped my cock into the crevice between them.
"Mine are so much bigger than Mommy's," Britney purred, as I fucked her tits just like I'd fucked her pussy.
"So much bigger," I agreed, as mesmerized by her tits as she was by my cock.
"Come between my tits, Daddy," she begged, "come all over them!"
"Oh fuck," I moaned, close to coming.
"Come on my daughter Baby, come all over her," Amanda exhorted me.
"Take it," I grunted, as I erupted a massive load between her tits, onto her neck, on the bottom of her chin, and then aiming my cock up for one last small rope across her glasses.
"Oh yes, Daddy," Britney moaned.
"Oh yes, come on your new live-in cum slut," Amanda said.
"Oh," I groaned, as I finished my load.
"So hot," Amanda said.
I got off of her daughter and ordered, "Clean her up."
"Yes Daddy," Amanda said, as she bent down and began licking my cum off of her daughter's tits.
"Mom?" Britney said.
"Shhhhhhh, honey," Amanda said, then she leaned up and ordered, "Open up."
Britney did, and I watched Amanda trickle my cum into her daughter's mouth.
So fucking hot!
As I stood and watched, I wondered what else I could make these two hotties do. As good as it was, tonight we hadn't quite shared a proper threesome, so the possibilities were endless.
.....
Amanda was already gone when I awoke the next morning. She'd been working the day shift this week, and today was her last day of work before her two days off and then switching to swing shift; she rotated every two weeks. I didn't need to be at the studio until one o'clock today, since we were shooting outdoors in the evening.
So I got out of bed, still naked of course, headed back into last night's scene of the crime, and found my newest slut still asleep.
I could have shoved my dick in her mouth to awaken her, I could have gotten under the blankets, between her legs, and slid my cock into her pussy, or I could have begun fucking those huge tits again; or if I was feeling really wicked, I could have slid my cock into her asshole. But I wasn't feeling that mean. Oh, I planned to be fucking that asshole soon, very soon even, but this morning I decided to do something I hadn't done in a long time (the last time had been a friend of my then girlfriend's I'd been secretly only ass fucking (with my girlfriend's permission), who'd stayed overnight, and I woke her up this way). But today I'd awaken the hot, sweet Britney with a load all over her face.
I love getting head; I love fucking a woman's pussy or ass, and I love the rare opportunity to fuck a nice pair of tits, but I also love jerking off. I'm a guy who manages to guarantee finding a mouth, pussy or ass pretty much every day, and even a girlfriend's period doesn't slow me down; and this summer I'd now acquired two three-hole sluts making themselves available for my every whim. But even so, I still usually jerked off a load or two a day. That definitely helped me to keep my cool with all the temptation presenting itself at work, where hot young babes desperate to become stars were absolutely everywhere. And although you may think I'm some jerk who fucks everything I can find, I don't cheat. I'd only fuck someone with Amanda's approval and ideally, her participation.
So I rummaged in Britney's dresser, pulled out a pair of her cute pink panties, went back to her bed and began stroking my cock, pointed right at her sleeping face. I know this was pretty sick, but so was roleplaying fucking my girlfriend's daughter with her; and then of course, actually having a threesome with her and that daughter.
This being my morning wood, i.e. I'd had several sleeping hours to reload, it didn't take long with her silk panties before my balls were ready to shoot.
I brought the head of my cock head to her forehead; and in only two minutes, I was coating her with cum.
The first rope didn't awaken her when it splashed down on her forehead, but as I waved my cock around like a toy machine gun, my cum had soon splattered her entire face.
"What the fuck?" she asked, confused, as she opened her eyes, luckily while I was aiming at her opening mouth.
"This is just your friendly morning wake-up load," I explained cheerily, sliding my cock into her mouth while my final rope emerged to greet the day, or actually her tonsils, I guess. I slowly fucked her mouth for a minute or so as she relaxed, closed her eyes, and just allowed it to happen.
When I pulled out I explained, "I usually need to shoot a load first thing every morning."
"So I see," she said, now completely awake and scooping a big wad off of her forehead and sucking it into her mouth.
"They say man-cum is good for the complexion," I smiled.
"Is that why mom's face is always so blemish free?" she asked with a sly smile.
"Likely," I laughed.
"You're not going to fuck me?" she asked.
"I already came," I shrugged.
"You can't wake me up, come on my face, and then just leave me hanging," she complained as she scooped some more cum off of her face.
"That's exactly what I plan to do," I said. "I need to go have my breakfast now."
"Asshole," she mumbled at my departing butt as I sauntered away.
"Soon," I tossed back, already imagining my dick in her asshole, with her huge tits swaying every which way.
"Then I'm going back to sleep, you fucker," she sighed, rolling onto her side, some of my cum likely being smeared onto her pillow.
"You do that, you fuckee," I said, heading out, thrilled to now have two sluts available to use whenever I wanted.
I had my breakfast, read the newspaper, checked my email and showered. I exited the shower, returned nakedly to the bedroom to get dressed, and found Britney lying on the bed, also naked, except for a black garter belt and matching stockings... which was a welcome sight, because I often liked my sluts to wear sexy lingerie... especially nylons, which I'd always considered sexy.
"I'm not sure your mother would be too happy about your wearing her lingerie," I said, as my nine-incher grew, informing her that her at least was very happy she was wearing that lingerie.
"I tried some of her other lingerie on first, but my tits were way too big," she explained unapologetically, as she cupped her huge knockers for me.
"That's a big problem," I said, smiling at my own lame pun.
"Do you like my big tits?" she fished again like she had last night, as she got onto her knees, still on the bed, and cupped them for me.
"I love your gorgeous tits," I admitted, as I walked over to her.
"I knew you did," she said. "You haven't stopped staring at them since the moment I moved back home."
"I guess I'm like a deer; It's difficult not to stare right into those headlights," I joked as I cupped her tits.
"Don't just play with them," she said as I cupped and squeezed them, "suck my nipples hard, Daddy."
"Do you want to be my slut, Babygirl?" I asked, pinching both of her nipples and quickly getting them hard..
"Yeeeeeeeees, Daddy," she moaned, "I want to be your complete whore!"
"Good whores do exactly what their Daddy tells them to," I told her, although I doubted it would take much coaxing for her to agree to doing anything for me at all... because like I keep saying around these two: like mother, like daughter.
"I want to be a very bad girl for my Daddy," she cooed, actually using a baby's voice, which should have made this interlude awkward, but somehow enhanced its hotness instead.
"Bad girls dress like ones," I pointed out, as I pushed her roughly onto her back and stroked my hands up and down her silky sheer legs.
"Wearing bikinis or lingerie?" she asked,
"Bikinis out by the pool, bikinis or lingerie inside the house, lingerie in the bedroom, and nylons whenever they don't look silly, like around the pool," I listed.
"Do you actually prefer my legs in nylons?" she asked. "I've never worn them much."
"You will now," I said, as I kissed her nylon-clad foot. "And yes, I love your legs and feet in sheer nylons."
"Then I'll start wearing them for you all the time, Daddy," she said. "Anything for you, if you'll fuck me with that big fat cock of yours."
"You want this cock right now?" I asked, glancing at the clock. If so, this couldn't be a lengthy fuck session, because I had to leave in fifteen minutes.
"Yes Daddy, will you please give me that big cock?" she asked in the most sultry way a girl ever could, her glasses somehow making the request even hotter... since her body was one of a wild, kinky slut, yet her face was sweet, nerd innocence.
"Get on all fours," I ordered, wanting to view those swaying tits as I drilled her from behind, a prelude to when I drilled her other hole from behind.
"Yes Daddy," she obeyed eagerly, her ass looking so amazing bent over for me. It took all my will not to plug her back door instead of her pussy, but it would be her first anal, and I wanted her mom to be on hand for that occasion.
"Fuck, you have one amazing body," I said, as I knee-walked up behind her.
"And you have one amazing cock," she returned, as my cock poked at her very wet hole.
"You know, only a really dirty slut talks her mom's boyfriend into fucking her while her mom isn't here," I observed, as I rubbed my cock up and down between her pussy lips.
"I know," she moaned, "but I've never wanted a cock so badly before, so I'm guilty as charged."
"You understand I'll soon be taking your ass," I said. "Probably tonight."
"I've never had a cock or anything else in my ass," she moaned, as I tapped her clit from underneath, which wasn't normally easy to do, but with a cock as long as mine, it was doable.
"We'll be gentle," I promised as I slid my cock into her pussy, "at least at first. And later on when we're not, you won't mind a bit."
"Ooooooooh, but you're so big," she moaned as I filled her pussy, "won't you'll tear me apart?!"
"Yeah, I'll gape your asshole real good," I assured her, already imagining the wide hole I'd drill... there weren't many things hotter than a wide, gaping asshole once I'd fucked it thoroughly. "But like I said, once you're all stretched out and warmed up, you'll love every moment."
"Okay. I'll do anything for your cock, Daddy," she moaned as I fucked her slowly.
"Anything?" I asked, wondering if I could talk my two gals into staging an incestuous mommy-daughter 69 for me.
"Yes Daddy, anything to keep you fucking me with this amazing cock," she moaned, wiggling her tight ass.
"I'll soon test that theory," I assured her as I began fucking her harder.
"Oh, yes Daddy, fuck me, fuck me hard," she moaned as I slammed into her, and she grabbed the bedsheets.
I reached forward and grabbed her hair as I began really fucking her good, leaning to the side to watch her tits swaying all over the place.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned, my having learned women come pretty quickly from a good hard fucking with my nine-inch cock... usually followed by multiple orgasms, if I let them.
"You want to come from getting fucked by your Daddy?" I asked, the incestuous roleplay really enhancing this hot fuck session.
"Oh, yes Daddy, I want to come so badly," she moaned, and I really gave it to her even harder.
"Daddy is about to come in your pussy," I announced, not at all concerned about getting her pregnant, since I'd learned years ago I couldn't have children.
She didn't know that, but in the lust of rapture I didn't care about her perceived risk of pregnancy, and apparently neither did she as she moaned, "Yes Daddy, fill your girl's cunt with a great big load of cum!"
Usually I last longer, but her wet pussy, added to her dirty talk and her moaning, had me ready to bust quickly. So I said, "Come right now, slut, come all over Daddy's dick."
"Oh, yes Daddy, yes," she moaned, clearly close.
"Right fucking now, you dirty nerd whore," I ordered, sweating from the rough fucking I was giving her... this definitely providing my daily cardio... well, at least until tonight.
"More, pound me more," she moaned.
"Fucking now, you dumb, bimbo cum rag," I demanded, yanking on her hair ferociously as I fucked her as hard as humanly possible, knowing this sweet-looking girl loved it rough and nasty... just like her mother did.
"Ooooooooooh yes, Daaaaaaaddy," she screamed, as her orgasm hit her.
The excessive wetness in her pussy, added to her primal scream, were enough for me to respond with my own orgasm, as I exploded a massive load inside her pussy.
"Yes, fill me up," she moaned, as she clutched onto the sheets for dear life, while her body trembled uncontrollably.
"Take Daddy's load," I grunted as I filled her.
"Yes," she moaned weakly, clearly as spent as I was.
Once I was done I pulled out, a male/female cum cocktail leaking out of her and into the bed, producing some clear evidence of what we'd been doing while her Mom was at work, flipped her onto her back, and shoved my cock, coated with her pussy juice, into her mouth.
She cooperatively sucked on me, even though it was clear she was still recovering from her euphoria... but I loved a partner cleaning my cock after I'd deposited a load.
I pulled out and said, "I'd love to fuck that ass of yours too, but I've got to get to work."
"I still can't fathom how this fat monster could possibly fit in my butt hole," she said, still stroking it even while I it pulled away.
"Your mother said the same thing, and now she's taking all nine inches with great ease and total enjoyment," I said, although the process typically included a drink or two and lots of lube... so perhaps 'ease' wasn't the perfect descriptor.
"I still can't fathom," she said, but an idea popped into my head. I glanced at the clock and decided I had a bit more time, even though I really didn't.
I went into the closet, pulled out a box of toys (we had a lot of them), and grabbed the second smallest of a set of four butt plugs (the smallest being so tiny it was useless... my pinky finger could even prepare her better). I also grabbed some lube and ordered, "Get back onto all fours."
"You're not fucking my ass now, are you?" she worried, looking rather concerned.
"LOL, even if I wanted to, I'm not twenty anymore; so my reload time isn't what it used to be," I chuckled as she obeyed.
"Okay," she said, noticing the black toy in my hand.
"But let's begin preparing that sexy ass now, for my cock later on," I said, as I poured lube onto the plug and dribbled some more between her fine ass cheeks.
"Okay," she said, but was clearly nervous.
"Don't worry," I comforted her as I stuck my finger between her ass cheeks and to her cute, puckered hole. "I won't do anything you don't want me to do."
"Okay," she said, not asking me to stop even though she was obviously nervous.
"Breathe deeply, just like the first time you took my cock in your pussy," I instructed her as I slowly slid a finger into her ass.
"Ooooooh," she moan/whimpered.
"You may feel some slight pain, but only at first," I cautioned as I gently circled my finger around inside her ass.
"I se what you mean, but it's okay," she said, feeling at least a slight discomfort.
"Once you get used to having something in your ass, especially something large once you're ready for it, you'll experience an entirely different category of pleasure than you've ever felt," I assured her, as I imagined not only fucking her, but a little later her mother wearing a strap-on while we double teamed the young, big tittied beauty. "Your mom now comes every time I fuck her ass."
"I imagine she'll come anytime you fuck either hole," she said, as I slowly but inexorably gaped her backdoor.
"Yes," I chuckled, "I guess that's true." One thing about having a nine incher, no woman ever left disappointed... except perhaps wanting more.
I pulled my finger out, admiring the ever so small gaping I'd created in her as I reached for the toy. I lubed it up even more, and reminded her to, "Keep breathing deep, this will feel a little uncomfortable at first, but by tonight, you'll think it was well worth enduring.."
"Okay," she said, as she clutched the sheets again to brace for the insertion and the pain about to come.
I slowly pushed the butt plug inside her ass, always loving to watch something disappear inside an asshole. For me the more taboo an act was, the hotter it was... and forcing something into an out-only portal was always taboo, at least at first.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned as she struggled to get used to this object penetrating her ass.
"Breathe," I reminded her, knowing from long experience that women become so absorbed in dealing with this unprecedented discomfort and its resultant feelings, they almost invariably forget to breathe.
"This feels weird," she said, which was a good sign, lots better than focussing upon any pain.
"It takes a while to get accustomed to having something inside there," I reassured her as the plug completed its journey and was all in... although it was only four inches long, and relatively narrow.
"I believe you," she said.
"So keep that inside you for the rest of the day," I instructed.
"All day?!"
"Yep. Except for long enough if you need to take a dump," I allowed as I got off the bed, admiring this nerd beauty on all fours with a plug in her ass.
"But I'm going to the gym in half an hour," she argued.
"And vigorous exercise is a perfect way to accustom yourself to having something small inside that sexy ass of yours," I said as I got dressed. "Don't forget you're preparing yourself for having my cock in there, and you know how much larger that is!"
"Okay, point taken. But won't it be obvious I have a plug in my ass?" she asked, still bent over for me.
"I'm not certain," I shrugged. "I'd wear a pair of your tightest panties, to make sure it remains lodged all the way inside your ass. And if it helps your peace of mind, I've required your mother to wear the largest size in church, at a wedding, and all day at work."
"How many sizes are there?"
"Dozens, some of them ridiculously enormous," I said, "and your mom has two larger ones in this same set, if you start feeling ambitious."
"I see," she said, shaking her head.
"You see what?"
"It's just that... I couldn't fathom that my coming home this summer would lead to any of this."
"What's 'this'?" I asked, disapproving of a girl using a pronoun to avoid an issue.
"That I'd be fucking my mom's boyfriend with my Mom's knowledge and cheerleading, and the next day I'd be preparing my ass to be sodomized while she was present and doing even more cheerleading."
"I love the word 'sodomize'," I said rather irrelevantly, "there's just something so taboo and sexy about it."
"Nor could I have imagined my mom's boyfriend having a horse cock," she said, admiring my disappearing dick as I pulled up my underwear.
"We're going to have a good summer," I said.
"We already are," she smiled.
"True, but we're just getting started, my sexy slut," I smiled, as I slapped her ass, driving the plug deeper inside of her.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned, as some new pain, but also pleasure, coursed through her.
"Have a good day," I said.
"I'm not sure I can even move," she said.
"You should get dressed, and then practice walking around with it inside you," I said, "I'm told sit-ups can be quite an experience with a plug in your ass, even if you're sitting on a pillow."



"This is so weird," she said, as she slowly, cautiously, made her way off the bed.
"I'd love to watch your evolution, but I'm already late for work," I said, as I walked away backwards so I could admire the sexy nerd for as long as I could.
I headed out, went to work, and even arrived two minutes early, since the traffic was, for once, not much of a nightmare.
The shoot lasted four hours longer into the evening than it was supposed to, due to a diva of an actress, and an OCDC (possibly clinically) director who was demanding perfection to the tiniest detail.
So both of my ladies were asleep when I got home, and I was too wiped to wake them up for a nightcap.
.....
The next morning though, I was awakened the best way a man can possibly be woken up: someone was crouched under the sheets, bobbing on my dick.
"Morning," I moaned, as whichever of my hotties had obviously been down there for a bit, since I was already fully hard... although I often wake up with morning wood, even at my age.
"Mmmmmmmm," was the response, the blend of overtones making it obvious my girlfriend was the one working on activating her breakfast treat out of me. She loved getting fucked by my nine-inch hammer, but she also loved swallowing cum. She also loved getting a load on her face and then doing cum walks when we were on holiday, or anywhere else she wouldn't be recognized. But her absolute favourite was swallowing cum. She considered it a gourmet experience.
So I rested my head on my pillow and enjoyed the morning wake-up call I typically enjoyed at least once or twice a week.
I deposited my load down her amazing cock sucking mouth a couple minutes later. She swallowed every drop like the natural cum swallowing slut she was, and then nursed my cock for a couple minutes more until I suddenly had to pee... which often happened right after a morning blow job.
"I have to pee," I said, gently pushing her mouth off my cock, sliding out of bed, and rushing to the washroom.
"Meet me downstairs for breakfast," she called after me.
"Will do," I said just before closing the bathroom door.
Five minutes later, peeing with a hard-on more of a challenge than one would think (unless you're a guy of course, in which case you know from experience), I was sitting down in the kitchen, where Amanda had already made us a big breakfast.
"What's all this for?" I asked, her lavish breakfasts usually a Sunday thing.
"I'm making sure you're well fed before your big day."
"My big day?"
"You're going to take my daughter's anal cherry today."
"I am, am I?"
"I sent her to bed last night with the second largest plug in her ass."
"Oh, my!"
"Yeah, she told me about her wakeup call yesterday when I came home and found the toy box still open and lying on the floor," she said as she handed me a large plate overflowing with eggs, bacon, and pancakes flooded with preheated maple syrup.
"I figured we should train her asshole first," I shrugged. "Apparently you agreed."
"You can be a really thoughtful guy," she said playfully.
"I also figured you should be on hand when I first sodomize, her word, her tight asshole."
"It was wise that you did," she said. "No one sodomizes my daughter for the first time without my supervising her anal deflowering. And how did that sound? More erudite than saying you're gonna bugger my cougar cub?"
"Well said, and it goes without saying," I laughed, just as Britney walked into the kitchen wearing a pair of shorts that barely covered her ass, and a cut-off t-shirt that didn't hide the bottom half of her voluptuous tits at all.
"Are you two aging perverts planning my ass fucking without my input?" she asked, as she stretched her arms straight up, thus pulling up her shirt to present us with a total view of her curves, nipples and all. Although I suppose Amanda wasn't as fascinated by the viewing as I was.
"It's already fully planned," Amanda said, as she sat down across from me.
"Do I have any say in it?" Britney asked.
"You're the bottom slut in this house," Amanda said, "you'll do whatever Mommy or Daddy tells you to do if you want any orgasms at all that aren't do-it-yourself ones, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mommy," she agreed in a sexy submissive way. Hearing her call her mother 'Mommy' was so fucking hot that my cock began to rise.
"Now crawl under the table and tease out your breakfast," Amanda ordered. "Mommy has kept it warm for you all morning."
My eyes went wide. Incest was looming on the horizon without my having to lift a finger!
"Yes Mommy, I really am hungry," Britney agreed happily, as she got down onto her hands and knees and crawled under the table between her mother's legs.
"You can't be serious?" I asked disbelievingly, having hoped I could coax some lesbian incest out of these two vixens, but not confident I'd be able to pull it off.
"We had quite a talk last night, and after you texted us you wouldn't be getting home until after midnight... well... we decided to help each other out, since we wouldn't be playing with a nine-inch dick anytime soon," Amanda revealed wickedly.
"No way," I gasped.
"I'd better get that nine-inch cock into all three of my holes today," Britney demanded from underneath the table, as I corkscrewed myself under the table as well, to catch sight of the back of Britney's head between her mom's legs, assumedly licking her pussy.
"I promise we'll fuck all three of your holes today, Babygirl," Amanda guaranteed her generously, as I continued staring at the incestuous lesbian act happening right in front of me, for a contortionist's version of 'in front of'.
"Thank you, Mommy," Britney responded in her sexiest, most babylike way, while I couldn't stop watching, even though I could scarcely believe what I was witnessing.
"By the way David," Amanda said, pulling me up from watching her daughter eating her pussy, "we filmed our entire session for you."
"Really? Then you're the best girlfriend fucking ever," I exulted, as I sat completely up and stared at my beautiful, wicked, even kinkier than I'd thought, girlfriend.
"You do understand I'll be happy to fuck anyone at all for you, right?" she asked, "and not just because you have the best fucking dick in the entire world, but because I fucking love you!"
Amanda wasn't the most eloquent woman in the world, and she swore a lot, but she was nevertheless an amazing woman. She also went on and on about my having the perfect cock. Any larger, and it would be too big. Any smaller and well, it wouldn't be big enough. Plus I shot big loads, and for my age I could recover pretty quickly.
"I love you too," I said, suddenly knowing I wanted to spend the rest of my life doing everything with her. Not just having sex, but travelling, life... absolutely everything!
"Meaning you'd do anything for me?" she drilled down.
"Any... fucking... thing," I pledged.
"Fuck, do I loooove you," she rephrased; and her daughter's tongue must have been making her feel particularly good at that moment.
"Are you enjoying your breakfast, slut Britney?" I asked from the rarified air on high (e.g. a foot or so above the tabletop), as Amanda braced both of her hands upon the kitchen table.
"Mommy's fucking delicious," Britney replied from beneath the table, apparently having inherited her mother's vulgar tongue.
"She's been eating pussy ever since high school," Amanda revealed. "Although mine only since last night."
"Hot," I said.
"Including... are you fucking ready for this, Mrs. Walker?" she asked, although she struggled to get it out, it being obvious her orgasm was getting close.
"Now you have me curious, but first come all over your daughter's face," I suggested.
"Sure, I can do that," she agreed happily as she looked at me through her vulnerable sexy state of almost orgasming, and ordered, "that's it, my cunt eating slut daughter, finish eating your Mommy's cunt!"
"Fuck," I literally moaned, my cock hard again just from watching this taboo act, and hearing my girlfriend's nasty talk.
"Yes Mommy, I love eating the sloppy wet cunt I originally came from," Britney replied, upping the wickedness of her mother's nasty incestuous talk.
"Holy fuck," I gasped, this situation too good to be true...better than any porn flick... even than the faux incest ones....
"Suck on Mommy's clit, you live-in, Mommy-eating, Daddy-cock-taking slut," Amanda cried out, gazing rapturously at me the entire time.
"Yes, Mommy," was all Britney said, as she obviously obeyed, since Amanda closed her eyes and pressed her lips together, before letting out a primal scream while her orgasm blew her away!
I watched her come... and there's nothing sexier than a woman during the moments she's coming. So sexy... so vulnerable... just utter beauty.
"Oh fuck," Amanda managed to utter thirty seconds later, "that was so intense!"
"Tell me about it," I smiled. "I saw."
"Did watching your girlfriend being eaten out by her daughter turn you on?" she asked with a sly smile.
"And so did your nasty dialogue," I answered.
"Get Daddy ready to fuck your fuck holes, fluffer slut," Amanda ordered.
"Yes Mommy," Britney said from underneath the table. It took her a moment to crawl into place, part my legs, pull down my boxers, and take my cock into her mouth.
"I can't believe you had sex with your daughter without my being here."
"You fucked her without my being present," she pointed out.
"But not for the first time," I countered. "And she's not my daughter."
"Semantics," she said, as she stood up and ordered, not me, "Crawl into the living room, pet."
After only thirty seconds of sucking me, Britney crawled out and followed her mother into the living room... and I saw the larger butt plug remained in her ass.
"Both of you sluts," I said, deciding to take control of this situation at least a little, "go get dressed in some lingerie for your man."
"Mmmmmm, good idea," Amanda agreed, snapping her fingers, and I watched Britney's ass obediently crawling away. Amanda called back, "Press Play on the computer."
I walked into the living room and saw the laptop was hooked up to the television, something we occasionally did if we were streaming a movie. I pressed Play, and saw the home video from their encounter today start up.
"So, you fucked my boyfriend while I was at work?" Amanda asked Britney, who was on her knees near her mother's feet, and to my surprise she was still wearing the sexy lingerie she'd put on for me. I thought she was going to the gym?
"I'm sorry, Mommy," Britney apologized. "But Daddy's big cock was just too 'hard' for me to resist."
Ignoring the little joke, Amanda replied, "Then you need to be punished for being such a bad girl."
"Yes Mommy," Britney replied, all solemnity now, as Amanda sat down on the bed.
"Come drape yourself across Mommy's lap, you cheap slut," Amanda ordered.
"Yes Mommy," Britney obeyed, crawling to the bed, and with a little difficulty she ended up lying over her mom's legs, her ass sticking up, the butt plug still inside it.
"Bad girl," Amanda accused as she spanked her daughter's bare ass, producing a loud slapping sound.
"Yes Mommy, I'm a very bad girl," Britney agreed.
"What else are you?" Amanda asked, as she slapped her daughter's ass again, even harder and louder.
"What else? I'm also a dumb slut," Britney answered, which I found hot but also humorous, since she was undoubtedly the only academic among the three of us.
"But you're smart enough to want Daddy to take your anal cherry?" Amanda asked, slapping the tight ass again.
"Yes Mommy, I want to feel Daddy's big cock ripping my asshole apart," she admitted. But then added, "Oh! But only if you give me permission."
"Then now you're my good girl," Amanda forgave her, caressing her daughter's ass. "And you can certainly suck Daddy's cock like a good slut."
"Thank you, Mommy."
"Do you eat cunt too?" Amanda asked, using a word I'd found most women hated, but Amanda used quite liberally on the right occasions.
"Yes Mommy," Britney admitted. "I've been eating pussy ever since high school."
"Really?" Amanda asked, giving her another slap. Which Amanda seemed to be enjoying by now!
"Yes, Mommy, my first cunt was Mrs. Walker," Britney said.
"Jasmine Walker?" Amanda asked, this not being roleplaying; it was obvious she was surprised. Jasmine was her close friend and next door neighbour.
"Yes Mommy, she trained me to be her good cunt-munching pet all last summer," she revealed.
"Fuck!" Amanda said.
"She'd love to make you her pet too," Britney revealed.
"Double fuck!" Amanda said, clearly stunned by the revelation.
"May I eat you, Mommy?" Britney asked.
"Excuse me?" Amanda asked, still a little stunned and rattled by what she'd just learned.
"You've already squirted all over me, and I've already tasted your pussy from Daddy's dick," Britney coaxed, looking back over her shoulder at her mother.
"You want to eat Mommy's pussy?" Amanda asked, appearing slightly surprised as she processed the request.
"Yes Mommy, I want to eat your pussy until you come all over my face," Britney said, "I've fantasized being my Mommy's pet for a long time."
"Really?" Amanda asked, mostly speechless right now, which if you knew her would appear impossible.
"Yes Mommy," Britney said, getting off her mom's legs and lowering herself to her knees before her.
"You're serious?"
"Yes Mommy," Britney said, parting her Mom's legs, "I'm going to eat your pussy until you squirt your cum all over me again."
Before Amanda had time to respond, her daughter's face was already buried between her legs again.
"Oh God," Amanda moaned.
"Shit," I said, as I watched the hottest scene ever... always finding real sex scenes hotter than any of the scripted ones.
"Like?" Amanda asked from behind me.
"Wow," I said, both at the scene on the screen, and the sexy attire the two women had changed into.
Amanda was wearing all black, and was holding a leash attached to a collar around Britney's neck, and she was wearing all white lingerie.
"You don't think I'm a sick fuck?" Amanda asked.
"Oh, you're a sick fuck all right," I smiled, "but so am I, and you're my sick fuck."
She handed me the leash and thus the control, so I ordered, "Get down on your knees beside your daughter."
"Yes Baby," she said, kissing me first before settling down on all fours.
"You two understand that I don't mind if you play with each other... even all the time if you want... but there's only one man of the house."
"Yes Daddy," Britney responded.
"Yes Baby, you're always in charge," Amanda added.
"And I can get myself sucked by or fuck either of you whenever I want to," I added.
"Yes Baby, all six of our holes are available to you twenty-four seven," Amanda agreed. "Even if Britney wants me to spank her afterwards."
I got completely naked and knelt behind Amanda. "I'm going to fuck both of you now."
"Yes please," Amanda moaned, as I slid my cock into her pussy.
Britney was watching enviously so I said, "Don't worry, you're next."
"Yes please, Daddy," she said, gazing at me with a lust she couldn't have faked.
I gave five hard thrusts into my girlfriend, pulled out, then went behind her daughter and gave her five deep thrusts.
"Oh, yes," Britney moaned as I filled her pussy, the next larger plug still imbedded in her ass.
I repeated this cycle three times back and forth, before Amanda offered, "I have an idea to save us some time."
"Okay, what do you have in mind?" I asked; then I watched her stand up, straddle her daughter using her back for balance, and now I had two pussies and two assholes stacked right on top of each other (not in that order, of course), accessible as you please.
"Better?"
"Yeah, great idea," I agreed, as I reached out my hands and stroked them over her nylon-clad legs.
"Now fuck us both hard," Amanda demanded.
"I can do that," I agreed, and I crouched behind her and slammed my dick into my girlfriend for ten strokes this time, and then knelt down and did the same for Britney.
For the next few minutes I got quite the workout, as I went topside and in, and then downside and in... actually, I think this routine would make a great workout video for a polygamous family... as both women moaned, begged, and said lots of nasty things.
"Fuck me, Daddy," "Pound me with that fat cock," "Drill my daughter's cunt," "Hammer my cunt," and many more trashy gems departed the two women's mouths, while I went up and down and in and out.
"I'm so close, Daddy," Britney moaned.
"Then keep fucking her until she blows, Baby," Amanda urged me on, as she fluidly slid sideways off of her daughter not costing me a single stroke, demonstrating her superb agility.
"Sure, honey," I said, as I kept slamming my dick into the younger version of my girlfriend.
"Oh, yes Daddy, fuck your slut, fuck me in front of my Mommy," Britney moaned, as she began bouncing back to meet each of my thrusts.
Amanda leaned down and kissed me while I continued drilling her daughter.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck me, fuck me Daddy, fuck me, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!" Britney babbled for a long while, and then screamed once her orgasm kicked in.
"Now pull out and slide your dick into her ass," Amanda demanded, breaking our kiss and snatching the plug out of her daughter's asshole. "She couldn't possibly have her muscles more relaxed than right now."
"Really?" I asked, as I admired her daughter's extremely well gaped asshole, as Amanda grabbed some anal lube from I don't know where, and poured it into the gaping orifice.
"Yes, just slide right in."
"Okay," I said, as Britney's ass looked definitely open for business, and it almost looked like it was smiling at me.
"Yes please, Daddy," Britney joined in the chorus, even while she was still coming from our hard fucking, "just slam that big cock in my asshole, Daddy. I know I can take it!"
"Okay," I repeated, not about to let this wild opportunity pass me by.
Amanda grabbed my dick and positioned it at her daughter's gaping asshole, and then placed her other hand on my ass and with surprising strength shoved me forward, and then I watched my cock slowly disappear into the college girl's until now virgin asshole.
"Oh fuck," Britney moaned, as no plug can sufficiently prepare your ass (if you're interested call me) for my thickness or my length.
"Relax, our pet slut," Amanda crooned lovingly, both of us knowing her daughter wasn't as vulnerable to the pain now as she'd been yesterday morning when I'd inserted the first plug into her ass.
"Yes Mommy," Britney moaned, as my cock kept sinking deeper into her ass.
"Such a tight ass," I moaned as more and more of my cock continued disappearing inside her warm, tight, forbidden hole.
"It won't be once you've destroyed it," Amanda couldn't help pointing out, even though hers was noticeably expanded since we'd first gotten together..
"I'm so full," Britney moaned.
"Do you like your ass filled with my boyfriend's dick?" Amanda asked.
"Not yet. So far it just feels weird," Britney replied, the opposites of pleasure and pain likely still battling within her body for at least a while longer.



"Oh, just you wait until he's pounding your shit hole hard," Amanda said wickedly, now that I was now resting my hips against her daughter's ass, all the way in.
"Fuck!" Britney moan-whimpered.
"It may hurt some at first," Amanda explained, "but soon you're going to begin feeling wonderful sensations you've never felt before!"
"If you say so," Britney responded doubtfully.
"Go ahead and fuck my daughter's ass, Baby," Amanda ordered. "You know the drill: slow and gentle at first." (I know I was supposed to be the boss, but a little give and take is sometimes even more fun!)
"Okay," I said, still finding this encounter a little unreal, as I glanced up at the TV screen for the first time in a long while, to see my girls were now in a sixty-nine. Another milestone reached!
"You ate her pussy too?" I asked her, as I slowly, gently, began to fuck her daughter's ass.
"Yeah, you know how much I like the odd pussy," she said, my having twice enjoyed watching her eat a pussy in the two threesomes we'd shared... both times with an extra woman. I know this is sexist, but while I was obviously okay with fucking another woman if I had her permission, I wasn't remotely okay with her fucking or sucking another man no matter what. I was fine with her playing with another woman, of course; so long as she asked.
"That I do know," I said, glancing once again at the onscreen sixty-nine, before focusing on what we were actually doing.
"Oh, shit," Britney moaned as Amanda left the room.
"You have the tightest ass I've ever fucked," I told her honestly, as I continued pumping in and out very slowly, wanting her to get used to it before I began really fucking her without any restraint.
"Biggest cock ever," she said, still in a bit of a daze at having nine inches of me inside her asshole.
"And you're taking it like a very good slut," I praised her kind of paternally as I watched my cock going in and out of her asshole.
"I can't believe I've taken it all," she said, as she looked back at me for the first time.
"I can. You're a natural ass slut, just like your mother," I said, as I decided she was ready for me to go a little faster.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned, as I picked up the pace.
"Yeah, and now you're going to be an ass loving whore for the rest of your life," I predicted, as I began fucking her even faster.
"So gooooood," she moaned, as her pleasure began to overwhelm the pain.
"She's ready for you to fuck her even harder than that," Amanda spoke up from nowhere, as I turned to see she now had a strap-on fastened around her waist.
"That's new," I said.
"I picked it up yesterday, hoping we could double team my whore of a daughter."
"You really are a nasty bitch," I smiled, squeezing Britney's hips as I began to thrust yet harder into her.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Britney screamed, as I began to really ream her ass.
"Take it, you nasty ass slut," Amanda ordered as she watched.
"Fucking tight!" I groaned.
"Fucking huge!" Britney moaned.
"Wait until you have a dick in both of your holes," Amanda said, as she stepped in front of her daughter who was still on all fours, and shoved her cock into her mouth.
"Fucking hot," I said, as we were suddenly, and surprisingly at least to me, spit-roasting her daughter.
"Yeah, it really is," Amanda agreed, as we both pumped our cocks into her daughter while Britney moaned endlessly in response.
After a couple minutes Amanda pulled out and I ordered, "Tell me how much you love my cock in your ass, my slut."
"I fucking love your big, fat cock in my asshole," she moaned, surprising me by beginning to bounce back to meet my thrusts.
"Let's double team the slut," Amanda ordered us both, as she sat down on the couch. "Come straddle my dick, slut."
"Oh yes, Mommy!" the insatiable college slut agreed eagerly, as she crawled over to her mom, my dick popping out of her well fucked and widely gaped hole.
Britney got up, straddled her mom, and lowered her pussy onto the seven-inch cock... likely a disappointment after mine.
I watched in voyeuristic joy as she instantly took the entire cock into her ripe pussy.
"Are you going to slam that big monster back into my asshole and hammer me or what, Daddy?" she asked, looking back at me with challenge in her eyes.
"I'm definitely going to hammer that asshole some more," I growled agreeably, coming up behind her... this being the first time my girlfriend and I had double teamed anyone... and this being her daughter only enhanced the wildness of this already wild situation.
"Just slam it in," she said, "I want to be the nastiest fuck slut you've ever had."
"Nastier than your mom?" I asked.
"I should think so: since I'm getting double teamed by my nasty mom and her nastier boyfriend," she pointed out as I slid back into her ass. "So that should make me nastier than either of you!"
"Fair enough," I laughed, as I resumed fucking her asshole.
"Ah, but my only slightly nasty daughter, until you've been gangbanged, been the centerpiece of a train, taken part in an orgy, been fisted to orgasm, begged to be pissed on, and been one of only two girls in a fifty-man fraternity bukkake, I don't think you can be considered remotely sluttier than your mother," she listed off, some of those events even I hadn't known about.
"No? Then how about joining in on a lesbian orgy at a sorority, swallowing over fifty loads at a gloryhole, and eating out grandma, your own mother, the last time I went and visited her," Britney volleyed back... all of these deeds nasty, but the revelation of doing Amanda's mom, who was still a hot item in her sixties, was an entirely different level of kink.
"You've had sex with my mom?" Amanda asked, her turn to be stunned.
"Along with three of her best friends; and she fucked me with a strap-on, too," Britney said. "It turned out that 'bridge night' was her code for a much more nefarious gathering."
"Oh my God," Amanda said, "and after all the times she questioned my relationship choices!"
"She can be added to our growing list," I suggested, a list that already included her boss, a famous actress who'd been shamelessly flirting with me ever since walking in on me banging Amanda a couple weeks ago, a church minister's wife, and after tonight's earlier revelation to me, Amanda's best friend Mrs. Walker.
"Oh she's flying right up to the top of the list," Amanda said, the look on her face hinting at what she was already planning to happen next in that arena.
"But first, let's really double team your slut daughter," I urged, since I'd been doing all the work... not that I was complaining, but I think a proper DP should be two cocks working in unison, to completely demolish the slut in the middle.
"Right you are," Amanda said, also getting back into the task immediately to hand.
I stopped deep inside Britney and asked my girlfriend, "Ready?"
"Yes, absolutely," Amanda nodded, even though clearly her head was still spinning from the revelations her daughter had just thrown at her.
"On three," I said as I pulled out. "One, two, three!" I then slammed in, as Amanda bucked her hips upwards.
"Oh... my... God!!!" Britney screamed, as our two cocks met each other side by side inside of her.
For the next couple minutes we double-teamed the college girl who was flung around like a rag doll as she moaned and screamed, until her orgasm struck her, "Mother fucking fuuuuuck!!" she not at all academically screamed.
"Fuck," I grunted, lasting just a couple more strokes more than Britney, before I unloaded a massive load inside her asshole.
"Are you coming in my daughter's asshole?" Amanda demanded with a smile.
"Yes. Which means next you're going to eat this load out of your daughter's asshole," I replied, as I finished unloading inside her.
"No arguments here," she replied with a smirk.
I pulled out, lifted Britney off of her mom's cock, spun her around, and offered her daughter's gaping cum-leaking asshole to my girlfriend. (Yeah I know, I was an asshole offering a literal asshole to his girlfriend.)
"You dirty boy," Amanda purred, as she buried her face between her daughter's ass cheeks and sucked out as much of my cum as she could while Britney moaned, "That's it Mommy, eat Daddy's cum out of my asshole!" She then surprised me by taking the cock that was just in her ass into her mouth!
I could only hold her up in the air like that for about thirty seconds, the blow job not having helped my stamina, before I set her down on the couch beside her mother, and they instantly started making out.
I watched for a couple minutes before ordering, "Sixty-nine, sluts."
They wordlessly obeyed, and I settled down on my recliner and just watched.
Fifteen minutes later, as they both were still lavishly enjoying each other's pussies, my cock was hard again, which was a little surprising; it usually took me a little longer after distributing two loads. So I ordered, "Get those fat tits nicely lubricated with your cunt juice again, Amanda."
"Oh, you want to fuck my daughter's tits again?" Amanda asked, as she repositioned herself to stand on the couch, her pussy poised right above her daughter.
"Yeah, you know how I love a nice pair of tits," I said.
"Yeah, yeah, the one thing I don't have," Amanda sighed, as she began rubbing her pussy.
"Come all over me Mommy," Britney said, gazing eagerly up at her mom. "Get my big tits all sloppy wet for Daddy's dick."
"You want Daddy to fuck those fat melons again?" Amanda asked as she furiously frigged herself.
"Yes, I always want Daddy to fuck my face, my pussy, my ass and my tits," Britney moaned as she rubbed herself.
I stood up just as Amanda screamed and sprayed her cum all over her daughter's tits and face... God, she could squirt like a porn star!
"Now come and fuck my slick titties, Daddy," Britney said, and I walked over, slapped Amanda's ass so she'd get off the couch before I straddled the college coed, her tits all sloppily soaked with her mom's pussy cum, and I slid my cock between those huge tits.
"For fucking, your mom provides the best all-natural lubricant," I joked to Britney, since her tits were literally drenched.
"Maybe we should market it," she smiled, as she kept rubbing her pussy.
As I began fucking her huge tits, I agreed, "Yeah, we can simply brand it as 'Amanda's Homemade All-Natural Lubricant'. Truth in advertising!"
"Fuck my tits with Mommy's cum," Britney moaned as I slid my dick in and out between the big tits she was squeezing together.
"Yeah, fuck my daughter's fat tits," Amanda moaned, as she stood behind her daughter, rubbing herself towards another squirt-fest.
This stage of our proceedings continued for several minutes; since I'd already unloaded two loads, I'd known this would be a marathon fuck, and it was.
Both women were endlessly rubbing themselves... as I was fucking a mammoth pair of tits.
Finally, a good ten minutes later, Amanda moaned, got me to back off for a bit, and she squirted another load all over her daughter's face and tits.
"Oh, what a wonderful Mommy," Britney moaned, as she luxuriated in the cum shower.
The extra wetness relubricated her tits even better, and the moment I resumed, my balls were about to erupt.
"Come on my tits Daddy, please come all over my tits," Britney moaned, as her hand went crazy rubbing her pussy!
"Oh yes, fuuuuuuuck," I grunted, as I shot my third load of this already crazy morning between her tits.
"Yes Daddy," she screamed, as my load triggered her orgasm.
"Let's all go for a swim," Amanda suggested after we'd all recovered.
"Yeah, this is the summer of fuck," I said.
"Summer of fuck," Amanda laughed. "I like that. We could try to market that too, but I guess we couldn't get a patent on it."
THE END
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HypnoSissy: Hot Shemale
Summary: Brian loses his anal virginity to a shemale with a big dick.
WARNING PLEASE READ:
-This is a hypnosis story with potentially influential subliminal messages within it.
-The story also describes hypnosis video scenes.
-So if you begin behaving differently after reading this story and all your friends start pointing fingers, don't come crying to me: you've been warned.
Note 1: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea and the intriguing revelation that hypno sissy videos exist in the first place.
Note 2: Of course all participants are at least 18 years old.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing.
Note 4: This eighth story will make more sense if you first read the first seven. But in case you don't have time, or you've read them a while ago and need a refresher:
HypnoSissy 1: Becoming a Cocksucker
A cocky 18-year-old high school senior, Brian, tries to seduce a pretty college girl, Rose, but instead is seduced by her. Rose, after allowing him to go down on her a couple of times, gives him a USB with a dozen videos that she assigns him to watch (unknown to him they are hypno-sissy videos), and gradually he begins to get curious about sucking cock and eating cum. After watching all 12, Brian is summoned to Rose's college dorm and before the night is done, he sucks his first cock and swallows his first load of cum.
HypnoSissy 2: Becoming a Cum Slut
Brian, having had his first cock, is given by the beautiful, mysterious Rose a second set of videos to watch. Watching the second set, his hunger for cock builds, until he meets a stranger at lunchtime in a van, and then is taken to a gloryhole by Rose, where he gets to suck on five very different cocks.
HypnoSissy 3: Big Nerd's Cock
Brian spends the day after the gloryhole visit desperately trying to avoid the nerd he'd sucked there. Of course by now his hunger for cock and cum control his very being, so in the end he succumbs to the nerd, one he'd bullied for years. After sucking and swallowing the cum from this nerd's big cock, he learns a shocking secret... he's Rose's brother. The chapter ends with Brian receiving a new USB from Rose.
HypnoSissy 4: Cum Cravings
Brian watches four more training videos, each reinforcing the proposition that he's a cock sucker and his natural purpose is to serve. After four days, Rose picks him up to take him to a special sex party, where he serves six men and is given a circle jerk baptism (sprinkling, not immersion) before serving another man. After watching a few wild sex acts, he sucks one more cock for the road; he then gets a business card from a mysterious stranger who orders him to text him tomorrow. The chapter ends with Rose fucking him in the car, and deciding he's ready for the next step in his training.
HypnoSissy 5: Ecclesiastical Sucking
Brian goes to meet the mysterious stranger, who is a Minister in a very unorthodox church. Brian's job interview is to suck two cocks, which he aces easily. He then is trained in the art of cock sucking by the church's GILF secretary before he gets to fuck and come in her ass. The chapter ends with Rose inviting him over for some new videos.
HypnoSissy 6: Educated to be Pegged
Brian watches more hypno sissy videos, including some with shemales and focusing on anal sex... with the climactic conclusion being his getting pegged by Rose.
HypnoSissy 7: Glory Hole with Nerds
Brian is offered the opportunity to suck off eight nerds at a glory hole at an all nerds party, and after desperately tying to resist the temptation, he ends up going there and sucking eight cocks, fucking a gay nerd (not through the glory hole), and getting blown himself.
And now the next part of his training begins in HypnoSissy
HypnoSissy Ch. 08: Hot Shemale
I arrived at the Wilsons' party, which was indeed in full swing, I could hear the music from a block away, where I had to park.
I texted Camry: Sorry for the delay. I just parked.
I reached the house just as Camry responded: We're in the basement dancing.
I walked into the house and wasn't three steps in, when Wally, clearly well on his way to an alcohol-fueled blackout, accosted me with, "Dude, where the fuck have you been?"
"Dude yourself, it's not even midnight," I retorted.
"Sho?" he demanded, managing to slur a two-letter word.
"Sho, the cool guys don't show up until the party is in full swing," I teased.
"Yeah? Well you need to catch up," he said, handing me a beer.
I laughed, "I'm not sure I could catch up with you tonight if I drank with both fists until I fell over."
"Well try," he said, as we both downed our drinks. "Shit, I need to piss."
"And I need to find Camry," I said.
"Need an oil change?" he smirked, his crass way to describe fucking a woman... which made me laugh at myself, since that was a phrase I'd coined, and now I found it crass.
"Always," I said, continuing to play my decreasingly justified big man on campus role.
He headed one way, I headed the other.
I got a few high fives, my ass squeezed, and kissed by Julie, who I'd banged in her garage a few weeks ago during her 18th birthday party with her friends and family in the house, as I made my way through the party.
I'd forgotten how great it felt to be The Man... having gotten myself so domesticated by Rose. No one here would believe I'd just finished sucking eight cocks, one of them twice, and had also fucked the twink Sammy... since everyone here saw me as a stud football player destined for a full ride scholarship at a great college, probably followed by a lucrative career in the NFL. Most of the guys envied me, and most of the girls wanted to fuck me. I know it sounds crude, but that was the reality... high school is the greatest façade in the world... where reality doesn't even exist.
I reached the basement, which smelled like a mixture of sweat and pot, as I felt my phone vibrate (since it was still on vibrate from my glory hole session).
I stopped and checked it out.
It was from Rose: Eugene said you had a great time at the glory hole. That's great. And I have another treat for you.
I was about to respond, when she texted me again: Look up and to your right.
I did, and there she was. On the dance floor with Camry and the big-dicked girl whose name I couldn't remember. I waved to her.
She smiled.
I walked over, and wearing my public masculine persona, I kissed her.
She kissed me back, and for now, I was The Man again. I was the Brian of old. I said, breaking the kiss, "Great to see you."
She responded, "You too, sexy."
"Let's dance," the girl whose name I still didn't remember said to me... a compete knockout... even hotter in person than she'd been in the photos.
And for the next twenty minutes, as one song blurred into another, I was The Man. All three women danced dirty with me, all three rubbed my cock through my jeans, and all three of them even made out with me... thus making all the other girls in the room envious of them, and all the guys envious of me... and for a little while I forgot I was now primarily a cock sucker... and relived the glory of my high school persona.
Rose eventually whispered in my ear, "Let's go. We need to fuck."
"Yeah," I said, not overly profoundly... but it was an excellent caveman response.
She took my hand, and to my surprise said more broadly, "Let's go, ladies."
The other girl, who I'd finally remembered was named Alyssa (okay, I didn't remember, Camry had used her name at one point), took my other hand, and I strolled like royalty through the party with two of the hottest women imaginable on my arms... while Camry walked behind us... which I felt a little bad about, since she too qualified as one of the three hottest women around.
I sauntered past a couple of buddies who gave me looks of 'Way to go, man,' and then Wally asked, "Are you going to share the wealth?"
"Yes, I believe I will be..." I smiled in full, self-centred stud mode, "...be sharing these fine ladies with... each other."
"You bastard," he accused grimly. Except the latter word sounded more like "bash turd."
Rose briefly left me behind, walked up to Wally, grabbed his crotch, and gave him a squeeze and a look communicating how sincerely impressed she was with his dick size, and lingered to rub it while saying, "Sorry stud, you can't come."
She kept rubbing though, and while the room went silent and everybody watched, very soon he groaned and came in his pants. "Oh, I guess I was wrong... you just did! Well done." (That last bit wasn't at all sincere, of course, but it was wonderfully patronizing.)
She kissed his cheek in her best untouchable fashion, took my arm again, and led me and our other two girls through the crowd of teenagers, who were in awe of what they'd just witnessed.
"You bisshhh," Wally called out, angrily and drunkenly.
"Yep, that's me all right," she called back, not at all fazed by his insult, but embracing it.
Once we were outside, Rose asked me, "So boyfriend, are you ready for some real fun?"
"Uh, yeah," I said, recalling how Rose's idea of 'real' fun had led me into some wild encounters like sucking black cock, a house party filled with sex where I'd sucked lots of cock and was 'baptised' bukkake style, and just last night, her pegging me.
"You don't sound very eager," she appraised.
"I never know what to expect from you," I said.
"True, which is what you love about me," she said, kissing me.
"One of the many reasons," I said, melting at her touch.
"Let's go to my place," she said, as she walked over to an Uber already waiting for us.
So that's how I arrived at Rose's apartment with Camry and Alyssa, where I was almost guaranteed to experience at least one, but probably a few more firsts.
Rose poured wine for all of us, and as she sipped, Camry announced she was hungry. So I watched as Camry dropped to her knees, and Alyssa raised her tight dress to reveal her very impressive cock. Although Camry had sent me a picture of this fascinating organ, so I'd assumed she was a shemale, and having been conditioned from some of my earlier hypno-videos to admire shemales in all their feminine and masculine beauty, it was still pretty wild to be near to one in person... a hot woman, with a great body and a cock.
"Go over and join them," Rose instructed me, likely because I'd been watching with a bit of envy while Camry sucked that cock. I'd already sucked eight different cocks today and taken ten loads (two from Sammy and a second one from Eugene this evening, his first one this morning), but greedy guts me, I was craving even more.
Alyssa pulled her dress up and over her head while I went over to her. Her tits were big ones, and instead of joining Camry on the floor, I joined her still standing, so I could worship her amazing body by cupping her tits and sucking on her nipples.
"Mmmmmmm, that's it, suck my tits," Alyssa said, looking completely feminine in every way except for the big cock dangling between her legs, but she'd obviously begun life as a boy, since with her voice still quite masculine, it didn't match her exterior. Not that I'm complaining!
I sucked on one nipple and then the other, before I really needed to see that cock up close and personal.
"Suck on my balls, Rose's bitch," Alyssa ordered, surprising me.
Was I the bitch?
Or was Camry?
As Camry continued sucking on her dick, I assumed that meant I was the bitch, so I leaned in to suck her hairless balls. But meanwhile wondering if I should do that.
"Mmmmmm, you have quite the cute little bitch," Alyssa said, as I sucked a ball into my mouth while Camry still sucked her cock.
"He's coming along very well," Rose said.
"He?" Alyssa asked.
"He, she, it's all arbitrary," Rose responded airily, which got me a little rattled. What did she mean it was all arbitrary? She'd previously made it clear I was still a man... and her man. Yes, she'd convinced me to suck a lot of cock and to explore my feminine side, but I was still basically a guy. Wasn't I?
"You know where she's going to end up," Alyssa portended vaguely, as I sucked on her other ball.
"I know what I want from him," Rose said, my champion still referring to me as a male, even though the new girl insisted on taking the other side.
"Which is?"
"A journey of self discovery," Rose answered.
"How perfectly cryptic," Alyssa said, as I was thinking the same thing.
"Now suck her dick, baby," Rose told me.
"Yeah, let's see how her self discovery is coming along," Alyssa said, still doggedly using feminine pronouns on me.
"Oh, she's already quite the cock sucker," Camry said, as I took charge of the big cock, wet with Camry's saliva.
That description didn't faze me, nor did Camry joining in with the feminine pronoun, since all I wanted at the moment was her... his... whomever's big cock in my mouth. It wasn't overly thick, but it was long... almost nine inches.
Instead of taking it in my mouth and sucking it, I revisited Sammy's earlier lesson and slid my tongue down one side of her shaft slowly like a sly snake, and then slithered it back up... lathering her cock with lust.
"Say now, that wasn't typical. Perhaps she is something," Alyssa said, as she looked down at me with dawning appreciation.
"She's a natural," Rose said, switching sides, but in a tone that could only be described as prideful. Whichever gender she considered me, I was her... whatever I was... which I found reassuring.
"And he hasn't been fucked yet?" Alyssa asked, also switching sides, which confused me.
"Only by my strap-on last night," Rose said, spilling not only to Alyssa, but also to my classmate Camry far more personal information than anyone should know. I felt my cheeks flush red as I took her cock in my mouth. Again like Sammy had taught me earlier this evening, I didn't take much of it in and flipped my tongue up and down, focusing on her cock head.
"Look, he's blushing," Camry said.
"I think she'll be blushing even harder when I'm nine inches deep in her pussy," Alyssa surmised. At which point I gave up trying to keep score. Probably Rose had it right in the first place... my gender was arbitrary, and was dependent upon whatever was going on at a given moment.
"I can't wait to see that," Camry said, as she grabbed the back of my head and shoved me forcefully forward, until I helplessly had nine inches of shemale cock in my mouth and Alyssa's balls resting against my chin.
"Shit, she can take it all," Alyssa said, sounding impressed, even as she kept referring to me with varying pronouns... as Camry held my head in place, requiring me to hold my breath.
"She's really coming along," Rose agreed, also using the feminine pronoun this time, as Camry let go of my head and I backed away, gasping for breath!.
"Now get sucking, slut," Camry ordered.
I obeyed, the usual excited versus humiliated battle going on inside my head and my body... even as my cock raged.
"She has a great mouth," Alyssa said, moaning ever so lightly.
"Yeah, she's a keeper," Rose agreed, and I thought it was so weird the varying ways she treated me... when we were alone it was sometimes romantic... just like we were a real couple... but not always... and at other times, like now, I was just a cheap slut for her... and for her privileged guests' entertainment... although all I'd taken to heart from her most recent four words was 'she's a keeper'. And if she truly felt that, then I was happy to live with all the rest, whatever it might turn out to be!
"Get her pussy ready, slut," Alyssa said to Camry, taking charge in a much more obviously dominant way than Rose ever did.
"Okay," Camry said, as she moved her hands to my hips and tugged, so I took the hint to shift from being on my knees, to on my hands and knees... while keeping the big cock in my mouth the entire time.
"Such a cock hungry slut," Alyssa mused humorously, as I was positioned like a sexual Barbie doll.
"And she still has a lot of training ahead of her," Rose added, as if trying to impress the pretty shemale.
"I can't wait to take her for a test drive once she's finished," Alyssa said, as I wondered while I sucked her cock and felt Camry's finger at my ass, what the other three people in the room understood 'once she's finished' to mean. Alyssa ordered
Camry, "Eat her pussy, you dumb slut."
"Sorry," Camry apologized, as submissive as a female as I was as a male.
I then felt her pull my ass cheeks apart and begin licking my ass, or rather my pussy, according to Alyssa. It felt surreal, but surprisingly good. Kinky, yet oddly intimate.
"Got any lube?" Alyssa asked.
"Yeah," Rose said, as I sucked cock and got my pussy licked... feeling even more feminine in this strange situation.
After another minute Alyssa pulled out of my mouth, and I watched as Rose coated her cock for my ass as she kissed the pretty blonde.
"All right, let's fuck this slut," Alyssa said, her voice feminine, but her tone masculine... she seemed to consider herself above Rose. So confident. So dominant. Or in other words, if there was a hierarchy between the four of us, I was definitely at the bottom, and Camry was obviously the next step up. Then it was unclear to me who was next. But if I had to guess, I'd have to choose Alyssa above my until now indomitable Rose. But it didn't seem like a major difference between them, since Alyssa appeared to be granting Rose at least a modicum of professional courtesy. Something Camry and I certainly weren't worthy to receive.
"Ready, honey?" Rose asked, looking down at me.
"I don't know," I replied honestly. Part of me was curious what a real cock would feel like inside me. Part of me was ready to take it in the ass, especially if Rose wanted it to happen. Yet this next step just added to what felt like the inexorable crumbling of my masculinity. Getting pegged last night was one thing; getting fucked by a real cock was quite another... although since Alyssa was a shemale, it wasn't really gay... or at least that's what I kept telling myself, as I felt Camry shift aside and Alyssa take her place behind me.
"Oh, you'll love it, honey," Rose reassured me, using the sweet term of endearment twice in a row just now... which made the upcoming sodomy feel more intimate.
"I've ended up loving everything else you've had me do," I said, as I felt Alyssa's cock poking at my ass.
"And you'll also love being fucked like a cheap cum slut," Alyssa said, as she pushed forward and filled my ass.
"Ooooooooh, God," I moaned... whimpered... actually, I can't describe exactly what manner of sound escaped my lips... as my ass was spread wide open.
"Oh yeah, this is a real cunt," Alyssa gloated as she began slowly to fill my ass... or rather my cunt... or... I wasn't sure what I was supposed to call it anymore.
Pain burned in my ass... which I assumed wouldn't ever happen to a pussy....
Yet as always, no matter how humiliating an act of submission I was subjected to... I could feel my cock throbbing.
"He's rock hard," Camry pointed out.
"Why isn't he caged yet?" Alyssa asked, as she was now resting against me, resting completely inside me.
"Like I said," Rose said. "She's still in training."
I didn't know what caged meant, but it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out which part of me would be locked in some sort of cage.



"Well, I think that's just sloppy," Alyssa criticized, as she squeezed my hips and without backing out of me, bucked her hips to reach further depths in my pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuck!!" I screamed... and this was definitely a scream... although it didn't sound primal like a man's, but crybaby like a slut's.
"I'll decide how she's trained," Rose snapped.
"Just saying," Alyssa mildly.
"Don't forget who trained you," Rose said, her tone suddenly warning 'Don't fuck with me.'
"Sorry," Alyssa said, all of a sudden not sounding like the dominant bitch she'd been until now. I must have gotten that part of their hierarchy upside down!
"Never forget who's in control here," Rose stressed, still very tersely.
"Yes, sorry Mistress, I apologize," Alyssa said, using the term that once again clarified the hierarchy for me... since as you could tell, I'd been confused about the relationship between these two.
"Don't forget it," Rose said, as she sat on a chair and smiled at me. "Now fuck my sexy girl for me." Thank goodness! She was showing her teeth, but not directing them at me.
"Yes, Mistress," Alyssa said, as slowly, she began to move in and out of me.
"Ohhhhhh, fuck," I moaned, the pain still burning like hell itself, yet somehow I was still rock hard, and feeling pleasure akin to last night's pegging... but even more intensely.
"You look so sexy, honey," Rose said sweetly as she watched me get ass fucked.
"Thanks," I said, unsure what else to say, distracted by the pleasure and pain inside me, which was all consuming.
Rose snapped her fingers, spread her legs, and I watched Camry crawl between them and start licking.
"You see, honey," Rose said, watching me get fucked while she got licked, "I want a man who's willing to do absolutely anything I tell him to."
"I think I've proved I'm that man," I blurted out as quickly as I could, while Alyssa kept slowly pumping her cock in and out of me.
"Oh, you've been a very good girl so far," she purred, shifting from inferring I was a man to a woman. "But we still have a ways to go."
"I understand," I said, even though I really didn't.
"I'll push you to the limit," she said, seeming to be quoting Hamlet.
"I'll always obey you," I said, as Alyssa began to fuck me faster.
"I know you will, honey," she smiled warmly, strangely engaging me in an intimate conversation while she was eaten out by a girl and I was ass fucked by a shemale... since as always, our shared intimacy was guided by unanticipated (at least by me) kinks I don't think many other people ever experience.
"Oh God," I moaned, as the pleasure was increasing and attempting to obliterate the pain.
"Now just relax and enjoy that nice big cock in your pussy," Rose said.
"I'm trying," I moaned, noticing she too was now referring to my ass as a pussy.
"You like my cock in your pussy, slut?" Alyssa asked.
"Yes," I admitted, and my cock throbbed as she rubbed against my prostate.
And for two, perhaps three minutes, there was near silence with Camry licking Rose and Alyssa fucking me... my pain had faded completely, and now it was pure pleasure.
Then some new sounds began... those of me moaning... and Alyssa's body slamming into me... but those seemed to be the only ones.
"May I breed the bitch?" Alyssa asked.
"You may," Rose agreed.
"Get ready to get bred, you slut," Alyssa said, and she pulled mostly out, and then only half filled me over and over, but each half stroke stimulated my prostate and drove me fucking bonkers.
"Oh my God," I moaned loudly, thinking I was about to come.
"You like that, slut?" Alyssa asked.
"Yes, please don't stop," I begged, the intensity of getting fucked by this woman consuming me completely.
"Get ready to be bred, slut," Alyssa said.
"Yes, breed me, breed this slut," I babbled mindlessly, dying to feel what it was like when she exploded her load in my ass, as meanwhile she kept stimulating my prostate in ways that drove me completely wild! I was moaning, whimpering like a bitch in heat! "Oh yes, fuck, so fuck, yes, oh God, fuck," I babbled like a mindless bimbo fuck slut.
"Fuck," she grunted and I felt her cum explode in me, her cock convulsing inside me, right against my prostate, which triggered my own orgasm!
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, spewing my load all over the floor.
"Good girl," Rose purred, as for only the second time, I came from getting ass fucked... but unlike last time, this was with a real dick!
"So good," I moaned, as the intensity of this orgasm was way more intense than I'd ever experienced back when I'd been the one doing the fucking.
"Shit, she came," Alyssa said, sounding both surprised and amused.
"And she's so sexy when she comes," Rose said, as her hand went to Camry's head and she held it deep into her amazing wetness... a place I wished I could be. I know, I'm in the middle of a giant orgasm but wishing I could be somewhere else? Well, the great thing about being with Rose is if you want it all, then even when that's impossible, sometimes you get it!
"She's a bigger slut than I am," Alyssa said, which confused me, as she resumed slowly fucking me.
"She's a natural," Rose said, and although I'd heard that many times by now, I no longer knew what I was a natural at doing. Pretty much everything?
"Yeah, she was born for this," Alyssa agreed, and again I wasn't certain what she meant by 'this'. Getting ass fucked might be logical perhaps... but there seemed to be something else they were discussing. Some inside joke, except they didn't seem to be joking, it sounded more like talking shop.
"She certainly was," Rose agreed, as Alyssa pulled out of my well fucked ass, came around, and slid her cock in my mouth.
Ass to mouth was disgusting, at least conceptually, which is why I made some of the sluts I fucked in the ass suck me afterwards... to see how far I could push them... and now it was my turn to be pushed. And to suck Alyssa's recently darkly seasoned delicacy.
The act was perhaps only a bit more humiliating than just having my anal virginity taken by a shemale and being bred... well, and then coming from being bred.
Okay... it was all pretty fucking humiliating... yet it was becoming crystal clear that humiliation turned me on... and that the more I was pushed... the more I got aroused... fucking strange... fucking pathetic... yet the fucking reality.
As Alyssa slowly fucked my mouth, I pondered how just this morning I'd been planning to initiate a conversation with Rose where the principal item on the agenda would have been whether or not I should stop doing this... yet instead I'd sucked Eugene this morning, willingly went to a nerd party and sucked eight cocks... fucked a nerd's ass and swallowed a total of nine loads... the flamboyant gay boi Sammy's twice.
And now I'd just lost my anal virginity in front of my girlfriend and two other people, then came all over her floor, and I was now sucking a cock that had just been in my ass... and... and... I felt right at home. Soul-searching discussion with Rose about my shaky future? No thanks, I'm good.
I couldn't explain it... but even as some cum leaked out of my ass, even as I sucked a dick that had just been balls deep in my shit hole... I felt at peace... at home... that this was my purpose in life. A surreal tranquility enraptured me.
"Yessssss," Rose screamed, as Camry got her off and drank down the sweet treat I wished I could have.
Cock cum, cunt cum.... Both were tastes I now craved.
Alyssa pulled out and said, "I need to get going."
"Thanks for taking my virginity," I said absurdly... I didn't even know why I said it... it just popped out.
"Yeah, no problem," she laughed, looking down at me kind of fondly. "Rose, you really have a keeper."
"I know," Rose agreed.
Alyssa walked away and Camry stood up. "May I come, Mistress?"
"Of course," Rose nodded.
"On your back, slut," Camry ordered, trying to make it clear that although she was a pet and low in the hierarchy... she was above me... as if it wasn't obvious.
I did as she instructed, no problem, my knees actually quite sore from my lengthy gloryhole experience earlier in the evening, as well as from my first sodomy with a real cock.
Once I was on my back, she straddled my face and said, "Get licking, slut."
I obeyed, licking her very wet pussy. It appeared she got horny from servicing Rose just as much as I did... for which of course I couldn't blame her. No matter what had happened in the past, or what would happen in the future... Rose was my goddess... my irresistible goddess. Not exclusively mine of course, but mine to serve and to obey.
"Oh yes, eat my cunt," Camry moaned after a minute or so of my licking her.
I kept doing so until she grabbed the back of my head, pulled me up into her wetness, and began to grind on my face. I licked the best I could as she used my face to get off.
"Oh yes, I love having my own personal football hero fuck toy," she moaned as she roughly used my face.
Like everything else did it seemed, being used so roughly turned me on, and my cock remained hard even after having come in Sammy's ass earlier and, of course, my recent state of the art prostate orgasm.
"Fuuuuuck!" she screamed, my face bathed in a cunt cum shower as her pussy juice gushed out of her.
As she released my head, I raised it back up and licked up as much of her flooding juice as I could.
Once she was done, she got off me and said, "I'll be using this face often."
I didn't respond, I just laid there on my back.
"Thank you, Mistress," Camry said.
"You're welcome," Rose said, as Camry grabbed her clothes.
I stood up and Rose invited me, "Want to stay the night?"
"Definitely," I agreed.
"Before you go, Camry," Rose said. "I need you to get Brian off."
"Certainly, Mistress. Suck or fuck, Brian?" Camry asked, not at all fazed by the order.
"Fuck, please," I said, lying back down and wanting to fuck someone... to regain my manhood... to show Rose I could be a top as well as a bottom.
"Ooooooh," Camry said, as she straddled my cock this time instead of my face. "Does Brian suddenly have balls?"
"I can certainly fuck the shit out of you," I said, as she began riding my cock.
"I think I'm the one fucking you," she pointed out.
"Well, we should change that," I said after just a few seconds. I grabbed her by the hips, lifted her while I stood up, set her on the couch, and slid back into her.
"Oh, there's the old Brian I remember seeing while he swaggered around the school," she said, as she wrapped her nylon legs around me as I fucked her.
"Yeah, you love my cock, don't you?" I asked, feeling the solid adrenaline rush from being a man again.
"I do," she moaned. "You have a big cock for a cock sucker."
"I'm more than only a cock sucker," I said, fucking her as hard as I could... wanting to prove to her I was still the same man that had fucked her in the past.
"Yes, you're also an ass taking bottom bitch," she said wickedly, seeming to enjoy both getting fucked by me, as well as reminding me of my less masculine side.
"As are you," I said, pulling out of her pussy and positioning my cock at her ass.
"Don't you daaaaaaare," she threatened, as I pushed my cock, lubricated only with her pussy juice, into her ass.
"Now we're both ass taking sluts," I said, on an adrenaline-fueled quest to prove I was still a man... knowing Rose was watching.
"You fucker," she said, although she didn't appear overly upset about having my cock in her ass.
"Indeed. That's the point," I said, now balls deep in her ass.
"Well then, fuck my ass, faggot," she said, deciding she was still going to remind me about my same sex indiscretions.
"Says the cunt licker," I countered, knowing this wasn't a strong counter at all, since two girls going at it was considered hot by, well, pretty much everyone, while a guy who sucked dick was still a social pariah in many circles.
"Oh, that's quite the attack, I'm sooo wounded," she smirked, as I began fucking her ass hard.
"Just shut up," I said, sick of her attitude and constant attacks on my manhood.
"You're lucky you have a big cock, or you'd have no use for a woman," she teased as I slammed into her with my cock, yet she remained defiant.
"I don't hear any complaints," I pointed out.
"Nope, you have a great cock," she admitted. "However, it's equally hot seeing you with a cock in your mouth."
"You think it's hot?" I asked.
"Yeah, we both do," Rose joined in our conversation for the first time, her hand on my back as I slammed into Camry's ass.
"Faggots are hot," Camry smirked.
"I'm not a faggot, "I said, hating that derogatory word.
"Sorry, then you're a cock sucking, cum craving bitch," Camry wickedly said. "Is that better?"
"Just shut up," I said, as I leaned forward and covered her mouth with mine, as I drilled her ass.
"It's okay," Rose whispered softly. "You're a real man, Brian. You're one of the rare men who understands the duality of his sexuality."
"Exactly," I said, as I pumped Camry's ass rough and hard.
"You're a man," Rose said, then as she slid a finger in my ass out of nowhere, "and a woman."
"Fuck," I grunted, her unexpected intrusion in my ass to rub my prostate, igniting my third orgasm into exploding out of me and into Camry's bowels.
"Don't come in my ass!" Camry cried out urgently, shoving me away while I was still coming, which caused two things to happen simultaneously: I spewed all over her, and Rose's finger plunged deeper into my asshole.
"Sorry," I apologized, as my body trembled, my cock spasmed, and my load went everywhere!
"That may have been my fault," Rose said, extracting her finger.
Camry laughed, "He came the moment you fingered his ass? Priceless!"
"Intense," was all I could muster as I kept trembling.
"And you tell me you're not a faggot?" she laughed, as she used her legs to pull me close and demanded, "Now eat my anal cream pie."
"I don't think so," I said.
"Now," she said, as she grabbed me roughly and guided my head back to her asshole.
"Do it," Rose said. "It's the least you can do after shooting your goo in there when she didn't want you to."
So I obeyed Rose like I always did, and ate my cum out of Camry's ass... although only one or two gobs had made their way in there.
"Eat your cum, faggot," Camry said, again grabbing my head and holding it against her hole.
I licked and sucked my cum out of her ass, which was sweaty, salty and tangy... humiliating yet again... which seemed once again to increase my desire to obey.
After perhaps a minute, Rose said, "That's good. Camry, you may leave."
"Okay," Camry said, letting go of my head. "Thanks, faggot."
I didn't say anything, since I was spent, but I wasn't a faggot, dammit!
Rose pulled me up and kissed me. Breaking our kiss, she said, "You really are amazing."
"You too," I said, flattered by her kind words and intimate kiss after the past half hour of my humiliation, submission and stimulation.
"I trust you know that everything I push you to do is ultimately for your benefit?" she asked, as she took my hand and led me to her bedroom.
"Yes, I do know," I agreed, following her like a devoted puppy... so completely intoxicated by and infatuated with her.
"Although sometimes my expectations and treatment of you may appear otherwise, I'll always give you what you need, deep down," she said.
"I understand," I repeated, as I realized no matter how crazy any of the things she made me do were, many of them things I'd never have even considered doing before she presented them to me, I'd eventually found every one of those acts liberating, satisfying, and even life altering. However, there was a problem, which was except for a few people in the 'Rose crowd' I guess I could call it, there wasn't anyone I could talk to about the crazy things I'd done, or the way I'd loved every one of them, from sucking cock to getting fucked, and that was perhaps the only thing I was still struggling with. "The problem is I can't share this new side of me with anyone."
"I can understand that, but all in good time," she smiled, kissing me briefly. "Wait here."
I did, standing completely naked in her bedroom as she, also naked, went to her dresser drawer. She returned with something in her hand and said, as she knelt before me, "Next though, we need to work on restricting your pleasure."
"We do?" I asked, thinking that was an odd thing to do.
"Yes, the longer a man is denied his release, the more intense his inevitable release will be," she explained, as she attached a metal latticework ball of sorts to my shriveled cock.
My eyes went wide as I recalled Alyssa's caging comment.
"Yes, you need to understand not only mentally, but deep down in your heart, that your primary focus is always to place the pleasure of others first, that your purpose in life is to spread pleasure to the people around you," she said, sounding a little like a 60s hippie.
"I can do that by wearing this?" I asked, the contraption feeling so strange on my cock.
"Yes, because you'll no longer be able to get completely hard, and that will shift your focus from the pleasure you want to the pleasure you can give," she explained, now sounding like a sex therapist.
"Why can't I do both?" I asked, not finding this newest path comfortable or appealing.
"The sacrifice which causes sorrow to the doer of the sacrifice is no sacrifice," Rose said, as she turned a key on the metal object and stood up. "Real sacrifice lightens the mind of the doer and gives him a sense of peace and joy."
As I stood there looking down at my cock looking so pathetic in a cage, she kissed me. "Gandhi."
"Gandhi said men should be caged?" I asked.
"No, silly," she smiled, taking my hand and leading me to her bed. "He was saying joy comes from placing the welfare of others first."
"But I won't be coming," I joked awkwardly.
"No, not for a while," she agreed, as she lay down. "But when you eventually do, it will be both earth-shaking and life-altering."
As I lay down beside her I pointed out, "Everything I've done since meeting you has been life-altering."
"That's sweet of you to say, and yes, that's always been my intent," she said, kissing me again, this time for a few minutes... not passionately... but intimately... and tenderly... like lovers.
That said, it was enough to get my cock beginning to rise again... albeit briefly... as it was abruptly stopped by the cage, creating slight discomfort, although thankfully it wasn't painful. It provided me with an oddly pleasurable mindset as I realized while her tongue explored my mouth, that she now not only owned my mind, body and soul, but she literally had my cock under lock and key.
Breaking the kiss, she looked down at my caged cock mindlessly attempting to break free from its captivity and said, "Don't worry, you'll get used to it."
"Okay," I said, not sure this was something I wanted to get used to.
"And in case you're wondering," she said, "you can pee with it on, and shower."
"Oh," I said.
"Yes, I found you a top quality cage you can keep on twenty-four-seven, until I decide to unlock it," she said, kissing me again.
"And how do I earn the privilege of getting it unlocked?" I asked, realizing it would indeed be a privilege I'd need to earn.
"Complete obedience," she smiled.
"I can do that," I said, thinking I'd been doing it ever since I met her. "I've been getting lots of practice recently," I joked.
"I know, sweetheart. By the way, you looked so hot getting fucked."
"Thanks," I said. Then after a pause, not sure how to take that, "I guess."
"That was definitely a compliment," she assured me. "Watching the man I love getting railed by a big dick is fucking, cunt-leaking hot."



"The man you love?" I asked, focusing on those earlier words, and not on the nasty visual that followed.
"You silly slut," she said, looking at me in the eye, "You should know by now how much I love you."
"I'd hoped so," I said, my heart melting from her tender look.
"I wouldn't go to all this trouble for someone I didn't love, Brian," she said, kissing me again.
"I love you too," I said, feeling so completely at home beside her. Love being a platform from which I wanted to do anything to show her I loved her unconditionally. "That must be the joy in sacrifice Gandhi was talking about."
"I know you do, and yes, you've got it," she smiled. "Now get some rest; the next level of your training starts tomorrow."
"And what's that?" I asked, unsure of what could still be left.
"Ohhhhh," she said, reaching down and placing her hand adjacent to my caged cock, "you sexy slut, we're still just getting started. And no, I won't spoil the surprise by telling you beforehand."
"I don't know why that both excites and scares me," I smiled, my cock desperately trying to break free from its restrictive cage.
"Ohhhhhhh," she smiled, kissing me one last time, "it should do both, so you're right on target."
And just like last night, she snuggled into me and drifted away into slumber, while I lay awake attempting to process yet another wild night, and tried to get used to having a cage around my cock.
As I tried to fall asleep, I couldn't get some of her last words out of my head, 'We're still just getting started'.
And I'd meant what I said... it did indeed scare me... but as had always been the case ever since she walked into my life... it excited me even more... enough to get my cock again try to rise up, but to no avail.
'Just getting started'... shit... I couldn't even fathom what my loving enchantress might have in store for me next.
But... as always... I was dying to find out.
THE END
COMING NEXT:
HypnoSissy 9: Hurtling Deeper into Submission
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WHERE I CANE FROM
18 YEARS AGO...
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THAT'S WHAT YOU
LIKE, ISN'T IT, MOM?
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T FEEL WEIRD
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OF YOUR FRIENDS, MOM.
AND T'M GOING TO BE

LATE FOR. SCHOOL,
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I MAY HANE TO
THINK ABOUT THIS ONE
WHEN I GET HOME...
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JEANETTE AND HER. HUSBAND HAD

JUST MOVED INTO TOWN BECAUSE OF
HIS JOB TRANSFER. AFTER A FEW
WEEKS SHE MADE FRIENDS WITH
SOPHIA FROM CHURCH WHO INVITED
HER TO WOMENS' BIBLE STUDY.
UPON MEETING EVERYONE, JEANETTE
QUICKLY LEARNED To BE DENOTED...






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_035.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_034.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_037.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_036.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_103.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_102.jpg
HAVE YOU EVER 'DONE T

UP THE ASS BEFORE,






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_107.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_106.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_105.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_104.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_042.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_041.png
v wwn—ﬂ ‘






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_058.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_022.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_021.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_055.png
w‘l’

K

Coming next: Tasks 7 plus.






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_054.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_057.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_056.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_028.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_027.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_121.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_030.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_120.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_029.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_119.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_024.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_023.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_026.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_025.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_114.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_113.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_112.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_118.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_020.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_117.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_116.jpg
T'M LEARNING X

DT THINK PATTY
1S GOING TO TEACH
YOUR FRIEND JENN -
\FER. SOME TRICKS






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_115.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_006.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_051.png
N‘\'W““"W 'WW mmr

(I






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_005.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_004.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_053.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_003.png
m z%a |

|





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_052.png
(0






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_010.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_009.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_008.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_007.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_026.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_025.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_028.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_027.png
..

. n v|:u.|\“ ‘W\»
e i






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_022.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_010.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_021.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_009.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_051.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_024.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_008.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_023.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_007.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_006.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_005.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_004.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_003.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_030.png
Ll

\|v\!\‘l\\\ \“\ | ‘]l"






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_002.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_029.png
iy






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_001.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_042.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_037.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_041.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_036.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_044.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_039.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_043.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_038.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_033.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_032.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_035.png
“‘ me - @@

|
U
L9
-3 S
‘ f‘ \
T Ve A






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_034.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_050.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_049.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_010.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_009.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_008.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_046.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_045.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_040.png
TN

M
Ay
AW

™,






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_048.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_047.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_003.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_002.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_001.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_007.jpg
BELONGED To

l THIS 1S THE BEST
of Book CLuB TVE EvER
\

COH . SHE'S REALLY
GOSD AT THIS. T THINK
SHE'S READ THiS BOOK.
BEFORE .., NNNN.






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_006.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_005.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_004.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 4-6/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-4-6_031.png





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_031.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_032.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_033.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_034.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_147.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_146.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_145.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_144.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_151.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_150.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_149.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_148.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_024.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_025.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_026.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_027.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_028.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_143.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_029.jpg
-
=z -





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_142.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_030.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_021.jpg
L]






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_022.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_023.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_158.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_157.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_156.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_155.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_161.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_160.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_159.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_013.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_014.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_015.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_016.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_017.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_154.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_018.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_153.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_019.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_152.jpg
SHupbE®
SHIVER






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_020.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_011.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_010.jpg
OH YEAH, THAT'S
5O FUCKING HOT...
WISH | COULD JUST
GO OVER THERE
AND START
CLEANING HER UP!
MMMMMMMMM,






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_009.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_017.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_016.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_019.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_131.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_018.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_130.jpg
BEING A

AS I LOVE

g
(9}
2
by
vl
<
&=
0
0
z
3
z






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_013.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_012.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_015.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Hot Tasks 1-3/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-hot-tasks-1-3_014.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_125.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_124.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_123.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_122.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_129.jpg
Plecse
DO NT FLUSH






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_128.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_127.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp/silkstockingslover_a-mother-daughter-lez-camp_126.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_046.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_006.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Best of Both Worlds - Gloryhole/silkstockingslover_best-of-both-worlds-gloryhole_047.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_005.jpg
16OTTA GO... 'LLBE
SEEING YOU LATER,
‘GORGEOUS. I'VE GOT
TO GET SOME NEW
WHITE STOCKINGS, MY
LAST PAIR WERE TORN
OFF BY AN... HMM, AN
ENTHUSIASTIC LOVER.

YES, IT WAS! BUT...OF
COURSE, WHAT SHE
DID TO ME LATER
WAS EVEN HOTTER!
VL LEAVE YOU TO
THINK ABOUT WHAT
THAT MIGHT BE
LATER, GIRLFRIEND!
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AH, YOURE UP!
MAN, THIS
PLACE S
CRAZY..| KEEP
SEEING PEOPLE
JUST... WELL,
You kNow..

FUCKING, HONEY. YOU
AN SAY IT.. HERE, OF
ALL PLACES,
WATCHING PEOPLE
FUCKING AND SAYING
715 THE DONE THING.
175 ALL GoOD
ANYWAY...YoU'VE
ALREADY WATCHED ME
FUCKING, HAVEN'T
our

AND YOU KNOW, IT IS
GOOD FOR US, FOR
ANYONE. HELPS US

LIGHTEN UP ABOUT, LIKE

NATURAL ACTS. SEX IS
NATURAL SO IF YOU SEE
PEOPLE FUCKING, WHAT'S
WRONG? A GOOD LIFE
LESSON, FOR SURE...AND.
GREAT FUN, 700
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ALL THIS FUCKING
AND SEX REALLY GIVES BOY, SHE CAN RE-
ME AN APPETITE ALLY TAKE A WORK-
OUT. JUST SEEING HER
IN HER GARDEN I'D
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GOD, | FEEL LIKE 1 COULD
CUM ANY MINUTE!
JESUS CHRIST, HIS CocK

FEELS SO FUCKING
AMAZING! | CAN'T
BELIEVE I'M THINKING
THIS, BUT.. WAY BETTER
THAN FUCKING A
WOMAN:!

SISSY ASS, HONEY? SURE

LIKE THAT BIG, THICK
COCK DRILLING YOUR

LOOK LIKE YOU DO! HE

POUNDIN' THAT HOLE,

Vs ves, 1
Love T,
MISTRSS!
LOVE His cock
SLAMMING

INTo

¥ Asst

YOU TAKIN' IT LIKE A
cHAMP!

/A
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L

¥ Gop, | couLD
LAY LIKE THIS DAY
AND JUST DEVOUR
BLACK PUSSY...IT

TASTES 50 FUCKING
GooD!
MMM
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UH-UH, DON'T
DaRE

FUCKING CUM,

You FuUCKING

WHITE BITCHES LIKE
YOU ONLY GET TO
CUM WHEN GIVEN

PERMISSION. 1S THAT

15AID IS THAT
cLearmn

v-ves,
MISTRESS

MMNNGHH... M

SORRY. | WON'T

G00D... Now,

TiTTiEs,
WHORE!
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Ve, YoU GET TO

HELP BRING THIS, AH,
'NEW WORLD ORDER
TO THE MASSES... HE
WAY THINGS ARE
GOING T0 BE FROM
NOW ON.

BECAUSE WHAT
AR YOU? YOU
KNOW WHAT YoU
ARE, YOU JUST
GoTTA SAYIT.
TELLUS...TELL
THE WORLD.

o

MMM, YOU SEE.
AMANDA... YOU'RE
‘ONE OF THE FEW

ENLIGHTENED
BITCHES IN THE
WORLD.
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I CAN'T BELTEVE YOU
DID AL THIS,
YourRe
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T LIKE TO HOST
My OWN KIND OF AFTER)
SCHEOL ACTIVITIES . My UH, AMBER? T
DAUGHTER HELPS. [HoCCHI e WEeE
RIGHT, AMBER 2
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SORRY, MISTR
M JUST A BIMBO.
SLAVE BORN TO
SERVICE ANY BLACK
MAN OR WOMAN

ITH THE CHANCE TO
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OCKs AND JUICY,
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BITCHES USE
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CUNT-.. WE

SHIT, THAT'S &
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YOU A NATURAL LIL
puSSY pLE
LUNCH DOWN
THERE?
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MISTRESS
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i vean,
YOURE A VERY
QUICK LEARNER! AH
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You, GIRL
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WHENEVER SHE
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You, Bor?
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RENDEZVOUS, EAGER TO
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THE CORRECT
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VEAH, I THINK I
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THAT. 1
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THIS TIME 1L
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ME SOMETHING T0
LOOK FORWARD To!






EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_018.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_013.jpg





EPUB/img/silkstockingslover/Hedonism Island - Chocolate Pussy/silkstockingslover_hedonism-island-chocolate-pussy_012.jpg
YOU KNOW, |
couL
ACTUALLY USE A
BITE OR A LICK
RIGHT ABOUT
NOW...

UH-UH, THIS WEEK,
THIS PUSSY IS OFF
LIMITS... BUT YOU'RE
'WELCOME TO DINE
ON WHATEVER ELSE
YOU CAN FIND
HERE.

YEAH, YOU HAVE
AHALL PASS.
50 FUCK, LICK

AND SUCK
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ONEY

YOUR MOM?
€OOL... FOR ME,
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SISTER...AND M
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HA, YEAH, 1 CAN TELL
HUMPING MY LEG

LIKE A BITCH IN
HEAT.. YEAM, KEEP.
DOING THAT LIKE
THE CUNT-LOVING
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WERE AL VEAN, THEY
YouR's WERE JUST
Now, WHITE FLUFFERS

WARN YOU

W

SORRY, YES
MiSTRESSES!

START. GET THOSE
FUCKING CLOTHES
CousE.
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WHAT I'M SEEING.
AND I STILL CAN'T
BELIEVE I'M GOING TO
BE DOING THIS! THIS
EVER THOUGHT 10 BE
INVOLVED IN &
LESBIAN ORGYII!

YES, MA'AM!
IM.. NERVOUS,
BUT...GOD, 50
FUCKING
TURNED ON!
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.
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NOTICE THE SUBTLE,
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SCENT.

60D, 1550

BEAUTIFUL... 50
urTERIY
NOW...CRAWL

CAPTIVATING.
JUSTWANT To TO ME, MY
MARRIED CUNT

BURY MY TONGUE
DEEP INSIDE IT. PLEASER..
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