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Summary: Masturbates at church, a sensual massage and lesbian domination.
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 Ten of a series (the next part is already written). 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 they all convince him to join in on 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 affiliated with 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 tasked to masturbate during class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop with said cum, and go to a female stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual pantyhose play.
Part 9: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 4-6: where Jasmine sucks Daddy's cock in public, receives a surprise visit from a current cheerleader of her own school, and ends up at a black frat house three driving hours away for a wicked night of sexual fun.
And now, Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 7-9

I woke up in my hotel room still a little sore and exhausted from last night, and realizing I didn't have much time to get to the church for the baptism. (The reason I drove to this city was to attend the child of a friend's baptism.)
Of course I always had enough time to check Daddy's email.
Slut Jasmine
Sounds like you enjoyed yourself last night. Today will be mostly a recovery day... other than one small task.
Make yourself come in the church during the baptismal service.
Have fun.
DADDY
A pic of Babygirl praying for you.

I sighed, as this one seemed especially challenging... I'd be sitting with my friends.
I wasn't sure how I'd pull this off undetected, but I'd completed tasks a lot nastier than this one during the first six, and figured I'd find a way... for oddly, I had absolutely no intention of disappointing Daddy.
I got dressed, in a conservative dress but with a little sexy flair, and arrived at the church a few minutes into the service, but before the baptism.
I moved into a pew and joined in the hymn, as I smirked that of course, given the primary focus of my recent and ongoing sexual rebirth, the Priest was serendipitously black.
It wasn't until the sermon began that I began pondering how I could possibly masturbate in a reasonably crowded church in the presence of people I knew... as Jamie and Carol had both waved to me the instant I'd entered the church sanctuary.
I wasn't listening to the Priest at all, but my mind wandered, like it tended to do, imagining something so taboo and kinky... getting fucked by a nun.

And eating a nun until she squirted all over my face.

And then for some reason, even though I didn't have this on my fuck-it list, I imagined her straddling my face and giving me a golden shower.

The service ended without my touching myself, as I pondered whether I could slyly come back here after the service was over and pleasure myself then, I'd be accomplishing the task as assigned of masturbating in this church.
I ended up chatting with my friends, playing with the baby, and agreeing to meet the girls for lunch. I walked outside with them, then said I'd left my purse in the church, which I'd done deliberately, and returned inside.
I went into the sanctuary and was happy to see it already empty, and with the lights off. God seemed to be on my side.
I went and grabbed my purse, then went to a secluded corner and moved my hand to my pussy. I don't know why, other than many of my writings hint at sexual debauchery inside a church behind the façade of propriety, but as I closed my eyes, I imagined that in the basement of this church was a sex dungeon... where I was about to be punished for my sinful behavior.
"Come lie across my lap, you sinful, tempting slut," the Priest I'd seen earlier ordered.
"Yes, father," I replied, sheepishly approaching him and lying across his lap.
"You're a very bad girl, aren't you, my daughter?" he asked, slapping my ass.

"Yes, father," I replied, happy my dress was cushioning the blows.
"A temptation to men, just like Eve was," he continued... spank after spank.
"Yes, father, I'm a sinful slut born to tempt men," I said, before adding, "and women, too."
"The Devil is inside you," he accused, as he spanked me harder.

"Is the Devil black, and does He have a huge cock?" I asked wickedly.
"You devilish, devious beauty from the pits of hell," he said angrily, "I'm going to have to teach you a serious lesson."
"Yes father, please do; I've been a very, very bad girl," I purred, the spanking, contrary to what I surmised the Priest thought its purpose was, making my pussy wet.
"Come with me," he ordered, pushing me to the floor. "Crawl behind me, you unworthy demon."
"Yes, father," I purred, sounding as sexy as I could, as I contentedly followed behind him.
"It's time to initiate your intervention," he said.
"You think you can cleanse me of my sinful Satanic ways?" I asked, already plotting how to tempt him into sinning all over my body.
I was suddenly kneeling before a St. Andrew's cross, where he ordered, "Stand up."
I did, and then unasked, also pulled my dress over my head to reveal my firm naked tits, my tidily trimmed forbidden fruit, and my sinful body that was made to tempt... even him.
"You dirty slut," he scolded, as he cuffed me to the cross.

"Are you going to fuck me and fill me with God's pure cum?" I asked wickedly.
"No, you dumb slut," he said, slapping me across the face, "we shall extract the evil out of you. Nun Nancy, please approach."
I hadn't even noticed anyone else was in the room as a cute nun (yes, nuns can be cute), walked over and reported for duty, "Yes, Master."
"You are required to suck the devil's influence from inside this sinful woman," he commanded.
"Yes, Master," she nodded, as she dropped to her knees right before me, wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my pussy.
I gasped and moaned, stunned to have a nun between my legs, as he explained, "We must extract all influence of the Devil from inside you."
"Good luck with that, there's a lot of Him in there," I moaned, loving the expertise of this nun's tongue inside me... this obviously wasn't the first time she'd been required to purify a sinner such as myself.
The Priest placed his hands on my tits and began rubbing them as he said, as if he was doing an exorcism, "Devil begone, God purify this body."

"More, please," I moaned, loving the pleasure these two were bestowing upon me, since from my perspective at least, in effect these two sinners continued to sin by getting me off.
"You dumb slut, you're not supposed to enjoy this," he scolded, as he fled my happily sinful body, but then I watched him nonsensically getting out of his pants.
"This shall require extreme measures," he said, casting his pants aside to reveal a rather impressive BBC.
"Kind father, are you going to fuck me with that big dick the Good Lord blessed you with?" I asked, obsequious on the outside, but laughing my ass off at his shenanigans on the inside.
"If circumstances require me to," he said, then added, as his hands returned to fondling my tits, and oddly he also began to lick my armpit, "but I shall take no joy in the doing of it."
"The Devil inside me is too strong for inadequate measures," I played along, still enjoying the nun's agile tongue in my pussy. "You may have to fuck Him out of me."

"You nasty sinful whore," he scolded as he slapped my tits. "Nun Nancy, turn around and suck the sin out of this woman's asshole."
Yes, Master," she said, turning herself around, leaning back, and probing my asshole with her tongue, as he moved his cock to my pussy. Which made me wonder: if he was experiencing no pleasure or sinful thoughts, then how could he have an erection?
"This is for your own good," he said, as he slid inside me.
"I couldn't agree more, Priest," I moaned, as both of my lower fuck holes were being pleasured.
"You're not supposed to like this," he scolded me again, as he began fucking me.
"The Devil inside me is too powerful, Priest," I moaned, "you'll have to really fuck my cunt if you're going to expel the sin."
"You enjoy being sinful don't you?" he accused, as he began fucking me faster.
"It's all I know," I said. "God created this body of mine so I could sin."
No, he did not," he said, shoving a finger into my mouth to stop me from blaspheming, while still rubbing my tit with his other hand. Presumably he was taking no pleasure from any of this, but I certainly was!

"Stop enjoying this," he ordered, as he fucked my mouth with his finger and I continued moaning.

"Jesus Christ," he snapped. "Nancy Nun, get out from under this dumb slut, I'm going to have to do this the old-fashioned way."
"Yes, Master," Nun Nancy said, crawling out from underneath me.
"Perhaps if you come in my cunt with the Lord's powerful seed, it will extinguish the sinful fire burning inside me, Priest," I suggested wickedly, knowing it would have the opposite effect.
"She is too far gone, Master," Nun Nancy diagnosed, crossing her arms piously and glaring at me.
"Does the Priest fuck you like this?" I asked her, as he began really pounding my pussy.
"God, no!"
"Oh, God," I moaned. "He should! He has a magnificent God-given cock."

"Nun Nancy, go get the handcuffs," he ordered, as he roughly pounded me.
"Yes, Master," she nodded. "This bitch requires a complete exorcism."
"Oh yes, Priest, come inside my dirty cunt, fuck me with that massive nigger cock."
"Nigger?" he demanded, grabbing me by the hair. "You want nigger cock, slut?"
"Yes, Nigger Priest, please give me that nigger cock," I begged, looking desperately into his eyes, my orgasm so fucking close.

"Take the Lord's cum and become one with God, you nasty slut," he grunted, as he erupted a load deep in my pussy.
"Yes Lord, I repent," I moaned, as I came too, all over his wonderful BBC.

"We had better cleanse that asshole of Satan's influence too," he said, as he uncuffed me from the cross, spun me around as cum leaked out of my well fucked pussy, and he cuffed me back up there.
"Yes Priest, my shit hole needs the Lord's seed in it too," I moaned, as he pressed the head of his cock against my backdoor.
He reached around and rubbed my pussy and cupped my tits, even as my first orgasm hadn't completely subsided, and he reamed my backdoor.

"Oh yes Priest, sodomize me," I moaned, loving the unintended nastiness of this Priest.
"I shall fill you so full of the Lord's pure seed, you shall never sin again," he said, continuing his delightful ass pounding.

"Master, what in Heaven's Name are you doing?" Nun Nancy asked as she returned.
"That's enough out of you," he commanded, pulling out of me. "You failed to save this sinful slut, so now I must go to disgusting extremes to save her."
"I'm so sorry, Master," she apologized, as he pushed her to the floor and handcuffed her to the side of the cross.
"Now I must sodomize this slut," he said. "And I'm not very happy about it."
"Better hurry, Priest. I feel the Devil taking control again," I said, wanting his dick back in my ass.
"Jesus Christ," he lost control and cursed, as he went back behind me and sighed wearily, "The Lord's work is never done."

After coming in my ass, he got another pair of handcuffs, put them on me and said, "Clearly you still have not been completely purified."
"You're correct, Priest, I still feel the Devil inside me," I said, looking down at the handcuffed nun. "You'd better keep fucking me."
"Damn it," he cursed, as if this was a loathsome chore, as he fucked his dick hard into my pussy.

And hard into my ass.

Before filling my last remaining hole with another blast of the Lord's cum.

The nasty wicked fantasy had turned me into a complete mess as I came inside the church leaning against a wall, just as the lights came on.

My body was still quaking, as I went and grabbed my purse, feeling wetness leaking out of me as a janitor asked, "Are you okay, sister?"
"Yes, just cleansing myself of sin," I smiled, as I walked by him and feeling so brazen, placed my wet fingers to his lips. "Have a blessed day."
"T-t-thanks, you too," he said, obviously catching on to what he was smelling, and thus to what I'd just been doing.
I hurried out, feeling so naughty, went to my car, and drove off to meet my friends.
A great visit, a long drive, and a long phone chat with my man killed the rest of the day, and I climbed into my own bed a little earlier than normal... wondering what Week Two would have in store for me.
MONDAY: Task 8
After a week of wild sexual tasks, preceded by a week of life-altering sexual submission, I was excited to discover what Week Two of my assigned tasks (or Week Three of my new life) would entail.
It was now routine for me to check my email before my morning coffee, which was a major change on its own, because I'm a bit of a bitch (some would not include the 'a bit of') before I get my morning fix of caffeine.
As usual, there was one from Daddy.
PET JASMINE
I hope you enjoyed the first week of tasks... although I know you did.
We are going to start your second week with a treat and then a task tomorrow. I have you booked for a massage at the Asian Palace for 4:30.
Enjoy.
PS: Here is a hint of what you will be doing tomorrow.

'Mmmmmmmmmm," I thought to myself, tomorrow would hopefully end with a strap-on inside me from some cute younger girl.
By the time of the massage, I really needed it.
A fire alarm (not a drill, but not real either, just a prank), a fistfight in the hallway, added to kids who were just more annoying than usual, had me a little more than tense by the time I arrived for my massage.
The Asian Palace was a place I'd never been to; it had only been open a few months, and it was a little out of the way... but I couldn't wait to relax for an hour and just let myself go... plus, as usual, I wondered what Daddy had in mind for me tonight.



I went inside and was led down a long hallway to a room where a girl who couldn't be more than eighteen told me, "Go get undressed in there ma'am, and lie on the table on your stomach. Our masseuse will be with you shortly."
"Thank you," I smiled, disappointed she wouldn't be the one touching me... fuck, every cute girl I saw was now a potential plaything.
She added, "Completely undressed. No bra or panties. Your sexy stockings are fine."
"Oh," I said, a little surprised by that.
"Yes, Keiko-san gives very deep massages, and she requires easy access to all of your touch points," she explained.
"Oh, okay," I nodded... becoming curious about what kind of massage parlor I was in.
"Relax," she smiled warmly. "You're in very good hands."
"Thanks," I smiled back, wondering what she would taste like.
She walked away, and I watched her swaying her ass as if she knew I was watching. I wondered if she took it in the ass... I bet she did... many Asian women were naturally submissive, and I bet she'd be a very good girl whenever given the opportunity.
I entered the room and gasped, as it was huge.... A massive area, with a hot tub and everything. I got completely undressed as requested, and a little nervously, crawled onto the table to lie on my stomach.
A couple minutes later a woman walked in, slipped out of her heels, and walked over to me.
"Konichiwa, I'm Keiko," she introduced herself. "Daddy-sama has requested the full package for you."
"You know Daddy?" I asked, even though that was obvious, since she'd just said what she'd said.
"And Babygirl-chan, too," she nodded, as she glided across the room to arrive beside me.
"Well, now I'm intrigued," I smiled, sensing that this massage would include more than I'd first assumed.
She did my shoulders for a couple of minutes, before she progressed to my lower back.

After another minute, she moved her hands to my ass, and gave me a tender, sensual glutes rub.

"How are you feeling, Jasmine?" she asked, about ten minutes into the massage.
"Very relaxed," I said, my pussy feeling a little tingle.
"Do you mind if I come on the table?"
I almost made a joke about my really enjoying her 'coming' on the table or even on my face, but I simply responded, "Go ahead."
She straddled my back and resumed massaging my ass... still in a smooth, sensual fashion.

She lifted my leg and massaged it.

After a minute, she raised my foot to her face and sniffed it. "You smell good, Jasmine." In her Japanese accent, 'good' rhymed with 'food'.
"Thanks," I moaned, ever so softly.

A moment later, I felt her tongue on the sole of my foot.

For a few minutes she massaged and licked the soles of my feet... it was so sensual... and yet also relaxing.
She then said, "May we take this experience to the floor, Jasmine?"
"Um, sure," I said, curious what she had in mind.
She climbed off of me, helped me up, and guided me down to a large straw mat on the floor. "Lie on your stomach, Jasmine."
"Okay," I nodded.
As I did, she pulled off her dress and once again straddled my ass. Her warm hands went to my shoulders and arms, and she resumed massaging me.
I closed my eyes, and thoroughly enjoyed the massage... my pussy tingling.


After a few minutes, she requested, "Would you mind if I removed my undergarment, Jasmine?"
"Please do," I said, looking forward to seeing, and perhaps even tasting, my first ever Asian pussy.
"You may be surprised," she said, as she stood up. "Please keep your eyes closed for now."
"Okay," I said, that request making me even more curious.
A moment later she sat back down on me, and I gasped as I suddenly what felt like a cock nestled itself between my ass cheeks.
I went to turn around, but she said, "Just relax, Jasmine. Enjoy the massage."
"Okay," I said, wondering if that cock between my ass cheeks was real... it certainly felt real... could she be a shemale?... could I check another longed-for experience off my fuck-it list?
Her hands returned to my shoulders, and as she manipulated her hands all over my shoulders and back, she slowly massaged the crack of my ass by slyly moving her hips, too.

"Are you enjoying your massage, Jasmine?" she asked after a couple more minutes.
"It's definitely the most relaxing and unique massage I've ever received."
"We believe in doing whatever necessary to ensure that you leave here completely satisfied," she added, as she slid down my body, spread my ass cheeks, and began licking my cleavage down there.
"Oooooooooooooh," I moaned, "that's a very unorthodox massage."

"You have a very tasty starfish, Jasmine," she said, as she probed my hole.
"So good," I moaned, her tongue making my entire body spark.
"I can continue massaging this sweet pucker, or your back or your front," she said.
"How about if I massage you somewhere special?" I requested, rolling over to see if I was correct, and yes, that cock was real.
"The customer always receives whatever she wants," she smiled, as she stood up and revealed a very nice, very big, very hard cock.
"Oh my," I said. "What a great cock."
"Daddy-sama told me you have shemale fantasies," she said, as I got onto my knees and greedily reached for her cock.
"Fuck, what a great cock," I repeated, admiring her hard cock, moving my other hand to her balls. I then asked playfully, "So is this the full package Daddy was referring to?"
"It was definitely mentioned as part of it," she smiled.

"Babygirl-chan loves it too," she added, as we looked into each other's eyes.
"I just bet she does," I smiled, as I leaned forward and took it into my mouth.
"That's it, Jasmine, suck my cock," she moaned, as I began bobbing.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned in response.
"What a great mouth," she moaned, as I kept taking more and more of her in, before after three or four minutes, she grasped my head with her hands and began to face fuck me.
God, I loved feeling her balls bouncing on my chin... God, I loved being face fucked.
"Oh yeah, it's a great fucking mouth," she moaned as she face fucked me... my feeling her take control kind of wild, since she looked so sweet and meek... of course, I knew appearances were often deceiving.

"It's time to stretch you out," she said as she pulled out, and then surprised me by pushing me to the floor and ordering, "Spread your arms wide."
"Okay," I said, curious what she was going to do... I didn't want to continue the massage anymore... unless it was a pussy massage.
She then pulled my ass up, spread her legs, straddled me in a position I can't really describe, positioned her cock straight down, and slid her cock into my pussy, making me moan at the unique angle.

"This is the majority of my clients' favourite position," she remarked, as she began pumping up and down.
"I can see why," I moaned, thinking this position would be quite the workout for her, too.
She pumped up and down for a couple minutes, an orgasm building inside me, as she penetrated me in a way I'd never felt before.
"So good," I moaned, wanting her to know I was really enjoying her expert attentions.

"You're very flexible," she complimented me, looking down at me as she slowly fucked me... massaging me from inside.
"I think you've loosened me up," I said, knowing this wasn't a position I'd ever attempt without preparation.
"Women are naturally flexible," she said.
"Well, lately my body has been in a variety of positions," I said.
"Let's try another one," she said, as she pulled out and helped me up.
"That position was relaxing, and yet somehow stimulating," I said.
"Let's do an old school one," she smiled. "Get on all fours."
"Mmmmmmm, you're gonna give me that big bone," I smiled, as I got onto all fours, ready for some doggy style fucking.
"Yes indeed," she laughed at my lame joke.
She moved behind me kneeling, and slid her cock back inside me.
The massage, followed by the prior position and then this position, where she fucked me hard... which was a marked change from the smooth and soothing prior position, had an orgasm building inside me quickly.
"You're one hot little slut, Jasmine," she said, as she slammed into me.
"And you're one hot shemale," I moaned back.
"I want you to come all over my cock, Jasmine," she ordered softly, as she continued slamming into me.
"I will very soon," I predicted, as her deep pounding was really sparking the fires of lust inside me.
"Come, Jasmine, come on my bisexual shemale cock," she ordered, spanking my ass.
"Yes, more, yes," I moaned.
"Now, slut, come on this cock, Daddy's little teacher pet," she ordered, I imagine fucking me as hard as she could.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck," I screamed, as my orgasm ripped through me.

"There you go," she said, gradually slowing down, "let all that stress flow out of you."
"So good," I moaned, as my orgasm ricocheted inside me like an errant pinball.
She pulled out a minute later and I said, "I still need to get that load out of you."
"You don't have to."
"Oh, but it's definitely part of the package," I smiled, as I stood up and she sat down on the edge of the hot tub.
"Well, the customer is always right," she smiled as I moved to her, bent down, and took her cock in my mouth, always loving the taste of myself on a nice hard cock.

"That's it, Jasmine, suck my big cock," she moaned.
"Mmmmmmm," I replied, as she had her hand gently pressing on the back of my head, letting me know she wanted me to go deeper.
After a couple more minutes she said, "Ride me, Jasmine."
"My pleasure," I responded, meaning it literally.
I straddled her legs, lowered myself onto her hard cock, and used her knees for balance as I went for a ride.

After two or three minutes, she lifted me up, surprisingly strong for such a petite little Jasmine flower, spun me around, lowered me onto the side of the hot tub, and fucked me from behind.


As her moans got louder, mine did too, as she pulled me back a little so I was standing and bent over as she really began going to town on me.
"Oh yes, fuck my pussy with that big dick," I moaned.
"You want my cum?" she asked, drilling me from behind.
"Oh yes, give me that shemale cum," I said, wanting her load inside me.
"Get ready for it, slut," she ordered, before she surprised me a dozen strokes later by pulling out and spraying a big load all over my ass.

"So good," I moaned, as I felt the warm cum hit my ass, even if I was slightly disappointed not to feel it fill my pussy, or glide down my throat, or coat my face.
She then placed her hands on my ass and rubbed the cum all over it.
"That was amazing," I said, as I got dressed a few minutes later.
"Please come back anytime," she smiled.
"I'll be coming back for sure," I said, stressing the word.
I headed home and texted Daddy a thank you for the great massage. I chatted with my hubby, helped my daughter with her essay, and wrote down a little more of this saga... excited for whatever was in store for me tomorrow.
TUESDAY: TASK 9
I checked my email first thing in the morning, and read Daddy's daily new task.
HI SLUT,
Today you return to the scene of the crime.
Although I said you would get to play with Babygirl on Saturday as a climactic finale to your two weeks of assigned tasks, Babygirl has wheedled me out of some extra playtime with you.
So head out to the cabin to arrive by five o'clock for some special playtime with your very first nigger pet.
DADDY

I expected to find a picture of Babygirl in some sort of submissive position, so seeing one where she looked like a Mistress was both a little surprising, since that wasn't really her persona, and also pretty fucking hot.
The day went by like they all do, but LaCresha was acting like a real bitch in class, and I really wanted to turn her in... although the idea of making her my pet also became rather intriguing. Daddy had made it clear she was off limits other than some playful and imaginary roleplay scenarios, but she was really pushing my buttons.
I drove up to the cabin, super excited to see Babygirl again... and to play with her again. Every task I'd been assigned and had completed was enthralling, all-consuming and pleasurable, but tonight I was looking forward to a simple sexual encounter, and hopefully even some just plain visiting.
I arrived and knocked.
Babygirl yelled, "Come on in, Mistress."
Obviously, she wasn't playing the part of a Mistress, so I smiled... that picture having made me wonder if tonight was to be some role reversal playing.
"And please get undressed as soon as you enter," she called out again.
"Okay," I laughed, thinking she'd obviously been missing me as much as I'd missed her. "You're craving my pussy, aren't you my nigger slut?"
"Yes of course, and I have a present for you," she added.
"I hope it's chocolate," I joked, having always loved receiving chocolate as a gift, even if it now came in two very different varieties.
"Oh, it's creamy chocolate," Babygirl called down, as I walked up the stairs and into the big living room, wearing only my thigh high stockings.
"Oh my," I gasped, as I walked in and saw there was indeed lots of chocolate in the room... an additional chocolate person... someone I recognized immediately... it was my school's principal... Mrs. Parker.
"Hi, Mistress Jasmine," she greeted sheepishly, obviously having been coached in advance by Babygirl, or perhaps by Daddy.
"Hi, Pamela," I said, walking over to stand before her, noticing she had a collar on her neck reading, My Daddy is still able to surprise me almost every day.
"Tonight she's not your principal, or even your equal, but in addition to myself, she's your other nigger slave," Babygirl corrected me, as she placed her hand on top of the slave's head. "And should you allow it Mistress, she's mine too."

"Wow," I said, still a little stunned that our first-year principal, who was a bit of a tyrant if truth be told, was standing naked before me and being guided to her knees.
"She didn't scare that day when I stormed in guns a blazing demanding your blood, Mistress, but she did when Daddy went in demanding to know why LaCresha was being allowed to run wild," Babygirl said, pointing to her.

Pamela appeared to be completely humiliated, as she was forced to look up at me.
"Mistress Jasmine, I'm here only to serve you," she said, her tone so sheepish and timid, such a polar opposite from the one she used at work.
"You wish to be my nigger slave?" I asked, a rush of adrenaline at this role reversal and 180° power shift.
"Yes, Mistress, this nigger wishes to be your completely submissive slave," she admitted, unable to hide her utter humiliation. She obviously wasn't being totally sincere about what she wanted, but I could tell that just like I would, she'd do absolutely anything Daddy told her to, which in practice on this occasion amounted to the same thing.
"Be proud, bitch," I said, moving my foot to her cunt. "You're damned fortunate our Daddy gave you the privilege of being my nigger slave. And if he ever sees fit to reverse our roles, please know that I'll serve you to the very best of my ability."
"Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry, it's just I wasn't expecting it to be you," she admitted. "But never fear, I'll get it together for you."
"Aaaaaaah, you were as surprised to see me as I was to see you," I summarized.
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded. "Mistress Babygirl only told me a white goddess was arriving, and Daddy wanted me to obey her without hesitation."
"Do you enjoy being a slave for white pussy?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.
"She's been eating most of the cheerleaders, including my daughter, all semester," Babygirl revealed.
"And you didn't share any of that teen pussy with me?" I asked, rubbing her pussy with my foot.



"I'm sorry, Mistress," she apologized. "I had no idea that would be appropriate. But now that I do, I'm sure they'd love for you to service them too."
I didn't know whether Daddy and Babygirl would allow me to out myself to LaCresha and submit to her, but if they did, that would be another delightful fantasy come true.
"Slut, why are you not your knees?" I asked, glaring at Babygirl... sensing I was obviously supposed to explore my dominant side tonight.
"Sorry, Mistress," Babygirl apologized, as she lowered herself beside Pamela... I noticed she was wearing a quality necklace with the word 'slut' engraved on it.
"Both of you turn around and get on all fours," I ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," they both said in unison.
I admired their two amazingly tight black asses for a moment... before I leaned down and caressed both of them. "Niggers have great asses," I said.
"Thank you, Mistress," Babygirl said.
"They were created to be spanked and fucked, Mistress," Pamela responded, surprising me.
"How about fingered?" I smiled, as I moved my fingers to both chocolate assholes.
"Oh yes please, finger my asshole," Babygirl moaned.
"Finger fuck mine too, Mistress," Pamela moaned as well, as I slid two fingers into each of their tight assholes.

"You like my white fingers in those slutty black assholes?" I asked, as I fingered them.
"Yes, I love having my asshole violated by dominant white women," Pamela moaned.
"Fist fuck her asshole," Babygirl urged me a moment later.
"You want my fist, slut?" I asked, finger banging her hard.
"Oh yes, Mistress Jasmine, please gape my asshole with your fist," she moaned.
"Fist fuck me too," Babygirl moaned.
"As my two sluts wish," I said, gradually adding more and more of my fingers to their anuses, and ever so slowly widening their assholes, until my entire hands slipped inside, and I formed them into fists.
"Oh, fuck," my hard-nosed principal moaned, as my entire hand had disappeared into her asshole.
"Now fist fuck these nigger assholes hard," Babygirl ordered, as my other fist now resided beyond her backdoor.
"You niggers are just nasty bitches," I said, loving the racial domination, loving this kinky sexual act, and loving the power I'd been given over them... I knew I'd be able to write better stories about being a Mistress, now that I was experiencing the rush of adrenaline from having someone getting off on mindlessly obeying me.
"Yes, we are nasty," Pamela moaned.
"For you I'll be nasty anytime," Babygirl moaned, letting me know I was very fortunate to have the privilege of dominating her.

"Oh yes fist my nigger shithole," Pamela begged, this entire scenario still feeling a little surreal to me.
"Don't you dare come without permission," Babygirl reminded the moaning Pamela.
"Yes, and neither of you is allowed to come before I do," I pointed out, pulling both my fists out of their assholes... and then admiring the huge gaping holes I'd created. (I've written about gaping assholes, most recently in a couple of tv parodies entitled Modern Fuck-ily (for Modern Family) and Willow's Way. But actually doing it for real just now was amazing!)
"Yes, Mistress," they both said again, as they turned around and went to their knees.
"Come show my new slave how I like my white pussy pleasured," I ordered Babygirl.
She crawled to me, and I placed one leg over her shoulder, guiding her to my wetness.
"Come close and watch, bitch," Babygirl ordered, just before her tongue made contact.
"Yes, Mistress," Pamela replied, the hierarchy clear: first me, then Babygirl, and finally last (and definitely least) Pamela.
"That's it, get that tongue in my pussy," I moaned.
"Such a tasty pussy," Babygirl purred, as Pamela slid her body snug against Babygirl's, and reached around to slowly rub her pussy.

"I've been wondering what you taste like for a while, Mistress Jasmine," Pamela said, as she watched Babygirl licking me.
"Really?" I asked with a moan.
"Yes, after a long day of administering the budget, poring over curricula and disciplining students, often all I want to do is to shut that officious persona down, and just be a bimbo plaything for some white woman," she said.
"That is very good to know," I smiled, adding, "Now I know where I'll be spending some of my prep time."
"For you, my door is always open," she offered.
"As are my legs for you," I moaned, as I pulled Babygirl deeper into my wet pussy, and she began fingering me.

Becoming uncomfortable in this position, I moved off of her and knelt down, as they both swarmed me.
Pamela and Babygirl each sucked on one of my tits for a couple minutes, before Pamela went behind me and began kissing the back of my neck, as Babygirl continued sucking on my tits and rubbing my pussy.
After a moment, Babygirl slid a finger inside me and simultaneously rubbed my clit with her thumb, as I leaned back, and Pamela kissed me.

After a moment, they pushed me to the floor and worked together to pleasure me.
They sucked my nipples.
They kissed me.
They stroked their hands up and down my legs.
Then as my moaning increased, Babygirl began to finger me while Pamela tapped my clit.

My orgasm was building, and I decided that was enough of this slow and somewhat romantic shit, so I said, "Bed, now."
"Lie down on your back, Pamela," I ordered. "Let's test drive your nigger tongue and see what it can do."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, as she lay down on the bed.
I climbed onto the bed, straddled her pretty face, and watched her begin to lick me.
"That's it, eat my white pussy, you Pretentious Principal Bitch," I ordered, as I glanced back and saw Babygirl spreading the PPB's legs. Although she was Mistress to Pamela, she couldn't resist licking a pussy that was just resting there so invitingly.
"Yes, Mistress," Pamela moaned as she began licking.

In a couple of minutes my pussy was burning, and I ordered, "Get ready for my cunt cum, nigger."
"Yes, come all over my black face," she moaned, as I held her face firmly against my pussy.

"Yessss," I moaned, as I came on her face, even as it was obvious Babygirl was also getting Pamela close.
Once my orgasm was done, I grabbed Pamela's hands, held them over her head and ordered Babygirl briskly, "Pull that ass up and eat that pink peach. Get that nigger off!"
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl obeyed, as she pulled Pamela's ass up and dove into her peach.
"Oh God, may I please come, Mistress?" Pamela moaned, as Babygirl used her expert tongue to get my newest slut moaning like a bitch in heat.

"You may, nigger," I agreed, as I continued holding her down and Babygirl continued devouring her pussy.
"Thank you, Mistress," she moaned, and then she came a few seconds later, crying out, "Fuck!"

As Pamela came, I ordered Babygirl, "Get me my strap-on from my bag at the door."
"Yes, Mistress," she said, getting up enthusiastically.
"And get yours, too," I added.
"Yes, Mistress!" Babygirl repeated with even more enthusiasm.
"Want to get fucked?" I asked Pamela.
"Yes, please," she said, still trembling from her ongoing orgasm.
When Babygirl returned, we put on the strap-ons and I ordered them both, "Come suck this cock, and get it ready for some fucking."
Both girls quickly came to me, and I face fucked Babygirl, while Pamela licked my pussy from underneath.

After a couple of minutes I wanted to fuck someone, and ordered, "Babygirl, hands and knees. Pamela, straddle her."
"Oh, fun!" Babygirl chortled, as she got into the position ordered.
Once they were in position, I moved behind them, and slid my cock into Babygirl.
"Oooooh, yes, Mistress, fuck this nigger's pussy," Babygirl moaned.
"Fuck my nigger pussy too," Pamela begged, as she wiggled her ass right in front of my face.
"I don't know," I said, as I slowly fucked Babygirl. "You've been quite the bitch to me at school."

"Sorry, Mistress," Pamela apologized. "Being young and black, I felt the need to come off strong and dominant, since I didn't want to be pushed around."
"I get that," I said, realizing how difficult it must have been to replace Mr. King, whom everyone loved, and who'd been the school principal for fifteen years; our staff didn't readily embrace change.
She added, "That's why I submitted so easily to Daddy and Babygirl... I was just so exhausted and spent from putting on a strong front all that time."
"Just like many of your characters," Babygirl added, as I pulled out of her and pushed into Pamela.
"Thank you," Pamela moaned, as I pumped into her.
"Well, now that we know more about each other, anytime you need some stress relief," I said, as I fucked her, "just give me a call."
"You may get a lot of calls from me," she moaned.
"And you may get a lot of cock up that nigger pussy and ass," I responded, our brief moment of slight tenderness over.
"Music to my ears: my nigger holes are always available for you, she declared, as I was still in a bit of shock that Daddy and Babygirl seemed to have quite the harem of playthings.
For the next few minutes I went back and forth between the two pussies, as they moaned and begged for my cock, until I ordered them to shut up and kiss each other.

Eventually my groin began to burn a bit in this position, so I suggested, "Let's double team our new pet."
"Oh yes, Mistress," Babygirl agreed eagerly as I lay down.
"Straddle me, Principal Slut, and lower that shit hole of yours onto this cock," I said. "I've thought you always had a stick up it anyway."
She laughed self-effacingly, "I guess I have acted that way to you," as she stretched briefly and wiggled her leg a bit, before she straddled me and lowered herself onto my plastic erection.
"You've been the poster girl for bitch," I added, as she fully sat down on my cock, easily taking it into her poop chute.
"I'm such a pretentious dumb slut," she admitted, as she was now sitting on my lap.
"Well, shove your dick in her cunt," I told Babygirl as she watched.
"Right, sorry," she said, shaking her head.
"What were you thinking?" I asked.
"Just how hot you are," she answered.
"I hope that's true," I smiled, as she bent down and positioned herself in front of Pamela.
"Oh, it's a hundred percent true," she said.
"Ready for some DP action?" I asked Pamela.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," she nodded, as Babygirl slid her cock inside her, our cocks almost completely perpendicular inside her... which I imagine must have felt fucking amazing.
Babygirl's feet were close to me, and I moved my hands to her soles, so she could get into a good position to fuck her.
"Oh yes," Pamela moaned.
"You like that, slut?" I asked, as I bucked my ass up.
"Oh yes, fuck!" she screamed as I penetrated her even deeper.
Babygirl purred, "I knew you two would get along."
"You mended a broken relationship," I praised her, as we worked together to double team my principal.
"Oh fuck, fuck me," Pamela moaned, as Babygirl leaned in and kissed her.

After a few minutes of this, I decided I wanted someone's tongue on my pussy, so I said, "New position."
They obeyed, and I got out of my strap-on and ordered, "Lay down, Babygirl. Pamela, straddle that cock, and ride it like the bimbo slut you are," as I looked at her nipples with her clamps on them and asked, "What do you think your staff would think if they knew you were such a slut, and even wear nipple clamps?"
"Daddy made me get these," she said, "and ordered me to always wear them."
"Good call," I said, even though that wasn't something I was at all interested in doing to myself. I was a pussy when it came to pain.
"I hoped you'd like them," Babygirl said, as she lay down on the small rug.
"They really bring out the slut in you," I said, as I lowered my pussy onto Babygirl's face and asked her, "Hungry?"
"For this pussy, twenty-four seven," she smiled.
Soon Pamela was bouncing on the cock like the bitch in heat she was, and Babygirl was stimulating my pussy like the gift from the pleasure Goddess she was.


Deciding I wanted to relax, and curious about something I'd seen as a sex position in this game I'm creating pictures for, but haven't really written about, I ordered, as I got off of Babygirl and incidentally prevented Pamela from reaching her second orgasm, "Crawl to the couch, Babygirl, and you may remove the strap-on."
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, as Pamela let out a frustrated sigh.
"Problem, nigger?" I asked sternly.
"No, Mistress," she quickly responded. "Your dumb nigger bimbo slave is just lucky to be allowed to have such pleasure."
"Agreed," I nodded, as I walked to the couch, and watched as my two black slaves crawled behind me.
Once I was on the couch and my legs spread, I ordered, "Eat me as a team, sluts."
"Ohhhhh, I've never done that before," Babygirl said, as she pulled Pamela by the hair so they were both between my legs, and they both began licking, their cheeks pressed against each other.
I always love to get my pussy licked and to have my clit teased.... But two tongues working as a team on my pussy was climactic... literally. In seconds, I was moaning and feeling my orgasm rising inside me... watching their tongues working in unison, adding to the intensity of my experience.

"Oh God, don't stop, niggers, don't you fucking stop," I demanded, as I leaned back and allowed the growing pleasure to rise and rise until my eruption. "Yesssssss!"
They both licked up my cunt cum as it flooded out of me.
Once I was done, we took a break. I went pee... the others fetched us some wine, and we chatted as friendly equals for twenty minutes about life... all completely naked except for our ubiquitous stockings... and that didn't seem strange at all.
I then hopped onto the counter and asked, "Why has no one yet worshipped my nylon-clad feet?"
"That is a very good question," Babygirl said, as she came over to me, stretched a leg impressively high on the counter, took charge of my leg, and began licking my toes.
"Bring that black box closer," I ordered Pamela.
"Yes, Mistress," Pamela said, as she came close to me, and I began rubbing her pussy with my toes.

After a couple of minutes I decided it was time for more lesbian play, so I ordered, "Pamela, let's get your tongue in my white treat."
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed eagerly, as Babygirl backed out of our way, and Pamela lowered herself before me, as I eased my ass to her edge of the counter.
Babygirl went around behind me, hopped onto the counter, and helped with my balance as Pamela began licking.

"You taste so amazing," Pamela moaned, as she got turned on from eating pussy just like I did.
"Get that nigger tongue in my twat," I ordered.
"Suck that pussy, you fucking dumb nigger twit," Babygirl ordered.
Yet another orgasm was rising inside me.

I imagine I would have come soon if Pamela's phone hadn't rung.
"Shit," she sighed. "May I answer it, Mistress? It's my babysitter."
Pamela had a two-year-old, and I nodded reluctantly, but understanding life overrules sex, granted, "Go ahead."
She left the room and I said to Babygirl, "Um, there's a vacancy between my legs."
Babygirl laughed, "You'd better change your neon sign to 'No Vacancy'," as she hopped off the counter and knelt between my legs.
Pamela returned saying, "I'm sorry, but I have to go. Bella has a fever."
"Go look after your baby," I said gently. "We can continue this another time. Probably just the two of us, mostly."
"Hopefully soon," she said.
"Likely very soon, in your office," I smiled, as I waved her off. "Babygirl, I guess it's just the two of us now."
"I can handle that," she smiled, as she leisurely licked my pussy.
"You and I need to spend some alone time every week," I moaned softly, relaxing a little, as I knew I was in for a slow rising orgasm.
"We should schedule it on our calendars," she said.
"Yes, we definitely should," I nodded.
For a few minutes I enjoyed Babygirl's amazing tongue, eventually wrapping my legs around her head as my orgasm rose. I was so consumed, I didn't hear the door to the outside open and close, but I suddenly sensed someone watching us.

"What's this?" a feminine voice demanded a moment later.



I opened my eyes to see LaCresha watching us. Damn, I wasn't expecting this! I knew this was a key moment. Either I took immediate control, or I surrendered control to her by default... and in the blink of an eye, I decided I needed to be in control.
I ordered, as Babygirl's eyes went wide and she started to move away from my pussy, "Keep licking, slut." I spread my legs wide, grabbed her hair, and held her forcefully against my pussy as I turned my head and demanded, "And what are you doing here, little Miss?"
"What am I doing here?" LaCresha cried out, shocked. "This is my family's cabin. What are you doing here?"
"Using your mother as my sex slave," I replied casually. "Isn't that obvious?"
"Mom, stop doing that!" LaCresha ordered, clearly shocked by what she was witnessing. Somehow, rather impressively, Daddy and Babygirl had kept their sex life a secret from their daughter. I wasn't sure what Daddy would want me to do in this situation... as he'd originally made it clear when we began this life and literary adventure, he didn't want her directly involved (he enjoyed incest stories... they both did... but they liked them in fantasy, and they'd never included their daughter in their roleplaying, never even mentioned her), yet here she was, ready or not, and something had to be done about it.
"Nigger, don't you dare stop licking," I demanded, looking at LaCresha with the haughtiest Mistress-like look I could muster.

"Nigger?" LaCresha gasped. "You just called my Mom a nigger?!"
"LaCresha," another voice called out.
"Who's that?" I asked.
"Becka," LaCresha answered.
"Babygirl, is Becka one of yours?" I asked.
"No, Mistress," she admitted.
"Then go and make her one," I ordered. "I need some alone time with your daughter."
"She's mine," LaCresha clarified.
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl nodded, staring her daughter down before walking past her and saying, "Obey Mistress Jasmine, LaCresha. No matter what she tells you to do, just do it!"
"Not going to happen," LaCresha growled, glaring at me.
"Take Becka upstairs," I called out.
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl replied, before leaving me with my legs spread, my cunt dripping, and her daughter staring at me.
"So, here we are at last," I said.
"Could you close your legs?" she asked.
"We both know you want to replace your mother," I said, keeping them wide open.
"Not even remotely," she said coldly, although her not moving away, or trying to take control, told me she was a submissive... although she may not yet know it.
"So, you say Becka is yours. Do you go down on each other?" I asked.
"She goes down on me," LaCresha replied.
"And you never return the favour?" I asked.
"No," she said.
"You don't know what you're missing," I said, "but maybe it's time you found out."
"Maybe it's time you found out," she countered... her play weak... she may have considered herself a Mistress, or in control, but it was obvious she was already being drawn in by me.
"Come here, LaCresha," I ordered.
"I don't think so," she said, crossing her arms, body language for feeling defensive.
"Look, young lady," I said, my tone shifting to my teacher mode, "I've had enough of this charade."
"Excuse me?" she drawled, even though her eyes kept darting between my legs and away again... it was obvious her body was betraying her determination.
"You're just like your mother," I said, not unkindly.
"Fuck you, I'm not at all!" she defiantly shot back.
"Don't swear at me," I scolded. "You're about to get schooled. You're a submissive black girl who craves being a slave to a dominant white woman," I said bluntly.
"No, fuck y..." she began, and I cut her off, my inner dominant taking charge.
"Knees, now," I ordered, knowing the phrase was a powerful aphrodisiac for a natural submissive... even if the occasional reader criticized me for using the phrase too often... but at this moment it was exactly the phrase I needed... 'Patellae, now' wouldn't sound remotely erotic, and most younger women likely wouldn't even know what that meant, and 'Lower yourself to the floor', or 'Crawl to me,' didn't have the same power to instantly establish a hierarchy.
"I don't think..." she began again, rattled by my sudden dominance. As her teacher at school I had a certain authority over her, which she respected or not depending on her mood, but right now I was coming across as more of a jungle cat than a human teacher, and my in-your-face cuntal nudity just added to my perceived ferocity.
"Knees, now, LaCresha," I repeated sternly, pointing to the floor before me.
"Mrs. Walker, I..." she started, clearly not used to being told what to do by a woman, although I'd wager Daddy made her dance to his tune. Not sexually to date, but still.
"Fucking knees... now," I snapped impatiently.
"But you're my teacher," she pointed out, her protest shifting as she tried to reason herself out of this sudden predicament she found herself in.
"Yes, tonight I am indeed your teacher," I agreed, "and I'm going to teach you how to be a good black slave for your white Mistress."
She was wavering... her mind obviously spinning out of control from what was happening.
I continued, "Now get over here, drop to your knees, and look closely at my pretty peach."
She looked back as if her mother was watching her, she hesitated, and then walked over to me, paused again, and finally dropped to her knees.
A major rush coursed through me at seeing this pretty, often defiant, usually bitchy, 18-year-old crawled the last few inches to me. I could finally see and appreciate the other side... inside the mind of a Mistress.
"Good girl," I purred, as she reached me.
"I can't believe this," she said as she looked up at me.
"What?" I asked. "That I can see through your pretentious façade to the natural submissive you really are?"
"That you fuck my Mom," she said, ignoring my assessment.
"And I'll be fucking you soon," I said, before adding, "now eat my cunt, my newest black pet."
"Fuck," she cursed, even as she leaned forward and licked me.
"Good girl," I moaned, as I watched her extend her tongue and begin licking my pussy.
After a couple of licks, I ordered, "Stand up."
This surprised her, but she obeyed.
I grabbed her blouse and ripped it open, buttons flying everywhere. As I'd already been able to tell, she wasn't wearing a bra. "I've wanted to see these big tits for quite some time."
"I bet you have," she said, obviously used to people of both genders worshipping her body.
"Back to your knees, slut," I ordered.
"Maybe you should go to your knees," she retorted, my brief moment of perceived weakness as I complimented her tits giving her a psychological opening... I was still new to this Mistress-ing thing.
I scoffed, "Look, you dumb slut, I'm not one of your eighteen-year-old bimbos, or those girls who are afraid of you. I'm in charge here, and you will fucking do as you're fucking told. Is that fucking clear?"
Her eyes went wide at my sudden roaring in her face... so unlike my teacher persona.
"Now, you dumb fucking slut, or I'll offer this gourmet pussy to your friend Becka instead," I threatened, knowing from experience (of being in her shoes) she'd do almost anything to be back on her knees sampling my sweet pie.
She dropped back down, and wordlessly resumed licking.

"Good girl," I repeated, knowing the psychological power of positive reinforcement when a pet was obedient.
She licked my pussy slowly at first... rather tentatively... obviously she was more of a receiver than a giver.
"You don't eat pussy very much, do you?" I observed.
"You're only the second woman," she said.
"Who was the first?" I asked.
"One of Mom's friends," she admitted.
"Really?" I asked. "White or black?"
"White."
"So, you like white pussy, don't you?" I said, as I combed my fingers through her hair.
"I don't know," she said.
"Yes, you do," I said, having written about so many characters like her... even if the racial profiles were usually reversed. "Like your mother, you're a natural submissive to white pussy."
"Don't."
"Don't what?"
"Don't compare me to my mother," she said.
"Why not?"
"Because I'm not anything like her," she said, as she began licking faster.
"Oh, I disagree," I moaned, "you two are both submissives, you're both hot black bitches, and you can both eat a pussy amazingly well."
"You do taste good," she admitted.
"I know," I moaned, as I enjoyed her hungry tongue and her attack on my clit.

I could have come on her face, but I wanted to remain in control to make certain she understood her place. So I pushed her head away and said, "Follow me."
She went to stand up, so I ordered, "No, crawl."
"This is ridiculous," she said, although she lowered herself back to the floor and crawled behind me... in her own family's cabin... with her mother upstairs... with her friend upstairs... hopefully by now in some sort of lesbian entanglement themselves.
I sat down on the couch and ordered, "Come lie across my lap."
"Excuse me?"
"Fuck," I sighed. "You're as slow a pet as you are a student. I said, come and drape yourself across my fucking lap, for fuck's sake."
"Sorry," she said sheepishly as she approached me.
"Just stop resisting me, and do as you're fucking told," I said. "I'm the teacher, you're the student. Or if that's too confusing for you, I'm your Mistress, and you're my pet, my slave, and my nigger."
"Yes, Mistress," she whispered, her tone dripping with shame as she got into the position instructed.
"Good girl," I said, as I caressed her fine black ass. "But now we have a new topic to address. You've been a very bad girl haven't you?"
"Not really."
"You've bullied more than a few girls... mostly white ones, or Asians or Latinas," I said.
"I guess," she said, and out of the blue, I slapped her ass. Hard!
"You guess?" I questioned.
"Please, no more," she begged.
"How about when you lied to your mother about me?" I asked, as I spanked her again. "You told her I was racist."

"And the way you're treating my Mom and me right now isn't racist?"
"Not at all," I rebutted. "Your mother loves the way I treat her, and she fully supports the way I'm treating you right now. Soon, you too will be thanking me."
There was a long pause while she processed what I'd just said. "Actually, that makes a lot of sense," she admitted. "I'm sorry I told her you were a racist," she apologized.
"Actually, I should thank you for that," I said, adding, "if it weren't for you being such a lying, conniving bitch, I would have never met your mother and..." I paused, not thinking she needed to know about her father being involved.
Another hard spank.
"I'll be a good obedient girl, I promise," she whined, clearly not good at relating to pain.
Just wanting to push her, and not make her ass burn red, I said, "So you'll do whatever I tell you?"
"Yes," she replied quickly.
I'm still unsure whether it was because her inner submissive was finally coming to the surface, or she just didn't want to get spanked anymore, but it didn't really matter, since I wanted to fuck her. I decided to push her submission even further as I ordered, "Back to your knees, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed rather excitedly, finally getting into this discipline.
I stood up and informed her, "My asshole needs a good cleaning."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, having lost that defiant edge, and accepting her new training.
I pulled my ass cheeks wide, and she dove right in, licking my puckered asshole... a major rush coursing through my entire body... another item on my fuck-it list checked off... although not in the way I'd ever imagined.

"How does my asshole taste?" I asked.
"Delicious," she said, not at all humiliated by this humiliating task.
"Good; you'll be doing a lot of asshole eating from now on."
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed, as her tongue probed my backdoor.
I enjoyed the tongue bath for a couple of minutes as I listened for Babygirl... but I couldn't hear anything, and I realized if she failed at controlling Becka, our secret could be outed.
I ordered, "Crawl over to the rug, I need to go check in on your mother and your friend. I assume Becka is a pussy muncher like you?"
LaCresha replied, "Having only eaten two pussies in my entire life including yours, I hardly qualify as a pussy muncher. But yes, Becka is a complete lesbian, who will eat any pussy she's offered."
"In your case, I think it's quality, not quantity of pussy munching, at least for now; you're a natural. And give you a little time, I'm certain you'll build up a very impressive track record. But do you think Becka is eating your mother right now?"
"Likely," she said, her face showing a little disgust at the notion.
"I'll be right back," I said.
I walked up the stairs, opened the door, and smiled as I saw Babygirl sitting on Becka's face. "Having fun?"

"I've wanted to sit on this pretty face for a while," Babygirl said, looking over her shoulder to me.
"Well, sit away, I'll be summoning you back soon."
"How's it going?" she asked.
"The women in your family now have something in common," I smiled. "You're both my nigger pets."
"Mmmmmmm," she smiled, "that's wonderful; please tell her I said so," as I closed the door and returned downstairs.
"Your mother wants you to know she thinks it's wonderful you're my nigger pet. Now stand up," I ordered, as I went back to LaCresha.
She obeyed, calling upstairs, "Thanks, Mom!"
"Let me feel those black titties you love to flaunt," I said, cupping them. "Nice."
"I knew you were a lesbian," she said, as I squeezed her firm, ripe young tits.

"I'm not a lesbian, slut," I said, pinching her nipples. "I like both cock and cunt."
"Okay, but I knew you were checking me out," she corrected herself.
"You're a sweet little submissive slut," I said. "Of course I checked you out."
"How long have you been fucking my Mom?"
"Only a couple of weeks," I said, before adding, "actually it began the same night after you sent your mother to rip a strip off of me."
"I never knew she was submissive," she said. "She's always such a pit bull."
"Pit bulls often make the best subs," I said, as I took her hand and led her closer to the window... enjoying the light. I then gently guided her back to her knees and added, "They just need a bit more training at first."
From her knees, she looked up at me and said, "I can't believe this is happening."
"That you're my new nigger slave?" I asked.
"That you even use that horrible word," she said.
"It most certainly is a horrible word in most situations, unless black people are the ones using it. Yet in this context, it makes your pussy leak, doesn't it?"
"Yes," she admitted, clearly confused why it would.

"Don't worry, LaCresha, I'll help you explore your submissive side, and perhaps even guide you in your journey as a Mistress."
"I can be both?" she asked, little surprised by that.
"I'm both," I shrugged, not mentioning my submissive side to women, I explained, "I'm what's called a switch. I'm dominant to bimbo sluts like you, but also submissive to a man such as my husband, who knows what a woman wants."
"You should meet my Dad," she said.
"Oh?" I asked, as I pointed to my feet.
"He has a very dominant personality," she explained, as she lowered herself to my nylon-clad toes.
"Lick my toes," I ordered, curious what else she might say about her father, but deciding not to push it, where I could possibly out myself about my relationship with him. Daddy could decide for himself how he wanted to deal with LaCresha's insertion into our various roles in this wild, kinky adventure.
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, as she added, "why do I mindlessly obey such demeaning tasks?"
"Because inside the façade of your dominant persona is someone who just wants to let go... to please others... to obey," I explained, which, of course, I was explaining from firsthand experience.
She lay flat on her stomach, lifted up a foot a bit, and licked the top of my toes as if they were a pussy.
"Good girl," I purred. "I think you're going to become a very good slave."
"A nigger slave?" she asked, now seeming to really enjoy that word.
"Yes, a submissive bimbo, cunt-licking, strap-on cock taking, nigger slave," I listed.
"Oh, God," she moaned at the litany of degrading words.
"You're beginning to love being called a nigger, aren't you?" I asked.

"Yes, and it's so wrong," she said, clearly confused by such an inappropriate word, with its history of brutal racism, turning her on.
"And yet you feel compelled to obey me, and your body tingles every time the word is used by either of us," I said.
"Yes. What's wrong with me?" she asked, as she licked each of my toes.
"Nothing at all," I explained, having corresponded with many women who were confused about some kinky fantasy or fetish that turned them on, or men who couldn't understand their desire to cross dress, to be cuckolded, or to suck a cock. "Every person you meet, from people your own age, to teachers and parents, to your grandparents, all have a second side to them... although most don't explore it."
"That's crazy to think."
"Could you have imagined your teacher dominating your mother?" I asked, as I offered her my other foot to service.
"Not in a million years."
"Or that a grandma may enjoy a cock in her ass?"
"Oh my God," she said. "I can't possibly imagine that."
"Trust me, every woman you know has a kink she'd like to explore, whether it's taking it in the ass, getting triple teamed, fucking a guy with a strap-on, giving or receiving golden showers, getting fisted, getting gangbanged, or even dominating an 18-year-old black bitch," I listed, refraining from adding the racial fetishes like taking a BBC...
"I guess you're right about that," she said, adding, "all my friends are kinky bitches."
"That kinkiness doesn't go away when you get older," I said, before adding, "although because of society's façade of social respectability, most people don't explore their kinks... which is really sad. You only live once."



"This is a lot to take in all at once."
"Yeah, enough sexual philosophy," I agreed, as I walked over and put on a strap-on. "Let's fuck your black box."
"Shit, I still can't believe how nasty you are, Mrs. Walker."
"Like I said, appearances are deceiving," I said, as I walked over to a wall and leaned against it. "How many kids in your senior class could possibly imagine me wearing a strap-on, or you being a submissive nigger slut willing to do anything her white teacher says, while I also happen to own your mother as a willing pet?"
"Not a soul," she said, crawling to me.
"I assume you suck Joey's cock?" I said, knowing she was dating one of the basketball stars.
"Sometimes," she said as she reached me.
"Then you probably know what you're doing. Get this cock nice and ready for that black cunt of yours," I said.
"You white people and the word cunt," she said, as she took it in her mouth.
"Right, your Dad says blacks never use that word," I said, and then realized my blunder.
She stopped with my cock halfway in her mouth. She backed off and asked, "My Dad? You know my Dad, and you've talked about cunts with him?"
"We've chatted," I said, trying to conceal my sudden nervousness, looking down at her.
"Then he must know about you and Mom?" she asked, trying to parse the truth behind my oops.
"Yeah," I nodded, not adding that he might be watching me fuck her right now, if he had the cameras turned on... which I assumed he did.
"And he's okay with it?" she asked.
Figuring I'd already let it slip, I added, "Yeah, so long as he gets some white pussy."
"Dad has fucked you?" she asked, even though by now it was obvious he had.
"Your mother and father can explain their sex life to you later," I said, cursing myself for letting so much slip. But it was undeniable that she'd walked on her mother eating my pussy. And once that cat was out of the bag, everything else was just details.
"Don't worry, I'll be asking," she said, as thankfully she let it go, and resumed sucking my cock.
"You look fucking hot with my cock in your mouth," I said, as she bobbed and I watched... giving myself a moment to enjoy this sexy interlude, and to revel that I had the arrogant LaCresha on her knees, willingly obeying me.

After a couple of minutes she was easily deep throating my entire cock... which was pretty impressive... and I just leaned back and enjoyed watching her on her knees willingly serving as my submissive slut.

Eventually I wanted to fuck her... who wouldn't?
So I ordered, "Go kneel on the rug there on all fours. It's time to fuck that nigger twat."
She smiled as she moved into position, "Twat. That's a new one."
Once she was in position, I moved behind her and slid inside her twat... pussy... cunt... vertical smile... whatever.
"Ohhhh," she moaned.
"Do you like getting fucked by your white teacher?"
"Yes," she moaned, as I slowly fucked her.

"Imagine getting bent over my desk at school and pounded there."
"Oh God, you're such a dirty teacher," she moaned as she began grinding her ass back to meet my strokes.
"If you want to do the work, go ahead and fuck yourself, bimbo," I ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," she said, moaning, "I've never let anyone call me names."

"But you're letting me, aren't you, slut-muffin?" I watched as she began to fuck herself on my cock.
"Yes," she admitted.
"Because you're my nigger bimbo cunt-licking, cock-taking slave," I listed.
"Yes," she moaned, her body noticeably trembling as I called her those names.
"It turns you on to accept you're just another black pet for a white woman, doesn't it?"
"Yes," she moaned, although I could tell she was frustrated about that truth.
"Don't worry," I said. "You can still be the strong black girl you are at school, and among your friends. I won't out you to anyone that you're my nigger slut. Except to your mother and Becka of course, since they can't help knowing already."
"Thank you," she moaned, as she bounced back faster and harder on my cock.
"But that pretty mouth, this wet cunt, and your tight black asshole, are all mine to use whenever I want to," I said, as I roughly pushed her to the rug and resumed control of the fucking.
"Oh my God yes, fuck your nigger, fuck your slutty bitch slave," she begged, as she obviously got aroused by being dominated... maybe she was even more of a submissive than she knew.
I put my hand on her head, and fucked her like the lustful little slut I'd awakened her into.
"Oh yes, I'll be pounding this pussy regularly," I said, as I slammed into her.
"Oh yes, do, give it to me," she moaned, getting off on the rough treatment.

"You like it rough, slut?"
"Yes, I love it," she said, moaning louder. "Just use me."
I drilled her for a couple more minutes before I pulled out, and trying to be like Daddy, and knowing LaCresha would be very flexible, I pulled her into a weird vertical position and buried my face in her excessively wet pussy.

"Oh yes, Mistress, eat my nigger pussy," she moaned, as I lapped up her sweet taste that had been evoked by my rough fucking.
"You taste damn good," I said, recalling I was doing some research for my writing, and concluding that blood relatives do indeed have similar tasting pussies.
"So I've been told," she moaned.

"And you're so fucking wet," I said.
"You've made me into a drenched whore," she moaned, as my tongue explored her pussy... temptingly teasing her, but not exerting enough pressure to get her off. She was my sexual yoyo, and I was going to play with her for a while yet.
"Oh, we're just getting started," I hinted, as I moved my tongue to her asshole. "There is still one more hole of yours to explore."
"Oh, God," she moaned, as I bathed her asshole with wetness.
"Want your asshole fucked?" I asked.
"Shit, you're a real nasty bitch," she said.
"Oh, you're the one about to get the stick that's usually up your ass replaced with a dick," I said, as I lowered her back to the floor, and after going and getting a drink of water, realizing this was a better workout than at any gym, I moved behind her and asked, "Ready to become my nigger ass slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," she said, offering me her amazing black ass. "Slam that cock in my nigger asshole."
"Fuck, you're a nasty nigger," I said approvingly, as I positioned my cock at her puckered asshole.
"Just slam it in," she said. "Zeke pounds it all the time, and he's got ten inches."
"Does he really?" I asked, as I pondered what his black cock would feel like, and not having known she was dating one of our basketball stars.
"Yep. I didn't believe him, so we measured it. He'd fuck the shit out of you."
"I didn't know you two were dating."
"We're not. Just fucking."
"I see," I said, as I slid my cock into her ass. And she was right, it put up hardly any resistance.

"Oh yes," she moaned.
"You look so hot with my dick in your ass," I said, as it disappeared into her black booty.
"Oh fuck, slide that big dick up my shit hole," she moaned, getting nasty, just like I knew she would.

Then over the course of a few minutes, I ass fucked her, or soon she was ass fucking herself, as she rode my cock for a few minutes... really bouncing on it, and taking it as deep as it could humanly go.

Even showing off her cheerleader flexibility:

Yet, I still didn't let her come.
I got out of my harness, and ordered her onto her back, where I sat on her face.

After a minute, I wanted to look down and watch her eat my pussy, so I repositioned myself.


"I love your cunt, Mistress," she said, lapping away hungrily.
"Cunt, black girl?" I smiled, as I grabbed her arms and looked down at her.
"You're a bad influence on me," she smiled.
"I have that ability," I smiled, as I began to grind my pussy on her face... my orgasm rising.

After three or four minutes I was about to cum, and I ordered, loving watching her hungrily looking up at me as she lapped away, keeping her eyes open, which was rare in my experience, "Suck that cunt, slut, I want you to drink all my cum."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she attached her lips to my pussy like a suction cup, and drank all the cum that flooded into her mouth just a few seconds later.

"Yessssssss!" I moaned, "you're going to make an excellent teacher's pet."
Once my orgasm was done, I got off her and asked, "Ready to make your pet into my pet? She can still be your pet, but I want to use her as well. Maybe sometimes we can share her."
"Sounds good to me, but I can't imagine what she's thinking," she said. Then added, "Is my Mom really using her?"
"She was sitting on her face when I last checked," I said.
"That's just unreal," LaCresha said, shaking her head.
"Your mother is a sexual being, just like you are," I pointed out. "Actually, she's a sexual juggernaut with a ferocious appetite."
"That's kind of cool, and yet gross," she said, as I stood up and stretched.
"So, do you have a few pets?" I asked.
"Yeah," she nodded.
"Cool," I said, considering asking who they were, but figuring I should get Babygirl and Becka down here. "Come here and lick me slowly."
"You're insatiable," she said, as she crawled to me and began licking again.
I called out, "Babygirl and Becka, come down here."
LaCresha asked, "You're not going to let my mother see me like this?"
"Actually, that's exactly what I'm going to do," I said. "Keep licking until I tell you to stop."
Babygirl and Becka came downstairs, and Becka gasped, not having seen me earlier, and she'd had a pussy covering her face when I checked in on them, "Mrs. Walker? Is that you?"

"Yes, it is I. Knees, Becka," I ordered.
"No way," Becka said, not in disobedience but disbelief, as she obeyed.
"Ready to become my submissive teenage pet?" I asked.
"Fuck, yeah," she said, crawling to me.
Babygirl's phone rang, "It's Chris." I realized she wouldn't normally call him Daddy around her daughter or LaCresha's friends. Although going forward, who knew?
"Go answer it, slut," I ordered, letting Becka know who was at the top of this hierarchy.
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, confirming her status.
"So, let's train you two black sluts," I said, as I looked at Becka in her fishnets... I hate fishnets... they aren't silky sheer or sexy... just slutty.
"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha said. "My nigger slut will do anything you tell her to, won't you?"
"Yes," Becka said, her tone clearly expressing 'is this really happening?'
"On all fours, Becka," I ordered.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker," she obeyed.
"It's Mistress," LaCresha corrected.
"Sorry; yes, Mistress," she said.
"LaCresha, climb on top of Becka and lie on her back," I ordered.
"Interesting," she said, as I helped her get into position, as I had a wicked idea.
"Ever been fisted?" I asked.
"Oh my," LaCresha said, looking up at me.
"Fisted?" Becka asked.
"Shut up, slut," LaCresha ordered. "You just had sex with my Mom."
"I had no...."
"I said to fucking shut up," LaCresha snapped.
I moved my fists to both of their black cunts and said, "Ready to be fist fucked, sluts?"
"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha said and then added, "Answer her, you dumb fucking bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," Becka quickly added, clearly unsure of when to talk and when not to.
"Good sluts," I purred, as I rubbed my fingers in and out of each girl's pussy.
"Just shove your fists in our nigger cunts, Mistress," LaCresha moaned.
"Yes, Mistress, fist fuck me," Becka added.
"Did I fucking say you could speak?" LaCresha roared.
Becka was speechless.
"Did I?"
"No ma'am."
"Only speak if you're asked a question, is that clear?"
"Yes."
"I'm so sorry, she fucking needs some serious training," LaCresha sighed.
"She'll understand her place soon," I said, as I pushed both of my hands into their wet pussies.
"Oooooooooh," LaCresha moaned, as my fist slid inside her pussy.
"Oh, God," Becka gasped, as my fist filled her as well.
"Fist fuck us, Mistress," LaCresha moaned.
"I'm doing so," I smiled, as I slowly moved my arms in and out.
"Oh fuck, I'm so full," LaCresha moaned.


"Holy shit," Babygirl said as she returned.
"How is your husband?" I asked, curious to know how he wanted to play this.
"He said I can stay here as long as I want."
"Good," I nodded. "Get your strap-on back on."
"Okay," she said, giving me a look, and then a pointed one to her daughter.
Understanding, I nodded and mouthed, 'Just Becka.'
She grabbed her strap-on, and wanting to let all three of them understand who was in charge, I ordered, once Babygirl had her strap-on on too, "All three of you onto all fours next to each other."
"Yes, Mistress," all three said almost in perfect unison, as I assisted LaCresha off of Becka.
Soon all three were adjacent to each other and I said, "Time for some anal training," as I admired all three of these amazing black asses bent over, just for me.
"Fuck my ass first," LaCresha said.
"Oh, you'll get your turn, but I think I'll begin with your mother," I said, as I went behind her.
"Oh yes, Mistress, show my daughter and her bitch what kind of ass slut I am for you," Babygirl said, glancing at her daughter.
I moved behind Babygirl and slid into her asshole.
"Oh yes, fuck my black shithole," Babygirl moaned.
.

Ten deep slow strokes, and I advanced to LaCresha.
"Give me that cock up my ass in front of my slut mother," LaCresha said, as I moved my cock to her asshole.
"Respect your mother, you dumb slut," I scolded, spanking her ass with my cock.
"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha apologized. "I'm sorry, Mom."

Ten slow strokes later, and I progressed to the still clearly bewildered Becka, and slid into her ass as LaCresha said, "Drill my slut's asshole."

Ten hard strokes in Babygirl.
Ten hard strokes in LaCresha.

Ten hard strokes in Becka.

Then fifteen strokes in each of them.

I then ordered, "Babygirl, ass fuck your new plaything."
"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, pulling Becka up and leading her to the wall.
"Your mother is like a chameleon, able to shift from submissive to dominant and back again with a mere thought," I explained to LaCresha, as Babygirl roughly slid her cock into her newest pet.
"It's crazy to see," she replied, as she watched from her knees.
"It's also pretty fucking hot," I added, as Babygirl pounded Becka, placing her hands over the girl's mouth.
"You want to be a dirty slut for my daughter, you'll be a dirty slut for me," Babygirl asserted, really drilling Becka's asshole.
"Whatever you say, Mistress," Becka agreed with a loud moan.

"She's my mother; I shouldn't find this hot," LaCresha said, her eyes glued to the scene of her mother ass fucking her friend.
"But?" I asked.
"But I can't take my eyes off of her."
"She is a beautiful sight," I agreed, as we just watched for a couple of minutes.
Then Babygirl and I simply fucked our respective teenage sluts.

We had them fuck themselves to orgasm on our rods.

We finished the lengthy marathon session that had begun with my principal and ended with two teenagers, by sitting on their faces for one final orgasm each.




As they licked, I said, "So I think in spite of our intentions, your daughter knows about us."
"I think she may."
"She has the same nasty tongue as you do," I said.
"Like mother, like daughter," she moaned.
"Do you mind if I use her at school whenever I need a face to sit on?"
"Be my guest," Babygirl said. "Do you mind if I use this sexy new slut whenever I need a quick orgasm?"
"You're the one who turned her; she's all yours," I said. "If I want to use her, I think I should ask your permission."
"Thank you, Mistress," Babygirl said, as we both quit talking to get ourselves off.
"Faster, slut," I ordered.
"Get that tongue up my pussy," Babygirl ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," they both replied between licks, before we both eventually came a couple minutes later.

Afterwards, we lay on the floor and LaCresha said, now looking at Becka, "Sorry for being such a bitch."
"No worries, this has been crazy."
"What happens when your faces are in our cunts or our cocks are in your holes, stays with your faces in our cunts and our cocks in your holes," I stressed, not sure my revision of the Vegas slogan came out the way I'd thought it would.
"I won't tell a soul," Becka said.
"Me neither," LaCresha said, before adding, "no one would believe it anyway."
I smiled at Babygirl, "So the girls weren't part of the original task, were they?"
"No not at all."
"Serendipity," I shrugged.
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Fátima and Mitch first encountered each other in a casino during a high stakes poker tournament. Mitch had been divorced for a few years, and although he'd been on a few dates and had fucked a couple of women since, he'd never been in a relationship that was remotely serious.
Then he met Fátima.
All throughout the poker game, he couldn't take her eyes off of her, nor her him... although he wasn't sure if it was because she was interested in him, or because she was playing him...it wouldn't be the first time flirtation had been employed as a tactic in a poker match.
Neither of them had spoken a word to each other during the game, although there were a plethora of almost undetectable facial expressions speaking far more than words... until Fátima won the tournament.
Not being a sore loser, and curious to know more about this gorgeous Latina, he'd offered to buy her a drink. Mitch had always had a thing for big-bootied women... at least ever since he'd divorced his white as white, flat assed, hoity toity ex. They'd only married because she got pregnant with their son Kyle, and they'd stayed together for about fifteen years because the sex was great. But it wasn't love, and eventually it wasn't enough.
Fátima accepted the drink, and they chatted.
Eventually Fátima invited him up to her room for a nightcap.
Fátima seemed a perfect fit for him: she was at least as accomplished at poker as he was, and he was no slouch; she had amazingly big tits; she was wearing nylons, a fetish of his, something few women wore anymore; she had an amazing big booty; and to top it off, she just seemed so warm and genuine.
They chatted about wine (they both loved a good cabernet), his divorce a few years ago, their careers, and then after some kissing and gentle petting, Fátima decided to reveal her core truth.
"There's something about me you should know," she said, really turned on by this sexy, strong man, but needing him to know who... and what... she was before things became too intimate and potentially complicated.
"What is it?" Mitch asked, hoping she wasn't married. He hadn't felt a connection like this in years!
"I wasn't born a woman," she revealed, knowing this fact was often an immediate deal breaker in a fresh relationship... although it hadn't been problematic for one night encounters, where some men and women were intrigued to see a shemale up close, to suck her cock, and to get fucked or to fuck her. But she sensed something special in Mitch... something real... and she hoped he would feel the same. They say love at first sight is a myth, yet there was just something about this man that was getting her heart all flustered, and of course, her cock hard.
"Oh," Mitch said, processing. This revelation was a surprise, but not a deal breaker, since he'd always had a thing for shemale porn (if a shemale was what she was), although he'd never fathomed meeting one in real life. There was just something so exotically intriguing about a woman with a dick.
"And now I'm a transsexual," she continued.
"So you have a penis?" Mitch asked.
"I do, but we needn't be so formal; in the vernacular, I'm 'A Chick with a Dick'," she replied, a little relieved he hadn't immediately gotten up and left. He hadn't overreacted. He hadn't freaked out. Although he did seem to be taking a little while to process the information, which was fair enough.
"Understood. But you're otherwise female?"
"Yes," she nodded.
He placed his hand on her nylon-clad leg. "Thanks for trusting me enough to tell me this right up front."
"You're welcome. You appear to be taking it fairly well."
"I am. And your legs are amazing," he complimented her.
"Thanks," she said, her cock hardening at his touch.
"But one thing that still might be a deal breaker: I expect my woman always to wear nylons," he said as he reached his hand under her dress, and daringly squeezed her cock.
"Then I'm your girl, because I love wearing nylons," she moaned, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her at the possibility this night could lead to something special.
"Wow, what a wonderfully huge cock!" he said.
"Everything about me is big," she said as he rubbed her cock through her pantyhose and panties.
"May I see it?" he asked, curious to see her cock. He wasn't gay, actually he was pretty much the prototype for an alpha male, but a cock on a woman intrigued him.
"Sure," she said, standing up and lifting her dress... knowing her nine-and-a-half-inch cock awed most people.
"Fuck," he said, as he pulled her pantyhose and panties down, and stared at her mammoth cock.
"May I see yours?" she asked, hoping he had a nice cock too, and somehow knowing he did.
"Sure," he said, standing up, and then didn't need to take any further action except for watching, as she dropped to her knees, pulled down his pants, and unveiled his seven-inch curved cock. It wasn't as large as hers, but the curve of his cock always drove women wild.
"What a great cock!" she enthused as she stroked it, loving the pronounced curve, which she knew would feel amazing slamming asymmetrically into her backdoor.
"Go ahead sexy, suck my cock," he ordered, his natural alpha male persona leaping to the fore, and correctly reading Fátima's natural submissiveness. "Get it nice and wet, so I can fuck you."
"You want to fuck me?" she asked sultrily as she stroked his cock.
"Certainly. I already know I want to do everything with you," he said, as he slid his cock between her pretty pink lips.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she began sucking his cock. She was an amazing cock sucker... having been sucking dick since she was eighteen, even before she began her transition. She'd get all dolled up, go to a gloryhole in town, and suck cock after cock after cock, without anyone guessing she was still a guy.
"Fuck yes," Mitch moaned as she deep throated his cock, something very few women could do, or would even attempt to do.
"Mmmmmm," she repeated, her cock always rock hard whenever she was sucking someone else's. She loved getting fucked and she enjoyed doing the fucking, but nothing stimulated her more than being on her knees sucking a cock... and this was a great cock!
Mitch had never been with a shemale, but he'd fucked a few guys. During the last few years when he needed to get laid or get head, he'd found back when Craigslist was still a thing it was easy to have a guy invite him over to get sucked, or he might even arrive to find the guy already bent over on his bed, ass up, already lubed and waiting to be fucked.
But a woman with a dick was very intriguing and particularly erotic, and although he didn't think he'd ever want to get fucked, the idea of sucking Fátima was rather captivating.
"Shit, I need to fuck you right now," he said (we're back to their first night together), not wishing to blow his load too quickly, even though she had an amazing mouth.
"Just take me," she said, as he led her to a window overlooking the city. "You'll find some lube in my suitcase."
Mitch went to her suitcase, found the lube as well as seeing some sexy lingerie, and returned to her. He lubed his cock while she climbed out of her dress, unclasped her bra, and slipped out of her pantyhose and panties.
"Wow, what an impressive pair of tits," he admired.
"40DDs," she said, cupping them for him.
"You're so beautiful," he said, admiring her body... her wide hips, her big tits, and her huge cock. Somehow her overall package came together in a way that wouldn't make much sense if you tried to explain why it worked.
"Why are you still dressed?" she asked, as she vamped over and unbuttoned his shirt. She then rubbed her hands down his chest as she knelt down to help him out of his pants and socks.
"Lean against the window," he ordered, being a bit of an exhibitionist.
"Mmmmmmm," she said, as she leaned over and offered him her big ass.
"Fuck, what an ass," he said, as he squeezed her big butt.
"Wait until you're inside it," she purred, knowing her ass was naturally tight, but she was able to tighten it further, to milk a cock like no ordinary woman could ever manage.
"You're one sexy woman," he said as he positioned his cock at her ass/pussy.
"Just slide it in, baby," she said, "I want to feel that big cock inside me."
"As you wish," he said, as he pushed forward and slid his cock inside her.
"Oh, yes," she moaned, as his dick filled her. She'd sucked some cock recently, and had even fucked a pretty hotel maid, but she hadn't been fucked in weeks. It felt so good, and it made her cock twitch.
"Such a tight pussy," he moaned, treating her as all woman.
"Such a big cock," she moaned, as he leaned against her, pushing her tits against the window glass as he began really fucking her. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard!"
Mitch and his ex-wife had lasted so long not because of love, not even because they had a son, no, the truth was that Julie loved his cock, loved how hard he fucked her and his dominant persona in the bedroom... which almost overcame the drawback that he was only a plumber... so eventually she needed to rejoin her own uppity friends.
Over the next few minutes Mitch slammed into this new hot woman, whispering into her ear how beautiful she was, how much he loved fucking her, and as her moans increased, he reached around and stroked her cock while he fucked her... causing her to explode a load all over the inside of the window.
Seconds later Mitch warned her he was about to come, and Fátima begged him to fill her pussy right up, which he gladly did.
They spent the night together asleep... but also cuddling very affectionately.
In the morning Mitch sucked a cock for the first time... loving the sound of her moans... before he fucked her again in a marathon morning session.
After that, they were inseparable.
Fátima loved that she'd finally met a man who invariably treated her like a lady whenever appropriate, but also fucked her like a whore... it was the combo she'd always longed for.
Mitch loved her beauty, her personality and her body (cock and all).
Two years later they were married.
Kyle was happy for his father, and was his best man at the wedding.
Then one day Mitch sat down with his son for an earnest chat.
Kyle's father shared with him the complete truth about Fátima. Kyle was surprised, since except in porn he'd never before knowingly encountered a shemale. The idea of a woman with a cock intrigued Kyle, who jerked off to almost every variety of porn: lesbian, group, interracial, shemale, mind control, and even gay. He didn't see himself as gay at all, he just loved to watch people getting off.
Her always wearing nylons also turned Kyle on, since just like his dad, he had a nylon fetish... a trait he'd learned they shared when they had a long talk about the birds and the bees back. What he didn't know even now was that Fátima wore them partly because she liked them and the way they showcased her feet and legs so well, but also because her dominant man expected her to wear them at all times. And the pantyhose she'd once worn were a relic of the past; only garter-belt and stockings or thigh high stockings were allowed, since as Mitch put it, "I expect quick access to my hot lady's pussy at all times."
He'd reinforced that demand by fucking her in a wide range of locales since their first encounter, including twice on planes, a few times in Ubers, in more than one bathroom stall (sometimes in posh locations, but also in sleazy ones), in a busy park (not right out in the open of course, but that small grove of trees wasn't all that concealing), at a nude beach (right out in the open that time, with about a dozen people watching), on the occasion of the wedding of her niece, and more. They loved each other, and they still fucked as frequently and with as much enthusiasm as if they'd just met. Their fire was still burning with hot flames.
Kyle's only problem with Fátima was she acted as if she were his actual mother, but much more sternly. His real mom paid her maid to clean up after him, but whenever he was at his dad's, she refused to clean up after him or take any shit from him. He was pretty sure that was because of her masculine side.
Kyle and his dad loved watching NASCAR, and while Fátima would pamper his dad, fetch him beers and clean up after him, she wouldn't do that for Kyle. Which annoyed the hell out of him. Kyle recognized he was a bit, perhaps a lot, spoiled, but he'd take pains to point out Fátima's double standard even while he admired her sexy legs... still in awe she'd once been a man.
His dad would always counter with, "Hey, she's MY wife, not yours. If you want a beautiful woman to wait on you hand and foot, find your own wife. But until then, you'll do whatever she says while you're living in our house."
Fátima would always say, "Thanks, honey," while bending over to kiss him, allowing her skirt to rise up enough to showcase her entire stockings... she'd long ago learned the power of being sexy, and teasing her stepson was fun.
Of course Kyle knew better than to challenge his father, so he let it go... but it still annoyed him.
Kyle arrived one day to watch NASCAR with his dad, and was surprised when only Fátima was home.
She said in her sexy voice (it was the only one she had), "I'm sorry sweetie, but your father is attending a bachelor party tonight, and he won't be back until very late, or maybe even tomorrow."
Kyle sighed; he didn't really want to spend his time here with Fátima telling him what to do, but his dad's eighty-inch television was way better than any of his mom's six televisions (in this case size mattered), "Is it okay if I hang out here anyway and watch the race?"
"Sure," Fátima agreed, "just pick up after yourself."
"Yes Mom," Kyle said in a very sarcastic tone.
Fátima didn't respond. Instead, she left him alone and went to finish the laundry.
Kyle watched the race, but Fátima's big tits and her sexy nylon legs had him horny, so he pulled out his phone and pulled up some shemale porn. He hadn't seen her in an hour, so he assumed she'd gone shopping, or was taking a nap or whatever.
He was in mid-stroke, watching a shemale getting railed by another shemale, when he heard her startled voice, "What the fuck, Kyle?"
"Calm down," he replied arrogantly, not really caring what she thought. "Everyone does it."
"But not where other people can see. I'm going to need you to leave my house right now!" Fátima barked, as she took note of his impressive, even larger than his dad's, cock.
Kyle wanted to make his point, and right now not stuck with his dad defending her said, while still openly stroking his cock, "First of all, this is my father's house. Second, this is my house too."
"Get the hell out before I call your father," Fátima said, "he won't be happy about coming home to deal with you, but he'll do it for me, and take it out on you. Is that what you want?" She was pissed he'd disrespect her like this. She'd been treated poorly by almost everyone during her entire life because of who she was, but in Mitch she'd finally found a man who respected her (except while they were having sex, which definitely wasn't an issue), and treated her like a princess.
Kyle, who knew his big dick usually made women swoon, it was kind of the male equivalent of having big tits, since it gave you an automatic advantage, stood up but didn't bother to pull his pants up as he said, "Look, babe. You're acting like a real bitch right now."
"Did you just call me a bitch?" she asked, stunned by this blatant disrespect. There'd always been some tension between them, and she knew his mother hated her, but this arrogance was a totally unexpected extreme even for him.
Kyle, seeing she was rattled, and knowing most women couldn't resist his big cock, said smugly, "I think you just need to get laid. Don't think I didn't notice you checking out my big cock."
Fátima knew exactly the game Kyle was playing. Yes, he had a big cock. Yes, it was quite impressive. But she'd seen big dicks before... and of course hers was bigger than his. She scoffed, "Trust me, I get laid as much as I could ever need by your father. He's more of a man than you'll ever be!"
Kyle had met resistance before; for instance he recalled how Mrs. Walker had recently denied interest in his cock for several days before she'd finally broken down, bent over her desk and begged him to shove it into her married pussy. So he remained confident as he reminded her of his point. "So you claim. Nevertheless, you were definitely checking out my cock."
Fátima was getting pissed off and really needed to put this man-bitch in his place. "Your cock? Huh! Hell, my cock is bigger than that tiny thing you're waving around. I should fuck you and make you my bitch!"
"Sure it is," he scoffed, assuming any guy who wanted to become a girl would have a pathetic mini-dick. "Please, I could fuck you into next week."
"Is that right?" Fátima demanded, heading towards him.
Kyle, sensing he'd won since she was coming to him, nodded, "Yeah, that's right, I'm a beast between the sheets."
"I'm sure you think you are," she said, knowing that no young inexperienced man could properly satisfy a woman.
"I've never had any complaints," he said, as she now stood directly in front of him.
"Care to make a wager, mister well-hung complaint-free man?" she asked, her tone subtly sarcastic.
"Maybe. What kind of wager?"
"You want to fuck me, right?" she asked, knowing that almost every guy wanted to fuck a shemale... for a variety of reasons, but one of them being a shemale was an intriguing curiosity.
"Fuck yeah," he blustered like the nineteen-year-old novice he was.
Playing him like a fiddle, she said, "You'd be very sorry if you tried. You couldn't last five minutes fucking this juicy, 'bootyful' Latina ass."
"Wrong. I can go all night," Kyle assured her, having a very quick reload time, a blessing of his youth.
"Perhaps," Fátima continued reeling him in, smiling sexily, "but are you willing to bet your sweet virgin ass on it?"
"What?" Kyle asked, surprised by the question, yet feeling confident he could win any bet, "I might. What are the terms?"
"Simple," Fátima said, as she reached out for his dick and stroked it slowly. "If you can last five minutes, I'll let you fuck me. But if you can't, then I get to fuck you."
"Exactly what am I supposed to last five minutes at doing?" he asked, desperately wanting to fuck her... just to pound the living shit out of her... to put the uppity bitch in her fucking place.
Fátima thought he'd back down once her deal was offered, but suggested it anyway. "We'll have five one-minute rounds. One of us will suck the other's cock for one minute, then stop. Then the second one will suck the first one's cock for one minute and stop. Whoever cums first loses. Then the winner claims their prize right here, right now. No condoms, just lube and raw anal fucking. What do you say sport, are you game?"
"I've never sucked a cock before, but I'll get you off all right," Kyle said, so focused on this chance of fucking her, he was willing to suck her cock. Secretly having watched a lot more shemale porn since discovering his dad had married one, the idea of sucking a shemale had entered his mind on more than one occasion. He didn't tell her that of course, but said instead, "So yes, I'm game. I just hope you're well rested, because I'm about to hate-fuck you so hard!"



Fátima asked, giving Kyle a chance to back out, "Kyle, are you sure you want to do this? Keep in mind that I'm not only older than you, but I've been sucking cock for years, and I'm damn good at it. Maybe as a rookie, you should rethink this."
Kyle, focused on the prize of fucking her, and the overconfidence from his brief period of sexual conquests, and spurred on from adrenaline and horniness, he shrugged, "Nope, I'm ready for you."
"Okay, but don't say I didn't warn you," she said, as she grabbed her phone. "I'll set the timer. Do you want to suck first, or me?"
"You suck first," Kyle said, dying to feel her lips wrapped around his cock. She had such beautiful made-to-suck-cock lips.
"Okay sucker, you're going to regret this," Fátima said, knowing she'd be winning this bet.
"I doubt it," Kyle said, equally confident but totally inexperienced. "Start sucking," he ordered, snapping his fingers and pointing to his eight-inch cock.
Fátima dropped before him, pressed Start on her phone, and began sucking his impressively fat cock.
"Oh, there you go," he moaned, as he watched his dad's wife sucking his cock.
Fátima had gotten guys off within a minute, but this time she didn't use any of her advanced cock sucking techniques... she just sucked... planning to make this contest last a few minutes... long enough to enjoy his mouth, while she pushed him to the brink.
When the minute was up, she stood up and raised her dress to reveal her nine-and-a-half-inch monster.
"Holy fuck!" he gasped, having not remotely expected a dick even half this size.
Fátima never got tired of seeing the stunned look on a guy or girl's face when she first unleashed her massive, fat cock. She ordered, reveling in the power of her big cock, "Wrap those lips around my big fat cock."
Kyle stared at the cock in awe. He couldn't believe his stepmom could possibly have such a big dick. He repeated, "Fuck, you're huge!"
"Yeah, yeah, I know," she said, "now get sucking. If you concede I'll fuck your ass, so now that you're committed, you may as well give this contest your best shot!"
Kyle couldn't believe what his big mouth and smug attitude had gotten him into! Yet he would never welsh on a bet or back out of a dare he'd already committed to, so he opened his mouth and took her cock in... plus, he was curious what this experience would be like... very, very curious.
"There you go," Fátima said as she watched him suck her... very awkwardly. This was obviously his first time sucking.
Kyle couldn't believe he was sucking a cock! It had started as a means to an end... a step towards getting his dick into his stepmom's back end. Yet while he sucked, only getting something like three inches into his mouth, his cock was... totally unexpectedly... raging!
The timer beeped.
Fátima pulled out and said, "I hope you can seriously improve on that first effort, or you'll lose for sure."
"I'm just getting started," Kyle said, taking the challenge between his teeth (if that makes sense).
Fátima returned to her knees and took her stepson's cock back in her mouth for the second time. She sucked for another minute, still just toying with him. Truth was, Mitch had fucked her raw and to multiple orgasms this morning before he left... she'd taken a load in her ass and another in her mouth, while spewing her first load all over the sheets, and her second one into Mitch's excellent mouth... he'd become a great cock sucker in the last few years. So she wouldn't be coming anytime soon, and this contest was even more one-sided than it appeared.
Kyle enjoyed another minute-long blow job before the timer buzzed.
He dropped to his knees and took her cock back into his mouth, this second time while cupping her balls, since that helped him to come.
Fátima enjoyed the novice blow job, not that he was any good, but it felt good to put the cocky kid in his place.
Kyle bobbed rapidly, although still not coming close to taking even half of her cock in his mouth.
The timer buzzed, and Fátima sucked again, this third time using the excessive saliva trick to create an amazingly effective whirlwind blow job.
"Fuck," Kyle groaned involuntarily; whatever she was doing felt really amazing.
Fátima knew she could get him off within this minute if she chose to, but instead she sucked him slowly... wanting to really enjoy this conquest.
The minute was up and Kyle resumed sucking, doing his best to get more of her huge cock into his mouth. This time he stroked his hand up and down her nylon leg, although it was more for his enjoyment than hers... and she smiled, knowing her victory was inevitable.
His third minute up and Kyle, worried he may lose, decided to at least try to see those huge tits she framed so wonderfully in her tight dresses. They were 40DDs... he knew this because he'd checked her underwear drawer one day... he also knew she only wore thongs, and judging by how few of them she owned, not often, even though she had lots of sheer nylons. He asked, "Let me see those big tits of yours?"
"These tits?" she asked flirtatiously, cupping them over her dress.
"Yeah, show them to me," he said.
"I'm not certain a boy like you can handle tits like these," she said, since her tits were another highlight of her amazing collection of assets.
"Oh, I can handle them all right," he bragged, dying to see her huge knockers.
"So do you want me to take off my dress?" she asked playfully.
"Yeah, take it off, but leave the garter belt on," he said.
"You're just like your father," she said as she pulled the dress over her head.
"Bra too," he ordered, her tits looking so inviting in their red lace bra.
"Okay," she said, unclasping her bra and tossing it aside.
"Fuck," Kyle said, staring at the huge tits. They were even more amazing than he'd imagined! Her nipples were big and hard, too.
"Everything about me is big," she said, as she placed her hands on her hips so he could take all of her in... knowing this display would make her inevitable victory even quicker.
"You really are hot," Kyle said, staring at his dad's wife.
"Now that you've handicapped your chances even more, are you ready to restart the clock?" she asked.
"Um, yeah," he said, as she dropped in front of him for the fourth time.
Fátima started sucking his cock. Kyle knew he'd come soon anyway, so he ordered "Rub my cock between your tits."
The naturally submissive Fátima obeyed, accustomed to doing what she was told without hesitation, and this time her obedience would just hasten Kyle's losing.
"Good girl," he moaned, feeling he was getting the upper hand over her... she was obviously submissive.
"Mmmmm, you like your dick fucking your step Mommy's tits?"
"Oh yeah," he said, loving the pleasure, but not wishing to come. Thankfully he was saved by the bell. Or rather the beep.
"So you're back to being a cock sucker," Fátima said, standing up and resuming her control, deliberately calling her stepson a name that would rattle him.
"I'm not a cock sucker," he denied, even as he lowered himself before her. "I'm just winning a bet."
"Oh no, you're going to be my cock sucker from now on," she teased as he began sucking her off. "And not only that: I know that beneath that masculine exterior is a bottom just waiting to be bred."
"Ridiculous," he said, taking her cock out of his mouth.
"Sure, sure," she said, waving off his denial casually. "Now keep sucking Mommy."
He returned to sucking, bobbing furiously, desperate to get her off, since this was his last chance, ignoring the term 'Mommy'. He was desperate to prove her wrong, although he realized the irony of his behaviour, since he was bobbing on her like a natural born cock-hungry slut.
The minute was up, and she admitted, lying outrageously, "You almost had me there."
"Next time," he said, oblivious to how well he was being played.
"Maybe," she shrugged, as she took his cock back in her mouth for the final time.
"Let me tit fuck you," he said, plotting that although that would be pleasurable, it wouldn't be as intense as her amazing mouth, so he'd have a better chance of holding back.
"You just love Mommy's tits," she said, this faux incest roleplay too delicious not to employ.
"And you love my cock," he said, as she squeezed her tits around his cock.
"It's not the size, but how well you can fuck a woman with it," she said. Although his was bigger than his dad's, she wasn't overly impressed with it, since he had absolutely no idea of how to use it properly. He was a boy just learning how to fuck girls, while she was a woman very practiced in fucking men.
"Shake that big Latina booty for me, baby!" Kyle urged her as he fucked her tits.
"Sure," she said, as she shook her big booty, almost like she was twerking, sucking on the head of his cock each time it emerged from between her tits.
Kyle could feel his balls boiling! Fátima's amazing ass, her magnificent tits, and eager mouth were driving him wild. In fifteen more seconds, just before the clock beeped, he grunted, "Oh, shit, fuck....noooooo!!!!
Fátima continued to pump every drop of cum out of his pulsating cock, always loving the moment when a cock erupted.
Fátima then took his cock back into her mouth to suck out any last minute cum, before backing off and scooping a huge wad from her tits and stuffing it into her mouth.
Kyle was still coming down from his explosive, intense orgasm, when Fátima asked, "Now that I've won, are you going to accept your ass fucking like a man, or are you going to bitch out on me?"
Kyle was devastated he'd lost, and he was mortified at the prospect of getting fucked in the ass, but he was a man of his word. He said, watching her still eating his cum, "I'm no bitch. Let's get this over with."
"Knees!" Fátima ordered, not having been in control of a sexual encounter in years, but having dominated many men and women in her earlier days. So she had no difficulty in coming across like a drill sergeant.
"What?" he asked.
"I said 'knees'," she repeated harshly. "Are you fucking deaf, or just slow?"
"Fuck!" Kyle said. Nobody treated him this way. He'd treated some of his conquests like this, and he'd even planned to treat her this way when he won, but this was an entirely upside down new world... but oddly, as he obeyed her and dropped to his knees, his cock remained hard.
"Be a doll and grab that bottle of your dad's lube you were using earlier," Fátima ordered, pointing to the lube on the coffee table he'd been using to jerk himself off.
Kyle handed her the bottle.
Fátima ordered, "Now lube up my dick. Be liberal with it, because it's going in your ass."
Kyle squirted out tons of the lube and lathered her huge cock as best he could, petrified but curious what it was going to feel like to get ass fucked. He'd ass fucked a few sluts, and they'd always screamed like bloody hell when he first slid into their assholes, but later on they'd ended up coming like crazy, once they got used to his eight inches deep in their sphincters.
Fátima asked, deciding to insist upon one of the two options, "Would you prefer to call me Mommy from now on, or Mistress?"
Kyle was still desperate to preserve his sense of manhood despite what was about to happen, and that he'd just been sucking a cock... his excuse being it was attached to a woman, so it wasn't gay... the same logic he was using to excuse the ass fucking he was about to accept. So he said, "Neither. You're not my Mom or my mistress."
"Okay," she shrugged. "Have it your way for now. Bend over the couch."
He reluctantly did, his head spinning from the knowledge he was willingly letting his stepmom ass fuck him... and worse, he was completely hard!
"Spread those ass cheeks for me, slut," she ordered.
"I'm not a fucking slut," he argued, even while he tugged his ass cheeks apart.
"Would you like for me to gape your virgin asshole first?" she asked. "Otherwise I'm really going to tear this tiny orifice apart."
Wanting this to be over, Kyle said, "No, let's just get it over with."
"I need to gape you at least a little, otherwise I'll never be able to squeeze myself inside this virgin hole," she said, and she grabbed the lube, poured some onto her fingers, and slid a finger into his ass.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Kyle moaned, as just a slight discomfort hammered him.
"Such a tight hole," she said as she slowly finger fucked him.
"It's tight because I'm not a nasty slut like you are," Kyle accused, unable to hold back from spouting his mouth off.
"Oh, I'm a slut all right," she agreed. "I love nothing more than your dad's dick fucking me every chance we get. He's the most amazing, dominant stud I've ever been with."
"Oh? Just let me fuck you, and I'll show you a real man," he said.
Fátima pulled her finger out and positioned her big, fat, nine-inch cock at his only slightly gaped hole. As she pushed her cock slightly inside, she proclaimed, "No real man would ever allow his ass to be fucked."
"Aaaaaaaaaah, mother fucker!" he screamed in a falsetto voice that didn't sound remotely masculine.
"Actually, I've just become a son fucker," she corrected him as she continued drilling deeper and deeper into his ass.
"Please, no more," he whined, unable to believe the pain he was suffering. The girls he ass fucked never felt pain this intense, did they?
"Stop being such a pussy. You're lucky I'm not hate-fucking you, like you threatened to do to me," she said, taking it slow, instead of just tearing his asshole apart.
"Fuck, you're so big," he whimpered like a girl, as she finally rested her hips against him.
"I'm all the way in, my little slut," she announced smugly.
"I'm not your slut or anybody else's," he denied through gritted teeth.
"Ah, but you're my slut," she affirmed as she placed her hands firmly on his hips and began slowly fucking him.
"Ooooooh, fuck," he moaned, the pain intense, yet the sensations of her cock moving in and out making his cock twitch.
"Oh yeah, you're a perfect slut for my cock," she purred, as she watched him in lingering sexual limbo and in pain, but also looking like he felt very good indeed.
Then after a few minutes of slow fucking, allowing his ass to gradually adjust to nine thick inches within it, she next began to pound him. She hadn't fucked a hole in months, not since a threesome she and Mitch had shared with a pretty waitress they'd met at another poker tournament, where back in the hotel room she took part in a sex sandwich with her cock inside the waitress while Mitch's cock was buried inside her. It was an exhilarating experience, and one she hoped to repeat some time soon.
"Oh God... No more... Please, no more!!" Kyle begged, as the pain returned with a fury.
"Take pity on my eardrums and scream into the pillow," Fátima ordered, not slowing down while she gave him a fucking he'd never forget... a fucking she was certain would change him forever, and transform him into a willing bottom for the rest of his life.
Kyle obediently whimpered into the pillow while his ass burned like a million tiny fires.
Fátima, loving this power trip, grabbed his shoulders and fucked him into hysteria!
"Oh God, no," Kyle whined, this fucking so brutal, so intense, and yet making his hard cock fly all over the place.
"Shut the fuck up you dirty slut, and take this dick," she ordered as she roughly slammed into him.
The fucking was so hard, Kyle's legs began trembling while he drove his fists into the couch like it was a punching bag, to distract him from the pain and his throbbing dick.
Wanting to see his face while she drilled him, she ordered, "Flip over onto your back. Let Mommy have a good look at you."
She pulled out, and Kyle was surprised by how empty he suddenly felt as he obediently, albeit mindlessly, rolled onto his back.
His ass burning, and yet oddly he wanted to feel her dick back inside it, he asked, "Are you almost finished?"
"Shut the fuck up and raise your legs, slut," she ordered.
Kyle obeyed, elevating his legs as if he were a woman, and watched as Fátima slid her big cock back into his presumedly gaping hole. She fucked him slowly, trying to sense the perfect spot to engage his prostate.
Her cock halfway into his tight ass, she noticed his dick twitch, telling her she'd discovered her target.
"When I do this, does it turn you on?" she asked, as she focused her fucking at the exact same angle, knowing from his twitching cock she was indirectly rubbing against his prostate through the membrane.
"Nooooooo," he moaned, stunned by the sudden leap from pain to pleasure.
"You love Mommy's dick in your ass, don't you?" she asked, reveling in the power she now had over him.
"Oh God, no," he moaned, the fucking suddenly feeling so good, totally unlike any pleasure he'd ever experienced.
"Tell Mommy how much you love being fucked," she pursued her psychological goal.
"No, I doooooon't," he whimpered, hating the feminine sounds escaping his lips.
"You doooooon't?" she mocked him as she kept fucking him, knowing he'd soon break down completely. "Are you saying you're not going to cum for Mommy?"
"Please," he said, losing all track of what he was saying, his head spinning with incomprehensible pleasure.
"Are you confused? Then I'll make it simple: just tell Mommy what you want," she said as she stopped fucking him, knowing that would catapult him into desperation.
"Please... please, don't stop," he begged, his cock so hard, his orgasm so close.
"Don't stop what?" she asked, giving him three quick strokes.
"Don't stop fucking me," he said, resigned to his fate.
"Don't stop fucking me Mommy or Mistress?" She drilled down, gently moving back and forth across his prostate.
"Oh God... don't stop fucking my ass, Mommy! I need to come so bad," he pleaded, never having felt such desperation.
"And you'll be a good boy from now on for me? No more calling me names? No more disrespect?" she asked, keeping her dick pressed directly against his prostate.
"Yes, Mommy, I'll be a good boy," he agreed, so desperate to come he'd agree to anything.
"Good boy," she said, as she resumed fucking him. "Come for Mommy, my cute bottom boy," she encouraged him.
He hated being called a bottom boy. It sounded so gay, yet the rapture growing inside him pushed those thoughts aside as he moaned, "Yes, Mommy! Fuck me, please fuck me good!"
A few more thrusts directly impacting his prostate, and Kyle grunted as hot cum flew out of his cock, spraying all the way to his face and chest... some of it dripping off his chin.
"Oh, you naughty boy! Coming from Mommy pounding your little shitter!" she accused wickedly, thinking of a couple of transsexuals in their early twenties who might really hit it off with him.
"Oh, God," was all Kyle could muster, completely out of breath, which was weird, since he hadn't done any of the work. Yet the orgasm he'd just survived was unlike anything he'd ever experienced, far more intense, and it had leeched away all of his energy.
"Since you've already come twice thanks to me, it's my turn to come. I'm going to breed you and make you my bitch," she said wickedly, really enjoying this brief interlude of being the top instead of the willing bottom.
Although he was falling down weak, he pleaded, "No, don't breed me. Please."
"Please what?" she asked, as she slowly fucked him, cum still dripping from his cock.
"Please Fátima?"
"Wrong answer," she said as she resumed drilling his asshole.
"Oh fuck," he moaned, since even though he'd just cum, every deep thrust made his cock twitch like it was about to come again.
"Okay, I'll give you two choices. One: I breed you and you become my bitch. Two: You call me Mommy, and I'll let you suck my cock until I cum, and you're still my bitch. How does that sound, bitch?" she offered generously.



"Yes," he agreed weakly. Almost bonelessly.
"So which will it be?" she asked as she really reamed his hole.
"Two, aaaah, two, I'll suck your cock."
"You want the cock that's currently buried in your asshole to go directly from there into your mouth?" she asked, finding nothing hotter than someone willing to suck a cock that was just in their ass.
"Yes," he admitted, willing to do absolutely anything to avoid being bred, feeling that even after everything he'd allowed to transpire today... going to that extreme would make him appear very gay... especially to himself.
"Yes what?" she asked, still fucking him, and thus increasing the danger of his being bred, like it or not.
"Yes Mommy," he said, his words tasting like vinegar as he spat them out.
"And you'll swallow my load?" she asked, even though her plan was to dump half of the load down his throat, then spew the other half onto his face... it would be more humiliating that way.
"Yes Mommy, I'll swallow your cum," he agreed reluctantly.
"Good. Now that's settled, beg your Mommy to suck her big cock so you can swallow her load," she demanded, as she bucked her hips into him hard a dozen times. (Thus yet again bringing herself closer to launching his greatest fear... breeding him after all!)
"Ahh ahh, Mom...Mommy," he moaned, his physical pleasure from getting fucked all-consuming even after his orgasm. "please allow me to me suck your big cock and drink your cum."
"Again, but louder," she demanded, really reaming his asshole.
"Mommy, Mommy, please!" he begged with a loud moan, "please let me suck your big cock and swallow your cum!"
"Okay sweetie, since you asked me so nicely," she agreed, pulling out and admiring the huge gaping hole she'd just finished drilling... he'd now be taking dick in his ass for the rest of his life, she just knew it. "Now be a good boy and lay on the floor so Mommy can fuck that foul mouth of yours with her big cock."
Kyle slid off the couch and lay on the floor as his stepmom lowered her big booty onto his face. "First, kiss my asshole," she ordered, as she spread her generous ass cheeks wide.
"Gross," he said.
"Do it now slut, or I'll tear your ass apart and breed you like a bitch," she threatened, obviously meaning every word.
Kyle, knowing she wasn't bluffing, licked the tiny asshole.
"Good boy," she said. "I'm reasonably sure none of your Dad's cum is still there from when he bred me this morning."
"Gross," he repeated, even while he kept licking her asshole, surprised by the slightly salty taste of sweat.
"You couldn't know this yet, but being bred feels fucking amazing," she said, as she repositioned herself so she could fuck his face.
"Aren't you going to wash that thing first?" he asked as her cock pressed against his lips.
"Nope, you're sucking my cock fresh from your ass. Ass juice and all, just like you agreed to. Now suck!" she ordered.
Kyle received the filthy cock into his mouth.
Fátima began twerking her big Latina booty so she could face fuck her bottom boy.
"Oh yes, cock sucker," she moaned, "you're the perfect two-holed bottom boy."
He hated that term, he hated the pleasure he'd already embraced, he hated that his cock was hard, and he hated how much he loved her cock in his mouth and the way she was dominating him.
After a couple dozen thrusts, Fátima really working over his mouth, she declared, "Oh, baby. You're gonna make Mommy cum real soon!"
A couple more rough thrusts, and she deposited a load in her stepson's mouth, making Kyle gag as she face fucked him hard and deep, her balls bouncing off his chin as she came down his throat.
"Ahh, fuck! Eat it, you fucking cocksucker!"
He had no choice but to swallow, while just as planned, she pulled out and spewed the rest of her load on his face!
"Gross," he repeated, as some of her cum went directly into his eye.
"Just marking my territory," she explained, as she slid her cock back into his mouth while it was still twitching, generously allowing him to suck out any last remnants of her semen.
Finally she pulled out and asked, "So do we have an understanding going forward?"
"Yes," he said, the aftertaste of her cum lingering in his mouth.
"Yes what?" she asked, loving to look down at him all defeated and dripping with cum.
"Yes Mommy," he replied reluctantly, ashamed that he longed for her dick back in his ass.
"Good boy," she said, "now clean up our mess."
"Yes Mommy," he repeated, his body aching, but his dick still throbbing.
EPILOGUE
Kyle hated to admit it, but even after fucking four girls during the next two weeks, nothing sexually normal satisfied him anymore... he constantly longed for a dick to suck, and for a cock in his ass.
So sheepishly one day, while his dad was out, he begged her to fuck him again. She generously obliged, this time breeding him, and thus he discovered the thrill of breaking his prior taboo. Again he came from getting his ass fucked hard.
Knowing she couldn't continue fucking him, at least not at the frequency he now needed to be fucked, she set him up with a transsexual friend, Miranda... who was a dedicated top... just what he needed.
They hit it off, and Kyle became a complete bottom for Miranda, yet these days whenever they're not in the bedroom he treats her like a queen... just like his dad treats his stepmom.
On occasion Miranda and Fátima spit-roast him, since Kyle simply can't get enough cock... but of course only shemale cock. After all, he most certainly isn't gay!
The end
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the eighteenth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Fantasy Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide Sister, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her daughter's cross town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns by seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms, and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise
Courtney watched the two teens walk out together, surprisingly hand in hand, and the girl's face was shiny. This confirmed her suspicions that had been growing during the past month. Ms. Stone was a lesbian. She simply had to be using her store as a front for seducing teen girls and women. She'd noticed her disappearing for almost an hour with two girls earlier today, and now she'd spent almost a full hour with those two sexual delinquents.
The fact that Ms. Stone didn't call the cops, but rather dealt with it herself, only piled on even more evidence.
Courtney, after being told about the sex act in the changing room by Amanda, had headed back there, into the back room and right outside the office door. She tried to eavesdrop, but she couldn't hear a thing. She sighed, since she wanted to confirm her suspicions by catching Ms. Stone in the act.
Now half an hour later, as Ms. Stone returned a couple minutes after the teens had left the store, her cheeks a bit red, and her hair slightly dishevelled... more evidence.
Courtney was also positive Ms. Stone had a nylon fetish, as not only did she always wear them, but all her employees were required to wear them too. Courtney happened to like nylons, so she certainly hadn't minded receiving the free three pairs that came with the job. The detail that the teen had originally come into the store not wearing nylons, and then left in white ones (an interesting colour choice for a black girl), added even more incriminating evidence to a tall pile of it.
Courtney decided to use this evidence to leverage herself a raise. She'd only been here for a month, but she was a hard worker and was already heavily relied upon by Ms. Stone. She wasn't going to blackmail her boss, but just slyly let her know she knew certain things.
So once the work was done for the day, the money counted and stored in the vault, the floor vacuumed, Courtney asked Ms. Stone, "May I speak with you for a moment in private?"
"Sure," Veronica agreed readily. The party she was attending tonight was still a couple of hours away... a late supper followed by a games night.
"Thank you," Courtney said, following her boss into the office where she suspected sex had occurred an hour ago.
Veronica walked into her office and was slightly surprised when Courtney closed the door behind them. She went to her desk and sat down, smiling as she noticed the coke bottle that had been used as a fuck toy a little while ago.
Courtney walked in and saw an empty nylons package lying on the floor. She asked, "Are those the ones that black girl left wearing?"
Veronica was surprised by the question, but affirmed, "Yes, they are."
"I see," Courtney said, hinting at what she already knew.
"What do you see?" Veronica asked, raising her eyebrow as she began to understand that Courtney either knew or suspected something out of the ordinary about how she'd dealt with the teens having sex.
"Oh, it's just..." Courtney said, and paused. Was she really going to accuse her boss of something inappropriate, especially since all her evidence, which was quite compelling, wasn't substantial enough for a conviction (yes Courtney planned on becoming a lawyer one day).
"Just what?" Veronica asked, intrigued by where this was going. That is if it was going anywhere at all, given Courtney's fits and starts. Truth be told, Veronica had resisted ever turning an employee, since it had the potential of making the employee-employer relationship very awkward. Yet she was desperate to win the turning competition, so if this conversation went a certain way, she might indeed break her own rule. Plus Courtney was sexy as fuck, in a nerdy Lois Lane sort of way... actually she kind of looked like a young version of Terri Hatcher.
Courtney was already second guessing her plan. She switched strategies and asked, "How would I ask for a raise?"
"I think you just did," Veronica smiled as she stood up, her turning radar beeping the presence of a target.
Courtney laughed awkwardly, suddenly feeling completely out of control as she watched her boss walking towards her, "Let me rephrase that, how would I get a raise?"
"I usually consider the possibility of giving a new employee a raise after their three-month trial period is finished," Veronica said, admiring the cute teen and her nylon-covered legs.
"Oh, well," Courtney pondered how to push this forward, as she slyly hinted she knew something sensitive about her employer, "well, it's just I'm an excellent employee, I'm very discreet, and I'm saving up money to attend law school."
"I know," Veronica nodded, as she noticed the very lame attempt at subtlety by the girl. "You know, you're going to have to be a lot more confident and ruthless if you aspire to become a lawyer," she added, as she finished walking around and hopped up onto her desk.
Courtney realized she'd already gone too far. "I'm sorry, Ms. Stone. I was presumptuous to ask for a raise so soon under my employment."
"No worries, it's never too early to ask," Veronica said, as she sexily uncrossed her legs and recrossed them. "The key is being able to convince me why you deserve said raise. I only use the three-month rule as a guideline, subject to other factors emerging." She also noticed the young college girl say 'under her employment'. She considered using those words to bluntly seduce the girl... but she was hesitant to go there, at least yet.
"Well, you're already putting me in charge whenever you're..." she paused, deciding this was a perfect time to make it obvious she knew what she knew, and yet not say it while still saying it, "...preoccupied."
"I do have to deal with a number of..." Veronica paused too, for the same dramatic effect the girl had employed, "...interesting situations."
"I bet you do," Courtney said, wondering what she'd done with that couple who'd left just before the store closed.
"You can't imagine the crazy situations I have to deal with throughout a given day," Veronica said. "I mean if I was to make you an assistant manager, first I'd need to know how you'd respond to some complex situations."
"Assistant manager?" Courtney asked, this possibility both surprising and rather delighting her.
"Well, I'm considering utilising one for weekday evenings, and another for weekends, since I spend too much time here," Veronica said, this happening to be true. But until this conversation she'd never considered one of those positions being filled by Courtney, who'd only been employed by her for a month. But she was indeed a very good worker... ambitious... and already proving to be very competent... able to think well on her feet.
"You are?" Courtney asked, thinking this could be perfect.
"I am," Veronica said. "Are you interested?"
"Definitely," Courtney said.
"Okay then, let's conduct a little job interview. Question one," Veronica said. "What was your focus when you told me you were very discreet?"
"Um, well, I," Courtney struggled, unsure how blunt she should be. She didn't want to offend her boss and lose this opportunity before it was even offered to her.
"Be frank, Courtney," Veronica urged. "You can't possibly offend me."
Well..." Courtney started, just as Veronica's phone beeped.
Veronica looked at it and saw the latest update. Crystal had taken a two-turn lead over her and Jasmine. Plus Carol and Portia were hard on their heels... only one turn behind. "Fuck!" Veronica cursed.
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Jasmine: 4
Veronica: 4
Carol: 3
Portia: 3
"What, Ms. Stone?" Courtney asked. Her boss was dismayed by whatever was in that text.
"Nothing," Veronica sighed, the updated scoreboard convincing her it was time to break her own rule, and definitely to turn this college girl.
"You're sure?" Courtney asked.
Ignoring the question, Victoria asked, "Do you have a boyfriend?"
That was an odd question, but Courtney answered truthfully, "No."
"A girlfriend?" Victoria asked, needing to clarify she wasn't already a lesbian or actively bi.
"No," Courtney said, although truth be told, since beginning work here she'd become more curious about girls and the possibility she might be bi, as she assisted so many girls and women she found attractive.
"Bi?"
"I don't know," Courtney answered after a bit of a pause.
"Have you ever been with a girl, Courtney?" Victoria asked point blank, thinking this seduction would be a lot different than her aggressive dominations.
"No, never," Courtney said, finding this conversation becoming a little awkward.
"Have you ever wondered?" Victoria asked.
"I should really get going," Courtney said, suddenly very uncomfortable with where this conversation was going.
Victoria asked the suddenly nervous girl. "What do you think happened with the couple I just dealt with?"
"I don't know," Courtney said.
"Take a guess," Veronica ordered, as she used eye contact to assert her control and power... a very powerful intimidation technique.
"Well, she left wearing white nylons," Courtney said.
"Yes, she did," Veronica said. "You see, there are two ways to deal with shoplifters. That's not what that couple was doing, but dealing with a shoplifter is more clear cut. One, I can call the police. But to be honest, they don't take shoplifting too seriously, and the thief usually gets off with a warning... and then resents me and often tries to steal from my store again."
"Really?" Courtney asked, having always assumed everybody who got caught shoplifting would be charged and thus acquire a criminal record.
"Yes, or I deal with them myself," Veronica said.
"I see," Courtney said, beginning to feel her boss might be hitting on her.
"How would you deal with a shoplifter?" Veronica asked, dangling her heel from her toe.
"I don't know," Courtney said, having no idea what she might do.
"Okay, then let's talk it through. First, you have to show them who's boss," Veronica explained. "You have to make it clear they screwed up so they're in trouble, you're in charge, and that you hold their fate in your hands."
"How do you do that?" Courtney asked, part of her still thinking Ms. Stone could be hitting on her, another part thinking she was just being a conscientious boss.
"Intimidation," Veronica said, hopping off her desk.
As she stalked over to her new prey, determined to achieve her turn number five, and perhaps an assistant manager as well, since Courtney really had potential, she added, "Like I said, you need to show them who's boss."
"I see," Courtney said, trembling slightly, as her boss now stood directly before her.
"Want to do a brief roleplay to experience how I might deal with someone who tried to steal from me, or who was having sex in my change rooms?" Veronica asked.
"Suuuuuure," Courtney said, not even realizing she was answering awkwardly until she had.
"I'll be the boss, and you'll be the thief," Veronica said.
"Okay," Courtney said.
"Sit down," Veronica roared right out of the blue, pointing at a chair.
"Y-y-yes, ma'am," Courtney stammered, astonished by the sudden shift in tone as she scrambled urgently to seat herself.
"You have the gall to have sex in my change room?" Veronica demanded, glaring down at her stunned employee.
"Sorry ma'am, it will never happen again," Courtney quavered, definitely feeling intimidated.
"Do you know I should call the cops?" Veronica said, as she stalked a complete 360 around the bewildered employee.
"Please, no," Courtney begged, trying to act like someone who'd just done what she was being fake accused of.
"Or perhaps I should call your parents," Veronica threatened, "I'll bet they'd love to know their daughter is a cheap slut who fucks guys in public-access change rooms."
"Please, no," Courtney said again, going along with the scenario, even as she wondered if this was actually how her boss had dealt with that couple.
"Why shouldn't I? You're obviously a whore," Veronica snapped, loving the stunned look in her employee's eyes.
"I'm not a whore," Courtney defended her character, "I just made a mistake."
"And how do you plan to make up for that mistake?" Veronica asked, her tone still cold, but slightly softer.
"Anything," Courtney said. "I'll do anything. Please don't tell my parents or call the cops."
"Anything?" Veronica asked, her tone softening some more.
"Yes, ma'am," Courtney replied, trying to roleplay how she thought someone would squirm in such an intense situation.
"Good," Veronica said. "Very good. Then I think we can come to an arrangement that will keep your indiscretion just between you and me."
Courtney had entertained suspicions about how her boss might have manipulated those not quite criminals, and now she had all the evidence she needed to close the case. She asked, now playing along, "What kind of arrangement?"
"You do a little something for me," Veronica said.
"What do you want me to do?"
Veronica strolled back to her desk, hopped back onto it, and ordered, "Crawl to me."
"Ma'am?" Courtney asked, not play acting for the moment, but actually a little surprised by this new tack.
"Don't question me, just fucking do as you're told," Veronica growled in a terse, don't-fucking-question-me tone.
Courtney wasn't sure how far this roleplaying was about to go, as she slid off the chair, got onto all fours and crawled to her boss.
"Good girl," Veronica smiled, her tone instantly back to amicable.
Courtney reached her boss's legs and feet as her boss ordered, "Remove my heels for me. It's been a long day."
Courtney wordlessly did.
"Now massage my feet," Veronica ordered.
Courtney, thinking this had finally gone a step too far, said, "Ms. Stone, I believe we've taken this far enough for me to understand your technique."
"Do you?" Veronica asked, looking down at the cute girl.
"Yes, Ms. Stone," Courtney said.
"Well, then, think of this next bit as part of your job interview for assistant manager," Veronica said.
"Excuse me?" Courtney asked, this encounter quickly falling off the rails.
"You came in here intending to blackmail me, didn't you?" Veronica asked.
"No," Courtney said.
"Don't lie to me," Veronica threatened. "I can always tell when I'm being lied to."
"Okay, okay," Courtney said. "At first I did, but then I couldn't go through with it."
"I see," Veronica said. "but you do want the assistant manager's position, don't you?"
"Yes, I do," Courtney said.
"And I want someone who'll massage my feet and eat my pussy whenever I need her to," Veronica said bluntly, gazing down at her bewildered employee.
"Ma'am, I've never done that before," Courtney said, shocked by where this was going.
"Perhaps. But you've been demonstrating to me for a month you're a fast learner," Veronica said, as she spread her legs to reveal her pussy, sans underwear.
Courtney's eyes went wide... she was suddenly staring directly at her boss's pussy!
"Want the promotion, Courtney?" Veronica asked.
"I do, I really do," Courtney said, her head spinning with possibilities and consequences. On the one hand, she really wanted the new position. On the other hand, did she want it this way? On yet a third hand, she'd become curiouser and curiouser (to quote Alice) about being with a woman. Yet, on still a fourth hand (perhaps we're constructing an octopus), did she want her first time to be like this?
"Look, Courtney," Veronica said. "I need a woman who's willing to do whatever it takes. Someone I can trust. Someone who will do what I ask. Someone who can be a ball breaker when she needs to be, but also understands her place, as you mentioned way back at the beginning, 'underneath' me."



Courtney was speechless. She definitely wanted the job; she also wanted to bury her face between her pretty boss's legs... her scent drifting ever so slightly across to her. Yet she didn't want to get the job because she'd eaten her boss's pussy. She looked directly at the pussy for a long, obvious moment, then up to Ms. Stone's face and she said, "Ms. Stone, I really want this job, I do. But I don't want to earn it this way."
Veronica could see the curiosity, even a little lust in her employee's eyes, as she asked, "Then if it isn't a job requirement, do you want to eat my pussy?"
Courtney looked back to the pussy under discussion, which seemed to be drawing her in... the scent... the slight glistening on the labia, mixed with her own growing curiosity, before she looked back up to her boss and answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Veronica asked, always loving to hear a recently straight woman spell it out.
"Yes, I want to lick your pussy," Courtney said, "but I want to earn the job on my own merits."
"That's very commendable of you," Veronica allowed. "I'll keep that in mind."
Courtney wasn't sure what to do next. Just lean her head forward and begin licking? Wait for an order? This wasn't as straightforward as being with a guy, where by now she'd already have his cock in her mouth.
Veronica saw the hesitation and slight confusion in the sweet girl. She ordered, sliding her ass forward a bit, "Go ahead Courtney, eat my pussy. No strings, just between friends."
"Yes, ma'am, gladly," Courtney said, as she leaned her head between her boss's legs, extended her tongue and licked.
"Good," Veronica moaned, as turn number five became official. As the sweet girl ever so tentatively began to lick her, she reached for her phone and slyly filmed the action. She loved being able to re-watch a first time... and even though there was a security camera recording the entire scene complete with sound, she liked the close-ups. She also liked having some evidence on hand to prove she hadn't coerced someone, in case sometime down the road she was accused of doing that.
Courtney was enveloped by her employer's womanly scent, and she literally felt fireworks on her tongue as she licked the surprisingly tasty pussy. She'd never really considered the possible taste of someone's pussy, although she had tasted her own off her fingers, and hers usually had no particular taste at all... but this was different. She couldn't get enough of it! She licked. She probed.
Veronica moaned and asked, "Are you enjoying your first pussy, Courtney?"
"Yes ma'am," Courtney replied mindlessly, focused completely on the pussy.
"How do I taste?" Veronica asked, knowing she had a sweet-tasting pussy.
"So good, Ms. Stone, so good," she replied, in a lustful daze as she kept licking.
"You understand regardless of whether or not you earn the assistant manager job, this will be one of your regular pastimes from now on," Veronica said, loving to watch a straight woman suddenly discover the joys of pussy... knowing she'd singlehandedly changed the girl's sexual trajectory for life. "Not as a job requirement, but simply because we both love doing this together."
"Yes, Ms. Stone, absolutely," Courtney mindlessly agreed, thrilled to know she'd be allowed to eat this pussy again and again.
"You're a natural pussy licker," Veronica moaned, really enjoying the sweet girl's tongue.
"Thank you," Courtney replied, as she licked away, thrilled to know she was doing a good job, since she had no idea what she was doing... and eating a pussy was a lot more nuanced than sucking a dick.
"Yes, now don't stop," Veronica moaned, "you're getting me close."
"Then please come on my face," Courtney requested, dying to discover if pussy cum was as tasty as this current pussy wetness.
"You want my pussy juice?" Veronica asked.
"Yes, please, I want it so bad," Courtney begged. She hated swallowing cock cum even though oddly she'd always enjoyed taking cock cum facials, and now she wanted to know what a female cum facial would be like.
"You can beg better than that," Veronica said.
"Oh please, Ms. Stone, I'd love you to come all over my face, and baptise me as your pet pussy muncher," Courtney extemporised in utter lust.
"Oh yes, suck on my clit, you hungry slut," Veronica ordered, so close!
Courtney obeyed, not at all fazed at being called a slut, as she sucked the swollen clit between her lips and began shaking her head left and right.
"Ooooooooooooh, fuck," Veronica screamed, as the intense pleasure on her clit triggered her orgasm, and she squirted all over the pretty girl's face.
"Yes, so glorious," Courtney moaned as her face was splashed with wetness.
"Such a good cunt licker," Veronica moaned as she enjoyed her orgasm. As it began to fade, and as nevertheless Courtney kept licking her, she decided to do something she didn't do too often: to return the favour.
"Hop up on my desk," Veronica invited, as she pushed the college girl's head away and hopped off of the desk.
Courtney was pulled to her feet by her boss and helped onto the desk.
Veronica spread the girl's legs and buried her face in the pantyhose- and panty-clad crotch.
"Ooooooooh, my," Courtney moaned, realizing eating Ms. Stone had gotten her very wet, and very horny.
"Shit, you're soaking wet," Veronica said, as she sucked the girl's wetness through two layers of fabric. Veronica enjoyed eating a pussy through pantyhose, but not through panties. She reached for some scissors and cautioned, "Don't move."
Courtney said, "Okay," as she watched her boss open up her pantyhose, quickly snip her thong into a couple of pieces, pull it out, toss it away, toss the scissors onto the desk, and bury her face in her pantyhose-clad crotch.
"This is much better," Veronica said, as she sucked on the sweet-tasting wet pussy through the sheer hosiery.
"Oh yes, Ms. Stone, that feels so good," Courtney moaned. She wasn't sure if it was the wild situation, the eating through the nylon, her own horniness, or her boss's amazing mouth, but she'd never been orally pleased anything like this. The odd boy who went down on her did it for a few seconds and had never gotten her off, just gotten her frustrated... but she knew this time she was going to come... hard... and soon.
"Your pussy is amazing," Veronica said, as she sucked the pussy lips, the clit, and the wetness through the hosiery... always finding the combined taste of pussy juice with pantyhose erotic. She knew it was weird, but she didn't care.
"No one has ever done me like thiiiiiiis," Courtney moaned, as her orgasm rose quickly.
"You just hadn't met the right woman," Veronica said, having turned many other girls this way in her life... by having mastered the technique of giving a woman an amazing oral orgasm... one that would linger long after the actual event was over.
"I'm about to come!" Courtney declared.
Veronica sucked the clit through the sheer hosiery and wiggled her tongue over it... which usually sent girls ballistic.
"Mother fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuucker!!" Courtney screamed, as the orgasm collided with her, and her entire body was filled with inner fire.
"Good girl," Veronica purred as she sucked up the girl's pussy cum through the sheer hosiery... the cum tasting so good this way.
"Ooooooooh," was all the college girl could muster as she collapsed back onto the desk, her back resting uncomfortably across a stapler... but she didn't care... she was overwhelmed by the afterglow of bliss.
Veronica got up a moment later, went to her phone and updated the score.
Score at 5:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Portia: 3
"That was unreal," Courtney said, still in a daze and unable to move.
"Wait until I fuck you with a strap-on," Veronica teased.
"You're not serious," Courtney said.
"Or perhaps a double dildo to fill both of those holes," Veronica smiled.
"Now I know you're kidding," Courtney laughed as she slowly sat up.
Veronica went to her desk and pulled out two strap-on cocks. One of them indeed sporting two parallel dicks. "You were saying?"
"Oh my," Courtney gasped.
Veronica looked at the clock. She still had some time before he had to be at her friend's place. "Bend over my desk, my sexy slut."
"You're going to fuck me?" Courtney asked, even though the question seemed rhetorical, since her boss was already fastening the single cock harness to her loins.
"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked," Veronica foretold, as she tightened her harness and Courtney climbed off the desk.
Veronica walked around her, flipped her dress up, pulled her pantyhose down to her ankles, and slid her cock into the still very wet pussy.
"Oh God, I can't believe you're actually fucking me!" Courtney moaned, as suddenly she had seven inches of cock inside her.
"Oh, we're just getting started," Veronica said, as she began pounding her new assistant manager and wondering where turn number six would come from.
THE END
Next: TURNING CONTEST: A MAITRE D (where Portia and Abby are all dressed up at a fancy hotel and bar, and...)
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Back Seat Sister Slip
"Are you really going out in public dressed like that?" I asked, gawking at my eighteen-year-old sister Shayla, my twin, dressed in the sluttiest Batgirl outfit I'd ever seen. Her ensemble, if you could call it that, included a sexy pair of black thigh highs that only enhanced her sex appeal, making my cock harden within my far more vanilla Luke Skywalker costume. I mean seriously, her skirt was so short, there was a good inch plus of bare skin showing between the skirt and her lace top stockings!
Fuck, she looked amazing.
Fuck, I hated that the hottest, sexiest girl I knew was flesh and blood and standing right in front of me on the one hand, but untouchable on the other, because she was my sister.
"Of course I am! But are you going out dressed like that?" She shot back sarcastically. She was a popular cheerleader dating a college basketball player, while I was somewhat of a nerd, who was so different from her that almost no one believed we were even siblings... but nevertheless, we were; twins, even.
Before I could come up with a witty response, she glanced down and checked out my fleshy lightsaber tenting out my costume... neither my boxers nor the fragile Skywalker fabric adequately restraining my not so secret salute, which was aimed directly at her... these cheaply made one-piece outfits not good at concealing anything, To make matters worse, it had snaps to open and close the crotch, that also opened and closed down its legs, which were only about four inches long. Didn't the designer know that guys above the age of two didn't ever wear things like this? But Shayla didn't care about that; she only scoffed, "Are you hard?"
"I'm eighteen; I'm always hard," I shrugged, trying to dismiss her obvious implication that my twin sister's hot outfit, her big tits, her nylon-clad legs, and her pink painted toenails were the cause of it. Truth was, I jerked off to her a lot... and to her almost as hot friends... I even used her soiled panties to jerk off with quite often, or with her pantyhose, after a game.
"Brent, I know you jerk off with my panties," she mentioned bluntly, making my eyes go wide.
I'd be a great con man... not... so I just stammered, "I-I-I don't know what you're talking about."
"Y-y-you don't know what I'm talking about?" she mocked... which she often did.
Attempting to regain some of my tattered pride, I responded with zero originality, "No, I don't know what you're talking about."
"Just so you know, the panties you snitched the other day had a big load of Mike's cum soaked into them," she said with a wicked smirk on her face.
My cheeks went an even darker shade of red... any slim chance she didn't know the truth vanished, as I went speechless. I often sniffed... and then sucked... the wetness out of her panties while reading incest erotica, watching faux incest porn and stroking my cock.
Which now made me wonder... had I sucked another guy's cum out of her panties? And then swallowed it? Gross!
"So, my dearest bro, do you usually just sniff the pussy juice out of my soiled panties, or do you actually suck it out of them?" she asked, sidling up to me...my cock aching even though she was shaming me... as I kept my head down to slyly admire her nylon-clad feet... which also turned me on.
"I've also figured out you have a nylon foot fetish," she said, now standing before me... knowingly wiggling her perfectly manicured and painted toenails.
"So?" I shrugged, that latter point not nearly as disturbing as the thought that I must have sucked her boyfriend's cum out of her panties.
"So... and I'm just asking, mind you... nothing at all personal... don't you think jerking off while picturing your hot sister...while using her cum-filled panties to do it... while also visualising her oh-so shapely nylon-encased legs and feet... is... perhaps... just a little fucked up?" she asked with saccharine sweetness.
"You're being ridiculous," I said, sticking with my complete verbal denial even though my expression gave me away.
"And your very own sister isn't the reason you're rock hard...right now?" she asked, astonishing me by unsnapping my crotch and grabbing my hard dick through my boxers!
"Oooooh," I groaned, shocked to feel my sister's hand on my dick.
"Oh wow, my baby brother has a big dick," she taunted. But she was rather astonished, judging from her tone of voice and the expression on her face. She always called me her 'baby brother' because she'd been born three minutes and six seconds before I was, and fuck, I always hated to hear about it.
Trying to regain a few shreds of dignity, even while, surprisingly, her hand remained on my dick, a fantasy I'd savoured hundreds of times... and!... fully aware my eight-inch cock was bigger than most guys'... I taunted back, "Yeah, it's probably bigger than your college boyfriend's."
She was quiet for a few endless seconds before she gave my cock a firm squeeze, and admitted in a soft voice more to herself than to me, "Actually, it's quite a lot bigger."
Stunned by her frank response, I remained speechless as she pulled her panties down, a red thong actually, and shoved them into my shocked, jaw-hanging-open mouth. "Here's a fresh pair for you to use. Or it's not technically fresh, since I came in them while Amanda finger banged me in the car before dropping me off today. And I know you want to fuck her, too."
As I stood there speechless, her indeed wet panties indeed in my mouth, she turned around and strutted away.
Holy fuck... what just happened?!
Amanda was a fiery redhead with green eyes, who always made my cock harden. She was from Ireland, and she had an accent that couldn't help making a cock harden. She also wore expensive and fashionable apparel since her parents were loaded, and her mom was reportedly a runway model. So yes, I most certainly did want to fuck her.
So did my sister and Amanda lez out together? That I'd imagined many times... very vividly... but until now, my sister hadn't ever made any hints she was bi, and she always had a boyfriend older than she was.
My cock raging... my head spinning... and still trying to process the stunning reality of what had just transpired... I pulled the wet thong out of my mouth and sniffed it.
"I knew you'd do that," she said triumphantly, suddenly returning to the living room.
"Hey, I've just learned my sister is a lesbian," I protested, as if that were a perfectly good reason to be sniffing her thong.
She sauntered in front of me, boots now in hand, they were sexy as fuck over-the-knee boots I might add, and explained, "First of all, I'm not a lesbian, I'm bi. I'm fond of both cock and cunt."
Hearing my sister use the 'c' word was almost as wild as her squeezing my cock earlier. Although she was super hot, and she knew how to use her body to get whatever she wanted, she was a feminist, or she at least claimed to be a feminist, having even scolded me a while ago for calling Mrs. Jansen cunt for giving me a B in Chemistry.
"Second, I have a few girls at school who willingly go down on me whenever I text them," she continued, again squeezing my cock with her free hand. She smiled, "And two of them are friends of yours."
"What? Who?" I asked, with a moan, while she slowly rubbed my cock... seemingly very impressed by it.
"Sorry, I don't get girls to eat my pussy in the science lab, or a bathroom, or the cheerleader's dressing room, or a teacher while I'm on top of her desk... and tell," she responded wickedly, making me moan again... and I was now worried I was about to come!
"A teacher? On her desk? And in her classroom?" I asked, that latter visual the most intriguing one.
"Two of them actually," Shayla drawled, using her fingers to roll around the top of my cock head.
"No way," I denied, while I tried to figure out which two teachers they could be. My sister was a lot of things... both good and bad... but a liar wasn't one of them. If she bragged she had girls eating her pussy at school, including friends of mine, and even including teachers... it had to be true. Her fingers on my dick were driving me wild, and I was getting very worried I might come in my boxers!
"Way! Including..." she embellished as she really worked my cock over... was she trying to make me come? "...your favourite teacher."
"Mrs. Walker?" I gasped with a moan. My English teacher, who wore nylons every day, and who seemed to know I had a nylon fetish, because she sat on her desk, legs crossed, often dangling a heel and sometimes even dropping it to the floor, and then often leaving her sexy nylon-clad foot out in the open for a few minutes for me to drool over. (Have I mentioned I always sat in the front row for a better view? No? Then now you know.)
"Maybe, maybe not," she sing-songed. "But I will tell you that whoever it is, she often texts me during her prep period, begging me to leave my class so she can eat me out in her classroom while I'm on on top of her desk."
"Oh God," I moaned, about to come.
"And your friends, well one of them anyway," she continued, now really working my cock over, "has even eaten my pussy inside this very house, while you were in another room doing whatever you were doing."
"Whaaaaat?" I grunted as I did come in my underwear from realizing she could only be talking about Emily, since she was the only friend of ours of the female persuasion who'd ever been in our house.
"You're a very sick boy," she smiled as she kept rubbing my cock through my orgasm, "coming from your big sister stroking your big cock while you imagine our mutual friend 'E' eating her out."
"Fuck," I gasped weakly, while soaking my underwear.
"So, so very sick," she purred, giving my still hard cock a final squeeze, before turning away.
As I stood there in complete shame and awe... totally confused about what this meant... the bottom of my costume still hanging open, since my sister had just given me a hand job... I heard the garage door opening, meaning Mom was home, our dad having left us when we were seven.
Since my sister's thong was still in my hand, I reached under my costume and stashed it inside my underwear... on the side, where it wouldn't get soiled by my cum.
"Creative hiding place," Shayla smiled, as she sat down (with the entirety of her sexy thigh high stockings within view, I'm just saying), then sliding a sexy foot into her equally sexy boot... gazing at me steadily the entire time.
"Yeah... I... Jesus!" I said nonsensically, totally unable to process what had just happened in any way, or to speak in any rational way.
"You've received the gift of my underwear, obviously happily, so now you'll kindly give me your underwear," she ordered, one boot on, and a hand extended.
"What?" I asked, having heard her, but befuddled by her request.
"Hurry up, Mom will be walking in here at any moment," she demanded, waving her hand around in an urgent, bossy fashion.
"Okay, okay," I agreed, urgently pulling them down and off, her thong falling to the floor. I grabbed the thong and handed her my cum-stained underwear, before hurrying to snap myself up, even though I had no idea why I was complying with such an order.
Shayla examined the big load inside them and gasped, "Shit, you shoot buckets!"
Before I could respond, even if I had any idea what to say, we heard the door into the kitchen open.
"I'm home," Mom sang out like she did every day when she got home... which always made me feel warm and safe.
Shayla's thong was still in my hand, and she whispered, this time because she was concerned, and not just because she wanted to control me, "Quick! Hide my thong!"
"Where?" I asked, flying into a sudden panic about getting caught with my sister's soiled panties in my hand, which I needed to do something about, within the few moments before Mom came into the living room!
Shayla stuffed my boxers under a couch cushion while she suggested, "Wrap it around your dick."
"Yeah, right," I said, stretching out the short legs of my costume to do just that, thinking that made perfect sense, since I didn't have any pockets, or anywhere else to stash it.
A second later Mom came into the room, kissed my cheek, and said, after briefly examining my costume, "You look cute, honey."
"Great, that's what we eighteen-year-old guys always go for, Mom, women calling us cute," I said, trying to deflect my anxiety and guilt, but also hating that word. I was actually decent looking, had had a few girlfriends, a few blow jobs, and had even fucked a couple of girls. So I wasn't some virgin nerd... although I still was a nerd, if my academic achievements counted, plus a geek, because of my obsession with science fiction.
"Sorry, you look handsome, then," she corrected herself.
"Mom, really?" I sighed wearily.
"He's fishing for sexy," Shayla pointed out, both of her tall boots now in place on her feet and legs.
Mom turned around to greet her daughter, but said instead, her tone leaping from sweet and motherly to firm and motherly, "You, young lady, are not going out dressed like that!"
"But it's Halloween, Mom," she said, standing up, likely going for intimidating. "By law I have to be dressed like this!"
"Shayla Marie Sorensen," Mom barked, and employing our full names was a quick, clear clue that she wasn't happy with us.
"Mahawam, I'm just going to a party," Shayla said, always annoyed at her mother's response to her fashion sense.
"Not wearing that outfit, you aren't," Mom repeated.
Not wishing to witness the Battle of the Stubborn Females, and knowing this could easily become a lengthy embroilment, I headed off to my room, just as my cell rang.
"Hey," I answered.
"We're here," Steve said.
"Oh, okay," I said, looking at my watch to see it was already nine. Time certainly flies when you're having a surreal kinky encounter with your sister! I had planned on putting on some fresh underwear, but now I didn't have time... while my sister's panties were tangled around my hard cock, that was definitely tenting out my outfit even more without the underwear to help keep it under wraps.
"What about him?" Shayla asked, great at deflecting blame by pointing a finger, in this case literally, and at my dick.
"What about him?" Mom asked, looking back at me, still wearing her nurse's unform... since she worked at one of the few hospitals that still required their nurses to wear all white, including most significantly for me, white pantyhose.
"He's not even wearing any underwear," Shayla said, pointing out my cock, which was unashamedly (unlike the rest of me) pointing right back at the two of them.
Mom looked down at my crotch, and her face went a shade of embarrassed red.
"I-I-I've got to go," I stammered, "Steve is already here."
"Oh good, then he can give me a ride too," Shayla blurted out hurriedly.
Mom, rattled by seeing my erection it seemed, and clearly too tired to endure a marathon battle with her daughter, sighed and caved, "Just go, then. But at least behave yourself!"
"I always do," Shayla said. "Let's go, big brother," she said, bouncing past me... awarding me that honorific for the first time ever, and for a very nefarious reason... and as I followed her out, I wondered if Mom had twigged onto her daughter's penile innuendo.
Once we got outside, I said, "I can't believe you said that."
"It worked," she shrugged. "And it was true."
"You're not wearing any underwear either," I pointed out, as we headed down the walk to Steve's VW beetle.
"I'm not, only because you're wearing them," she said, which I suppose was technically true.
"I'm not wearing...."
Shayla punched me in the shoulder, quipping, "Punch buggy, no return!"
As we reached the car, Shayla popped around to the driver's side and asked, "Hey sexy, can you give me a ride to the Parkers' party?"
Shayla always flirted with all of my friends, especially with Steve, and thus she always got whatever she wanted from them.
"I'd love to, but I only have room for one more passenger," he said sorrowfully, since our other two closest friends, Eddie and Baker, were also in the car.
"No worries, I can just sit on Brent's lap," she said, which made my eyes go wide. This prospect would have been a turn-on even before what had just happened... but now it carried an entire new level of sexy implications!
"Well then, climb on in," Steve said, as he got out of the car to allow first me, and then my sister to clamber into the back seat.
"The Parkers live fifteen minutes out of town," Eddie pointed out, clearly annoyed by this unexpected complication. He was our Sheldon, meaning he always needed to be on time for everything. He also thrived on structure, or rather he obsessed whenever it was threatened. Shayla had likely just placed both of those life requirements at risk.
Once I'd settled into my seat, I quickly adjusted my hard cock, just before my sister sat down in my lap... and directly onto my hard dick... making me groan.
"Are you okay, big brother?" my sister asked solicitously, leaning back against me, which enabled her to grind across my cock... clearly she was enjoying playing the tease.
"Yeah, I'm good," I said, more worried I might come in my costume than I was about any minor discomfort.
"Drive, chauffeur Steve," Shayla ordered imperiously, leaning forward to rub the top of Steve's buzz-cut head, again her body shifting across my cock... which hadn't softened at all after dropping that load, and it likely had no intention of returning back to slumber mode for a while longer. She had to know what she was doing to me!
"Yes, my fair lady," Steve said as suavely as he could manage from his lofty teenaged perch in life, preening under all the attention from my sister he could get. He, or actually all of my friends, had a serious crush on my sister.
"Ooh, aren't you the Prince Charming," she crooned as she leaned back against me... once again her ass slow dancing across my cock... and this time she let out the quietest of moans.
"I'll always be princely for you, milady," Steve said, flirting pathetically over his shoulder as he began driving.
"This detour will make us very late," Eddie sighed.
"That's okay," Baker said.
"It isn't okay! Our entire plan has just been tossed out the window," Eddie disagreed.
"So what are you studs planning for tonight?" Shayla asked, my cock resting directly beneath her pussy.
"We're going to a different party," Baker said, sitting to our right and definitely checking out my sister... a box of beer resting between us.
"Which one?" she asked, swiveling her body around towards Baker, and thus teasing my cock some more.
"Howie's," Baker said. "The plan is to play some dungeons and dragons, and then head out to the midnight showing of the epic The Rocky Horror Picture Show, just like we've done for the past four Halloweens. It's always a blast!"
"No, I won't allow that," she said, wiggling her ass a little... seemingly for my benefit... but as if she was oblivious to what she was doing to my hard cock. "Change of plan: you guys are now attending the party at the Parkers'."



"Really?" Baker asked, as I flinched my cock, deciding to counter her evil flirting with some of my own, by pretending I only needed a slight adjustment.
"Sure, it's the biggest Halloween party out there, all the hottest girls in school will be there, and you can always watch that silly movie anywhere, anytime," she said, noticing my flinch, and responding by scootching her ass around on my cock.
"It only plays in theatres on Halloween every year," I pointed out, flinching my cock a couple more times, going along with this strange backseat game, any hesitation to play naughty games with 'my very own sister' having flown out the window back when she jerked me off.
"No, we already have plans," Eddie protested, but the other two guys were willing to dump any plans, no matter how cherished, for the chance to hang out with my sister for a while longer, plus with all the other cheerleaders.
"Trust me," Shayla said in a seductive voice that made my cock flinch again, while assumedly doing the same to the other two guys (and maybe Eddie too, but I doubted it). "You'll have a great time!" She looked back to me knowingly.
"Can't we just stick to our plan?" Eddie whined.
"You can always watch it on DVD, or Blu-Ray, or whatever you have it on," she said, this time clearly grinding on my cock... calling my bluff.
Deciding enough of this teasing, no way did I want to come in my outfit again, which at this rate I would, and very soon, I said, as I lifted her up and off of my throbbing cock, "Actually Sis, watching it at home isn't at all the same thing as sharing it with a rowdy crowd in a theatre," I pointed out.
"That's right! And besides, we have plans," Eddie repeated, getting totally rattled because nobody except maybe for me, appeared to care about his sacred plans.
"Oh Eddie," Shayla wheedled, leaning forward and placing a hand on his shoulder. "Won't you attend this hot party for little old me?"
"I-I-I don't... know... h-h-ow... wh-wh-what..." Eddie stammered, totally losing his chain of thought, likely because this might be the first time a girl that wasn't his mother had ever touched him.
"Please, sexy," Shayla said, ignoring my whispered admonition that she was going too far, but instead, she reached underneath herself in the darkness and squeezed my cock, while repeating to Eddie, "For me?"
I groaned.
"Okay," Eddie agreed, then turned his head away, his cheeks burning red.
Shayla turned back to me, her hand still gripping my cock, and asked innocently, "Sorry bro, was I accidentally squishing you?"
"A little," I responded innocently since we were playing to the crowd, but getting super worried I might come again, since even normally, I could come twice pretty quickly.
"Let me reposition myself, then," she said, leaning over the bottles and resting her hands on Baker's leg.
In a moment of spontaneity... of lust... of my throbbing cock... or a moment of insanity... I used this brief reprieve to unsnap my costume and pull it up enough to release my cock, and untangle her panties from it. I then positioned my cock so it was angled directly towards her pussy, which I couldn't see in the dark since we'd just entered the highway... leaving the lights of the city streets behind... and waited to see how she reacted.
As she sat back down on my lap, it was her turn to gasp, as my erect cock slid deep inside her.
Now sitting on my lap, all my eight inches inside her pussy, she twisted around and gazed at me in complete shock and confusion.
I just shrugged... not sure how else to respond.
She was so wet that my cock had slid smoothly and easily inside her.
Was she wet because of sitting in my lap?
Had she been stimulating herself all this time?
These and many other questions swirled inside my head, but at the centre of my attention was her remaining frozen, with my cock deep inside her.
This was surreal!
It was so cool she hadn't freaked out! She hadn't moved away. She seemed to be pondering what to do next.
I didn't mean to, but my cock twitched inside her... making her moan.
"Are you okay?" Baker asked, concerned for my hot sister.
"Yeah, yeah, it's just a little leg cramp," she dissembled, as she was still looking back at me, then she moved her ass up and off of me... squirming around a little to get comfortable, which meant rubbing herself some more against my cock, which was now resting between her pussy lips, but no longer inside her hot hole.
I tried to appear impartial while she seemed to be processing what had just happened and what to do next... but she only asked, in a tone that indicated the other decision had now been made, "So you guys are all coming to the party with me, yes?"
"Do we have a choice?" Baker asked.
"Of course you do! You can either do as I say... or you can do what I say," my sister shrugged as she moved back a bit, and my cock head slipped back inside her.
Was that on purpose?
Or by accident?
The uncertainty was turning me into a horny mess.
I was desperate to fuck her... yet I wanted her to be the one to initiate it... although I already had initiated it when I positioned my cock at her pussy just as she was sitting back down.
I was stressed that I was committing incest... no matter that it was an accident on her part after a stupid, rash decision on my part.
I was worried about getting caught by my buds with my dick inside my own sister... which would be pretty damn hard to explain.
"Then my choice is to do whatever you say at all times," Baker said, drooling over my sister, my cock only about two inches inside her. Which was way better than zero inches!
"Oh, how sweet you are," she purred in full flirtation mode, letting out a soft moan as she once again leaned forward, sticking her tits in his face... my cock now just barely inside her.
A mixture of spontaneity... hormones... curiosity... mischief... lust... I made the decision for both of us, and I raised my hips and slid my cock all the way back into her pussy.
My sister froze again... again with my entire cock inside her... and she looked back at me with an expression that might mean anything... shock... curiosity... confusion... intrigue... is there a name for a facial expression that encompasses all those feelings into one? There should be, since I was looking at it!
I imagine it was similar to the look I'd had when she first grabbed my cock in our living room... God, that seemed so long ago now... when in reality it was only twenty-ish minutes ago.
Suddenly feeling guilty for what I was doing... I slipped out, and lowered myself back to my seated position.
Time stood still... although it was likely only a few seconds... before she turned away from me.
Feeling guilty and disappointed, I went to tug my costume back down over my hard cock, but Shayla reached her left hand, the one Baker couldn't see, back to my tool, positioned it against her wet pussy again and slowly... deliberately this time... lowered herself slowly back onto my cock.
My eyes went wide. She was once again sitting snugly in my lap... only this time there was a subtle but huge difference... she'd freely chosen to put my cock inside her!
"Oooooh," she moaned as she leaned back against me, growing accustomed to the eight inches of her brother's cock in her pussy.
"You okay?" Baker asked again.
"Yeah, my brother just has a lumpy lap," she explained, not moving, just resting against me... clearly unsure of what to do from here.
As was I.
Now we were both in limbo.
I was inside my sister.
My sister was sitting in my lap with her brother's cock deep inside her.
In the back seat of my friend's car.
With Baker sitting right next to us, the box of beer the only thing hiding my cock and where it was from his view.
"So... are you still dating Mike?" Baker asked, fishing for a miracle... oblivious to the one I was experiencing right next to him.
"Yes," Shayla said, studiously stoic, clearly processing her rash decision just like I had mine, but meanwhile continuing to flirt and tease poor old hopeless Baker, "But if I wasn't, I'd be all over you."
"Really?" Baker said, falling hook, line and sinker.
"She's kidding, actually," Steve threw into the mix. "Obviously, she'd be dating me."
"Maybe we should all just have a gang bang together," Shayla offered, which unintentionally made my cock twitch in her pussy... which made her in turn moan ever so softly... the idea of all four of us gang banging my sister was wild! Yet now that I was already inside her... I wanted her just to be mine and mine alone.
"Oh God," Baker gasped, as Shayla leaned across and brought her hand to his crotch to give it a playful rub... my own cock remaining halfway inside her.
"Shit," Steve gasped from the driver's seat, swerving a little.
Only shy Eddie remained still and silent.
"Or maybe just a bukkake," Shayla tossed out wickedly, the visual of my sister taking three loads of cum (excluding shy Eddie's) all over her pretty face also pretty fucking hot... since any bukkake was such a hot sex act.
This was my chance to pull out... to right a wrong... that is, if she considered this wrong... yet I stayed the course by remaining motionless... I'd let her decide what happened next.
This current episode had begun with her accidentally sitting squarely onto my cock. Then a bit later, I'd made the decision to purposely slide into her pussy. And then after I'd relented, she'd decided to sit on my cock again! And now here we were. This chain of events had been the most intense form of mutual teasing ever!
There had been no fucking. Only insertion. So far.
"Is this fresh growth because of me?" Shayla asked, after she placed her hand onto Baker's cock through his costume.
"Oh God," he moaned.
"I'll take that as a yes," she said, while openly rubbing his cock... my cock still resting halfway inside her.
"If you don't stop, I'm going to...." Baker groaned, and obviously came in his outfit.
As Shayla sat back onto my cock, tacitly declining this opportunity to terminate our incestuous stalemate, she said while she slowly moved her body back and forth, slowly fucking herself on my cock, "Sorry about that."
I silently reappraised my recent thought about 'only insertion'. So where were we now? Fifth base? Sixth?
Eddie looked back for the first time; he was easily the shyest of the four of us, and he gave my sister and me a perplexed look... just as Shayla settled back down, taking all of my cock into her pussy yet again. And now there was no question: she'd committed herself to fucking with me (in a good way). And for my part, my only real issue had been how she felt about doing this, so... Game On!
"Ooooooooh, mmmmmmmm, hey sexy," Shayla smiled into Eddie's shy face, using her flirtation with him as an excuse to issue a moan that was really because she was once again sitting completely down with her brother's cock buried in her pussy... although her flirtation was also sincere... she just loved flirting with and teasing my friends... exerting the power she had over them.
Shayla leaned forward a little to flirt with Eddie some more, raising her pussy just a little... leaving my cock still over halfway inside her.
"H-h-hey back?" Eddie stammered, then instantly jerked his head back to face the road.
Shayla lowered herself back onto my cock, and I made it twitch deep inside her. She leaned forward again, and asked Steve from about two inches away from his right ear, "How long until we're there, sugar?"
"Five minutes," Steve said. "Give or take," whereupon Shayla sat back down on my cock, and I realized she was fucking me... well, slyly fucking me.
Sitting back up, she said, reaching her hand between the two seats, "Well, drive safely, Mr. Chauffeur. Tonight we're getting you boys laid."
"What?" Steve gasped, as Shayla wigged her ass slightly, which I took as an invitation to begin fucking her steadily.
I glanced over at Baker who was staring at my sister, made sure the box would hide my actions, and I began slowly fucking.
"Yeah, there'll be lots of sexy, drunk-ish girls there," Shayla said. She then looked admiringly at Baker and said, "And if you other guys are as well hung as Baker here, I'm certain you won't have any difficulty in getting one of my cheerleader friends to suck and fuck you."
"Oh my God," Steve said out loud, as I continued slowly, surreptitiously, fucking my sister... wondering if she would... and could... really set these guys up with her hot friends.
"Would you?" Baker asked... he and Eddie both virgins. While Steve had hooked up with a girl named Beth a few times.
"I'll get you guys into the party," Shayla explained. "After that, you'll have to turn on your charm."
"I can do that," Steve said.
"I don't know if I can," Baker said, not a very confident young man.
"Oh, I think you can, big boy," Shayla reassured him as I kept slyly fucking my sister... wondering how long we could get away with doing this on the sly.
"I don't know," Baker said doubtfully, as she settled back down, again sitting firmly on my cock.
"You're so bad, big brother," she whispered ever so quietly, her hot breath tickling my ear as she slyly began grinding her hips and slowly fucking herself on my cock.
"As are you," I whispered back, still in awe of what was happening... and what had begun as some silly flirtatious play, then had shifted to an accidental insertion (at least on her part), had now become some very purposeful and willing incest on both of our parts.
"We don't have much time," she whispered, and she braced both of her hands on the back of the driver's seat while slowly fucking me.
I couldn't believe this was happening! My hot cheerleader twin sister with a college boyfriend... was willingly fucking me!
I knew I wasn't going to last long if she continued slyly moving her hips back and forth. I didn't think I should come inside her. Yet if she kept doing whatever she was doing with her pussy... which somehow seemed to be flexing its grip around my cock... I was going to explode, and thus do just that!
"Mmmmmmm," Shayla moaned as she continued slowly grinding on my cock... seeming to be getting close herself. After a minute or so of sweet... soothing... sly... grinding, she said, "Your driving is so sexy, Steve."
"It is?" Steve asked.
"Yes, it actually turns me on," Shayla moaned, obviously trying to hide what she was really doing behind some more excessive flirtation.
"It actually does?" Steve asked, perplexed, looking into her face via the rear view mirror.
"Yeah, there's nothing sexier than a man taking control," Shayla said, wiggling her ass.
I figured that was her sly, silent way of telling me it was my turn to do the fucking.
"What I mean is someone who just takes what he wants," Shayla added, actually turning around to glare an insistent look at me, since I hadn't yet taken what I wanted by resuming to fuck her.
"I can be that man," Steve offered, oblivious to what was happening directly behind him.
"I just bet you could," Shayla moaned sexily, while I lifted up my hips to fill her.
Steve suddenly slammed on the brakes, and Shayla was thrown forward, but then fell back onto my cock and landed hard, screaming, "Fuuuuuck!"
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned, reaching new depths in my sister's pussy.
Baker looked over, so I squeezed my sister's left leg to warn her... since there was no way he could see anything that hand did.
"Sorry, a deer jumped out in front of us, and I almost hit her," Steve explained.
"You scared the shit out of me," Shayla complained.
"Yeah, and then you slammed right down on top of me," I added.
"Oh, dearie me! Did I hurtie your little wee-wee?" Shayla asked in a teasingly 'widdle' baby voice, but she was also wiggling her ass delightfully on my deeply imbedded dick.
"You did something, anyway," I joked, as Steve got us back up to highway speed.
Baker said, likely the bravest thing he'd ever said, "You can sit on my lap if you want?"
"I think we already know you couldn't handle that, Mr. Sharpshooter," she teased, and she leaned over and squeezed his dick again, which was still hard.
As she did, I turned slightly sideways and began fucking her harder... not crazy fast like I wanted to... I couldn't allow any sounds of my slamming into her... but still hard enough to stimulate both of us better than before.
"You're still hard, big boy," she said to Baker, as she allowed me to fuck her freely.
"Y-y-yeah," Baker said, clearly in awe that this hot cheerleader was touching his dick... again!
"What would happen if I sat on your lap, sexy?" Shayla asked with a soft moan, as I fucked her as smoothly as I could, given the awkward position and situation we were in.
"I-I-I don't know," he stammered, obviously overwhelmed by the unaccustomed attention he was receiving.
My balls were beginning to boil, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer.
As if reading my mind, my sister said (to Baker, thank God, not to me), "I bet you'd just erupt all over me!"
"Ooooooh," Baker groaned.
"Are you going to come again now?" she asked, still rubbing his cock through his costume.
"Yesssssss," Baker moaned, and I took her question to him as permission... as her moans increased...although she hid the real cause by teasing Baker.
Shayla turned to me and gave me a nod, which I took as permission to come inside her, knowing I'd only have a few more strokes in control before exploding, as she added, in reality speaking more to me than to Baker, "Yes, and I bet you'd come inside me, if we were actually doing it."
"Oh, God," Baker groaned, looking like he was about to shoot another load into his costume.
A few more strokes, and I was done. I wanted to moan, but I bit my lip to control any obvious sound that would give us away, as I erupted inside my sister's pussy.
"Yessssss," Shayla moaned loudly, while I filled her, and she rubbed him furiously.
"Fuuuck," Baker grunted, as he came too.
Shayla fell back against me... her body quaking as much as mine was... and I was sure she'd just orgasmed from my coming inside her.
"So hot," Shayla moaned, looking soulfully at Baker while her body quivered against mine.
"I think Shayla should join us in the front seat on the way home," Steve said, as he slowed way down and pulled up to a farmhouse.
"Oh? What would you want me to do up there?" Shayla asked playfully, as she leaned against me and recovered from her orgasm.
"Anything you like," Steve said, a lot more suave than Baker.
"Oh, really?" she asked, and the car came to a stop, while both of us recovered from the crazy orgasms we just gave each other.
"Yeah," Steve said, looking into his rear-view mirror.
"Could you guys stop hitting on my sister?" I complained, having ordinarily put a stop to it within the first few seconds, when I wasn't being distracted by... you know... fucking my sister.
"Too late for that," Steve said.
"Yeah, it's not my fault all your sexy friends want to fuck me," Shayla said, slyly wiggling her bare ass against me... my cock still buried inside her.
"So... we're here," Steve announced.
"Well boys, have fun," Shayla said. "I may need a ride home, so don't take off without me."
Eddie got out of the car, and Baker, sheepishly, did too, as Shayla climbed off of me... her wetness and mine dripping onto me, as her ultra-short skirt automatically fell into place as if nothing scandalous had just happened..
I quickly snapped my costume together inside the dark car, then I too got out... my cock still hard.



Shayla sauntered off without another word... as Steve helped me out of the back seat and noticed my cock poking against my costume.
"You got hard from your sister sitting on you?" he asked.
I shrugged, trying to act casual, even while I felt more cum leaking out of my shaft, "What can I say?"
"You're a very sick man," Steve congratulated, and he high fived me.
"Did she really get you off?" he then asked Baker.
Baker answered not with shame, but pride, "Twice!"
"Fuck, why did I agree to drive?" Steve sighed.
"Because you don't drink," Eddie said, always getting more talkative when no girls were around.
"Still," Steve said.
"Let's go inside and find some hot ladies," I urged.
"I'd still rather carry on and go to the other party," Eddie said doggedly.
"If there's only as much as a one percent chance of my getting a hand rub from Shayla, I'm definitely staying," Steve said. "And it's my car, so end of story."
"She's my sister, you know," I reminded them.
"Yeah, yeah," Steve said, as the other two started walking towards the party. As he was closing the driver's side door, which for some reason I hadn't yet done, he asked, "Why is there a thong on the back seat?"
My eyes went wide as I shrugged, "I have no idea." Then I thought to add, "It's your car, horn dog. Don't you know who's been partying back there?"
....
Epilogue:
Neither Eddie nor Baker got lucky that night... although Steve hooked up with some girl from another school.
I, on the other hand, ended up in the barn with Amanda, who as she sucked my cock, looked up at me after a couple of bobs and said, "Jesus, Mary and Joseph, you really did feck your sister, you wanker. I thought she was only slagging me!"
But that's a story for another time.
THE END... MAYBE
I considered having a second scene in this story where Shayla beckons her brother to a barn. Yet, I decided it made more sense to end the chapter here since the focus was the wicked backseat sex.
Are you interested in reading more?
I have a few ideas but no real clear plan:
Sister Can't Get Enough
Shayla summons brother to barn for a good old fashion fucking.
Sister Shares
Sister beckons brother where Brent walks in to find his crush Amanda having some lesbian fun with his sister and....
The Ride Home
Sister tipsy really enjoys the ride home.
Caught by Mom
The siblings can't get enough of each other when Mom comes home early from work and....
Other ideas?
Share away.
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"You fucking asshole," I wailed, tears streaming down my face. I'd let myself into my boyfriend's frat house room, only to discover him fucking some Asian skank dressed in a slutty witch's costume. It wasn't your typical witch in a black dress and pointy hat, but more like lingerie forged from some kind of prickly black armour, and it didn't even cover her essentials. My unimaginative boyfriend was... not surprisingly... just plain naked.
Since it was about 6:00 PM on Halloween, I too was in costume... dressed as a scarecrow... and not looking at all slutty... not like I'd look later on this evening... but I'm getting ahead of myself... although my denim short shorts did showcase my tight ass pretty damn well.

"Anna, I can explain," Jay blurted idiotically, even though he was caught in the act.
"You can explain why you're fucking another girl?" I demanded incredulously, wiping an instant flood of tears from my eyes and my cheeks.
"Yes, because he's fucking me in the ass, which in this case is perfectly reasonable," the slut replied on Jay's behalf.
"Miranda?! What's that nonsense you're spouting?" I asked, recognizing her voice... she was one of my sorority sisters, but not... obviously... one of my close friends.
"You won't allow him to fuck your ass," Miranda said. "So strictly speaking, he's not really cheating if he fucks someone else's instead. In this case, mine."
"You slut!" I snapped, my anger redirected from my boyfriend to the coed.

"Whatever you say, prude," Miranda snapped back, as she resumed bouncing back on my boyfriend's dick.
"Are you still fucking her?" I demanded, stunned by the audacity of these two assholes.
"Sorry about that," he kind of apologized, but made no attempt to pull out.
"Yeah, you look really fucking sorry," I snapped, and I turned around and stormed out.
"Maybe if you dressed like a woman instead of a twelve-year-old," Miranda called tauntingly after me.
"Fuck you both, and the ironsmith who does your wardrobe," I called back, needing to get the last word in, as if it mattered.
As I wiped some more tears from my face, I went outside, and was walking past a cute red-headed guy handing out flyers, and he addressed me, saying, "Hey, babe! You should come by the ΣΑΕ [Sigma Alpha Epsilon] fraternity tonight for our Escape Room competition."
"What's that?" I asked, trying to compose myself, so I could show him some courtesy. The distressing scene I'd just experienced wasn't his fault.
"We're awarding five grand to the winner. You'll need to win your way through four escape rooms and finish sooner than all the other girls," he explained.
"I just have to puzzle my way through whatever challenges are inside four escape rooms before anyone else, and I win five grand?" I asked. I was great at puzzles, and had done well in a few escape rooms with my ex-boyfriend. (Well, he was my ex now! If that slut Miranda wanted him, she could have him, for all I cared!)
"Exactly," he said.
"Where's it being held?" I asked.
"My frat, ΣΑΕ, is running it inside the Frank mansion," he said. "It's on the market, so it doesn't have any furnishings except for the furniture, Halloween decorations and... other stuff... we've brought in for the event."
"Really?" I said. " That sounds like lots of fun!" thinking I could prove my worth to my ex-fucker by winning this event, which was being held by his own fraternity!
"When does it start?" I asked.
"Thirty minutes from now," he said, after checking the time on his phone.
"I'm in," I said.
"Great!" he said. "I'll call to confirm there's still a slot open for you."
"Do that," I said.
He made a call and asked, "Is there room for one more? Excellent." He turned back to me and asked, name?"
"Anna Blair," I said.
"Jay's Anna?" he gawped. As it happened, I'd just left the ΣΑΕ frat house; since as I mentioned, Jay was a member, so he lived there.
"I'm not that asshole's anything," I said tersely. "At least not anymore."
"What did that dumb ass do?"
"Someone else's ass," I retorted.
"He's an idiot," he announced, undressing me with his eyes. And even if I'm saying so myself, I have some curves worth admiring. Not extreme ones mind you, but nice, nevertheless.
"Tell me about it," I said, appreciating someone joining my side without even being asked.
"Well, head over there right away to get into your first costume," he said.
"Costume?" I asked. "And more than one of them?"
"Yeah, you need to wear a different sexy costume in each room," he said. "ΣΑΕ will provide them for you before you enter each one."
"I do? And you will?"
"Yeah, is that a problem?"
In truth it was... since I always preferred knowing beforehand what was going to happen... I relied upon structure. And since he'd specified 'sexy', it didn't sound like I'd have any choice about how much skin I'd be showing. But with that anal bitch Miranda calling me a prude only a few minutes ago lingering in my head, I replied with false confidence, "No problem at all."
"Great," he said. "And I'll be rooting for you."
In a moment of rare spontaneity, I leaned forward, planted a kiss on him, and even squeezed his dick, which was hard, and said, "You'd better be rooting for me, hot stuff."

"Shit," he groaned. "Now I'll really be cheering you on!"
"Nice cock," I said, before sauntering away with a rush of adrenaline coursing through me. Now to be clear, I wasn't really all that prudish... since I prided myself on my cock sucking abilities... and I was pretty wild in bed, especially after a drink or two or three (or seven)... I just wasn't interested in anal sex. It wasn't sanitary, and it wasn't natural. But I could suck... I could fuck... I swallowed... I was happy to take facials. I actually loved sucking cock! And Jay had never even implied he actually needed anal sex. Sure, he'd asked a time or two... casually, I'd thought... but that was it. So fuck him... I mean never again... at least no more fuck him... but I was going to prove I was no fucking prude by fucking some frat boy right after I won this competition. Maybe even the guy I'd just met. I realized I didn't even know his name, but that could be addressed later on, since he'd indicated he'd be watching me in action.
I walked the few minutes in the fresh air, my head spinning from two very different out of the blue moments.
My anger over my boyfriend of six months cheating on me with a fellow sorority sister pissed me off, and yet this sudden serendipitous chance to compete in an escape room competition, and meeting a cute frat boy, had calmed my anger. But not my determination to turn this sexy lark into revenge!
I reached the location, determined to win. Two good looking frat boys were standing at a table just outside the front door to greet people. I smiled at them, "Hey, sexy."
"Me or him?" the tall blond asked.
"Both of you," I smiled flirtatiously, feeling a strange sense of female empowerment that I couldn't explain.
"Well, I'll take it," the shorter brunette guy said.
"Are you here for the Escape Room competition?" the blond asked.
"I am," I said. "A last-minute entry."
"Well, you'll be a great addition," the blond said, his tone dripping with plenty of flirtation of his own.
"Oh, that I will," I agreed.
"Single?" the blond asked.
"As of twenty-nine minutes ago," I said, checking the time on my phone.
"Who'd let you slip away?" he continued his full-frontal attack.
"One of your own frat brothers," I answered. "Jay."
"That dumb ass," he said, as he walked around the table to me.
"He's a fucking idiot," the other boy added.
"I can't argue with that," I said, appreciating the support.
"We're starting in ten minutes, so if Anna Blair has arrived, shut down out there," a male voice said through a walkie talkie.
"Well, I'd love to stick around and listen to you two tell me how big a fucking asshole my ex is and how fucking hot I am, but I have a contest to win," I said, oozing sex appeal and a sudden confidence.
"Shit, you're a real spitfire," the blond said.
I don't know why I said it, but I did. "You like me now? Then you should see me in bed." I then sauntered into the mansion. A mansion I'd always been curious to go into.
"Jesus," I heard the blond say, assumedly staring at my afore-mentioned tight ass, as I sauntered off.
I walked inside the building, and was surprised to see a very pretty black girl sitting behind a desk, who was gesturing towards a large sign on an easel that said: Disrobe here.

"Am I reading that right?" I asked, my burst of bravado crashing down in a heartbeat.
"Yes, we'll be providing you with a different costume for each room's challenge," the girl said. "And since I'll be accompanying you throughout those rooms, I too will be changing outfits for each one. Although in my case, I'll be wearing a series of sexy outfits, while you'll be in sexy costumes." She then continued, "My name is Jacenta by the way, and I already know you're the lovely Anna. I want you to feel very welcome here."
And I did feel welcome... she was the very epitome of graciousness... even while wearing an extremely sexy outfit... consisting only of a purple teddy (which matched her flamboyant purple hair) and purple stockings. And the teddy did very little to conceal any of her charms, not even her purple bush. Would I be able to look as good in my outfits as she did in hers right now? Oh yes. She was also wearing a very striking pair of matching gold-coloured bracelets; they looked like tiny snakes wrapped a few times around her wrists.
"I'm not sure I can do that," I said, suddenly feeling very hesitant.
"Of course you can," she smiled, rising and walking around the desk to approach me.
"I don't know," I said. It was one thing for me to think I could dress all slutty, but in actuality I'd always dressed rather prim and proper in public... although I did have some sexy lingerie I wore for my man behind closed doors... or rather had worn for my ex-man.
"Oh yeah, you're a sexy thang," she drawled, walking completely around me to check me out from all sides. Fortunately for my self-esteem, she also voiced some approving noises.
"I'm flattered, but I still don't know," I repeated.
"Then why did you sign up?" she asked reasonably.
"It was a spur of the moment decision, right after I walked in on my boyfriend ass fucking a sorority sister of mine," I answered, anger rising inside me again... the image still very much etched in my head.
"That's all the more reason," she said.
"He's a ΣΑΕ frat asshole."
"Then it's time for you to show him... right here tonight... who you really are," she said, all motherly. I mean she couldn't actually be my mother... we weren't even the same race... and she was far too young for the role... but I already knew I liked this girl, and felt I could trust her to be in my corner.
"By winning an escape room challenge?" I asked.
"By winning a sexual escape room challenge," she clarified, as she came so close to me I could feel her breath on my face... an additional thing about her I found pleasant.
"S-s-sexual?" I stammered.
"Yes, each room will contain between one and three sexy challenges," Jacenta explained, then she leaned forward and kissed me.
I was shocked! Here was yet another out of the blue moment! But I hesitated only for a second before I kissed her back. Truth was, I'd been rather bi-curious ever since I started college.... But since I had a boyfriend, I'd ignored that curiosity. But now things were different. So after a moment, I returned the kiss... Jacenta's generous lips feeling so much softer than any boy's. And she was tender... not at all rough. The experience sent a chill down my back.
When she broke the kiss, she urged, "You need to prove to that cheating asshole you're all woman."
"I don't know," I said, still in a daze from the kiss.
"No worries, I've already decided for you," she said. And she started undressing me!
I could have pushed her away.
I could have made some objection.
I could have at least feigned some resistance.
But I didn't.
Instead, I just watched her undress me. It was exciting in a way I couldn't explain, even as I shivered in the sudden gentle breezes wafting against my newly exposed skin.
"Such a tight, ripe body," she purred, as she pulled down my shorts.
"I can't believe I'm allowing you to do this," I said.
"Oh, if we had more time, you'd be allowing me to do a lot more to you," she said, her meaning very, very clear.
"I've never been with a woman," I said, "at all," looking down at Jacenta as she now crouched near my pussy... which was now hidden only by my panties... my nipples so hard.
"Oh, that's going to change very, very soon," she said, pulling my panties down. "And unless you object, I'll be one of the girls helping you to change it."
"I have been curious," I admitted, feeling a little wetness leaking from me. "And even though we met just a few minutes ago, I really like you."
"The feeling's mutual, hot stuff. And mmmm, what a ripe looking..." and then she gave it a quick lick, "...and delicious pussy," she said, staring at it from only a few inches away. "Lots of girls shave down there, but I like the way you just keep your pubes trimmed nice and short. They don't really hide anything, but they still look natural."
"I've never had anyone... boy or girl... say that to me," I said, Jay never willing to go down on me, making me feel very self-conscious by complaining about my pussy's smell and probable taste.
"Frat boys aren't equipped to appreciate the sweet nectar of a pussy," Jacenta purred, as she stood back up and kissed me again... and I detected just the subtlest trace of my own taste on her soft lips.

"No, they certainly don't appear to be," I agreed, trembling both because I was butt naked, and because of her sweet intimacy, that had my legs feeling as weak as overcooked spaghetti.
"Let's get you into your first costume," she said.
"Yeah, I do feel a little underdressed right now," I joked.
"Oh, you'll need to get used to that. It won't be changing much," she smiled, leading me to a closet containing a lone costume on a hanger.
"So I see," I said, unable to tell what the skimpy costume was supposed to be.
"Sit on the chair over there," Jacenta instructed.
I did, still feeling chilly, even though my pussy was burning while I admired this black, sexy girl.
She fetched a package, walked back to me, and handed it over.
I sighed, expressing my instant disappointment, "Pantyhose. I hate pantyhose."
"First, they aren't pantyhose, they're thigh high stockings."
"There's a difference?" I asked, having worn pantyhose exactly twice in my life: once for a wedding and again, obediently, for a funeral. What I remembered most about them was they itched like crazy both times.
"As you can see, they only go up to the thighs," she pointed to her legs. Then as she posed for me, she added, "Second, they look sexy. Don't you think?"
As I gazed at her posing, I had to agree the nylons enhanced her outfit, and especially her legs. "You do look sexy."
"I know," she said, as she sauntered back to me. "And they'll look sexy as fuck on you, too."
"I don't know," I said, as I watched her open the package.
"Trust me," she said, as she took out a stocking and rolled it up in her hands.
I watched as she slid the stocking up my leg.
Once it was on, my pussy tingling as her head was again close to my pussy as she reached for the other stocking. She ordered, "Feel those nylons."
"Okay," I said, moving my hand to the stockings, and was surprised by how soft they were. "Oh my," I said, loving how soft the nylon felt... way different than whatever cheap stuff my mother had bought me for those two dress up occasions.
"I know... right," she said, standing back up. "Now where did I put that other stocking?"
"I mean, I never knew they made nylons that weren't itchy," I said, my hand still caressing the super soft, silky stockings.
"I know! I wear them every day," she said, as she found the other stocking and picked it up.
"I've worn them a total of twice," I said.
"You look so sexy with just a single stocking on," Jacenta complimented, as she sat down beside me to admire it from close up.

She returned to her knees in front of me, and began drawing on my second stocking.
"Aren't they amazing?" she asked, as she finished putting the other one on me.
"To my utter surprise, yes," I said, intrigued by nylons for the first time ever. They were sexy. They were soft. And unlike pantyhose, these were convenient for going to the washroom, or you know... doing something else personal.
As she lingered between my slightly parted legs, she breathed, "God, I'd love to eat you right now."
"I sure wouldn't fight you off," I said, feeling a desire to be intimate with her, just as a buzzer sounded throughout the building.
She sighed as she stood up. "Shoot, I guess it's time to get you to challenge one."
She pulled me up, and I said, still naked except for the stockings, "I still can't believe I'm taking part in this craziness."
She fetched the skimpy outfit and handed it to me.
"You can't? Then I think it's time to bring out the real you," she said.
As I put on the skimpy, revealing outfit, I said, meaning it after the past hour, and some confusing feelings, "I don't even know who that is anymore."
"Then let's go do some exploring together, and we'll see which you we meet," she said, before kissing me again.
"Okay, let's," I agreed, once she broke the kiss.
"We've got to go," she said, taking my hand and leading me out of her reception area and downstairs to a wood-paneled room in the basement. It contained various Halloween decorations, plus a huge, unpainted wooden box in the corner, with a round hole in one side of it. The floor was just a plain concrete slab, with a yellow rug covering part of it.
As we entered, I heard the sound of the door not only latching itself closed behind us, but clearly locking itself closed with a loud thunk. "What was that?" I asked.
"We're locked inside this room until you complete everything you need to do here," Jacenta explained. "Hence the term 'Escape Room'."



"Okay, that makes sense. And what exactly am I wearing?" I asked, my pussy pretty much within full view behind my flimsy plaid skirt, and my tits weren't particularly contained. Their inner swells and the inner halves of my areolas were even showing!
"It's a slutty schoolgirl uniform, of course."
"Well, that makes sense, I guess," I smiled, shaking my head at what I was wearing... on purpose! Jay would be shocked.
"One minute to go," the same male voice over the intercom announced.
"Shoot," she said, as I looked around the room. "I'd better explain the rules, then. In this room, your first task is to give a guy a hand job and take his load all over your face."
"Seriously?" I asked.

"Yeah, and that's the tamest of your wild tasks tonight," she said.
"Then I'm really not sure I can do this," I repeated... everything becoming very real.
"You can," she said, kissing me again. "And you will."
"I don't know," I trembled at her touch.
"Do it to prove to that asshole how he really fucked up," she said, kissing me again. "And also do it to prove to yourself you're so much more than you think you are."
"Okay," I agreed, she somehow managing to tease out a power in me that I didn't know I had.
"It'll be fun," she smiled, just as a buzzer buzzed. "Shoot! Get started."
"Get started where?"
"Right over there," she pointed to an anonymous cock suddenly appearing through that hole in the large box. I was in a room with a glory hole!
"Oh, okay," I said, in a bit of a daze.
"Get stroking," she said, gently pushing me over to the big cock and down to my knees. "And don't waste any time... the quicker you get him off, the closer you'll get to winning the contest!"
"Right, right," I said, as I dropped to the floor... fortunately on the section with a rug... and began stroking the cock.
"There ya go," she said, as I admired the cock, so much larger than my ex's.
"If you're watching this, Jay, this cock is twice the size of your tiny dick," I said loudly.
"Yeah, that's a really nice dick," Jacenta agreed.
"It's a fucking monster, is what it is," I said, in awe of the sheer size of this glorious cock.
"Oh, you'll be interacting with even bigger ones in a bit," Jacenta promised, as I stroked it rapidly but gently.

As I stroked the cock, I couldn't help but wonder what one this big would feel like inside my mouth. Or better yet, inside my pussy. I asked, after jacking the cock for a minute or so, "Can I suck it?"
"Not this one," she said. "But don't worry, the night is still very, very young."
"Fine," I sighed dramatically.
"But time is of the essence," she said. "So more stroking, less admiring."
"Fine," I repeated. "It's just such a nice cock, especially after I've been settling for Jay's baby dick for half a year."
"Then tonight you're graduating to men," Jacenta said. "But you might want to lose that costume before you get his cum all over it."
So I stripped down to my stockings, then repositioned myself on my knees, and stroked the cock faster.
"In that case, it's going to be one hell of a fucking graduation," I said, as I increased the intensity of stroking the big throbbing cock before me.
"You got that right," she agreed, as she came up behind me.
"Mmmmmm," I said, as I kept stroking the cock.
After another thirty seconds or so, the stranger with the big cock hiding in the box warned, "I'm about to come."
"Get ready, sexy," Jacenta said, reaching down to grasp my head, ever so gently.
"Give it to me, big cock boy," I said, waiting for his big load of cum to splatter my face.
"Fuck," he grunted just a couple seconds later.
Wad after was of cum splattered onto my face and glasses.

Once he was done shooting, a final big wad leaked out and clung to the tip, and I couldn't resist licking it off.
"9 and 0," the voice over the intercom stated.
"What does that mean?" I asked, as the cock disappeared back into the hole.
"It's a hint for the puzzle you need to solve," she said.
"I have to solve puzzles too?" I asked, as cum dripped down my forehead.
"Yes," she nodded. "I forgot to tell you the question."
"Oh," I said.
"Yes, the question is what year did 'Trick or Treat for UNICEF' begin?"
"Mmmmmm," I pondered, thinking the nine must be the second digit, and the zero likely the last.
"Cock two has arrived, which is a suck and swallow task, so now you get your wish," Jacenta said, and I turned to see a massive black cock poised before me.
"Holy fuck," I gasped, the cock before me even longer than the prior one, plus it was even thicker, and black as night. (I learned later on that the guy wasn't actually black... he was Hispanic, and generally olive-coloured, except like I said, his groin and genitals were unusually dark.)
"Like I promised you," Jacenta said.
"Well hello there, horse cock of a darkened colour," I greeted, as I took off my glasses and set them aside... the cum splattered on them not allowing me a clear look at this amazing specimen.
"Get sucking," my new friend said, all motherly (yeah, she actually pulled it off), as I stared at the wonder of this newest cock.
"Right, right," I said, so I leaned forward and took the glorious dick into my mouth.
"Oh yeah," the guy groaned.
"Go for that load," Jacenta urged, as I bobbed on a cock that stretched my mouth extremely wide.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned, in awe of the cock before me. I'd been living a mundane life before tonight's unexpected wild adventure... which seemed to be just getting started.
"That's it, suck it," a deep voice said through the wood-slatted wall.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned again, unable to articulate verbally with such a glorious cock in my mouth. So I got onto all fours, and began sucking the amazing cock with even more reckless vigor.
"You look so hot with that cock in your mouth," Jacenta purred as she watched.
So again I responded with an unintelligible but heartfelt moan.

I didn't even get half of the cock in my mouth as I bobbed back and forth, craving the load in this stranger's balls.
"You're so sexy, girlfriend," Jacenta encouraged.
I wondered if I could become her girlfriend. Could tonight's surreal experience become the start of something more?
"Oh fuck," he groaned.
"Get that load, baby," she added.
I took a bit more of the cock into my mouth.
I sucked faster.
I craved that cum.
"Fuuuuuck," he grunted, and a moment later he filled my mouth with a massive load. There was so much cum I couldn't take it all, so I backed off, and some of it dripped out of my mouth, and some more splattered my face.

"5 and 1," the voice said, as I took the cock back into my mouth, seeking any last remnants of cum.
"Now come over here and solve the problem," she instructed.
"Okay," I said, backing off of the huge cock and saying, "Thanks for the load, big boy."
"Anytime," the deep voice replied.
"1950," I said, thinking that would be the year, based on those digits.
"Probably. Enter it into the keypad next to the door," she instructed me.
"Okay," I said, quickly doing just that.
I entered the four digits, the red light turned green, and the door unlocked itself and opened.
"Way to go, girl," Jacenta said, taking my hand and leading me two flights upstairs, and we stopped in the hallway near another room.
"That was wild," I said, cum still on my face and in my mouth.
"And we're just getting started," Jacenta said, as she handed me some wipes to cleanse my face with, and began undressing.
"What are you doing?" I asked as I cleaned the cum off of my outside, and swallowed the portion that was already inside me.
"Different room, different costume," she explained.
"For me too?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded, as I saw her hot bod wearing only her nylons now... looking even hotter... even sexier. "So get naked again."
"Nylons too?" I asked.
"Yep, new outfit, new nylons," she said as if it were obvious.
"Okay," I said, getting naked.

"You're going to be dressed as a maid this time," she said, pointing to a pink and black maid's outfit... pink not a colour I associated with maids.
"Well, I do like to serve," I said.
"Mmmmmm, good to know," she said, sliding into a fresh pair of nylons.
One article at a time, I slipped into my attire... consisting of a pink dress and apron with a partially see-through bodice, then a black corset-with-tux-tails and white trim over the dress, and of course stockings. This time I put on my own nylons... which were pink as well. No underwear of course, which I guessed would be the rule for the entire evening.
Jacenta was now dressed as a nun, or at least she was if you can imagine a nun in a translucent micro-mini skirt, a slightly see-through top, and a large expanse of taut, bare midriff.
"This time you begin to explore your other sexuality," she said, sauntering over to me.
"My other sexuality?" I asked coyly, even though I knew exactly where she was going.
"Yes," she said, kissing me again. "I was betting you'd be a great pussy muncher."
"Only one way to find out," I smiled, lowering myself before her.
"So tempting," she purred as she looked down at me, and as I admired her pussy.
"Agreed," I said, as the voice from a speaker said, "Round two will begin in two minutes. The current scores are up on the screens in the two houses. Bets for round two end in two minutes."
"Houses? Bets?" I asked.
"Yes, a crowd of people are watching the competition on a live stream," she explained as if it were no big deal.
"I'm having sex and it's being streamed?" I demanded semi-hysterically, feeling like I'd just been doused with a bucket of cold water.
"Yes and no, and please calm down," she said. "It's not on the internet, and it's not being taped, but the ΣΑΕ frat boys and their guests at the frat house are watching us and the other girls."
"Oh," I said.
"So, likely your asshole of an ex watched you servicing those cocks," she said.
"Mmmmmmm," I said, still on my knees.
"And soon he'll be watching you with another girl or two," she added.
"But she won't be you?" I asked, as she pulled me back up to my feet.
"Not for now," she said. "But once this event is over, win or lose, you and I are going to share something..." she paused so she could kiss me, "...really special."
"Mmmmmm," I purred, feeling something for her so much more intense and powerful than anything I'd ever had with any boy.
"Ohhhh, look, you're winning!" she gasped excitedly, pointing to a nearby screen.
I looked up and saw a list of six names, with mine at the top.



	
Anna 0:00




	
Britney 0:21




	
Glenda 1:43




	
Susan 1:45




	
Debbie 1:58




	
Fiona 3:33






"What does it mean?" I asked.
"It means that you swallowed your second load, and then punched in the answer to the puzzle twenty-one seconds before Britney did," she said. "And then Glenda trailed you by a minute and forty-three seconds, etcetera."
"I see," I said, oddly proud of myself. "That's good, isn't it?"
"You bet! Let's get to the next room."
I followed her, again hand in hand, and into another room, which must have been called the Blue Room, since it was blue, where an older woman in her forties or fifties was up on a bed, but down on all fours. All she was wearing was a garter belt and hose.

"Oooooooh, fun," Jacenta purred, pointing to a strap-on.
"Is that for me?" I asked.
Jacenta went to the card and read it. "Yep. Task one. Fuck a girl to orgasm."
As she said that, the buzzer sounded.
"Now hurry," she said.
"Oh, okay," I said, as I rushed to the strap-on and pulled it up to my hips. Since I'd never worn one before, I struggled to tighten it properly ... but the more I rushed, the more I was struggling.
Jacenta came to my rescue, and together we got it secured. "Now fuck that pussy."
"Okay," I said, as I knelt behind the woman and slid my cock... what a weird thing to say!... into her pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me," the woman moaned, as I awkwardly began fucking her... the sensations of being the one doing the fucking so different from anything else in my experience. I mean I liked riding a cock... or even to bounce back on one when I was taking it from this gal's exact same position... but my being the one providing the penetration felt completely surreal.
"I'm trying to," I said, trying to get into a rhythm.
"You'll be doing that to me later on," Jacenta teased.
"And you to me," I countered.
"Oh, we'll be fucking together all the fucking night," Jacenta said, her hand moving to her pussy.
"I do enjoy all-nighters," I smiled, getting a little distracted by Jacenta, and losing my flow.
And have I mentioned the two miniature skeletons in the room? They weren't just hanging loosely from some length of cord attached to the ceiling, but were standing upright in a couple of different poses. I thought they were a really cute Halloween-y touch!

"Focus on Dean Jones' wife, not the statuary," she said.
"She's the dean's wife?" I asked, totally surprised.
"Yeah, she's a complete dyke," Jacenta said. Of course the 'dyke' heard herself being called that, but she didn't seem to mind, since she grunted her agreement.
"Crazy," I said, as I grasped my hands firmly around her hips, and began to really fuck her hard.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me," she repeated as I finally got into a decent rhythm.
"Pound her pussy baby, give it to her like you're going to give it to me later," Jacenta ordered, now rubbing her own pussy, ever so slowly.
I focused on doing just that... slamming into her hard... surprised by how much more effort it took to be the fucker instead of the fuckee.
"Harder, faster," the older woman moaned, although I wasn't sure I could go any harder or faster... sweat beginning to drip down my forehead.
"I'm trying," I said, really determined to get her off.
"Just keep at it," Jacenta said.
Another minute, maybe two, and she screamed, "Yessssssssss!"
"Thank God," I said, not because I wasn't enjoying fucking this woman... but because I was in a competition and I wanted to win. I needed to win. Not because I needed the money, but because I wanted to prove myself....
"Not a queen," the male voice said.
"Is that my clue?" I asked.
"I guess," Jacenta said. "It will likely make more sense after task two."
"Which is?" I asked.
"Eating your first pussy," she said, as the hallway door clunked unlocked, my 'fuckee' left, two burly frat boys carried out the bed, two more carried in a small sofa, another older woman came in, and the door clunked locked again... and this MILF I definitely knew... since she'd been my English teacher last year... Mrs. Jasmine Walker, in the flesh!
"Mrs. Walker!" I gasped.
"Hi, Anna," she smiled, dressed in a sexy butterfly costume... and nylons, of course, which she'd worn every day at school. Except tonight they were obviously pantyhose... and crotchless! "What a pleasant surprise!"
"That's such an understatement," I said. "I'm thrilled to see you!"
"And do you plan to use that impressive tool on me?" she asked jokingly.
Whoops! I was still wearing my strap-on! "Ummm, I-I-I d-don't think so, I stammered, turning bright red. "But I'm pretty sure I'm supposed to go down on you." I then added nervously, "If that's all right, that is! I m-mean..." I ran out of words, stammering to a halt.
"Oh my dear, silly girl!" she giggled, something I'd never dreamed she'd be able to do, since she'd always been so prim and proper in the classroom. Never off-putting, unless a student was being disrespectful or mean to someone, but never at all flirtatious either. Until now, that is. "I show up wearing this sexy outfit with my pussy fully in view, thanks to my obviously crotchless pantyhose, and my tits pretty much showing, and you're afraid I won't want you to play with my pussy? That's what I'm here for. And I'm delighted you're the one who'll be doing it!"

"I guess you two know each other," Jacenta said.
"She was my English teacher last year in high school," I explained. "But she never came to class dressed anything like this!"
"Neither did you, dear girl," she rebutted. "And yet here we are, dressed like a couple of sluts. Isn't it fun?"
"Well, you can catch up later, since you're wasting valuable time," Jacenta pointed out.
"Right, right," I said, still trying to come to grips that I was about to eat out the Mrs. Walker, for my first ever time eating pussy. This crazy evening had somehow became even crazier!
Mrs. Walker removed her cape so it wouldn't get in the way, and sat on a couch, I lost the strap-on and quickly went to her, dropped before her, and dove between her legs.
"Mmmmmm," Mrs. Walker moaned, as my tongue made contact. "I imagined your doing this many times last year."
"You did?" I asked, looking up at her.
"I sensed you had a wild side behind your shy exterior," she said.
"I'm just discovering it tonight," I said.
"Then get on with it! Discover how much you love eating your MILF teacher's pussy," Jacenta urged me, since I was distracted by who I was about to lick, and what she'd just revealed. She'd fantasized about my eating her pussy? Wow. Just wow!
"Sorry," Mrs. Walker said. "I just can't believe it's you doing this, although I'm certainly not complaining!"
"Ditto," I said, as I finally started licking... finding her taste slightly tangy... and her scent subtlety exotic.
"You taste so good," I said, between licks.
"So I've been told," she moaned, as I explored her pussy.
"You'll be doing that to me later on too," Jacenta said.
"I can't wait," I said, before tuning everything else out and focusing on licking my ex-teacher and getting her off. I still had a competition to win!
"Oh yes, that feels good," Mrs. Walker moaned, as I slowly licked her, trying to figure out what I was doing on the fly. I, of course, wanted to do a good job. I wanted to please her. I wanted to get her off. And I wanted to taste her cum!
"I bet you'll be a natural pussy licker," Jacenta said, now standing close to me... as her voice came from right beside me.
"She is," Mrs. Walker agreed with a moan, as I felt a hand gently guiding me deeper into the wet pussy, unsure whether it was Mrs. Walker or Jacenta's... I learned later it was Jacenta's... as I wiggled my tongue between her pussy lips... loving the wetness I was tasting. As I've said, I definitely enjoyed sucking cock... but now I was discovering there was something special about licking a pussy... that was addicting... internally pleasurable... indeed natural.




I licked.
I probed.
I sucked on her clit.
"Oh God, don't stop, Anna, please don't stop," Mrs. Walker moaned urgently... obviously close to coming.
During this few minutes of my very first lesbian encounter, I was so focused on what I was doing, I forgot I was in a competition! That I was both trying to win $5,000, and to stick it to my ex. But nevertheless I wasn't shooting myself in the foot, as I sucked on her clit and shook my head terrier-like, hoping her clit was sensitive, and I'd trigger her orgasm.
"Ooooooooh, yes," Mrs. Walker screamed, as her legs tightened around my head, and as wetness flooded out of her all over my lips, tongue and face.
I hungrily lapped up the pussy juice, instantly deciding it was way tastier than male cum, and I couldn't get enough of it!
Jacenta called out, "Enough of that! Come over here and solve your puzzle."
Yet I didn't move.
Now I was shooting myself in the foot, by continuing to lap up the sweet cum... it wasn't a conscious decision, but indulging in as much of my former teacher's pussy juice as I could at the moment, was more important than the five thousand bucks.
"Go, go," Mrs. Walker said, pushing my head away. "Now that we've broken the ice, you can come visit me for play dates just about anytime you want!"
"I'll be doing that," I said, as I kissed her lower lips one last time, before standing up and going over to a table.
The earlier clue had been KING. Jacenta handed me an envelope, and I opened it. The puzzle was: Utilised for Christmas presents for children, as well as for showcasing certain assets.
"What the heck?" I pondered, as I licked my lips, still able to taste some of Mrs. Walker's cum on them. Yum!
"Just think it through," Jacenta encouraged me.
I reread the clue a few times, while I thought.
What's good for children at Christmas? And how does KING fit?
Presents.
Santa.
Stockings.
Yes, stockings contain presents on Christmas.
Stockings also showcase women's legs, which are assets.
And the word stockings incorporates the word KING!
"The answer is stockings," I said.
The door clunked and opened.
"Good job, sexy thang," Jacenta said.
"Thanks," I said, looking back and blowing a kiss to Mrs. Walker.
"See you soon," she blew one back.
"You certainly will," I promised, the idea of going down on her at her desk was suddenly very fucking appealing.
Jacenta took my hand, and led me to another station in the hallway. "Get undressed, and put on your next slutty outfit."
"I've already worn more slutty outfits tonight than I did for all my prior Halloweens combined," I joked, slipping out of the skimpy outfit.
"It is cool to have a day where dressing slutty is expected of us," she shrugged, climbing out of her own costume. I wasn't sure why she needed to change each time... but I wasn't complaining.
As I got naked... again... the announcer announced, "Here are the updated rankings after two rounds."
I looked up at a hallway monitor (no, not that kind) to see I was no longer in first place... having spent too much time in awe of my two firsts: wearing a strap-on, and savouring a flooded pussy.
1. Glenda 0:00
2. Britney 0:09
3. Anna 0:32
4. Debbie 1:59
5. Susan 2:34
6. Fiona 4:55
"That's still very good," Jacenta said.
"Yeah, I took too long eating that scrumptious pussy," I sighed.
"You can never take too long eating pussy," Jacenta smiled.
"You can when you're in a timed competition," I said.
"True," she said, while we both got dressed again.
This time I was wearing a very slutty stewardess outfit, with black stockings. I was getting a variety of colour choices for my legs, and discovering that nylons could be quite the fashion accessory... something that hadn't remotely occurred to me before tonight.
Once we were dressed, Jacenta in a sexy as fuck... I don't know quite what to call it... a high priestess of some barbarian religion costume? It was kind of an uber elegant red robe, but it consisted only of translucent straps and narrow drapes, instead of expanses of fabric. She was also now wearing, in addition to the snake bracelets she'd been wearing since we met, some elegant gold circlet armbands. In short, she looked spectacular! But while I stared hungrily at her, her attention was on me, and she said, "Fuck, you look good enough to eat."
"While you look good enough to devour in a ceremonial temple on the planet Gor," I countered... my surreal surprise relationship with Jacenta being my biggest surprise in an evening full of surprises. The first one... catching Jay cheating on me... hadn't been pleasant at all, but all the other ones that followed had all been special!

"Mmmmmm," she smiled. "So I'm thinking a 69 will be in order for us later."
"Mmmmmm," I purred back, as the next door opened.
"Rain check," she said.
"Definitely," I agreed, as she again took my hand and led me downstairs and into another room in the basement very like the glory hole room. This one was completely unfurnished except for an oval rug in the corner, upon which someone had positioned some really creepy-looking toys.
Someone had also placed a Sybian in the room, which at least three of the toys appeared to be focused on. This was a machine that had always intrigued me. Ignoring the toys, Jacenta explained, "This next task is the opposite of the others; it's anti-climactic."
"How so?"
"You need to sit on the machine with its whozit up your whatsit, and do your best to avoid coming while you solve a series of riddles."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yep," she said, making me a little disappointed after my first two rooms where I'd indulged in such wicked sexual activities.
"Anti-climatic indeed," I agreed.
"Unless you come, that is," she added. "Which will cost you a five-minute time penalty."
"Five minutes. Ouch!" I said, since five minutes could easily drop me to last place! I was a little worried, since I'd been horny ever since this wild event had started, and I'd been making other people come, without enjoying any releases of my own.
"Yeah," she nodded. "And even worse: whoever is controlling the machines remotely takes fiendish pleasure in pushing you to your limits."
"Great," I said flatly.
"So just focus on the riddles," she advised.
"That's easy for you to say," I said.
"I know," she agreed. "It'll be a challenge, all right."
"Plus, these four tasks so far, but especially you, have gotten me all hot and bothered," I said.
"Sorry. That I can't control," she shrugged.
"That you can't," I agreed. "You can't help being hotter than a firecracker. But may I open my jacket, to keep myself as cool as possible?"
"I certainly don't have a problem with that, and I seriously doubt anyone in our audience will either."
So I did.
"Contestants," the consistent male voice said. "Straddle the Sybian and sit down on it, impaling yourselves."
"Well, here goes nothing," I shrugged, as I walked over to the machine and straddled it. I lowered myself onto the cock... surprised by how wide my legs went as I sat on it.
"You look so hot right now," Jacenta said, standing next to me to offer me her moral... or immoral... support, and also I think to enjoy the view. "But you still look nervous," she added. "Stick your hands up in the air as if you're being brave for a roller coaster,"

"I feel so slutty," I said.
"Well, Halloween is the unofficial slut day," she pointed out.
"In that case..." I said, as she handed me an envelope.
"Don't open it until the buzzing starts," she said.
"Okay," I said.
A few seconds later... the buzzing started... powerful vibrations... inside and outside of me... a super vibrator.
"Open the envelope," Jacenta reminded me, since I was distracted by the pleasure pulses inside and beneath me.
"Oooooh... kaaaaay," I responded, not at all smoothly. I opened the envelope and saw my task: Solve eight riddles. Each new riddle will appear upon your monitor the moment you've solved the prior one. Scream out your answers!
The monitor was already displaying the first question: What kind of street does a ghost live on?
I smiled: I'd heard this joke before. I shouted out almost as soon as the question popped up, "A dead end!"
A Bing sounded, and a new question appeared: What kind of music do ghosts like?
"Good job," Jacenta said.
"Shhhhhh, I need to focus," I said, trying to ignore outside distractions like Jacenta's sexy beauty, and also inner distractions, like the various vibrations teasing my pussy.
I assumed these riddles were all going to be corny. So I pondered musical styles that could be parodied.
Rock.
Cock.
Dock.
Lock. Loch. Nope.
Knock. Knock. Maybe. But nothing popped into my head.
Sock. Nope.
Jazz. I tried to come up with a way to slightly alter that word to give it a Halloween slant. Nothing.
The buzzing got stronger... and more stimulating... and closer to irresistibility... the longer I pondered.
Pop. Pop. Slop. Hop. Cop.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, the buzzing still getting stronger!
Blues. Oh. Oh! Boos!
I called out, "The boos!"
An irritating Wrong Answer buzz sounded.
"Fuck!" I cursed. That one had seemed perfect.
Country. Nothing at all could rhyme with that.
Same with heavy metal.
I was getting frustrated, as the vibes pattern in my pussy changed, which somehow triggered the correct answer out of the blue. I called out, or more like moaned out, "Rhythm and boos!"
The Correct Bing rang out and I exulted, "Yes!" with a fist pump, and... Yay!... the buzzing slowed way down.

The third question popped up: What is a vampire's favourite test?
I smiled; this one was obvious. "A blood test!" I sang out, as the cock inside me actually began making a circular motion. I didn't even know they could do that.
Bing.
The monitor switched to the fourth question, as a different variety of pleasure increased inside me: What do ghost children have for lunch?
What do regular kids eat for lunch? Would that be a clue?

Peanut butter sandwiches were their most common food. I tried to think of a play on words for either peanut or butter.
Nothing came to me.
Ghosts go boo.
What food could you manipulate boo into?
"Oooooh" I moaned in frustration, the vibrations now coming rapidly... like a hammer pounding inside me... my orgasm was fast approaching!
"Don't come!" Jacenta reminded me urgently.
"Trying not to," I muttered, struggling to focus on the riddle. "Oh-oh-oh!" I cried, not moaning into my encroaching orgasm, but because the answer had come to me out of the blue, "A boo-loney sandwich!"
Bing.
"Fucking yes," I said, so excited to have solved the riddle... that had been a tuffy! And sure enough, the toy instantly slowed down. It seemed obvious that the longer it took me to come up with an answer, the faster and more intense the vibrations became, so of course the closer an imminent orgasm became. But a correct answer gave me some breathing room.
The next question popped onto the screen: What does a skeleton order at a restaurant?
What would a skeleton eat?
Something with bones.
"Steak!" I called out.
The Wrong Answer buzz. Although a vampire might eat a stake... but certainly not willingly.
"Fuck!" I cursed, as the buzzing in and around me increased. I hated being wrong.
Bones.
Bones.
Bones.
Oh! Ribs!
I declared just as the intensity was really driving me wild, "Ribs! Dry ribs! Spare ribs!"
Bing.
Again... the buzzing slowed down.
Question six popped onto the screen: What kind of music do mummies sing?
I didn't even hesitate as I declared, "Wrap music!"
"Jesus, you're good!" Jacenta said, impressed, and the sound of another correct answer Binged.
"Just two more," I said, dreading that if I couldn't answer both of them quickly, I'd be penalized for coming... the buzzing really making that probability feel imminent!
I stared at the monitor and the next question: When ghosts attend a sex party, what is their favourite group sex act?
Orgy?
Gangbang?
Airtight?
Train?
I mentally listed all the kinky acts I could think of, but I couldn't come up with anything that seemed to fit... even with the idea of adding boo to it
As the buzzing resumed its increase towards my orgasmic tragedy, I wracked my brain.
Nothing.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, the vibrations suddenly increasing rapidly. "Booty call!" I guessed aloud, even though it didn't make much sense.
That damned Wrong Answer buzz sounded again... only frustrating me even more... as I desperately tried to avoid coming, even while the pleasure consumed me. "Fuck, I can't... fuck!"
It was then out of the blue, a group sex act popped into my head... one I'd often fantasized about, since I loved getting facials... although now I thought I preferred female cum facials... a bukkake!
I urgently yelled, although it was too late, since it turned into a pleasure scream while I came, "Boo-kkake!"

The buzzing returned to a slow pace, and my body quaked as a Bing told the world (or at least the viewing room near the campus in the ΣΑΕ frat house) I'd gotten the correct answer. "So close," I sighed, as the pleasure still coursed through me... my orgasm very intense.
"Just solve the final riddle; some of the other girls will come too, maybe even all of them!" Jacenta encouraged me.
I looked up and read the final question: What is a ghost's favourite way to finish sex?
Facial?
Orgasm?
Coming?
Creampie?
"Oh... oh... oh!" I stammered, the orgasm still coursing through me while the buzzing kept buzzing inside me, "A scream pie!"
There was one final, blessed Bing!
The buzzing stopped.
Completely!
"You were amazing!" Jacenta enthused, coming over to me and helping me off the machine. She then needed to help support my weight, since my Noodle-Roni legs weren't up to the task at the moment.
"But I came," I sighed.
"Yes, and you looked so hot doing it!"
"That entire thing was really intense," I said, as the remotely controlled door clunked and opened for us.
"Yeah, but you did really well," she said.
"Those machines could make men redundant," I joked, that orgasm more intense than any man had ever given me.
"You could make men irrelevant for me," Jacenta breathed hotly into my face, before gently pushing me against a wall and kissing me yet again, each one of our kisses more stirring than the last.
I moaned into her mouth, and I continued to be overwhelmed by both the escape rooms, and by this woman who was awakening an inner sexuality I'd kept mostly hidden from myself till now, except for my porn choices, where I almost exclusively got off with girl-on-girl clips.
We kissed for a minute, before she led me to yet another hallway changing station. I saw a cheerleader outfit waiting for me and said, "Oh, good! I've always wanted to be a cheerleader."
"I am a cheerleader, actually," my girlfriend (which was looking more and more likely) smiled.
"Of course you are, you leggy beauty," I said, as she started to get undressed... again... so I did too... again. Some things never get old!
"Tonight," she said as she kissed me again, this time lowering me to the floor and lying on top of me and reaching around to hold my tits to do it, and this time on the neck, sending a chill down my spine, "I'm your cheerleader."
"I want you so much," I moaned softly, just from feeling her lips and hot breath on my neck.
"I want you too," she said, splattering soft kisses all over my neck.

"I can't believe this evening started with my catching my boyfriend ass fucking another bitch, and somehow it led to all of this," I said.
"I'll have to thank the fucking idiot," she said, leaning down and kissing me again.
"And with a single round remaining, we have a very close race," the ubiquitous voice over the intercom declared. Take a look at the scores after three rounds, with all but one of our contestants coming and thus receiving the five-minute penalty."
I looked up at the monitor, wondering how many of them there must be in this mansion, since every time the scores were announced, I'd been able to see them displayed from wherever I happened to be.
1. Susan 0:00
2. Anna 0:34
3. Glenda 1:33
4. Debbie 3:34
5. Britney 5:02
6. Fiona 8:58
"Holy shit," Jacenta said, "you're only half a minute behind Susan, and until now, she's been trailing the lead by at least a minute and a half, and most recently by two and a half minutes! You could still win this!"
"Wow!" I said, having figured my orgasm had ended any realistic opportunity of winning. But she was right: I was only thirty-four seconds behind first place.
"The fourth and last room will be the most intense one yet," she warned.
"I can only imagine," I said, wondering what it was, as we both got dressed again (for a very liberal definition of 'getting dressed').
A couple minutes later, I was wearing a super slutty cheerleading costume with matching white nylons, and Jacenta was a topless belly dancer. I was on a sexual rush. A lust rush. And maybe, just maybe, on a love rush as well, with my steadfast companion throughout all this craziness.

"This last room is pretty wild," Jacenta warned me again.
"Compared to the first three?" I asked cheekily.
"Big time," she said, looking rather grim.
"Oh," I said, her tone and the look on her face telling me she was concerned about me.
"Yeah, you'll need to complete three tasks this time," she paused, "and during the course of them take ten loads of cum in or on you."
"Oh," I said again. The ten loads intriguing me... a bukkake something I'd even fantasized about... but her fraught expression had me concerned.
"The first one you'll like, I think," she said. "Being spit roasted by two shemales."
"Shemales? Really?" I asked, having never met even one, never mind two of them, in real life... or at least not knowingly... although I'd watched some shemale porn... the idea of a pretty girl with a cock was pretty intriguing.



"Yeah," she nodded. "There's actually a small sorority of them on campus," she revealed.
"I had no idea! That's so hot!"
"The second part though, is where I'm rather concerned."
"What is it?"
"You're going to be triple teamed," she revealed.
"Cocks in all three of my holes?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Yeah," she nodded, knowing I was an anal virgin, which was what had led to my being cheated on just a couple of hours ago... although now it seemed an eternity had passed.
"Oh," I said, all of a sudden feeling a tad deflated.
"It's okay," she said. "If you don't want to do it, you can withdraw from the competition."
"Then my ex-asshole wins," I said, shaking my head negatorially quite violently.
"If you want to go through with it, I can help prepare you," she offered, a lot more brightly, once she'd read my determination.
"Sounds good. How?" I asked, deciding I was going through with it.
"You're sure?"
"Yeah, fuck it," I shrugged. "Or more accurately, fuck my ass. There was a folk duo several years ago called Garfield and Oates that called anal sex 'God's Loophole'. They said... or rather sang... that 'it's the sex that God can't see'!" [Editor's note: True story. Be sure and google it!]
"That's hilarious! And you really are a spitfire," she smiled.
"I'm one tonight," I agreed with zero humility. Everything I'd done tonight had been something I'd never done before... even though I'd fantasized about doing most of them.
"We likely have only a couple minutes to do this," she said, walking over to a table and coming back to me with a little lube on her fingers. "Bend over."
"Okay," I said, doing as I was told.
"You're such a sexy submissive," she said as she dropped to her knees behind me.
"How could you know I'm a sub?" I asked, being mostly a submissive... although I was usually able to remain in control of myself.
"It's obvious to someone like me," she said, as she pulled my ass cheeks apart, and to my surprise, I next felt her spear-shaped tongue probing against my asshole.
"Oooooooh, my!" I moaned, astonished by how nice it felt.
"Such a delicious little asshole," Jacenta purred as she began licking my asshole.

"Feels so good," I said.
"I'm going to slip a finger inside you in a minute," she said, and she kept licking.
"Okay," I agreed, wondering what it would feel like to have her finger in my ass... since this already felt so good.
"Just relax," she said as she kept licking. "In fact, relaxing while someone cornholes you is the most important thing to remember. Why don't you get on your hands and knees? That should help too."
"Okay," I said, so I got down, and after another thirty seconds or so, I felt her finger slowly push into my ass.
"Remember to relax," she reminded me, while her finger slid inside me.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, the feeling so good, yet so different from a finger in my pussy. Just the slightest discomfort, but that was subsided by the reality it was actually happening!
Jacenta wiggled her finger inside me, which felt so weird... so good....
"Such a tight delicious asshole," Jacenta purred, as she slowly fingered me.
"Don't stop," I moaned, enjoying the surreal pleasure.
Suddenly I felt her push a second finger against my rosebud; it didn't slide in as easily as the first one... but after a brief resistance, it did slide inside.
Unlike the one finger... this second finger stretched my asshole and created a burn, and she reminded me, "Relax, baby."
"Kkkkkk," I whimpered, the pleasure and pain principle suddenly feeling very real.
For just a minute or so, she slowly wiggled two fingers inside me... slowly pumped two fingers in and out... and I was just getting used to it, when the door clunked and opened.
"Shoot," Jacenta said, pulling her fingers out of me.
I stood up, suddenly feeling really empty, and I walked into the room. This one had no furnishings at all except, fortunately, for a rug in the center. It did, however, have beautifully decorated walls, and an ornate chandelier hanging from the ceiling.
Jacenta quickly followed me in, and I said, horny and ready to fuck, and to fucking win this shindig, "Let's get started."
Two pretty Asian girls, almost naked except for stockings and Japanese style housecoats which were hanging wide open in the front to showcase their dicks, where a pussy would otherwise be, walked over to me as I got down on all fours... briefly admiring their pretty bodies, with the extra special appendages lunging out from between their legs. They both gave me polite bows, but their largish erections looked more aggressive than their otherwise ultra-polite demeanour.
"I guess I don't have to tell you that task one is a spit-roast," the male voice said over the intercom.

"Just slam those big cocks into me," I said in my theatre voice, hoping my ex was watching me about to do something I'd refused to do with him. As they approached me ready for action, I added, "You're both way bigger than my ex cheating asshole."
They didn't reply, but tittered merrily, sounding like little girls, although they certainly didn't look like little girls! One of them knelt down and slid her dick in my mouth, and the other went behind me. The first thing she did was remove my skirt, I guess to get it out of her way. I started sucking the seven-inch cock.
The other one slid into my pussy and I, for the first time in my life, had two cocks inside me at the same time. It was a complete rush!
I bobbed the best I could while getting fucked, but I found it a little awkward... so after a minute, I began bouncing back onto the cock in my pussy and then rocking forward to deep throat the cock in my mouth... taking control of the fucking.
Oh yes... and there were two more of those skeletons in this room. These ones were posed as if they were disco dancing. Move over, John Travolta!

Instantly my pleasure increased, as I smoothly bounced back on one big cock, and then devoured the other one.
"Oh yeah, fuck and suck those dicks," Jacenta emboldened me... her welcome support making me more determined to win.
So... for three or four minutes... I was literally a fucking rocking horse... taking a big cock deep in my pussy, and then the other one tickling my tonsils.
My own orgasm was rising, when I heard the girl behind me speak for the first time, saying, "I come on you now," as she pulled out, and I felt her load coating my ass and back.

Once her load was done, I focused on the cock in my mouth, furiously sucking it for just a dozen or so bobs, before she too pulled out, and she unloaded a big load all over my face!

Once she was done coating my face with her warm cum, I took her cock back into my mouth to extract any slow swimmers I could find... I was discovering I had a real weakness for focussing on all this wild sex instead of the contest... until Jacenta said, "On to task two, sexy."
It was then I realized I had no idea what task three was, since we'd gotten preoccupied with my unpreparedness for the anal challenge of task two.
I backed off of the cock and said, "Thanks."
"Anytime," the pretty Asian girls smiled and simpered in unison, before scampering out of the room through a different door than Jacenta and I had entered through... the simpering and scampering seemed kind of weird, since they'd certainly been plenty aggressive while they'd been fucking me. I guessed it might be cultural.
I then looked around to see three naked men not bothering to wear any sort of costumes (except for their hard erections, so I guess you could say they came to the party dressed as horny guys), as they sauntered in through the same door.
"It's Air Tight Time," the male voice announced in an extra-sonorous tone through a speaker.
"The smallest dick gets my ass," I proclaimed, as I checked out the three guys, all of whom had cocks only around six inches long. For which my posterior was very grateful.
I walked up to them, pushed the blond one onto the floor and straddled him, taking control again. As I lowered myself onto this biggest cock, I said to the brunette wearing glasses, "You get my ass, fella."
"Sweet," he said as he went behind me, and the third one brought his cock to my face.
"Come closer," I said to the cock in front of me, as I sat impaled on my supine lover (a stranger), and waited for the guy bringing up the rear, so to speak.
"Do you guys know Jay?" I asked them.
"Yeah," said the guy in front of me.
"He cheated on me today," I said. "So my revenge is all three of you fucking me like crazy, and showing him what he'll be missing out on going forward."
"Fuck Jay," the guy before me said.
"Nope. Never again," I said, and I took his cock into my mouth, and felt the other cockster bring his dick to my ass.
"Go slow," Jacenta cautioned. "You're taking her anal cherry."
"Really?" the guy behind me asked... clearly surprised.
"Yeah, if the asshole would have waited a little longer, he'd have gotten her asshole," Jacenta said, as I sucked the cock in my mouth.
Thankfully, the guy behind me obliged, pulling away and asking, "Got any lube then?"
"Good point," Jacenta replied, and shortly afterwards I felt her fingers inside my ass again, getting it nice and slick. "Here, let me rub some onto your dick, too," she added.
"Careful," I heard a bit later, "I want to save my load for the slut."
"Watch it!" my paramour (soon, hopefully) growled protectively.
"Sorry ma'am, I meant I want to save it for this sweet, virginal young lady," he amended.
I pulled away from the cock in my mouth and interjected, "I wouldn't go that far, lover. It's only my butt that's virginal, and even so, you're very welcome to enjoy it."
"Point taken, and thanks," he replied. I then felt his cock positioned, probing against my cherry starfish again, and he reassured me courteously, "I'll go slowly at first, Miss. Just let me know if and when you want it faster and rougher."
I moaned in approval, as I sucked the cock in front of me back into my mouth and bobbed on it... the prospect of having three cocks inside me looking wickedly wild and hot!
Slowly, I felt his cock slide into my ass... it wasn't much wider than Jacenta's two fingers, so I felt only a slight burn as he filled me.
"Oooooh," I moaned, as I now had three cocks in all three of my holes... and I felt so full!
I kept slowly bobbing, getting used to having a dick in every hole, as the guy in my ass started to fuck me.

For a couple of minutes, I sucked one cock, had one slowly fuck my ass, while the guy in my pussy mostly just lay there playing with my tits.
"I'm close," the guy in my mouth said, and he pulled out and stroked his cock.
"Come all over my face," I moaned, ready for load three of ten.
"Oh fuck," he grunted, spewing his load all over me.

Once he was done shooting, I demanded, "Now you two, fuck my holes, and fuck them hard!"
"You sure?" the guy in my ass asked rather timidly. (Since my girlfriend could be really badass!)
"Yes, I'm feeling great! Now pound me, both of you," I demanded.
"All right," the guy underneath me said, and he bucked his ass up.
"Yes, that's it," I moaned, as the sudden movement somehow had him going deeper.
The other guy followed suit, and soon both guys were fucking my holes. It was a complete rush! Pleasure cascaded through me, as I discovered my asshole could deliver almost as much pleasure as my pussy could.
"Oh yes, fuck me, drill my asshole; and are you watching this Jay? You cheating tiny prickster! Thanks for sending me off to play with the big boys!" I taunted him in absentia, but glaring up at the monitor in case he was watching.
"Such a tight little asshole," the guy behind me groaned, as the two strangers had me bouncing around all over the place!
"Yes! Fuck me with those big cocks," I said. "They're so much bigger than Jay's tiny baby weewee!" (Yes, I realize a six-inch cock isn't all that impressive, but Jay's was only four, so I think I was within my rights to taunt him.)
"Really give it to her," Jacenta goaded them in full cheerleader mode, now gesticulating wildly nearby.

"Yeah! Give me those loads," I demanded.
A few more strokes, and the guy behind me grunted, pulled out, and sprayed all over my back, as I continued riding the guy underneath me.

I rode him for a little while longer, cum sinking into my butt and back, before the last guy inside me rolled us both over while keeping his dick inside me, resulting in my lying on my back, while he fucked me old school... in the missionary position.
"Oh yeah, come all over her," Jacenta cheerleadered as the guy really slammed into me, holding my ankles above my head as he did.
"Now, stud, come on my belly and tits," I echoed Jacenta, my orgasm rising, but more focused on my load number five... and on the clock.
"Oh fuck," he grunted a few strokes later, and he spread my legs, pulled out, and spewed his load all over me.
"Yes, come all over me!" I repeated, as his warm cum splattered over my chest, belly and pussy.

As I lay there on the floor, a bit tired from taking on five cocks in ten minutes... the door opened, and five more naked men trooped in.
"Shit," I gasped, not sure I had enough energy left for five more cocks.
"With your team member's help, you must get all five guys off on your face and tits," the voice said. "She may help however she likes, but the cum must land only on the participant's person.
"Nice," I said, looking at Jacenta, as she walked over to me and pulled me up, but only as far as my knees.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked, dropping to her knees beside me.
"Don't mind if you do," I smiled, kissing her.
Surrounded by five cocks, cum still on my back, on my belly, my ass and my face, I looked at the first one facing me and said, before putting it in my mouth, "Nice cock."
"Thanks," he said as I began sucking him, while also reaching out to the two cocks on either side of me.
Jacenta, I assumed, was also sucking dick like the hot stuff she was. (And someone had now posed the skeletons in an acrobatic 69 with each other... which was ridiculous... they didn't even have genitals!)

For the next few minutes, Jacenta and I rotated around in a clock-wise motion... making sure all five cocks received our attention, our mouths and hands working simultaneously.
Eventually the first guy was close, and I stroked his cock until he shot a few cannonball blasts all over my face.

"Next," I called out, as if I were working the assembly line in a facial cum factory.
A black cock, my first black cock ever, pumped his cock in front of me, and splattered a second load within seconds all over me.

"Here, slut," a guy said, my eyes still covered in cum, as he turned my head to my left, and I felt a third load coating my face.
I couldn't see anything, as a cock slid into my mouth a moment later. I furiously sucked the cock... wanting his load... knowing I was close to getting all ten of them done.

He pulled out after coming in my mouth, and the next guy... until now one of Jacenta's two playmates... coated my tits with his warm seed.

"Only one more to go, baby," Jacenta said, as I wiped some cum away from my eye, just in time to see her jerking my final cock, which she aimed directly at me.
"Yes, give me that load, stud," I said, my mouth wide open, and ready for my final load of the evening.
"Oh fuck," he grunted, as Jacenta pumped his dick until he spasmed, and I baby-birded that final load!

Completely exhausted, I collapsed onto my back; I felt my legs being parted, and heard Jacenta request, "Mind if I help myself to a snack?"
"Please do," I said weakly, and the next thing I felt was her tongue on my pussy.
"Such a tasty pussy," she purred as she licked me... my face and body completely drenched in cum.
"Oh yes, please don't stop," I moaned, having had my pussy burning throughout this ten-man... well, eight men and two shemales, but still ten-cock marathon... during which I hadn't come... in fact I hadn't come all evening... shit!
"Not until you come for me, baby," she pledged, and her tongue attacked my pussy in ways no guy ever had!
"Oh, God yes, baby, you're so much better than any guy," I groaned, as my orgasm rose quickly.
"Shit, this is hot," some guy said.
"Yeah," another one agreed.
"Oh fuck, yes, yes, fucking yes," I screamed, as my orgasm erupted through me like a tidal wave.

Jacenta kept licking throughout my orgasm, before crawling up and kissing me. By this time, she too had cum all over her face and some more smears of goo here and there; not because anyone had come on her directly, but just from rubbing herself against me.

The buzzer rang a minute later, as we continued making out.
"We have a winner! I'll begin my list with last place, and proceed upwards," said the announcer.
Jacenta pulled me up, and we looked up at the monitor holding hands... cum still dripping off of us.



"In sixth place is Fiona. In fifth place: Susan. In fourth place is Debbie, and in third place is Glenda," the voice said as the names appeared on the screen, each of them above the prior... this time not mentioning any times.
"And the winner, by almost a minute, was our last-minute entry. Congratulations Anna!"
"Yes!" I said, pumping my fist. And then for some insane reason, 'Hail to the Chief' began playing through the sound system. Hey! Waitaminnit! I may have just won a 'fucking contest' (you may choose which of the two ways to interpret that phrase), but I was no President!
"You were fucking amazing," Jacenta said, kissing me again.
"You are fucking amazing," I replied.
"Let's go to my place," she said.
"Let's," I agreed.
An hour later, after ordering and eating some takeout, we enjoyed a bath together...

...and then I ate my first pussy... or at least my first pussy while not in a contest... thank you, Mrs. Walker...

... discovered the thrill of toe sucking... in nylons of course...

...discovered the joys of a strap-on orgasm...

...and also the thrill of tribbing!

EPILOGUE:
The upshot of all this craziness was that I was awarded $5,000. But that wasn't all...
Late the next morning when I returned to my sorority, I discovered I'd also been awarded a live-in pet for the entire month of November! One of the rules of my sorority ΑΚΔΦ (Alpha Kappa Delta Phi) was that if a sister fucked another sister's boyfriend or girlfriend, she had to serve as the cheated-upon sister's sexual slave for a calendar month. Ironically, the rule made no exceptions for anal.
So during the course of the month, I had Miranda lick my nylon-clad feet. Ironically, I required her to wear a topless slutty maid's outfit every time she served me, while I showed myself off in a different sexy outfit each time I required her services.

I had her eat my ass.
I fucked her ass with a huge strap-on.

And I had her eat me out every day.


But lastly, and most importantly, Jacenta and I began an actual relationship. On one of our dates we went to a nude beach together, where we stripped down and enjoyed sun and the sea while admiring the other naked people.

Who would have thought that first being cheated on, but then rallying by competing in and winning a sexual escape room contest, would lead not only to a new relationship... but to long-lasting love?
.....
.....
.....

I didn't have many deleted pics. But here is a fun alternate idea where we humiliated the cheater after she wins the escape room challenge.
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Willow's Way Ch. 06
Summary: Willow wages anal mayhem on her harem of cheerleaders as Buffy secretly watches.
Note 1: This is dedicated to MLT17 for requesting this series.
Note 2:
In Chapter 1, Faith tries to seduce and ass fuck Willow, who surprises the aggressive slayer by turning the tables.
In Chapter 2, still the same night, Faith can't get enough of being sodomized at the high school while they're supposed to be on patrol.
In Chapter 3, Faith falls deeper into anal submission to Willow, who fucks her in a graveyard and Buffy catches them in the act.
In Chapter 4, Willow discovers a way to magic her strap-on cock into an actual male cock so she can unload cum into Faith's ass; Willow and Faith (through both word and deed) reveal their sexual relationship to the gang at The Bronze.
In Chapter 5, Willow receives a fabulous one-month anniversary gift from Faith... a stuck-up bitch's asshole to plunder... Cordelia's.
Willow's Way: Chapter 6
Once Willow had completed fucking Cordelia's ass and turning her into a mindless, babbling, ass taking slut... Cordelia became insatiable... begging Willow to fuck her at school, at her house, in a bathroom, or anywhere at all for that matter... just like Faith had.
Willow generously drilled her asshole a few times before telling her the only way she'd get her dick again was to bring Harmony to her as a pet. For starters.
Willow wanted more ass pets. She wanted more fuck toys. She even wanted the entire cheerleading squad. She wanted to be a female stud with her own slut harem. Conquering each new asshole was the ultimate rush for her, and hearing supplications from cheerleaders who'd treated her like shit for most of her life was cathartic.
And for the next few weeks, Cordelia brought them to her one by one until Willow had broken all their anal cherries, turned them all into willing cock taking anal bimbos, and all of them wore the now infamous 'Property of Willow Rosenberg' tramp stamp. Each of them was ashamed to be dominated by such a meek woman, and yet each one of them couldn't get enough of Willow's sexual prowess, and always came crawling back for more.
All those cheerleaders were also complete submissives for Faith, of course. They'd eat her pussy while getting sodomized by Willow. They'd take Willow's cock, sometimes magically living and sometimes not, in their ass, while Faith had either her strap-on or her fist in their cunts. Harmony had once actually passed out in the locker room before practice after getting roughly sodomized by Willow and her twelve-inch cock, while Faith had her arm six inches beyond her wrist in her twat. She came hard, and then she passed out. Faith woke her up by sitting on her face.
Sarah, the only cheerleader who'd offered any real resistance, was ordered to walk from school to a nearby convenience store with a massive load of cum all over her face to teach her a lesson once she'd succumbed and discovered Willow's power, and her cock obedience was blind and unconditional.
This led to the night of the big football game.
They won on the last play of the game.
The team decided to throw a massive party at Grogin's House. To the astonishment of the football players when they arrived, still on their adrenaline high from the victory and looking forward to lots of drinking and fucking, the cheerleaders weren't there. Not even one of them! Where were they?
They were still back at the high school, inside the cheerleader dressing room, still wearing their cheerleading costumes except for the panties, bent over all in a row, their pantyhose torn and their assholes all gaping wide open from being pounded by Willow's ten-inch fat cock strap-on cock, and Faith was plugging her own ass with a toy as she watched her girlfriend destroy eight assholes while the coach followed her from hole to hole eating her pussy.
For thirty minutes, Willow had rotated through nine assholes (the ninth being the cheerleading coach, who'd caught Cordelia and Harmony in a 69 while Willow was buried in Harmony's asshole at lunchtime one day... resulting in a few minutes later the coach taking that same dick into her asshole while her two top cheerleaders watched)... and now the present-day exercise starting with a six-inch cock, then an eight, and then a ten and holding.
Five strokes into each asshole per round.
The first round... nice and slow.
The second round... a little faster.
The third round... fast, but not hard.
The fourth round... slamming hard and fast into each asshole, making the cheerleading bimbo ass sluts scream out loud.
The fifth round... making those cheerleading ass sluts bounce back on the cock, prompting more screams and squeals.
Every cheerleader wanted more. Five strokes were only a tease. They all knew they were risking social suicide by allowing a nerd to ass fuck them, and that risk was doubled down because they were missing the biggest and most prestigious celebration of the year... yet they were so completely submissive to Willow and her cock, they didn't care about any consequences, but only the pleasure of ultimate submission to a nerd who knew how to fuck way better than any of the football players... most of whom had small dicks, all of whom came too quickly, and none of whom knew how to fuck like Willow did.
Buffy had gone to the party, needing to let off some steam, since ever since seeing Willow fucking Faith she'd become obsessed with her. She had trouble making eye contact with Willow, and had spent every night at some point fucking herself to orgasm while picturing Willow's big, magical cock. And her mysterious ascension into such dominance. She'd explode while imagining Willow dominating her like she did Faith. Yet as soon as the orgasm had subsided, she always felt guilty for her twisted thoughts. She also knew even if she wanted to, which she did every time she got horny, which was way too often since witnessing the encounter a few weeks ago, she could never let that happen. She was a slayer. Although she was a witch, Willow was also just a human. So Buffy needed to stay focused. She couldn't become weak and compliant like Faith had. She also didn't want to sabotage their friendship, since Willow was still her best friend.
Concerned for the cheerleaders, since given their very slight but appealing tendency towards plumpness plus their delicate skin, they were particularly appealing prey for vampires, Buffy hurried back to the school. When she arrived, she went directly to the cheerleader's dressing room and saw lights still on.
She pulled out her ancient Scythe and slowly, cautiously approached the door. As she inched it open, having been ambushed on more than one occasion by rushing into a room too quickly, she froze as she heard moans emerging from the room.
"Please fuck my asshole," a voice Buffy recognized as Harmony's begged.
"Yes, only fuck Harmony and me," Cordelia demanded. "We're the captains; the other bitches can just eat each other out."
"No, fuck our asses too," a couple of other cheerleaders whined.
"Shut up, sluts," Cordelia roared with a ferocity that intimidated the other cheerleaders into silence.
"All right," Willow agreed, although she'd considered doing the opposite and fucking everyone except Cordelia and Harmony, but through a reflection in a mirror she caught a glimpse of Buffy watching with her mouth hanging open. "Sluts, you can 69 for now, and then when I'm done with your two ass-taking slut leaders, I'll fuck the shit out of you too."
"Don't forget me," the coach begged worriedly between licks, as she hungrily lapped Faith's delicious pussy. A couple weeks ago she'd been straight as could be, but now she was addicted to pussy, and she'd eaten out every last member of her team, plus Faith and Willow repeatedly, in addition to both of the female janitors as a punishment for not obeying Willow's dress code when she wore pants to the first game after she'd first been sodomized.
"Shut up, slut, you're literally bottom bitch around here," Faith ordered, holding the coach's head deep in her pussy.
Buffy couldn't see Faith, but she wasn't surprised she was involved, and in a bullying way. She also couldn't see who Faith was scolding, but recognized the voice as the cheerleading coach, a pretty woman who was considered an ice queen by most of the school. She certainly didn't seem like one right now!
Buffy couldn't believe what she was witnessing. Yes, it had been crazy to catch Willow and Faith in a sexual act, especially one where the always dominant and crass Faith was bent over getting fucked by the far more timid and sweet Willow. And yes, she had noticed Willow's changed demeanour ever since that day. And yes, all of that had led her to an abundance of self-administered orgasms and nightly wet dreams, all of them about Willow fucking her the way she'd fucked Faith... with such dominance.
Willow, knowing Buffy was watching, posed dramatically with her ten-inch strap-on, while the lesser obedient girls reluctantly paired off into three 69's, and then using her magic, Willow transformed her ten-inch hard plastic cock into a twelve-inch authentic, living cock!
Buffy let out the softest of gasps as she saw Willow magically morph the rather large strap-on cock into a really massive monster of a proper dick. Her pussy tingled and her mouth watered! God, did she want to suck that cock and to feel it in her pussy!
Willow, deciding to put on a show for her hidden audience, feeling the ultimate conquest would be seducing her best friend, asked, "Which one of you sluts gets my twelve-inch cock in her shit hole first?"
"Me," both Harmony and Cordelia spoke up in unison.
"I don't know... that didn't sound too convincing," Willow objected, as she stroked her huge, real cock, loving the power of this cock as well as the pleasure it felt. For although in its strap-on form it had no nerve endings and thus felt no sensations, now it had oodles of them, and none of them were dulled from overuse! "Harmony, tell me why you should deserve this cock."
Harmony wiggled her ass, spreading her cheeks to open her already gaping hole, "Because I'll do anything for you, Mistress. I'll seduce any girl you want and bring her here to you. I'll even bring you my Mom! I bet she'd love to be your ass slut!"
"Mmmmm, tempting," Willow said, a mother and daughter team quite appealing, although the most appealing mother-daughter pair popping into her head was actually Buffy and Mrs. Summers.
"I'll give you my Mom too, plus every female teacher in the school, and I'll begin wearing a 'Property of Willow Rosenberg' t-shirt to school every day," Cordelia offered, upping the ante while glaring at Harmony for trying to challenge her superiority.
"I'll pay you to fuck my ass," Harmony offered, her family quite well off, and knowing Willow's family wasn't.
"I'll triple whatever this bitch offers," Cordelia countered, having substantially more money, and planning when the two of them were alone, Harmony would be punished for not knuckling under to the hierarchy of the squad.
Buffy continued watching and listening in bewilderment. How could an ass fucking possibly be desirable enough for these girls to offer up their mothers to earn the privilege?
"How about a contest?" Faith suggested from her secure position as Willow's undisputed top bitch.
"I'm listening," Willow said, glancing at the telltale mirror to see that Buffy was still paying rapt attention to the proceedings.
Soft moans echoed through the room as the other six continued dining on each other's pussies.
"You could take turns fucking them both, and whoever comes first loses. And then she becomes bottom slut for the entire squad, and she only rises to number two once she brings her mother to you to be sodomized," Faith suggested. "The winner of course becomes head cheerleader and top slut."
"I'm in," Harmony agreed quickly, realizing this was an opportunity for her to finally top the pretentious bitch Cordelia and become head cheerleader. And even if she lost, dropping to the bottom wasn't that big a deal... she loved pussy... and the idea of throwing her bitchy mother under the bus by bringing her to Willow to be sodomized was pretty wicked.
"But I'm already head cheerleader," Cordelia pointed out, realizing if she lost, she lost everything.
"So I'm fucking Harmony then, and Cordelia forfeits the contest?" Willow asked, pointing her dick at the blonde.
"No, no, no, I'll do it," Cordelia frantically and frustratedly agreed.
"That's better," Willow said, loving to torment these two bitches, especially Cordelia. "Now let's check out your flexibility. Harmony, get on the floor on all fours, ass up. Cordelia, straddle her with your ass up too."
"Yes, Mistress," both cheerleading bimbos replied, both of them desperate to get that magic fuck stick up their gaping assholes, with the higher new stakes just adding to the thrill and to their desperation.
Buffy couldn't believe what she was witnessing, or how desperate these girls were to get a dick in their ass... especially the most popular girls in the school kowtowing to Willow, who'd never been popular at all. Equally crazy was these longstanding popular girls addressing the nerd girl as Mistress. Yet it was both hot, and ironic justice for all their bullying over the years.
When Harmony was in position, Cordelia climbed on top of her and said, "Okay, slam that massive cock in my asshole first."
"No, shove it in my asshole first," Harmony argued.
Ironically, Willow mused, they should be offering each other's ass first, since the one who came first would lose, but for such horny, bimbo-ish, cheerleading, cock-hungry, ass-gaped, ass-taking fuck sluts, common sense didn't exist... only lust.
As the moans of girls eating pussy echoed throughout the room, six cheerleaders in three separate 69's, and Faith now getting her gaping asshole plowed by the dildo wielded by the dumb slut coach, Willow went behind the two slut pyramid and ordered, "Beg, bitches."
Although it was hard for Buffy to make out what they were saying, since they were each trying to overcome the other's volume, whatever they were saying was obviously very nasty, and Buffy's pussy was burning.
Cordelia, feeling Willow's hands on her hips, the anticipation of getting that huge fucking cock in her ass coursing through her, begged like a nasty porn star slut, "Please Mistress Willow, slam that big fuck stick into my shit hole and show these bitches how I'm your biggest ass whore cum bucket!"
Harmony responded, willing to say anything to get that cock back inside her ass, having already been the first to offer her mother as a sacrifice, "Please, Mistress, fuck my ass with your huge cock and use me as the dumb cunt I am. Punish me for all the shitty things we cheerleading bitches ever did to you or to any other nerd."
"You two are the biggest sluts in the school," Willow mused, as she positioned her cock at Cordelia's gaped hole.
"Just shove it into me and pound my shit hole," Cordelia begged, as she felt the dominant nerd's hands on her hips... still not believing how insatiable an ass slut she'd become. She'd always used her beauty, body and bitchiness to get whatever she wanted... and now she used them all for only one thing... to be sodomized by Willow.
Willow generously obliged, sliding her newly formed huge throbbing cock into the head cheerleader's gaped hole.
"Ooooooh, fuck," Cordelia moaned, as the cock stretched her ass wide, which now always felt so fucking good. The fatter the cock, the longer the dick, the wider the gaping, the deeper the drilling, the more intense the fucking would be, and thus her inevitable orgasm.
"Fuck my dirty asshole too, Mistress," Harmony whined, and then she felt Cordelia's fingernails digging into her shoulders, gripping her shoulders for balance as she straddled her.
"You'll each get the deep ass fucking you dumb fuck sluts need," Willow allowed, as she pulled out after five strokes, lowered herself a bit and slid into Harmony's wide open inviting hole. Truth be told, she hoped Harmony won, since she loved seeing Cordelia's desperation. She loved making her do things that were out of character to get cock... like seducing all the cheerleaders on her behalf, walking through the mall with a load of cum on her face after she'd been thoroughly ass fucked in a Victoria Secret changing room, walking around all day at school with an audibly vibrating butt plug in her ass (that had been Faith's idea after Cordelia had initially balked about bringing all her teammates on board... because she'd wanted to keep Willow's cock to herself), making her beg to eat Ethel's pussy (who was the biggest nerd in the school), and cheering a game with a vibrating egg in her pussy.
Willow had learned the power of her dominant persona and her gift for wielding a cock, whether it was a strap-on or a throbbing flesh one, to make pretty much every girl she met do anything, just so long as she'd use it in their asses. She glanced briefly again at Buffy's reflection. Her hand was now under her dress as she watched, completely captivated.
"Oh yes," Harmony moaned as the big cock filled her asshole... the only hole she'd even bother to have a dick in now. Willow's rough ass fucking had completely broken her sexually, and all she wanted was her dick in her ass... all the time... she'd allowed her college boyfriend to fuck her ass a few times, but she'd learned he was a shitty fuck who didn't last long at all... like not at all... the first time in her ass he didn't last thirty seconds, and only once had he lasted an entire minute.
Buffy was so horny she hadn't even noticed she'd brought her hand to her panties and was slowly rubbing herself. Willow's cock was huge! And her dominant persona was hot! Watching these bitches get fucked this roughly was wild!
"Back to me," Cordelia demanded.
And for a couple of minutes, Willow switched back and forth between the two popular cheerleaders' gaped assholes... five strokes each... enough to drive them wild and to want more... but not enough to come... Willow primarily wanted to put on a show for Buffy, whose hand was really rubbing her pussy now.
Willow, wanting to show Buffy how big her cock was, how dominant she'd become, and how these sluts would do absolutely anything for her, backed away and ordered, a couple of the other cheerleaders screaming as their orgasms hit, "You two sluts, get on your knees now, and face me."
Cordelia urgently climbed off of Harmony and obeyed, while Harmony simply needed to turn around.
"Who wants this cock?" Willow asked, swinging it around like the elephant trunk it was.
"I do!" both Cordelia and Harmony responded in lustful unison... both of them in adoration of the beautiful cock before them, swaying like a hypnotist's tree trunk.
"I do," Buffy whispered to herself, this cock the biggest one she'd ever seen.
"Crawl to my cock," Willow said.
Both obeyed, and Willow kept backing up, making the sluts follow her around.
Harmony, wanting that cock more than anything, pushed Cordelia onto her side, and kept crawling towards the elusive cock.
"You bitch," Cordelia said, grabbing Harmony's ankle and tugging her back.
Buffy watched in awe as these two popular cheerleaders fought over Willow's cock.
The two began wrestling on the tiled floor, as a wicked and even more interesting contest idea popped into Willow's head, "Contest rules are changing."
"What?" Cordelia asked, in mid fight.
"Both of you get back onto the bench and get those gaped assholes up in the air," Willow instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," they both gasped in unison, as Cordelia gave Harmony one final bullying shove.



Once they were both in position, Willow moved behind Cordelia's very inviting huge hole and said as she slid her cock inside, "Whichever of you milks the load out of my big cock wins. The other one is the loser, becomes everyone's bottom bitch, and must bring me their mother and five new sluts before they can get my dick again."
"Oh God," Cordelia moaned, as her ass was filled again, and higher stakes had been piled on. They'd been risky before, but the threat of Willow's dick being withheld was unbearable! However, she now controlled her destiny, since all she needed to do was milk the big load from Willow's ass-stretching, deep-drilling cock.
"Great idea," Faith said, having really enjoyed the new Willow ever since that first night when she'd turned the tables on her so unexpectedly. And more recently, they had at least one new slut in their bed every day, as she'd become the anal cock slayer and was now insatiable.
"Fuck me," Harmony begged, needing that cock in her ass, but also needing to win, and thus to put Cordelia in her place once and for all... Willow had finally done something she hadn't thought anyone could do... make Cordelia look weak.
"Okay," Willow said, slipping out of one asshole and into the other.
"No!" Cordelia whined.
"Yes!" Harmony moaned.
Buffy had her hand in her panties now, and her fingers deep in her pussy... God, did she need cock. Need to be fucked. Just rough, like Willow was doing to those two cheerleader bimbos.
"Slow down, slut, I don't want to come yet," Faith said, cuffing the back of the coach's head.
"Sorry," the coach said, wanting that cock too, but also wanting to watch her top two but bitchiest cheerleaders being fucked and humiliated.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that massive cock," Harmony moaned. "Destroy my asshole."
Buffy really couldn't fathom how taking a cock into a hole that had evolved for a very different function could possibly be pleasurable, but having now witnessed it live, she had to conclude that it was.
"Such a tight asshole," Willow moaned, already having decided Harmony was going to win. She still wanted to humiliate Cordelia more than ever, and what better way than to sodomize her mother right in front of her?
"Fuck my tight asshole," Cordelia demanded.
Willow went back to Cordelia and slammed her dick inside as she warned, "You have thirty seconds, and then Harmony takes her next shot."
Cordelia instantly began bouncing on the big cock, taking it as deep as possible, wanting that cock, wanting that load, wanting to win.
"My ass is way tighter than your sloppy hole," Harmony trash talked, as she waited her turn and prayed she'd get her opportunity to milk the cum out of that cock.
"Fuck you," Cordelia said.
"I'm counting on it," Harmony replied wickedly.
"That works, because the loser will also be the winner's sex slave for the rest of the school year," Willow added another stipulation.
"You're going down," Cordelia moaned, as she really bounced on that cock.
"Oh, you'll be going down on me everywhere on campus," Harmony countered confidently, loving the idea of using Cordelia as her personal fuck toy... the idea of flipping the hierarchy upside down with Willow's blessing was very appealing.
Willow pulled out after the thirty seconds, and proceeded to Harmony.
"Noooooo," Cordelia whined.
Buffy watched for the next several minutes as each cheerleader bounced back on that cock like her life depended on it... and she supposed their social lives did, while she now had three fingers squelching in her pussy.
Both Cordelia and Harmony worked their asses off, literally, as they bounced their firm bodies back on Willow's monster cock with reckless abandon in the hottest workout ever.
Both moaned like bitches in heat.
Both begged for that delicious load boiling in Willow's temporary balls.
Cordelia begged, "Fill my asshole with your big load, Mistress, breed me."
Harmony also begged, "Destroy my asshole. breed my hole. Give me that massive load, Mistress, I'll do anything to feel your load explode inside me."
Buffy was now furiously fingering her fur as she imagined that massive cock inside her... not in her ass... not really... but in her pussy?... mmmmmmmmm! Willow's dominant persona was so sexy, masculine and yet feminine at the same time. Erotic in a way it shouldn't be.
By now, all the other cheerleaders were watching the play action, each of them mentally cheering for Harmony, although none of them would ever do it out loud and risk the payback Cordelia would inflict on them.
Faith had repositioned herself, and now had the best seat in the house... sitting on the coach's face, and watching with pride while her girlfriend demolished those two bitches' assholes... while knowing she'd be taking that massive cock for a closed track test drive later on.
"I'm getting close, sluts," Willow delivered her status report, knowing she wouldn't last a lot longer, and wanting the two to really work her dick over. "The loser will be the cunt-licking fuck toy for all the other cheerleaders."
"Oh yes," Buffy moaned, her orgasm also rising quickly, as she covered her mouth and backed away. Hearing her best friend using the word 'cunt' was almost as crazy as everything else she'd witnessed... Willow having always been such a proper young woman.
Cordelia bounced back on the cock desperately, becoming weary, her arms beginning to give out, since she wasn't accustomed to being on the bottom... she was always a top in sex and in cheerleading... always perched at the top of the pyramid... not one of the heavy lifters who needed to use their muscles. "Please, Mistress, cum in my shit hole, fill me with your dominant cum."
God, I want that load, Buffy thought to herself... and that cock... as she peeked back around to continue watching her best friend demolish the two cheerleaders' asses.
Willow pulled out, her balls boiling, and slid back into Harmony, who moaned as she resumed her riding and clenched her ass cheeks in an attempt to tighten her ass muscles around Willow's huge mother fucking cock, "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my asshole, give me that load, make Cordelia the school cum dump, the cheerleaders' toy, a bimbo for us all."
"More," Willow demanded, "say more," so close to coming.
"And I'll seduce the girl you really want," Harmony pledged, bouncing back on the cock with all her power while tightening her ass cheeks... all those years of squats paying off, along with the spur of Cordelia forever criticizing her body. "I'll bring you... Buffy."
Buffy's eyes went wide.
"You'll bring Buffy to me?" Willow asked, knowing full well Buffy was listening to every word.
"Yesssss," Harmony said, trying to preserve her energy for the fucking.
"I'll turn that bitch for you too," Cordelia added, worried she might lose. No way could she lose! No way could she go without that cock! No way could she be bottom bitch to HER OWN cheerleading squad!
"Mmmmmmmm," Willow purred, letting Buffy, who she knew was still paying attention, know she was definitely intrigued by such a proposal.
Buffy couldn't believe her best friend was expressing this interest in fucking her... even as she fingered her fuzz frantically at the visual.
Harmony continued making her case, seeing Willow was close, "Give me that cock, and I'll take your load and be your bimbo bitch."
"Sorry Harmony," Willow grunted, the nasty words from Harmony, her promises, and her own plan to let Harmony win the entire time, "Cordelia will be those things... because you're about to win the contest... right... NOW!"
"Yessssssss," Harmony screamed, as she felt the load explode into her ass, triggering her own orgasm and the ultimate rush at winning this challenge and finally putting Cordelia in her place once and for all.
"Oooooooh," Buffy moaned, as her orgasm struck, and she moved back and leaned against a wall to let it erupt through her.
"Nooooooo," Cordelia bellowed at the realization she'd just lost.
"Come and eat me, bottom bitch," Cassie ordered, she being a cheerleader who'd been bullied and humiliated by Cordelia all year.
"No, this wasn't a real bet," Cordelia protested, as Cassie marched over and shoved her pussy in her ex-leader's face.
"Shut the fuck up," Cassie ordered, grinding her pussy on the fallen bitch.
"Cordelia, in case your dimwitted bimbo brain hasn't grasped what I've been saying for the past half hour, you're now the slave of every cheerleader, and you'll continue to be until you graduate!" Willow explained triumphantly, as she slowly pumped the rest of her load into Harmony and slapped her ass.
"And the slave of the coach too," Faith added.
"Of course," Willow agreed, as she looked around and didn't see Buffy anymore. She wondered what it would take to get Buffy taking it in the ass... not much after today... her looks of curiosity and lust undeniable... so she figured it was only a matter of time.
Buffy snuck away, her pussy leaking and her head light from the intensity of her orgasm, as she imagined Willow doing to her what she'd just done to Cordelia and Harmony... but she knew she couldn't allow it to happen, since it seemed that once you became Willow's bitch, that was all you ever wanted.
Cordelia reluctantly licked the pussy before her, as Willow pulled out, restored her cock to a strap-on, and spent the next half hour bringing all six other cheerleaders and the coach to orgasm... the entire time Cordelia lying on her back licking whomever's pussy happened to be above her as they all got roughly sodomized... shame, resentment and anger coursing through her the entire time... as everybody called her names and treated her like a complete nobody.
After each cheerleader, the coach and Faith came, and spewed their cunt cum all over Cordelia following their apocalyptic orgasms from Willow's wicked ass fucking, Willow face fucked Cordelia to humiliate her even further with some nasty ass to mouth.
Exhausted after two hours of fucking, and her pussy on fire, Willow sat on Cordelia's drenched face and received a traditional orgasm, having enjoyed more orgasms through her cock than in her pussy ever since her magical transformation.
Cordelia... defeated... exhausted... humiliated and yet somehow... inconceivably... still fucking horny... licked Willow's pussy... her frustration consuming her at her humiliating loss and her new predicament... because she knew, even though she tried to convince herself otherwise... she'd still do whatever it took to get back to the top of the hierarchy, pay each of these sluts back, and get Willow to fuck her ass again.
Strolling home hand in hand fifteen minutes later, Willow said to Faith, "Buffy was just outside the door for ages, masturbating while she watched me dominating Cordelia and Harmony."
"Mmmmm," Faith said, having been pushing Willow to turn Buffy... but Willow was hesitant because they were such good friends... but this... she hoped... could get Willow to add the ultimate conquest to her rapidly growing list of conquests.
"Yeah," Willow said, wondering if she should do what Faith had been suggesting for weeks... fuck Buffy. Part of her loved the idea, of course, Buffy was hot as fuck and the ultimate conquest... but they were also best friends, and she didn't want that ever to change.
"Then it's decided," Faith said, already formulating a plan to see Buffy on all fours eating her pussy while Willow destroyed her asshole.
"You're insatiable," Willow said, shaking her head.
"On that note, let's get home; your girlfriend has an ass that needs your dick in it," Faith said... always horny, and always ready for Willow's cock in her ass.
"If I really have to," Willow sighed dramatically, actually quite tired, but knowing there was no way she'd be allowed to sleep tonight without delivering Faith's regular bedtime sodomy.
"Yes, you do," Faith said, squeezing Willow's hand. "You know I love you, right?"
"You do?" Willow asked, surprised.
"Isn't it obvious?" Faith asked, halting their walking her and turning to face her.
"I... I guess you do," Willow replied.
Faith leaned in and kissed her tenderly. When she broke the kiss, she said sincerely, "Willow Rosenberg, I really, truly, love you."
"I love you too," Willow said, her heart warming at this mutual declaration of love.
"Good," Faith smiled. "Now let's go home and you can fuck my asshole to show me how much you love me."
"Insatiable," Willow said, shaking her head as they resumed their walk home hand in hand.
THE END of CHAPTER 6
Up next: Buffy finally discovers the joys of anal sex at the hands of her best friend.
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Freeform Niece: Trick or Treat
Brandy, Sasha's nineteen-year-old niece, had been living with the couple temporarily for two weeks so far, since she wouldn't have access to her new rental until the first of November.
Which meant Roy had been living in a constant state of arousal for that long. Brandy was a sexy goddess. Big breasted. Big bootied. A full-figured bombshell. The fact she had a striking resemblance in facial and body types to model Chelsea Wilde... one of Roy's most common stroke fantasies... only enhanced his obsession to fuck her... which of course he couldn't, since she was his niece, and his wife Sasha's blood relative. Was there something called a NILF? Well there was now!
To make matters worse, the girl's presence in their home had greatly impacted his licit sex life (if that's a word: my spell checker seems to think so). Sure, Sasha and he still fucked almost every night, and he was still woken up every morning with one of her sweet blow jobs, but their more impulsive couplings, such as his bending his wife over the kitchen table on the spur of the moment, or having her suck him in the early evening while he watched sports on the couch, or lifting her up and licking her pussy on the kitchen counter and other random places the moment he got home from work (she worked from home)... during the course of their marriage they'd become accustomed to fucking at odd moments in every room in the house... multiple times... but since their cock hardening niece had temporarily moved in, all that had come to a crashing halt. Yes, it was only temporary and it even had an expiration date, but to him, this so-called temporary felt endless!
She also didn't live in their actual house, but behind it in their guest house, but since the route from where she lived to where they lived was only through their backyard where nobody but they could see her, she'd taken to sauntering into their house whenever and however she wanted, usually in skimpy, sexy attire that could get her arrested if she wore it on the front sidewalk! And even though Roy and Sasha were free spirits who frequently had sex in many public places including in Ubers, on the beach, in bathrooms, movie theatres, airplanes and once even a church... they weren't wild enough or rude enough to take the chance of getting caught going at it by their nineteen-year-old niece.
It was a week before Halloween and thus also a week before their annual Halloween party, their third one in consecutive years, when Sasha secretly decided to have some sexy fun with her obviously frustrated husband, and maybe even give him a very special and unconventional gift... Halloween being his actual birthday... their niece!
They were in bed, Sasha having just extracted and swallowed her husband's morning load with her usual should-be-patented, slow-burning, under-the-covers wake-up call, when she cuddled up to him and asked, "Want to know something?"
"I don't know, do I?" Roy asked, a question like that rife with unpredictability.
"Yes you do indeed," she purred, in a way indicating it was something fun.
"Well what is it?" he asked, although immediately after his morning blow job, he usually needed his morning cup of coffee, including today; so hopefully this mysterious lark wouldn't take too long.
"It's better if I show you," she said, pulling out her phone.
Roy waited curiously until she showed him a picture. His eyes went wide. "Is that Brandy?" The picture was of a girl who looked remarkably like his niece, who was wearing almost see-through lingerie and stockings... which instantly made his shrinking cock harden up again. Her bountiful tits were barely contained by the red lingerie. Her legs glistened in the matching red stockings attached by a garter to the lingerie. Her red panties, which from the front appeared to be a thong, were almost nonexistent.
"Yeah, that's really her! It appears our girl is quite popular on the internet," Sasha said, acting as if she'd just happened upon this sexy revelation, and not that her posting pictures like these were the real reason her big bodied niece had moved from Lutheran Wisconsin to freewheeling Los Angeles.
"Because she posts pictures like this?" he asked.
"Well, some of them are more demure, and others..." she paused for dramatic effect, "...are even more provocative and revealing."
"And you're okay with her doing this?"
"Well of course I am! She's nineteen. She's an adult. She works as a full-figured model for a couple of very popular online clothing stores... one even run by Rihanna," Sasha explained. "And as you well know sweetheart, I'm not much of a prude."
"The umbrella Rihanna?" Roy asked, she being one of the five celebrity women on his hall pass fuck-it list... where all five on the list were larger woman.
"Yep," Sasha nodded. "Want to see some more?"
"That sounds like a loaded question," Roy said. Of course he wanted to see more. Brandy was fucking hot. But, she was also his wife's sister's daughter, so it was a dangerous question that could potentially explode in his face. Now to be fair, Sasha had never set him up for such an explosion, since she was a slut who was no less up for anything than he was, and who'd asked more than once what he thought of some girl or woman... which had almost always led to threesomes... yet that wasn't even a remote a possibility this time.
"It seems Big Roy here is ready for a remount," Sasha said, not at all surprised to see a tent poking up in the sheets.
"I'm always ready for more fun whenever I'm with you," Roy said, trying to act as if it wasn't photos of his niece wearing sexy red lingerie that had reawakened his cock.
"Nice cover," she smiled, as she handed him her phone before pulling the sheets back and straddling his cock. "I can't let this... rearing stallion... go to waste."
Roy held the phone in his hand, trying to act like he wasn't sure why she'd given it to him.
As Sasha began riding his cock, she said, "Go ahead, scroll through her posts."
"Really?"
"Sure, they're all R Rated or milder..." she said, paused and added, "...ish."
"I guess they are only pictures," Roy said, as he scrolled to the next one, which was a close-up of her somewhat covered breasts being squeezed together to showcase their voluptuous valley.
For a couple minutes while his wife rode him (incidentally providing a perfect excuse for his very hard cock), he looked at picture after picture of his niece posing for very provocative, very revealing, yet not completely inappropriate pictures. They included her sucking on a lollipop, where he couldn't help but wonder what her luscious lips would look and feel like sucking his dick; one with her sexy red-painted toes encased in mocha nylons being extended up in the air, where he imagined fucking those silky sheer soles (something he sometimes did with his wife... his kryptonite being nylons... oh, and also big tits... and big booties... and manicured toes in nylons); one from the rear, of her bent over with a football between her legs, wearing a football jersey and bikini panties, and her ass just begging to be fucked; one of her hugging herself just beneath her breasts, to make her huge tits seem even more enormous; and many more.
"What do you think of them?" Sasha asked, having already felt his cock flinching in her pussy over and over again. The hot pics were obviously impacting him.
"They really are something," he answered as mildly as possible, unsure of what else to say.
"Yeah, she's found a way to become very popular," Sasha said, moving her hands to rest on his chiseled chest, as she really began grinding on his cock.
"I can imagine."
"Over a million subscribers!"
"No way," Roy said, trying to imagine a million people looking at these pictures.
"Yeah, isn't that cool?" Sasha asked.
"Yeah, I guess," he said, still trying to downplay his reaction. "But does Beth think so?" his sister-in-law being rather prudish. She was forty, and very unusually, her kid sister Sasha was only twenty-five, and she'd often been explained by their parents as 'an Oops, but a pleasant one'.
"I'm not certain she knows," Sasha said. "Brandy told her she moved out here to attend UCLA."
"But that wasn't why?" Roy asked, he too having thought that's what she was here for.
"No, she's here to pursue her career as a model... primarily lingerie... to do some commercials, and to promote her online presence," Sasha explained, stroking and licking his shaft while they chatted.
"Beth is going to kill you."
"Brandy is nineteen, and thus a legal adult," Sasha repeated, "she's entitled to make her own career choices," as she continued milking her man's cock.
"Still," Roy said, flipping through even more risqué pictures of his hot, hot niece.
"You're still scrolling, you pervert," the wife teased.
"Just making sure they're all appropriate," Roy said, just as he encountered one where she was dressed as Jessica Rabbit, and his eyes felt like they went boinging way out of his head like Jessica's Toon husband Roger. One thing Roy loved that his wife didn't really get off to at his level, was cosplay.
"I can tell you've found one you particularly like," Sasha said, noting his expression, and also feeling his dick twitch. "I felt your cock twitch inside me."
"There's one where she's dressed up as Jessica Rabbit," Roy defended, the picture still on the screen.
"You should see the one with her dressed and made up like Harley Quinn," she said. "She's not skinny like Margot Robbie, but she still pulls it off."
"You're killing me," Roy said, a little baffled about why his wife was showing him pictures of their niece wearing such provocative attire.
"Mmmmmm, and there are ones of some of those weird anime girls you like," she smiled, as she tightened her pussy around his cock, a skill developed from years of squats and Kegels. "What a way to die!"
"Fucked and teased to death," Roy moaned, knowing he never lasted long once his wife began doing her cunt grip... which invariably led to her literally milking his cock. He scrolled through some more pictures and found a few in a row of her portraying the Japanese anime characters Sasha had just mentioned... making his cock twitch a few more times.
"It would be a great way to go," she reiterated, feeing his cock really vibrate inside her, just before he pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach and plowed back into her in one smooth transition.
Roy then pulled her ass up and began slamming into her pussy from behind, really pounding her hard... a favourite position for both of them. Roy loved slamming into her doggy style... using her pussy or her ass... and Sasha loved the depth and angle of the position.
"Oh, yes baby, fuck me, fuck me with your big fucking cock," Sasha moaned, the teasing over... for now... and she focussed on pursuing her own morning orgasm.
"Take it, you nasty, teasing slut," Roy growled, really pounding her.
"Oooooh, yes," Sasha moaned, loving to be called names in the heat of the moment. Although most people saw her as a spitfire... which she was... in the bedroom she was rather submissive... although she could also be a sly seductress, as we've just seen.
Five minutes later, Sasha had reached orgasm, and she'd taken a load in her pussy.
.....
Later that same morning, Sasha was watching a new porn kink that appeared absurd on the face of it, and yet it really turned her on. It was called 'freeuse'.
She realized that her own marriage qualified as freeuse, since she was available for her husband's use pretty much anytime, anyplace. She sucked him every morning; she often sucked him while watching sports; he sometimes flipped up her dress or skirt or pulled down her pants or pajama bottoms, and fucked her while she was cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, or even talking to her mom on the phone. (Or at least that had been the case back when they hadn't had a sexy scantily-clad niece traipsing in and out of their house at all hours of the day and night. But again, that was only temporary.)
That said, these particular freeuse videos were took the arrangement even further: where two or more women made themselves available whenever their male or males felt like using them.
These plots (categorised as either 'freeuse fantasy' or 'freeuse MILF') she found inexplicably hot for reasons she couldn't explain. For instance a mom or daughter (step ones of course, since then it was 'only' faux incest) would be calmly just sitting at the dining table eating, and her son or dad would casually walk over, stand her up, flip up her dress (she was commando of course) and start fucking her... or she'd be doing some homework and he'd just show up and slide his cock into her mouth. What made these vids so hot (again for instance) was that the mom would continue blithely conversing with the daughter about school or whatever, while her son or husband was fucking her.
The first one she watched was called 'Time of the Month', where a stepdaughter was filling in for the wifely duties while her (step)mom was on her period, including being fucked while she was doing laundry or drawing pictures, and sucking cock while she was also trying to watch television.
The next one was called 'Good Old Days', where a mom is used by her son or husband or both, including her son sliding into her from behind and telling her about his day while she was on her hands and knees washing the floor, and a bit later the husband arriving and sticking his dick in her mouth. There was even a wild scene where she was bent over sucking her husband while being fucked by her son, while the two guys chatted about inconsequential things and tossed a football a couple feet back and forth... which was just so wicked and wild, it made Sasha click on some more videos.
This led to her watching even more of them, including one that led to an idea popping into her head. In one called 'House Rules' or something like that, a stepdaughter wants her bestie to visit their house for a while, and therefore her guest must also follow the house rules... which means sucking the dad's cock or allowing him her pussy whenever he wants it. The dad explains these rules while his stepdaughter is sucking him under the kitchen table (something Sasha did all the time... as well as under his desk at work), before their houseguest is allowed to suck his cock and then become part of a threesome.
Sasha was rubbing herself while imagining giving her own husband the present of a freeuse niece, and perhaps using her as a freeuse niece herself, when said sexy niece sauntered into the kitchen, and caught her in the act.
"What are you watching, auntie?" Brandy asked, smiling, since she'd secretly been crushing on her hot aunt... Brandy being completely bisexual, and considering the idea of so-called 'taboo' incest to be a real turn-on. (For the record, Brandy was wearing a blue plaid button-down shirt tied in a knot immediately below her huge tits, and a ragged little denim skirt, and nothing else.)
"N-n-nothing," Sasha stammered, totally embarrassed to be caught perving on porn. Especially this porn.
Brandy impulsively snatched away her aunt's phone and peeked. "Mmmmmmm, that's really hot, auntie."
"Give me back my phone," Sasha demanded.
"They're having a threesome," Brandy purred, "I love those," having taken part in many of them, and also foursomes, and even full out orgies... although most of those ones were strictly lesbian.
"Brandy!" she Sasha snapped, standing up to appear more authoritarian.
"It's okay, auntie," Brandy said mildly. "Everyone watches porn."
"Meaning you watch porn too?" Sasha asked, thinking that this might be a good time to plant some seeds about this wicked idea she had in mind.
"I certainly do," Brandy said with no reservations, and then she saw the title. "But what's freeuse? That's a new one to me."
Sasha grabbed her phone back and said, "Trust me, you don't want to know."
"No, you trust me, auntie," Brandy said. "I really do."
"You're sure?" Sasha asked, even though she was now planning on telling her... she just wanted to make it look like Brandy's idea... the wicked idea of using Brandy as a freeuse slut for a while... with her permission of course... suddenly a very real idea.
"Yes, please tell me, auntie," Brandy said breathily, with a pout that almost always got her whatever she wanted from people.
"Okay, if you really want me to, but it's kind of kinky," Sasha said, drawing her in.
"Oh auntie, if you only knew," the niece said, planting some seeds herself.
"Oh?" Sasha asked.
"Let's just say appearances can be deceiving."
"Girl," Sasha smiled. "I've seen your Instagram account."
"Oh, that? It's awfully tame," Brandy smiled beguilingly... continuing to plant seeds.
"How so?" Sasha asked, curious and beginning to think this girl already had many seeds planted inside her that were already flourishing.
"First tell me about freeuse."
"Fine," Sasha said. "It's a variety of porn where a man's wife allows her husband to have a live-in slut, and he can use all her holes anytime and anyplace."
"Really?" Brandy asked. This being interesting. Was her aunt contemplating her husband fucking her? Roy was hot as fuck!
"Yeah, or sometimes it's a stepsister who's used by her husband or her brother or both," Sasha added.
"Incest, cool," Brandy said.
"Cool?"
"I mean kinky," Brandy corrected, thinking the seed had not only been planted, but also fertilized and watered.
"Yeah, it's a little out there," Sasha admitted.
"Maybe just a little," Brandy agreed. "But it's also kind of hot."
"I know," Sasha agreed, thinking the seeds were already growing. "I shouldn't like it... but I do."
"It is a little kinky," Brandy smiled. "But I won't hold it against you."
"And what about you?" Sasha asked.
"Actually, that's kind of what I wanted to ask you about, but not exactly," Brandy said.
"Ask away," she said, as she tugged up her thigh highs... again... realizing it was time to throw away this pair.
"Well for a start, what's with your ubiquitous pantyhose?" Brandy asked, having always viewed them as an old woman's thing, and at twenty-five, her auntie was hardly old.
"They're actually thigh high stockings, not pantyhose" she pointed out. "And Daddy, I mean Roy, expects me to wear them at all times."
"Daddy?" Brandy asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yeah," Sasha nodded, although she hadn't let that word slip on purpose. But perhaps it could actually benefit her plan. "It relates to something we do in the bedroom."
"Kinky," Brandy said approvingly, wondering if there might be a chance for some intrafamily threesome fun.
"And I also wear them because they showcase my legs, they're silky sheer soft, and they give Daddy quick and easy access to my holes."
"Holes?" Brandy asked, raising her eyebrow a bit higher.
"I've likely told you way too much," Sasha backpedaled. "I'm so sorry."
"No, I love your being so frank," Brandy said. "My mother wouldn't even give me the birds and bees speech, so it's great to be able to have a frank sex talk with an adult member of my family."
"Well, I can be very frank if you won't get offended," Sasha said. "So do you hate nylons?"



"I've only worn them a couple of times," she said. "Pantyhose, not these... thigh high stockings you call them?... I found them itchy and a pain to put on."
"Well, feel these ones," Sasha said, lifting her feet up and onto the chair, her dress thus being raised enough that her pussy could likely almost be seen... since, of course, she seldom wore panties, and only when it was that time of month. Her pussy and ass needed to be available for quick and easy access at any time, as she'd already confessed to her niece.
Brandy did notice the shiny gleam of the mocha coloured nylons, and she was more than a little surprised when she felt both of her auntie's feet and how smooth and soft they were. "Oh my, you didn't get these from Walmart!"
"They're French imports. And this pair is old and ready to get tossed."
"Well, consider me both wrong and intrigued," Brandy admitted, her hands still resting on her auntie's nylon-clad feet.
"Plus, in addition to showcasing my legs and making all my outfits look sexier, the thigh highs make for easy access whenever Daddy wants to slide his dick into me," Sasha added, pushing the line an inch more excessively. (Her earlier mention of 'quick and easy access' hadn't explicitly mentioned fucking.)
"I see," Brandy said, feeling a wicked sense of perversion as she began feeling an urge to drop in front of her auntie and lick her pussy... which moments ago she'd caught a glimpse of. With no panties... and completely shaved. Yum! Brandy loved playing with both men and women... she loved both cock and cunt... but if she were only allowed to choose one (for some insane reason), it would likely be cunt... although she hoped she'd never have to make such a horrible decision.
These two different basic varieties of sex provided Brandy very different experiences, and they tended to bring out her two very different personas.
With a man, Brandy was a natural submissive, willing to do almost anything he required: to suck cock, take facials, receive anal, and even to be shared with other people. If she'd determined she could trust a guy, she simply obeyed him without question. She'd even... she now realized after learning freeuse was a thing, been used as a freeuse slut on more than one occasion... and by more than one guy at a time.
Yet with a woman, Brandy was almost always in charge. ('Almost' because sometimes it was fun to swap roles.) Although unlike some Mistresses she'd read stories about online, she ate pussy. Actually she loved eating pussy, more than sucking cock, although she loved doing both, and she seldom went a day without dining on both cock and cunt. Yet she also loved wearing a strap-on and fucking another woman... never a man. She loved wielding that kind of power over a woman, but it would just feel wrong to attempt any such thing with a man... unless he required her to do it, of course.
But enough of her woolgathering. "That makes a lot of sense," she said as she stroked her hands past her auntie's feet and up her legs, and slightly lowered herself to the floor... her lesbian lust, her curiosity about the taboo, and her aggressive dominant persona taking her over.
"What are you doing?" Sasha asked, her pussy wet, and this aggression from her niece exactly what she'd been hoping to orchestrate! Yet now that it might be happening, she wasn't sure she was up to going through with it, and to have actual sex with her niece. But perhaps she wouldn't have any choice in the matter!
"I'm just checking out this self-proclaimed 'quick and easy access' freeuse pussy," Brandy said wickedly, deciding just to go for it and to lick her aunt's pussy... a rush of adrenaline coursing through her body because of this wicked, incestuous act she'd now decided to initiate.
And then she arrived at her prize and began licking!
"Brandy," Sasha moaned in a shocked but weak protest.
"You taste so good, auntie," Brandy crooned, both of her hands gliding up and down the silky sheer legs as she slowly licked the peach, which was already glazed and juicy.
"We shouldn't be doing this," Sasha mumbled, attempting to act like a proper auntie verbally, even though physically she did absolutely nothing to stop this taboo, lesbian, incestuous act.
"We aren't doing anything we shouldn't," denied Brandy. "I'm just enjoying a snack from your homemade cooking. It's... you know... a family bonding thing."
"Oh my," Sasha said, looking down to see her niece, her middle-aged sister's own daughter, between her legs licking her pussy. It was surreal. So wrong... yet it felt so good!
"You taste amazing," Brandy said, having found that every pussy had its own unique, almost always deliciously heavenly nectar.
"I know I do," Sasha moaned, having been told that same thing many times over the years... but never before by her own flesh and blood. She knew she should put a halt to this intimacy... her original plan had been simply to get her niece to suck and fuck her man... but of course she didn't. Couldn't, actually.
"And you're not at all modest," Brandy said with approval, parting the pussy lips wide with her tongue.
"Not I," Sasha moaned, her pleasure rising quickly because of her niece's eager tongue.
Brandy always knew exactly when to quit and to leave the prey desperate for more and to be willing to do almost anything to submit to her again. Such as the minister's wife who'd left every church service five minutes into her husband's sermon to go and worship Brandy's pussy in her husband's office. She'd done this every Sunday morning during the final four months before Brandy moved to Cali. And now Brandy stood up and kissed her dazed-looking auntie.
"You're stopping? Sasha gasped in bewilderment, her orgasm having been on a fast track from her niece's very experienced tongue.
"I need to ask a favour from you, auntie," Brady said. Which was the original reason she'd come in to chat with her aunt.
"Of course! What is it?" Sasha asked, her tone flirty, and assuming it was sexual.
"Can you help me set up an OnlyFans account?" Brandy asked.
"Oh," Sasha said, that not being what she was expecting to hear.
"You see, my Instagram account is very limiting, and I think I can make better money if I open an OnlyFans one too.. Kind of use one as advertising for the other."
"I see," Sasha said, realizing this was likely an excellent idea financially, and her niece would still retain full ownership of her pictures and videos.
"Yeah, and for material, I also really want to get into more cosplay," Brandy said, then stroked a hand along her auntie's legs in a slow, smooth, seductive way, "and since our chat just now, maybe some nylon play as well."
"I think that's a great idea! Nylon play is huge on OnlyFans," Sasha said, since she and Roy followed many models on Twitter and actually subscribed to a few of them on OnlyFans... such as NylonKitty, who'd a top favourite of hers for years.
"Actually I could target a variety of fetishes there," Brandy thought out loud while drawing her aunt in just like she did most women, her hand reaching for her aunt's very wet pussy. "Nylons, cosplay, full framed women, lesbians, and even more."
"Roy loves cosplay," Sasha moaned as her niece traced her pussy lips with a finger. "Although I don't really get it."
"Everyone has their own kinks," Brandy smiled. "For instance mine and yours whatever they are, aren't any better or worse than each other's, they're just different." Or maybe they're different, it's too early to say."
"Like having my sexy niece eating my pussy," Sasha offered, by now really longing to get off on her niece's pretty face.
"Yes, and like having my mom's sexy kid sister eating my pussy," Brandy counteroffered, then she took her hand away from her aunt, hopped onto the kitchen counter and spread her legs... curious to see if her aunt would return the favour without being specifically asked.
"You are a wicked one," Sasha said, not hesitating at all as she went between her niece's legs.
"So I've been told," Brandy said, watching her pretty aunt admire her fully visible pussy.
"But if I do this for you... helping to set up that account, not the pussy eating I'm about to do regardless... you'll need to start wearing nylons in our house at all times while you're here," Sasha said.
"You'll have to buy me some if you want me wearing those French ones," Brandy said. "I'm five pairs way from having five pairs."
"That can certainly be arranged," Sasha said as she brought her face close to her niece's glistening pussy "I can see that eating your aunt out got you all wet too."
"Becoming an incest slut for the first time did that," Brandy agreed, as she reached for the back of her aunt's head and gently guided it to her pussy.
"So wrong," Sasha said, but in a sexy, 'what the hell' tone, as she extended her tongue and tasted the forbidden fruit of her niece, also for the first time.
"Having my very own pussy-licking pet auntie is pretty hot," Brandy said, hinting at the new relationship being established, and reading that her aunt was a sexual submissive behind her everyday outgoing don't-give-me-any-shit attitude.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Sasha said, both because her niece's pussy had a sweet scent and taste, and because the idea of becoming her niece's pet was cunt-leaking hot and sooo wicked!
"You seem to like the idea. Do you promise to be a good pet?" Brandy asked, lifting her aunt's head so she could reply, which was already wet with her pussy juices.
"Frankly? If you're willing to put on a cosplay show for my Daddy's birthday on Halloween while being his freeuse pet and doing whatever he requires..." Sasha said, the idea of watching her niece suck and fuck her husband so hot... especially in some cosplay outfit. "...then I'll gladly be your pet. But there's another condition: anytime we aren't having sex, we treat each others as equals. But then again, we can have sex whenever you want, that's not up to me, so you're still basically in the driver's seat at all times. Sound good?"
"That sounds very good. Including my serving as your Daddy's freeuse cosplay pet on Halloween with no limits. That sounds like lots of fun! So I do believe we have ourselves a deal," Brandy agreed, "so get back to work, my pet." And she guided Sasha's face back to her pussy, thinking that Uncle Roy was hot, he seemed to have a big cock semi-concealed in the tight pants he always wore, and she'd known from the first instant their eyes had met he had the major hots for her.
"Mmmmmmmm," Sasha moaned. She often thought she might be some sort of cuckquean, since she loved watching her man with another woman, and she got aroused from it... and she certainly wasn't asexual or anything... she absolutely loved sex, either as a participant or just as an observer... whatever her man (or sometimes short term woman Roy was banging) required of her. She was usually allowed to join in... her relationship with Roy was pretty much perfect, actually. Bottom line: she had so much trust in her man that she thought it was great whenever he fucked other women, or perhaps she too fucked other women and the odd man... and since they always shared everything with each other (except for upcoming birthday surprises), those outside dalliances and shared threesomes only made their relationship grow stronger.
But back to the present, regardless of Brandy's enthusiastic agreement just now, she wasn't certain the girl would actually cross the line when it came down to it, and to go ahead to suck or fuck her husband. If she did, it would be her man's ultimate birthday present. Time would tell.
"I bet your husband would love to slide his cock in my mouth, pussy or ass," Brandy said, and even as she said it, the idea turned her on. She'd fuck Roy in a New York heartbeat, to mix a couple of metaphors.
"Mmhhhmmmmmmm," Sasha purred again, as she licked her niece's pussy and thought maybe she and Brandy actually were on the same page about that.
You want to watch Roy fuck me?" Brandy asked.
"Absolutely," Sasha answered, beginning to really attack Brandy's pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, delicious," Brandy moaned... now pretty much having permission from her aunt to fuck her uncle.
"Yes, you certainly are," Sasha agreed, focusing on getting her niece off and tasting her full flood.
"Don't stop," Brandy ordered as she braced her hands behind her for balance, closed her eyes, and enjoyed her aunt's eager tongue.
Sasha, who'd been eating pussy since the day she turned eighteen, and once eaten out three best friends (of each other) in a wild lesbian orgy sleepover, slid two fingers inside Brandy's wet pussy and quickly found her g-spot. She sucked on her clit while tapping on the g-spot, knowing that always ended up with the same result... an intense orgasm, and a sweet flood of cunt cum.
"Holy fuck!" Brandy screamed, and her eyes opened wide as the sudden attack on her clit and the first ever woman (or anyone else, really) to find her g-spot, triggered an instant and intense orgasm... her legs tightened and squeezed her aunt's head.
Sasha hungrily lapped up the pussy juice as it gushed out of her... apparently squirting was a family trait, since she often did that too.
A couple minutes later, Brandy finally spread her legs to release her aunt and said, "That was fucking amazing."
"Agreed," Sasha said, her pussy on fire from the taboo act she just committed.
"No one else has ever found my g-spot!"
"It's a gift, "Sasha shrugged.
"So good," Brandy said, as she got off the counter, grabbed a big zucchini from the counter, and ordered, "Hop on the counter, my pet aunt."
"Are you about to fuck me with that monster?" Sasha asked, looking doubtfully at the footlong zucchini she'd harvested from her garden yesterday, and it was fat as fuck... thicker than any cock she'd ever had inside her.
"I am," Brandy said, "and then tonight we'll serve it to Uncle Roy with his dinner. And of course we'll have to eat it too, but don't think either of us will mind."
"You are devious," Sasha said as her niece went between her legs.
"You don't know the half of it," Brandy said, "not yet, anyway," as she rubbed the fat zucchini up and down her aunt's very wet pussy lips.
"Oooooooh," Sasha moaned, feeling so fucking horny that any sort of logic or guilt or moral responsibility had long since faded away (even though there hadn't been much of those in the first place), as the huge vegetable was rubbed up and down her pussy lips.
"What do you want from me, auntie?" Brandy asked, as the green, fat, makeshift dick parted Sasha's pussy lips.
"I want you to fuck me," Sasha moaned. "Pretty please?"
"You want your niece to fuck you with a gigantic zucchini?" Brandy asked, loving to play with a woman willing to say and do nasty things... Brandy often able to bring out sides of a woman she hadn't known existed... like the aforementioned minister's wife, the librarian back in her old home town, and the hairdresser she met here in LA just two weeks ago, who'd given up her virgin asshole just two nights ago... although she sensed her aunt wouldn't need much prodding (if any at all) to jump right into just about any wild, kinky shit being required of her.
"Yes Brandy, please fuck your aunt's cunt with that big... fat... zucchini cock," Sasha said, always getting wickedly verbal when she was horny, and sensing by now her niece highly approved of that side of her.
"More," Brandy demanded, "tell me some more," as she positioned the fat end of the zucchini against her aunt's hole.
"I want you to use me as your aunt slut, to share me with your friends if you wish, and to make me your cunt munching, ass eating pet," Sasha rattled off, loving to demean herself whenever her pussy was burning with this much intensity.
"Mmmmmmm," Brandy said, as she pushed the zucchini forward, watching it stretch her aunt's pussy and slowly disappear inside. "You want to make some kinky videos for OnlyFans with me?"
"Yessssssss!!" Sasha screamed as the zucchini filled her cunt... not necessarily agreeing with the suggestion, nor was she disagreeing with it, she was just exulting in the sexual euphoria growing inside her while she was penetrated so massively.
"Perhaps we can co-star in some nylon videos, some cosplay videos, and..." the niece paused with almost the entire footlong zucchini now inside her aunt, "...some seemingly faux incest videos."
"Yes, yes, oh fuck yes, whatever the fuck you want me to do with you," Sasha moaned, this time agreeing to anything her niece decided to do with her. "Just fuck me now, and make me your slut."
Brandy, fully content with this answer, and knowing her aunt wouldn't last long at all with such a big cock inside her, leaned forward and flicked her aunt's swollen clit with a finger as she slowly continued fucking her pussy.
"Oh my Gawd," Sasha moaned loudly, the intensity of this pleasure overwhelming her in ways no other sexual act ever had. "Please don't stop!"
"Come for me slut, come all over this big fat zucchini, come like the bimbo aunt pet you now are," Brandy said, sounding almost angry, knowing such name calling would drive her aunt wild! She was still in awe of the first time she'd fisted the minister wife's cunt, and had learned how much the older woman, she was in her fifties, loved being called names... and since then, she'd learned the same was almost universally true for any older woman she seduced or fucked... although her aunt was only six years older than she was, not fifteen or twenty or even thirty years her senior like most of her MILF pets were.
"Yes, use my cunt, call me filthy names," Sasha moaned, her orgasm imminent... the pleasure consuming the core of her existence.
"Come right now, my aunt slut..." (pause) "my cunt licking pet..." (pause) "my ass eating whore..." (pause) "my zucchini taking bimbo..." (pause) "and my incestuous sex slave!" Brandy listed, while after each name she sucked the clit between her lips.
Upon hearing the phrase 'incestuous sex slave; Sasha tipped, and she had an apocalyptic orgasm while she screamed, "Yes, I am your incestuous sex slaaaaaaaave!"
Brandy, often called Mistress by her pets, although she wasn't sure that was a formal relationship she wished to create with her aunt, since she saw a kindred spirit in her and hoped to develop a close, egalitarian friendship with her whenever they were outside the bedroom. But that wasn't where they were right now, as she pulled out the zucchini, placed it in the counter and buried her face in the flooding cunt as Sasha's juices sprayed everywhere, including drenching her face.
Brandy licked up as much juice as she could while Sasha felt like she was having a literal seizure, as pleasure cascaded through the aunt's body from her head to her toes... pleasure pulsations seeming to explode within every part of her body.
Eventually the orgasm subsided... although it lingered long after the original climax, and Brandy stood up and kissed her aunt... a soft sensual kiss.
Once the kiss was broken, Brandy asked in a normal, friendly voice, "So you'll help me with my OnlyFans page?"
"Yes, I will. And you'll do some cosplay dress up teasing for Roy?"
"I'll do a lot more than that if he wants me to," Brandy said. "That is what you want, am I right?"
"That's exactly right. And you'll be the best birthday present ever!" Sasha smiled, her legs still twitching five minutes after the most intense orgasm of her life.
"And you're already becoming the best auntie slut ever," Brandy said, kissing her.



"But let's keep all of this a secret until his birthday," Sasha admonished.
"I can do that," the niece smiled... already thinking of ways to drive him wild. Tomorrow she'd be going shopping... with Sasha. "So tomorrow you can take me shopping for some cosplay outfits for us both to tease Roy with on Halloween."
"That's a great idea," Sasha agreed.
"And now you'll help me with my OnlyFans page?" Brandy asked, her auntie a great web designer. It was what she did for a living, after all. She worked from home as a tech specialist who designed top of the line websites for her more affluent clients, and she also presented far less pricey webinars for many other clients, where she taught them the ins and outs of how they could design their own sites. She was quite successful financially, and she had a large online following, although it was a very differently focused following than Brandy's. And because of their growing connection with each other, both familial and otherwise, she wasn't going to charge Brandy a dime.
"Let's go," Sasha said, her head spinning with what had just occurred, what they were planning, and what lay ahead.
"Let's," Brandy agreed, helping her aunt off the counter and slapping her ass.
.....
By the next day, Brandy's OnlyFans page had gone live.
The first video was of Brandy in an anime costume sliding on matching white thigh high stockings her aunt had advanced her until they shopped for more of them tomorrow.
She then went to Instagram and posted pictures of a zucchini, a cucumber, a vibrator and a rolling pin, and she took a survey to determine which one she should fuck live on her OnlyFans account while wearing the same costume she was currently wearing. Accompanied of course by several sexy pictures of her more or less wearing the costume.
Garnering over a thousand votes in five minutes, then a total of over five thousand in the first hour, she posted the results. The zucchini, which wasn't quite as big as the one she'd fucked her aunt with, took first place with over 45% of the vote. The cucumber, which was longer but thinner, came in with 33%; the rolling pin, 19%; and the vibrator just 3%... giving Brandy added proof of how sick and twisted her followers were. (The original "sex" zucchini was later included in a delicious Italian pasta dish Sasha made and served that evening to Roy, Brandy and herself. They all agreed it was delicious!)
With over 500 OnlyFans subscribers signing up (and paying) within the first hour following the Instagram survey, which number had doubled by the next morning, at the announced time Brandy fucked herself to multiple orgasms with the zucchini, and finished by licking her own cum off the green fuck stick. Comments came flooding in of course, 99% of them rated from positive to ravingly positive.
The entire event was filmed by Sasha, who resisted joining in or even just fingering herself, even though her temptation was Biblical.
That same day in the late afternoon, after Sasha had completed a couple of online meetings with some of her upper-tier clients, she took Brandy shopping.
First stop... a lingerie store.
$580 later they had seven new pairs of thigh high stockings, a black garter-belt, a lace teddy with claps for stockings, three pairs of regular stockings (requiring garters), all three with the sexy seam running down the back, and one old fashioned Cuban heel and toe. It also included Sasha scarfing down an afternoon snack by getting her niece off inside a change room, while a store employee asked through the curtain if they needed any help.
Brandy considered inviting the plump mid-forties saleswoman inside to share in the snack... but she resisted.
Second stop... an adult shop.
Another $400 was spent on a variety of toys including strap-ons, anal beads, a double ended dildo, handcuffs, nipple clamps, a suction cup dildo, vibrators and more sex toys.
Third and final stop... a Halloween costume shop.
$500 and a finger banging orgasm for Sasha later, the two women left with a couple dozen new outfits... some sexy, some slutty, some cosplay.
.....
Three days later, it was two nights before Roy's birthday... Roy having been secretly following Brandy on Instagram and jerking off to her pics... including some hot cosplay costumes... something his wife didn't seem able to get into like he wished she could. She would wear a cosplay costume, and look hot in it, and they would have a great fuck session, but she didn't know many of the characters, and the roleplaying would fall flat... except when she played roles she did comprehend, like a generic hot teacher seducing a student, or a nurse nursing a patient back to health, or even the odd incestual Mommy and son roleplaying.
Roy was in the garage working on his vintage 60s mustang, when his wife texted him: Want to join another OnlyFans page?
They'd joined a few of them in the past... they liked supporting adult performers they particularly enjoyed or they followed on Twitter.
He replied: Sure. Who is it? Someone we follow?
She texted: Maybe. Come see me when you get a chance.
Curious, Roy finished what he was doing and headed inside. He washed his hands and found his wife, who was sitting on the couch and was on her laptop.
"Come and sit," she said, patting her hand beside her... her legs in black nylons... thigh highs, all of which were in clear view.
Roy did, and she plonked the laptop on his lap, which displayed the webpage of the OnlyFans page she was considering subscribing to.
Roy looked at it and gasped. "Brandy has an OnlyFans page?"
"She does indeed," Sasha nodded, "I think she started it pretty recently." She actually knew to the day when she'd started it, and she also knew there was some pretty wicked content posted on it, since she had a free account given to her by her niece. But Rob mustn't know that. At least not yet.
"Oh my," he said, knowing that such an account (and such a price tag) meant there'd be some wild and kinky stuff in there. The portal said the site was indeed new, just a few days old, but it already boasted over 1000 pictures and three videos. He was instantly curious about what kind of pictures one could find there, and doubly curious about what kind of videos.
"Yeah, I was surprised to happen across it," Sasha lied... since she personally had taken about 800 of those pictures of Brandy in and out of over thirty outfits, having used pretty much every costume, lingerie set and toy they'd purchased the other day, and she'd filmed two of the videos... the third one a lesbian threesome between cosplaying characters she hadn't recognised because it was filmed somewhere else.
"That's a lot of content," Roy said, "for what? Three days or so?" His cock was up and paying attention again.
Sasha placed her hand on his crotch and observed, "Something tells me you find this exciting."
"Your manicured toes in those nylons are what got me hard," the husband countered... which was partly true. Just seeing his wife in nylons... her legs... her feet... always got him hard and revved up... but he'd be lying if he said that just the thought of an OnlyFans page starring his niece didn't have him particularly throbbing right now.
"Is it only my legs and feet in these nylons?" Sasha asked as she fished his cock out of his pants.
"Well, if I'm being honest..." he said haltingly.
"Do be honest," Sasha advised, as she began stroking that hard cock. "Do you want to fuck our niece?"
"That's a loaded question," Roy said... recalling he'd said those same words only a few days ago.
"And this seems nicely loaded too," Sasha smiled, as she swirled her tongue around his fat cock head and cupped his balls.
"Get sucking," Roy ordered, pulling his wallet out of his pocket.
"Are you signing up for our sexy niece's OnlyFans page?" Sasha asked just before she deep throated his cock.
"Yeah, but I'm just supporting family," Roy said as he pulled out his credit card.
"Mmhhhmmm," Sasha purred, as she bobbed on his cock.
Roy entered his information while his wife sucked him off.
Once he was signed in, he was scrolling through lewd pictures of another woman, his niece even, while his wife was sucking him.
Then as planned a minute or two later, Brandy strolled in and exclaimed, acting a little surprised but not shocked, "Oh my!" (She'd gotten her timing down approximately by monitoring her site for Roy's credit card, and then had selected the perfect moment by sneaking up and peeking around the corner.)
Roy convulsively snapped the laptop shut! Most recently it had been displaying a picture of his niece dressed as Daisy from Mario Brothers, and she had a vibrator in her very obviously wet pussy.
"Oh hey," Sasha greeted, as she sat up, suddenly leaving her husband's cock high and... well... wet.
"Don't stop what you were doing just because of me," Brandy said, getting a very good look at her uncle's cock while she stood there looking like a very authentic Velma from Scooby Doo except way sexier, wearing a very tight orange sweater, a very short red skirt, and instead of orange socks, orange thigh highs. The outfit had been perfect for when she was fucked just half an hour ago by a strap-on wielded by a friend wearing a sexy Daphne costume. It was for a video she'd be uploading later tonight.
Roy stared at his niece in her stripped down Velma outfit, and he thought to himself how he'd love to stand up, bend her over the couch and just fuck her... his cock twitching undeniably because of his hot, big-busted niece. Velma was one of his favourite cartoon characters... and he'd never before seen orange thigh highs on anyone.
"Sorry sweetie, I couldn't resist Daddy's dick," Sasha said, continuing to stroke the fat cock.
"I can see why," Brandy said with a smile. "I just came to ask you for some help, but I can come back later."
"Tell you what, I'll come round and find you whenever Daddy's finished with me here," Sasha offered.
"Sounds good. Take your time," Brandy said, and she gave one longing look at her uncle's cock before turning and sauntering away... giving her uncle a great view of her tight ass, part of which was visible beneath her ultra-short skirt.
The entire time Roy had just sat there speechless. In awe. In captivity!
"Shit," Roy said once they were alone again.
"So... I guess I can take that freeze frame of yours just now as... yes, you would certainly love to fuck her," Sasha said, as she straddled his cock and settled herself down on it.
"We're not doing this here?" Roy said, not as an order, but a question.
"It's our house," Sasha said as she began riding her man. "We can fuck when and where we want. But of course it's your call, Daddy."
"Shit, you're a wicked bitch," Roy said, kissing his wife.
"Yeah, I'm a nasty three hole fuck slut for my man," Sasha answered serenely as she pulled off her dress and bounced on his cock.
"And if Brandy comes back?"
"No worries. She saw me naked a couple days ago when we tried on our Halloween costumes together," Sasha revealed.
"You did what?" Roy asked.
"Yeah, and do I have special Halloween party and Halloween day surprises in store for you!" she said.
"What did you buy?" Roy asked... loving to see his wife wearing any sort of costume.
"That's for me to know and for you to fuck me in later," Sasha smiled Sphinxlike.
"You're driving me nuts," Roy said.
"Just like you want to drive into our niece," Sasha said wickedly.
"You really are trying to get me in trouble."
"Maybe. I see you liked her Velma outfit."
"You know my thing for cartoons."
"Yeah," she said... recalling him fucking her on their first Halloween together, when she was dressed as Wilma Flintstone and he was Fred. She tried to play the role the best she could while he drilled her ass and she kept saying 'Bam Bam' as he railed her... which she recalled wasn't Fred's catch phrase, but Barney's kid. That said, when he filled her asshole after she'd had multiple orgasms, he screamed, 'Yabba Dabba Doo!' It was weird.
His collection of thousands of cartoon porn images and videos was crazy... more than he had of actual women or actual porn. He had files for the Flintstones, the Simpsons, Archie, Totally Spies, Kim Impossible, the Addams Family, even Shrek, yes Shrek! Then there were both pretty and not so pretty Fiona, The Incredibles (another roleplay she'd done was Elastic girl), and all the Disney princesses, especially Frozen's Elsa and Anna, which hinted at his fascination with incest... which was why she had bought a very hot and slutty Anna costume for herself for the Halloween party and an Elsa one for Brandy.
"Hey, you like Hallmark movies," Roy countered.
"Yes, silly me for liking romantic love stories," she said playfully as she bounced on his cock. Oddly, even though she preferred her sex kinky... and enjoyed threesomes and the occasional moresome... she was a romantic at heart. She would never do anything that would hurt Roy or risk damaging their marriage... although she found many unusual ways to enhance it... and this upcoming very elaborate birthday present would be her Ultimate Gift!
"I love you're a romantic, my sweet little anal slut," Roy said, just before he lifted her up, arranged her on the couch, and after a little maneuvering, slid his cock in her ass.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole, give me your big cock, while you imagine it's Brandy you're back door drilling," Sasha cried out wickedly.
"Jesus!" Roy groaned at his wife's wicked words.
"Yes, my sexy Uncle Roy, shove that big dick in my ass," Sasha moaned, adapting her voice to sound younger.
"Oh fuck," Roy groaned, her roleplaying instantly enhancing his pleasure ten times over.
"Harder uncle, your baby girl needs your cock buried deep inside her ass," Sasha moaned, this being a roleplay she could actually get into.
"You want it, Brandy? You want my load deep in your ass?" Roy demanded, entering into the roleplay... even though this would be a very short one, since he was already close to busting a nut.
"Oh yes, uncle, yes Daddy, fill my asshole with your incestuous load," Sasha moaned as she bounced back to take her man's cock as deep as physically possible inside her ass, and knowing by his moans and his tighter grip on her hips he was close. "Breed your niece!"
"Oh fuck, you nasty slut, I'm going to be fucking all three of your young fuck-holes anytime I want," Roy said, really slamming into his wife.
Sasha knowing that would actually be happening on his freeuse birthday party this Sunday, she moaned, "Yes Daddy, all my holes are open for you anytime you want!"
"Fuuuuuck, you nasty slut," Roy grunted as he exploded his load in her ass.
"Yes uncle, breed your slut niece," Sasha moaned, frantically rubbing her pussy to get herself off while her man filled her ass, and his cock spasmed.
A couple minutes later, he pulled out and said, "That was so intense!"
"Yes, it was you all over, you old niece fucker, you," Sasha teased as she turned around, cum leaking out of her ass, and took his cock into her mouth... ass to mouth not something she considered gross. Yes, she knew she was in a minority... but for the most part, the kinkier an act was, the more it turned her on. For example, she'd completely lost it when she had lesbian incest with her niece... and she'd been totally beside herself for just about the entire week while she plotted how to give that same niece to her husband so he could do anything he wanted with her!
"Hey, you're the one roleplaying the part of your niece." Roy pointed out.
"You don't want me to?" she asked, taking the big cock out of her mouth.
"I didn't say that," Roy said, still with an imprinted visual of Brandy dressed in that Velma costume.
.....
The Halloween Eve party. (Saturday night, not Halloween itself.)
"Do you seen what Brandy is wearing?" Roy asked, sounding almost like a teenaged girl spying her favourite rock star, while... back to reality now... he stared at the amazingly hot, big breasted, big bootied, brunette wearing the tightest, hottest, Mystique outfit ever. It enhanced every curve of her perfect full figured body. (The Frozen costumes had been used and unfortunately soiled in a wicked roleplay video to be released soon on the OnlyFans page.)
"Yeah, I bought it for her," Sasha, Roy's wife replied, she being dressed in a very skanky Harley Quinn costume that had led to a quickie just before their guests started arriving. Cum was still leaking out of her and slightly down her legs while the first guests arrived since, of course, she wasn't wearing any panties.
"You what?" Roy asked, almost squeaked, staring at the plentiful nineteen-year-old with lust... Mystique one of his top ten cosplay women.
"Yeah, she wanted something slutty, and I thought that would do the trick. She was the one who picked my outfit," Sasha said. Truth was, her older sister by fifteen years (remember Sasha was an oops) Beth, was up tight as fuck, and she'd sheltered her daughter to an extreme... home schooling her for her entire life. Beth was not happy (to put it mildly) when Brandy decided to move across the country from rural Wisconsin to California so she could attend college (without asking for permission)... but permission or not, Sasha loved the idea. She and Roy had just started talking about, maybe thinking about, eventually one day considering... having kids. This was a fun test drive.
"I guess in that case, you both did great jobs," Roy laughed, shaking his head. As was said at the very beginning, his dick had been hard almost nonstop since his cute, sweet niece moved in with them. Her huge tits... twice the size of his slim wife's... her wide hips, and big booty were to die for. Yet he had, of course, resisted the temptation to do anything about it (except to fuck Sasha every chance he got), since she was his niece... only by marriage... not blood. The Instagram, the OnlyFans account and the incestuous role playing only added to his lust. The new content of his niece 'Velma' getting fucked by a drop dead Daphne in perfect cosplay costumes, had been ball draining early in his day... something his wife didn't know about... and when his niece in her Velma costume opened with looking at Daphne wearing a big strap-on saying, 'Jinkies', he knew he was in for a quick release.
"Yeah, she looks really hot tonight, and she needs to get laid," Sasha said.
"What?" Roy gasped, even though it shouldn't have surprised him... his wife was a wild one... and she believed sex was a major part of a person's being. Which, of course, he was more than happy to agree with. During their first date she'd rubbed his dick under the table at a fancy restaurant with her stocking-clad feet. Later at a movie, she gave him a hand job that finished with her sucking and swallowing the cum out of him right there the theatre. And if that wasn't enough, that very same night they fucked for over an hour in her college dorm. And remember, that all happened on their first date. He was immediately in love with her, and he still was.
"Yeah, since moving out here, she's banged a couple college dudes and some older guy she met at the mall, but they all had small dicks. I'm not sure at five inches, they should even count as real fucks," Sasha said, harboring a firm belief that anything under seven inches was a total waste of her time. Thankfully, her husband had the sufficiency of nine inches of hard cock... which was always hard and ready to go... and he was able to reload quickly, so he could keep up with her insatiable sexual appetite.



"Well, we know those nonstarters wouldn't be enough for you," Roy said, inwardly drooling at his niece's huge tits from afar... knowing his wife was a size queen. He'd been thrilled when he'd felt her foot on his crotch on that first date... and it wasn't until later, while he was fucking her pussy for the second time that first night, that she admitted the foot job was primarily to learn the size of his package, so she could decide whether the date should continue.
"They shouldn't be enough for any woman to settle for," she said, as if she were the President of the Women's Investigative Society for Adequate Cock.
Roy laughed, as he continued glancing over at his niece at their third annual Halloween party (which was being held on October 30th this year, since Halloween was on a Sunday... which would also just happen to be his twenty-fifth birthday).
"You still want to fuck her, don't you?" Sasha asked bluntly, noticing her man's lack of focus on her tonight, and his clear focus on her niece.
Turning back to face his wife while his cheeks went red with guilt, he replied, pretending to be shocked, even though he knew that she knew that was exactly what he was thinking. "W-w-what? That's ri-ri-ridiculous. She's our niece!"
"Yes, it's so ri-ri-ridiculous," Sasha responded mockingly, still not letting her husband know (just yet) that she'd been having sex with her niece for six days. Today, while he was out buying some final supplies for tonight, they'd taken turns fucking each other's assholes before finishing with Sasha's first ever tribbing orgasm. Roy knew she was bi, and he'd willingly agreed to allow her to explore that side of her sexuality, which had sometimes led to some fun threesomes (with a coed from the local college, a Russian 7-11 girl, an intern at a client's firm, a mother of five who lived down the street, their mail delivery woman who was quite chubby but nasty as fuck, and most recently a rabbi's wife).
"Yeah, I really want to fuck the shit out of your sister's daughter," Roy said wickedly (but also a little sarcastically), deciding to continue playing along with this wicked fantasy, since it would likely lead to some more nasty incest roleplaying later. On their third date they'd done a threesome with Sasha's roommate, on their fifth date a threesome with an English professor (named... Waller? Walter? He couldn't quite recall), on their wedding night it was a foursome with two of her bridesmaids, and on their honeymoon a threesome with a stewardess they'd first met on the flight then again at their hotel, another threesome with a maid at the same Caribbean hotel, yet another with a pregnant woman they met on a Sonoma County wine tasting tour, and even a wild reverse gangbang with eight women (plus Sasha), after a wild night at a nightclub (no, he didn't come nine times... even he wasn't up for that). Thankfully she loved threesomes and more... but neither of them had ever broached the subject of the third party being a man (although there'd been a shemale once, which was pretty wild).
(Flashback in case you've forgotten after that long ramble: Roy had just agreed he wanted to bang Brandy.)
"I know you do," Sasha said, slyly squeezing his cock. "And you have ever since you saw her in that bikini on OnlyFans."
"That was a very revealing bikini," Roy pointed out... remembering very vividly the bikini his wife was referring to.
"I bought that for her too," Sasha said. "As well as some sex toys, lingerie, and of course all the nylons she's been wearing this week."
"I did notice those," Roy said. He had a nylon fetish. Although he also liked fishnets... they were just so skanky. Sasha wore them every day, nylons that is, just like he expected her to do (and she did almost everything he expected her to... not in a 'he's a control freak' way, but more of a 'I'm totally submissive anytime I'm feeling sexy, which is always, so I really, really want to do absolutely anything I can to please him' way). For about the past week, Brandy had always been wearing nylons, which she hadn't worn even once prior to then.
"So yes or no," the wife said, watching her husband glance over to check out her niece... he literally couldn't control himself, "and I want a totally honest answer. Do you want to fuck my niece?"
"Do you want me to fuck your niece?" Roy asked, finding this conversation a little more intense than the other times, since said niece was in the room... and a few of their guests were possibly within earshot. On a few occasions in the past she'd asked him similar questions. 'Do you want to fuck that bachelorette?' 'Do you want to fuck that redhead over there in the black pantyhose?' 'Do you want to fuck this waitress coming over to serve us?' 'Do you want to fuck the lead actress in the play we just saw?' 'Do you want to fuck the mother of the bride?' 'Do you want to fuck that mom of five over there at the playground?' 'Do you want to fuck the eighteen-year-old cheerleader living next door?' Following all but one of those questions, Roy had eventually fucked the woman... they struck out with the actress... well they halfway struck out... it turned out she was a lesbian, so Roy had to settle for watching her 69 with Sasha.
"I wouldn't stop you," Sasha said.
"You wouldn't?" Roy asked, more than a little surprised by this reply. He wasn't sure if she was just playing him this time, or being serious.
"It's obvious you want to fuck her," Sasha stated flatly. He examined her face and posture for any hint of anger or jealousy. He didn't see any.
"I'd be lying if I claimed the thought hadn't crossed my mind," Roy finally admitted.
"You want to suck and fuck her tits too, don't you?" She appeared to be quite drunk, which meant her very limited filter was long gone.
"If the opportunity arose, then perhaps," Roy answered obliquely, knowing his wife understood that she didn't have big tits or a big booty... and knowing that she knew he liked both of those things. Sasha was an ex-cheerleader, ex-swimmer, ex-pageant queen (where she ate a lot of pussy: her fellow contestants, their mothers, and about a third of the judges). She still was also a complete fitness bombshell who had men and women turning their heads when she walked by.
"Well, you never can tell. Some opportunities have a tendency just to float their irresistible way above the other opportunities, and then there they are... arisen!" she said, as she reached down to place her hand on his cock. "As has this little buddy of mine."
"That's right, it's all for you," Roy said suavely, even though that was only partially true. His erection was also for his niece, but it was also for almost every woman dressed like a slut attending their party.
"Yeah, yeah," she said disbelievingly, now rubbing her 'little buddy'.
"Bedroom. Now," Roy ordered.
"Mmmmmm," Sasha purred, horny as fuck... having only been fucked twice today... once in the ass by Brandy, and the quickie before the party that hadn't even led to an orgasm for her. Then knowing what was going to happen tomorrow had kept her at a fever's pitch, and she really needed some sexual release... since keeping this secret from Roy for so long was driving her wild! Usually if she managed to fuck another woman, such as three weeks ago when she'd seduced a woman in a grocery store checkout line, then led her outside to have sex with her in the back of her SUV, on occasions like that she just couldn't wait to tell Roy all about it, so she rushed home and spilled... but during past few days she'd been frequently committing incest with her niece, she hadn't been able to say a word about it to him, and it was driving her fucking nuts!
Ten minutes later, Sasha had a load of cum deep inside her pussy after a rough face fucking and a quick pounding... he didn't last long when she said things like, "Imagine you're fucking your niece's face like you just did mine," or "Imagine sliding your big cock between Brandy's huge fat tits," or "Imagine bending your niece over the kitchen table and pounding her from behind as her big booty shakes like Beyoncé's."
That was all it took for Roy to bust his nut deep inside his wife in just a few dozen strokes. Of course such nasty talk and roleplaying wasn't anything new. Sasha had a couple dozen costumes hanging in her closet, from Wonder Woman to almost every Disney princess, to a nasty firefighter, dirty teacher, slut cowgirl, and even a nun costume that could lead to some very sinful roleplay. But his favourite roleplay before this week was when Sasha had dressed in a blonde wig to look just like Roy's own eighteen-year-old sister. She'd even gotten a replica of the high schooler's cheerleading uniform so they could roleplay his committing incest with her, and he even called his wife Pamela throughout the fuck session.
Luckily, Sasha was so horny that she also came, and they returned to the party, both red-faced, displaying obvious evidence of what they'd been doing when they disappeared for ten minutes.
The rest of the night was a blast... drinking, games, drinking, flirting, drinking... the night ended with Roy fucking Sasha just after midnight, it being his birthday now, counting as his first of who knew how many birthday fucks.
For his 24th birthday last year, Sasha had extracted ten loads out of him. It took hours and hours, including many breaks for penile recovery, but they managed to accomplish that many within the official twenty-four hours.
As he was drifting off to sleep, Sasha whispered directly into his ear, "If you think your last birthday was wild... wait until you wake up in the morning."
"I can't imagine," he said, exhausted and drunk.
"No, you really can't," Sasha smiled wickedly.
....
HALLOWEEN DAY
Roy was woken up just like he often was... with a slow-burning blow job.
He lay there enjoying it... while he slowly woke up... then he glanced at the clock. It was almost eleven.
He moaned, Sasha doing something with her tongue she'd never done before, something that seemed to create extra saliva, which felt really good, "That's new."
"You like it?" Brandy asked from under the covers, as Sasha watched the proceedings through the bathroom doorway, wearing sexy, all black lingerie.
Roy heard the voice... his eyes went wide... that wasn't Sasha's voice! He pulled the covers up and gasped when he saw Brandy sucking his cock. "Brandy! What the hell are you doing?"
"I'm sucking your cock, silly," Brandy answered matter-of-factly. "Your really big cock."
"Well you need to stop doing it right away!" Roy blurted out, which made Sasha smile with pride. Her man was loyal to her even under the most amazing circumstances.
"It's all right, honey!" Sasha sauntered out.
"Sasha, this isn't what it looks like," Roy said, terrified.
"It looks to me like you're enjoying your birthday present," Sasha said casually, joining him on the bed.
"My what?" Roy asked, having heard her, and yet he wasn't able to process the obvious implication.
"I didn't know what to get you for your birthday this year, but then I came up with the perfect present," Sasha explained. "My niece!"
"Brandy is my present?" Roy gasped, this turn of events seeming way too good to be true.
"Yes, although I'm sorry I didn't have a chance to wrap it," Sasha said apologetically.
"But you did, auntie," Brandy chipped in, sitting as she sat up to showcase her bod in a sexy Kitana costume with sheer blue nylons.
"Oh my," Roy gasped, Kitana also among his top ten cosplay costumes, as were Velma, Mystique and Harley Quinn... which is when it finally all came together. "You've been planning this for a while," he stated, not as a question but a conclusion, as he gazed lovingly at his wife.
"Happy birthday, sweetheart," Sasha smiled, leaning forward and kissing him. Chastely this time. Lips puckered and closed.
"Brandy dressed as Velma catching me getting my cock sucked." Roy said.
"Part of the plan," Sasha smiled smugly, while Brandy resumed sucking his cock.
"Every costume either of you have been wearing," Roy said, "both around me, but also posted on OnlyFans," as all the puzzle pieces continued coming together.
"Yep," she said, kissing his neck.
"Wow," Roy said,. This was officially the wildest, craziest thing his wife had ever done for him!
"And for the remainder of the day, she's your freeuse slut," Sasha added.
"No way," Roy said, having really enjoyed the freeuse videos, although he wished they'd have a little more plot at the beginning.
"Yep, all three of her holes are completely at your disposal," Sasha said, as one of Brandy's holes resumed working his cock. "Right up until the stroke of midnight, and then you turn back into the tattered version of Cinderella."
"Shit," he groaned, this young woman an amazing cock sucker.
"Happy birthday, baby," Sasha said, then she bent down and sucked on his nipples, which always turned him on.
This amazing blow job, this surreal unbelievable gift, and his hot niece sucking on his cock completely willingly, and with his wife's full and loving approval was too much, and so he grunted and unloaded his first load of the day (or actually his second, since he came in his wife shortly after midnight) into the smooth, warm mouth of his niece.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Brandy moaned, and she didn't slow down while she swallowed her uncle's creamy load.
Once every drop was consumed, Brandy allowed the cock to slip out of her mouth and said with a big wet smile, "Happy birthday, uncle."
"Thanks," Roy said, looking down at the pretty girl now resting between his legs.
"You may go for now, and prepare breakfast for our Daddy," Sasha ordered.
"Yes, auntie," Sasha nodded, licking away a little cum that was still oozing out of her uncle's cock head, before she got off the bed and sauntered off... making sure her uncle got a good look at her amazing ass.
"Fuck," Roy said. "You really outdid yourself this year!"
"Oh," she smiled, kissing him again. "Today is just getting started."
"What else could there be?" Roy asked.
"Oh, that's for me to know and for you to fuck in due course," Sasha said, taking his hand and leading him to the shower. He always slept only wearing boxers, and Brandy appeared to have disposed of them somehow, so he could simply step into the water.
"You re the most amazing woman in the world," Roy said, still processing what had just happened, and what the mysterious day ahead seemed to be portending.
"I really am, aren't I?" Sasha asked rhetorically, as she started the shower and tested the temperature.
"I love you so much," Roy said, kissing her passionately.
"I love you too, baby, and today with a little help, I'm going to prove it," Sasha said, as she led him by the hand into the shower, even though she was still wearing her lingerie.
"This is a new touch," he noticed as he followed her in.
"Today is all about you, Daddy," Sasha said, as she then washed his body while refusing any assistance, and again reminded him that today Brandy and she would be completely freeuse for him anytime, anyplace.
"Best present ever," he said, as he luxuriated in having his entire body washed... his hair shampooed... it was slightly sensual, and incredibly soothing.
Once done, Sasha dried him off and asked, "Ready for your next surprise?"
"How many are there?" Roy asked, as his wife dried off his cock, which was still hard.
"Sorry... too many to count," Sasha smiled enigmatically, as she took his hand and led him into the spare bedroom.
"No way," Roy said, as he saw a costume draped across the bed. It was an all-white Greek Warrior outfit that even included an authentic-looking sword. However, he tested the edge, and it wasn't the least bit sharp, thank goodness.
"I'll see you downstairs, baby," Sasha said, "meet us in the kitchen," kissing him again and heading downstairs, still dripping wet.
Roy put on the outfit... somehow it made him feel even more manly.
He headed down for breakfast, which was really brunch, since it was almost noon, and saw Brandy making eggs.
Just like in the freeuse movies, he strolled up behind her without a word, lifted her skirt, and slid his cock right inside her. Easy peasy!
"I hope you like your eggs scrambled, Daddy," she said, acting like it was an everyday occurrence to have a cock suddenly stuck inside her while she prepared breakfast. She'd watched a dozen of these freeuse videos to try and portray a freeuse character realistically.
"Yeah, they're my favourite that way," he said, reaching around and cupping her large breasts.
She didn't seem to notice. She only said, "They're my favourite that way too,", as she was felt up and fucked while she casually stirred the eggs.
"Is breakfast almost ready?" Sasha asked as she sauntered in, now thoroughly dried off including her blow-dried hair, and wearing a Greek princess outfit that matched Roy's... although she had a pair of sexy gold-coloured thigh highs to go with hers, and no sword.
"Almost," Brandy said as she turned off the burner. "I just need to make us some more toast."
Roy pulled out of his... mistress? and turned to his wife. "Nice outfit, honey."
"I thought you'd like it," she smiled.
"Very much," he said as he walked up to her, placed his hands on her shoulders, and she obediently lowered herself to kneel before him and begin sucking his cock... her niece's wetness coating it.
"Put peanut butter on mine," Roy ordered.
"Of course, Daddy," Brandy said, as she glanced over to see her auntie sucking her uncle's cock, her eyes pausing for only a moment before she smoothly continued her breakfast preparations.
Sasha slowly sucked her man's cock, having decided she didn't want him to come at the moment. Unless he told her he wanted to, of course.
"So Brandy, what are your plans for today?" Roy asked.
"I plan to serve as your freeuse slut all day and night, although I do have to leave for a couple hours this afternoon for a photoshoot I booked before I became your birthday present," Brandy said, spreading peanut butter on two pieces of toast.
"I guess that's okay," Roy said.
"Don't worry daddy, I've arranged a special surprise for you for while I'm gone," Brandy added as she carried his toast to the kitchen table and added it to the plate with his bacon and hash browns.
"I see," Roy said, admiring his niece in her hot Katana costume... the thigh highs adding extra spice to the wicked costume... which made his cock twitch inside his wife's mouth, while she didn't seem to notice. "That's very thoughtful of you."
"Yes, I believe you'll find it incredible," Brandy said, letting slip a subtle hint about her afternoon plan as she went to fetch the eggs.
Roy pulled out of his wife's mouth and went to take a seat at the table, but a couple feet away from it... his rampant cock saluting both of them.
After a minute and after the eggs had been served onto his plate, he ordered, "Both of you come and sit on my knees."
"Yes Daddy, right away," both women said in unison.
With his wife on his left leg, Brandy on his right, his cock the only article between them, the two lovely ladies fed him his meal, while he sat in regal stillness while he was pampered.
Sasha placed a piece of toast in his mouth while Brandy slowly stroked his cock.
Roy, unable just to eat, stroked his hands up and down his ladies' backs.
Brandy scooped up some egg with her free hand and fed him. It was a bit messy because she used only her hand, but it was thoroughly decadent.



For a few minutes Roy was fed by both women, while he caressed their backs, asses and tits. Of course they allowed him any familiarity he cared to take with them, and didn't appear to notice anything, except whether he was ready for his next mouthful.
Once he was full, he moved one hand to each woman's pussy and said, as he began fingering them both, both of his obedient ladies turning on his knees to face each other and to use the kitchen table for balance. "I can't believe how much of a slut you are," Roy said to his wife. The words were a bit demeaning, but he said them lovingly.
"Thank you Daddy, I'm your slut," she moaned. Then she surprised her man once again when she leaned across to Brandy and French kissed her. Brandy responded by kissing her in like manner, but also reaching out to begin caressing his wife's breasts. Soon they were both caressing each other's chests and moaning into each other's mouths, while he continued fingering them.
"Holy shit!" Roy gasped, as he watched his wife and her sister's daughter making out with very convincing passion. He and Sasha had often roleplayed incest. They'd watched faux incest porn together. They'd read a lot of incest erotica, sometimes to each other. Yet it had never occurred to him she might cross this line, even after giving her niece to him as a birthday present.
"Do you like watching us together?" Sasha asked.
"Yeah," Roy agreed. Which wasn't very eloquent, but his brain was rather short on blood at the time since it was required elsewhere.
"So yeah, I have another surprise you may enjoy," Sasha smiled, kissing her niece again, this time with finality, and they each gave the other's nipples one last pinch.
"Shit," Roy said, his cock twitching while he kept fingering both babes.
"Come and eat me, slut," Brandy said, suddenly sounding harsh and dominant. She got off of her uncle's lap, moved his plate aside, hopped onto the table, and spread her legs.
"Yes, baby, right away," Sasha said just as submissively as she'd addressed Roy. First she kissed her husband tenderly, and then she got off his lap, stepped in front of Brandy, knelt, and dove straight into her pussy with great enthusiasm!
"No way!" Roy gasped, this new twist in today's trail even more shocking than everything else that had happened today, or any other wild and crazy thing his wife had ever done before!
"Auntie loves my pussy, Daddy," Brandy said, moving her hand to the back of her auntie's head to take charge.
"I can't believe it," Roy said, watching still in disbelief. He'd watched his wife eat pussy before... but never anything as stirring as this... he was watching real... living... incest... FUCK!
"She's a great pussy licker, you know," Brandy said.
"And you taste so fucking good," Sasha added between licks... wishing she could see her man's face right now.
Roy watched the lesbian incestuous act for a minute, perhaps two, before he climbed up to stand on his chair and slide his cock into his niece's mouth.
Sasha licked. Brandy sucked. Roy managed not to swoon. The scene was enhanced by a silent backdrop of, Anything you want, Daddy.
"So you two sluts have been playing behind my back for several days," Roy said after a minute of watching his wife lick... getting a great view from his position... and getting himself blown by his hot, amazing, cock sucker of a niece.
"Guilty as charged. We were prepping for your birthday, Daddy," Brandy explained, once Roy had pulled his cock out of her mouth.
"Niece, hands and knees on the floor. Auntie, stand up and bend over behind your slut," Roy barked, climbing down from the chair.
"Right away, Daddy," Brandy obeyed, gently pushing her aunt's head away from her pussy. "Are you going to fuck your niece with that big cock?"
"I'm going to pound both of my sluts," Roy said officiously, the sexual adrenaline rush of having a freeuse niece at his beck and call, mixed with the wicked incestuous lesbian act he'd just witnessed making him feel ultra dominant.
"Mmmmmmm," Brandy purred. As has been said, she tended to be more dominant with the women she seduced and used, but more submissive with the men she allowed to fuck her.
"Actually, both of you get on your knees," Roy ordered.
Both of them silently and smoothly obeyed, making Roy's cock twitch at the sight of such mindless obedience.
"Crawl to the den," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," they both said in unison.
Roy watched the two women depart the kitchen with their sexy and very different asses wiggling (and Brandy's rippling) as they crawled.
Once they arrived in the den, Roy snapped and pointed at his feet, and both of them crawled to him.
Roy smiled, this being the best present ever, "Ahhh, this is just how I like my sluts. On their knees, ready and eager to worship my cock."
Sasha said, looking up at her man, and yes worshipfully, "Anything for you, babe."
"Yes Daddy, today I'm your freeuse three-hole bimbo fuck-slut, and you can tell me to do anything," Brandy added wickedly ... knowing men got really turned on by girls who talked nasty... and she could be one nasty slut!
"Now one of you suck my cock, and the other my balls," Roy ordered, looking down at the two hot family sluts.
"Yes, Daddy," both girls agreed, as they looked at each other, and following some quick and undetectable communication between them, Brandy went to his balls and Sasha to his cock.
"I think you sluts need to be taught a lesson for fucking each other behind my back," Roy said, as he enjoyed the two pairs of lips on his cock and balls.
"Yes, Daddy, we were very bad girls," Brandy said, looking so fucking hot in her Mortal Kombat costume.
"No, you were dirty sluts," Roy corrected.
"Yes, we were dirty sluts for doing that, and now we're your dirty sluts," Brandy smiled, "so please punish us however you see fit," and she sucked a ball back into her mouth.
Finally deciding to fuck his dirty slut niece for the first time (actually he'd already fucked her in the kitchen, but that was more like poker-faced roleplay, not down and dirty fucking), Roy asked, "Brandy, how badly do you want my big cock in your little slut cunt?"
Brandy replied in a seductive purr, "Badly, Daddy. Very badly, sir."
Roy asked, really enjoying the power he'd so generously been given over this girl, "And what are you willing to do to get my big cock in your cunt?
"Anything, Daddy. I'll do absolutely anything," Brandy said, words she didn't take lightly. "For example, this."
Brandy crawled around behind Roy, stuck her head under his skirt-like costume, spread his ass cheeks with her hands and began kissing and licking his asshole. Loud, wet sounds filled the room.
"Oh!" Roy groaned, this nasty treat not one he'd ever experienced. Not even during any of his wild encounters with his wife.
For a couple minutes he was pleasured on both sides... his wife still sucking his cock, and his niece now eating his ass. The tongue bathing of his asshole felt surprisingly sensual.
Still wanting to fuck his niece, his throbbing cock kind of demanding it by now, he ordered, "Sluts. Crawl to the couch. Sasha, sit down on it and spread your legs. New slut, crawl between them and eat her pussy."
"Yes, Daddy," both girls agreed, although this time not in perfect unison.
A minute later Brandy was licking away at her aunt, which for some reason seemed even hotter to Roy than when he'd watched this same lesbian action the other way around.
"Fuck her baby, fuck your new freeuse slut," Sasha babbled as Roy moved behind the big-bootied nineteen-year-old.
"Yes please, fuck me like crazy, Daddy," Brandy agreed between licking her aunt.
"You two are insatiable," Roy said, as he knelt before his niece... his hard cock throbbing.
"And you wouldn't have it any other way," Sasha smiled, enjoying both her niece's masterful tongue, and watching her man enjoying his all-powerful and thoroughly pampered day.
"No, I certainly wouldn't," Roy agreed, as she slid his cock into the very wet pussy of his sister-in-law's daughter.
This time she didn't pretend not to notice! "Ooooooooooh," Brandy moaned, loving the way such a big cock filled her right up.
"Yes, fill her slut hole," Sasha moaned as she watched her man fucking her niece and felt her niece's lips and tongue still pleasuring her pussy.
"You're so fucking wet," Roy moaned, as he filled her with all of his nine inches.
Brandy had been fucked by quite a few cocks in the past year and a half, but very few of them had the sheer majestic length and girth of her uncle's. "Yes, Uncle Daddy, fill me to bursting with your huge cock."
For a long minute, Roy fucked his niece very slowly, simply enjoying for now the surreal reality of what was happening... the fulfillment of a long-held fantasy he'd never imagined being anything more than that. Her Kitana costume only enhanced the special moment.
"Yes, feed my pussy that big sword," Brandy moaned, wanting to get fucked hard. "And whenever you wish, pound the shit out of me, you fucking stud!"
Roy smiled at her elevation of his cock to a sword as he squeezed his hands on her hips and obliged her request by suddenly slamming into her from behind... thus making her face slam powerfully against his wife's pussy!
"Oh, fuck yes, Daddy!" Brandy moaned, her pleasure increasing exponentially the moment he fucked her that hard.
"Give it to her, Daddy, give her that big sword, split her in two," Sasha did her best to urge him on, Brandy impressively still licking her while she was being hammered.
"Oh fuck, take it, slut," Roy said, even though she was already definitely taking it.
"I'm about to come, Daddy," Brandy cried out a couple dozen deep thrusts later.
"Me first," Roy said.
"Then come inside me, Daddy," Brandy begged.
"You're sure?"
"Yes please, Daddy, just let yourself go and fill me with your seed without a care in the world," she moaned, dying to feel his big load shooting into her.
"Yes! Fill her cunt, Baby," Sasha embellished as she grabbed her niece's head and ground on her face, since she too was so fucking close from watching her man fucking her niece.
"Okaaaaaaay," Roy said, and he unloaded a massive load inside his new slut's drenched pussy.
"Yessssssssssssssss!" Brandy screamed, albeit muffled, as the load being released inside her triggered her own orgasm.
"Me tooooooooo," Sasha screamed, joining in on the threesome of orgasms, all within a few seconds of each other... and a well-directed porn movie couldn't perfect such orgasmic harmony.
Spent, Roy pulled out and collapsed on the couch next to Sasha.
Sasha smiled into his eyes and asked, "So was fucking our hot niece as good as you jerked off to?"
"I plead the Fifth," Roy smiled.
"You needn't be so defensive, you know. I don't actually mind your having as much fun as you like, with whomever you like, so long as I'm part of it somehow. And lusting after our niece isn't a crime either. I do it all the time!"
"It was amazing for me too," Brandy said wetly, cum leaking out of her pussy and pussy juice all over her face, as she gazed blearily up at her aunt and uncle.
"You! are an amazing slut," Roy complimented generously.
"Oh, the day is still just getting started," she smiled as she got up and stretched... which was another erotic action. "But now I have to go shower and head out for my photo shoot. I'll be back as soon as I can."
"Okay," Roy said with less enthusiasm than he'd shown in a while.
"Don't worry. Like I told you, I've arranged for a very special surprise for you while I'm gone," she said.
"I can't imagine what else there could be," Roy said... this full, eventful day crazily was still just underway?
"Oooooh, you just wait," she smiled, and she winked as she sauntered away with his cum, and probably hers as well, creating a noticeable shine on the inner surfaces of her legs.
"You've really outdone yourself today," Roy said, now alone with his wife.
"Like Brandy told you, today is just getting started," Sasha said, leaning in and kissing him.
.....
It was an hour later... where Roy and Sasha had remained on the couch, cuddling like a couple in love, which of course they were, and while they both recovered from their exertions they were watching Scream... when the doorbell rang.
"I think your next surprise is here," Sasha said.
"I'm not sure I can handle many more surprises," Roy said.
"I can send them away if you wish, Daddy," Sasha offered as she stood up.
"Them?" Roy asked, his curiosity piqued.
"Yes, as in more than one," she smiled mischievously.
"That I need to see."
"Then wait here."
"Okay."
"I'll be right back," Sasha said, knowing he was really going to enjoy this next surprise.
"Hurry up," he said, wanting to see who... or what... was coming next.
"Patience," she smiled as she sauntered away.
"You know that isn't actually a virtue of mine," he called back.
"Nevertheless!" Sasha went to the door and greeted two very pretty, very slender women wearing costumes. "Hi, girls."
"Hi, Brandy sent us," the older woman said.
"Yes, I know she did; thanks for helping out with my husband's special day," Sasha said, admiring both women. "Please follow me, and we can get started."
The two women, not related, although they could pass for mother and daughter, followed Sasha into the house.
Sasha led the two into the den, whereupon Roy's cock, which had taken a bit of valuable time to rest and recover following a great morning and early afternoon, instantly began growing beneath his Greek outfit as he saw two hot women wearing very sexy The Incredibles cosplay outfits. The older was Elastigirl, and the other her daughter Violet.
"Good afternoon, sir," Elastigirl smiled politely. "Happy Halloween."
"Good afternoon and happy Halloween to you too, lovely ladies," Roy replied politely and with equal respect, except he couldn't keep himself from looking them up and down while he admired the way their very authentic looking outfits clung to their bodies, showcasing pretty much every detail of both the younger and older women's figures. Including cameltoes.
"I need to explain why we're here: Brandy asked us to come into your home and film our next OnlyFans video here, and to request that you serve as our sexy cameraman," Elastigirl said.
"She did?" Roy asked.
"Yes, she told us today is your birthday, and you'd be perfect for the part," the older woman smiled graciously.
"Well, I am perfect," Roy joked with a sly smile while he stood up.
"I have to agree you're very cute," she said, still smiling. "But I should inform you we're both lesbians, and so we don't play with men. At least nothing that includes their touching us. So in your case, you're welcome to do anything in our proximity that you like... strip naked and fuck your wife, spray man-cum all over the ceiling...hell, even all over us, for all we care... no problem... just don't touch us any more than just socially, and everything will be copacetic. Have I explained our conditions adequately?"
"Perfectly. And yes, I can certainly live with that," Roy agreed, thinking whatever this was, it should be fun to watch and film. "What kind of show will I be shooting?"
"A little roleplay."
"Did you bring a camera?"
"I've got that covered, "Sasha said, walking to the closet and pulling out a camera, which was already mounted on a tripod.
Roy looked at his wife, perplexed.
"It's Brandy's," she answered his implied question.
"I see," Roy said, as his wife brought the mounted camera assembly over to him.
Elastigirl smiled and sat down on the couch, where Roy had just been sitting.
"When you're ready for us to begin, just count down from three and call 'Action'," Elastigirl instructed, crossing her legs, thus showcasing her sexy red pantyhose and black boots.
"I may never be ready," Roy joked a bit nervously but with a smile, as he went behind the camera. He thought it fortunate that thanks to the tripod, if his hands began shaking because of nerves, or... whatever other reason, at least his involuntary movements wouldn't be transmitted to the camera. He spent a minute adjusting the settings and figuring out the camera... which was a lot higher tech than his phone, with which he'd filmed a couple dozen sexual encounters with his wife, and sometimes with other women they'd played with.
Sasha stood behind her man, gently rubbing his back and she whispered, "Ready for a hot show?"
"Always," Roy said, as he looked at the two women dressed in their sexy cosplay outfits. "Are they related?"
"They look like they could be, don't they? But no, these models met each other while working with Brandy."
"Nice," Roy said, happy with the camera position and angle... wide enough to get all the action inside the frame, and with a button on the side to zoom in and out as needed. Which he tested a few times to see if it made anything blurry... even briefly... it didn't.
After a moment, he asked, looking first at Elastigirl sitting gracefully on the couch, and then at the much younger Violet standing completely away from the frame, deciding he didn't need to know or care about their real names... for him it was hottest if he saw them as Elastigirl and Violet themselves... "Okay. Are you two ready?"
"Yes, sir," Elastigirl smiled.
"Yes, sir," Violet nodded... looking a lot more nervous and shy than her faux mom did.
"All right," Roy said. "Three-two-one... action!"
There were a few seconds of total inaction, before Violet, who'd been almost completely silent since arriving asked, reasonably loudly and very distinctly as she walked over to the couch still looking nervous and shy, "Mom, do you have a minute?"
"Yes, of course, honey," Elastigirl replied, patting the seat beside her. "Tell me what's wrong."
"Is it that obvious?" Violet asked. Apparently it was the character who was shy and nervous, not the... actress, for want of a better word.
"I know my own daughter," Elastigirl said.
"I'm not certain you do," Violet said worriedly, avoiding any eye contact with her pretend mom.
"Whatever do you mean, honey?" the concerned mother asked.
"It's just... that... " Violet started, but then paused, apparently afraid to continue.
"You can tell me anything Violet," Elastigirl said soothingly. "You're an adult now."
"But this... is... very personal."
"I will never judge you, honey," Elastigirl said. "Whatever it is."
"It's just... well... you see..." Violet said, looking and sounding like each word was being forced out of her before just blurting out, "I'm-having-strange-feelings!"
"Strange?" the mother asked, concerned.
"Yes," Violet responded sheepishly, as Roy thought how authentically the girl playing the daughter was performing. He'd watched a lot of cosplay, and jerked off to almost all of it... but a universal problem was it always lacked any believability. Except right now. The mother too was doing well, just exuding compassion for her daughter.
"Strange how, honey?" Elastigirl asked.
"I think I like girls," Violet confessed in a stage whisper.
"Pardon?"
"I think I like girls," Violet repeated, finally getting the courage to look her mother in the eyes and to speak up. "I think I'm a lesbian."
"I see," Elastigirl replied noncommittally. "And why do you think that?"
"I don't like boys."
"Okay. Do you like girls?"
"Y-y-yes, I think I do."
"And what do you like about girls?"
"Everything."
"Please give me an example."
"I find them pretty."
"You don't find boys good looking?"



"No. Well sometimes I guess, but only in an intellectual, 'who cares' kind of way."
"Then is there anything about a girl that excites you?" Elastigirl asked as she placed her hand on her daughter's nylon-clad leg.
"Excites me?" Violet asked, looking confused.
"Yes, do girls have any qualities that make your pussy wet?" Elastigirl clarified.
"Mom!" Violet gasped.
"For example if they're naked, do you ever look at their cunts and get wet?" The mother responded wickedly.
"Edge," Roy silently mouthed to his wife. He was really getting into the wicked wordplay and this already cock-throbbing scene, even though they'd only been talking.
Sasha silently obeyed, a little disappointed not to be able to watch the scene, but nevertheless she obediently dropped to her knees before him as he continued to film. Edging meant going incredibly slow, and worshipping his entire cock and balls assembly.
"Mom!" the daughter gasped again.
"Mom what, honey? You're eighteen now. We should be able to have a frank conversation with each other, especially if you're confused about something that worries you," the mother explained, as she slowly moved her hand... at a snail's pace... up the leg... her daughter oblivious to the hand and its motivation.
"It's just weird," Violet said.
"Have you eaten a pussy yet?" Elastigirl asked. And her smile widened, "Or as I prefer to call it, a cunt?"
"Mom!" Violet gasped, appearing shocked by her mother's brazen question and foul language.
Sasha listened intently while she sucked each big ball into her mouth.
"Is that a no you haven't?"
"No I haven't."
"Well, trust me, you'll know if you like girls once you eat a juicy, ripe pussy," Elastigirl explained.
"Have you eaten a vagina, mother?" Violet asked.
"No dear, it's not a vagina. Never the 'V' word," Elastigirl said. "Only little girls have vaginas. You, me, adult women, we have pussies, twats, peaches, cunts. There are many other fun words we can use for our honeypots, but those scientific words are complete mood killers."
"I can't believe you're talking to me like this," Violet said, still playing the stunned, innocent daughter to perfection.
Roy's cock was throbbing while he watched these fictional Pixar characters creating a hot, riveting and believable conversation... while feeling his wife sliding her tongue up and down his shaft.
"Like I said, we're both adults now," the mother said. "I won't hide my sexuality or my true self from you any longer."
"Your true self?"
"Yes, for one thing, I've enjoyed many lesbian encounters in my life," Elastigirl revealed.
"You have?" the sweet daughter asked.
"Still do," the mother said, her stealthy hand continuing to creep upwards.
"You still do?" Violet repeated.
"Yes, your dad knows I like cunt just as much as I like cock," Elastigirl replied.
"Daddy is okay with that?" Violet asked.
"He enjoys it," the mother said. "He likes to watch."
"I can't believe this!"
"What? That your aging mother eats pussy?"
"Yes, exactly." the daughter said, looking down and finally noticing her mom's hand advancing upon her pussy. By this time it was almost there. "Mom, what are you doing?"
"I'm helping you," Elastigirl explained. And then she used both hands to part her daughter's legs.
"Mom!" Violet gasped, as her mother dropped to the floor in front of her and ripped her pantyhose apart.
"You aren't wearing any panties, Violet," the mother acknowledged. "So you are a little slut underneath your cute exterior."
"W-w-what are you doing now?" Violet stammered, acting very believably as her wide eyes looked down to see her pretend mother bringing her face to her pussy.
"And your cunt is all nice and wet," Elastigirl said, making sure she projected her voice well enough to be caught by the camera.
Roy zoomed in slowly to get a much better closeup of the action... Violet's pussy was completely shaved and glistening ever so slightly.
"Mom, this is wrong," Violet protested.
"You don't want Mommy to lick your pussy and make you feel good?" Elastigirl asked, as she gave one wild lick from the bottom of the pussy to the top, and then gave the swollen clit a playful flick.
"Oh my God!" Violet moaned loudly.
"You taste so good, honey," Elastigirl purred as she licked her daughter's pussy.
"Mommy... I don't... I mean... I...." Violet struggled to speak... Roy was very impressed with Violet's acting. She looked genuinely confused... shocked... flustered... and yet sexually stimulated.
"Just let Mommy eat your cunt, baby," Elastigirl said, as she did just that.
"I don't... Gah..." was all Violet could muster, as the pleasure of her mom's tongue on her pussy drove her wild.
"Has anyone else tasted this sweet peach?" the mother asked.
"No one but myself."
"So you've tasted yourself?" Elastigirl asked as she parted the girl's pussy lips, displaying a wide strip of glistening pink to Roy and his camera.
"Yes," Violet admitted with a long moan.
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, I've tasted myself," Violet responded, "lots of times," getting very close to being overwhelmed by the pleasure growing inside of her.
"Do you want Mommy to teach you how to be with another woman?" Elastigirl asked, as she leaned up and kissed her daughter's lips with her wet, shiny ones.
Violet trembled as she answered, clearly overwhelmed and overstimulated, "Yes."
"Yes what, darling?" Elastigirl asked as she brought a hand back down to her daughter's pussy and tapped on her clit.
"Yes, Mommy, teach me to be a lesbian!" Violet blurted out with a loud, sexy moan.
Sasha really wished she could see this, and she was happy it was being filmed so she could watch it later, as she swirled her tongue around her man's cock head.
Elastigirl stood up, ripped the crotch of her own pantyhose to shreds, stepped onto the couch and rested her bum on the back, parting her legs to give Roy and the camera an excellent view of her pussy, which was also shaved, "Eat Mommy, Babygirl."
"Yes, Mommy," Violet said demurely, and she turned her body to her Mom, leaned forward and started licking her mom's pussy.
"Good girl," Elastigirl moaned. "That's my very good girl."
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Violet said, as she began licking.
"Doing what?"
"Licking Mommy's pussy," Violet said, now sounding far more cheerful than ever. "I'm licking Mommy's cunt!"
"That's it, Violet, you're learning how to become Mommy's obedient cunt licking pet," Elastigirl praised, as she reached down and pulled her pretty girl's face snugly into her pussy.
Roy's cock was throbbing, and he gently pushed Sasha away so he didn't come too soon.
She returned to silently sucking his balls as she continued to listen.
"Yes, Mommy," Violet replied, and "I guess I am!" she added as she licked.
For three or four minutes there was only licking... soft moaning, and the odd endearment from Elastigirl. It wasn't until her moaning increased, her orgasm obviously imminent, that she switched to verbally nasty. "That's it, my slutty cunt-licking daughter, eat Mommy's cunt... get Mommy off, Violet... good pet... suck on Mommy's clit... oh yes, you dirty slut, don't stop, eat Mommy, eat Mommy, eat Mommy's cunt... fuuuuuuuuck!"
Roy desperately wanted to shoot his load... the scene was so fucking hot... but he resisted fucking his wife's face... as he focused on filming the scene to the very best of his ability.
Violet licked her mom's pussy cum for a good minute while Elastigirl came. Once she was spent, the mother said, "That was very good for a first time, honey."
"Thank you, Mommy," Violet replied, wetness glistening all over her face.
"Now. Have you ever been fucked?"
"No, Mommy, I'm a virgin," Violet answered.
"Tony never fucked this sweet pussy?" Elastigirl asked, pushing her daughter onto her back on the couch.
"No, Mommy, I didn't want him to."
"Have you sucked his dick?"
"No, Mommy, I didn't want to."
"Well, we can't have that," the mom said, and she stood up and rushed completely out of the scene.
"What are you doing, Mommy?" Violet called after her.
Roy was a little curious too, as he glanced over and saw the older woman grabbing a strap-on cock out of her duffle bag. He then smiled.
"I'm taking my baby girl's virginity," Elastigirl explained, as she came back into the frame and tugged the harness up her hips.
"You are?" Violet asked, staring at her mom wearing a cock suddenly before her.
"Yes, baby," Elastigirl said, as she tightened the harness on her hips.
"But that's what I didn't want Tony to do!"
"And you don't have to let him. Wouldn't you feel so much better about a nice, soft woman doing it for you? Someone you love and can trust?"
"Ummm," there was a long pause. Then, "Actually... Yes! Yes I would! Will you please fuck me, Mommy?"
"I'll be happy to, my darling daughter."
"Oh. But. It's so big," Violet said, staring at the cock before her.
"Just suck it for now, my little slut," Elastigirl ordered, "get yourself used to your newest friend," as she placed the cock in front of her daughter's face.
"Yes, Mommy," the daughter said, and she opened her mouth and sucked on the cock.
"Good girl, Elastigirl purred, as she watched her daughter begin to bob on the cock.
"Mmmmmm," Violet moaned as she sucked on the cock... Roy smiling at the way this cute girl could feign this was her first time, while she sucked that cock like a well-practiced natural.
After a minute the mother asked (while off camera, Sasha slid her tongue back up her man's shaft), "Ready to get fucked, honey?"
"Yes please, Mommy," Violet said. "Fuck me with that big cock."
"Because you're my pet daughter slut."
"Yes, Mommy, and I'm also your cunt licking pet."
"Get on all fours on the couch," the mother instructed.
"Yes, Mommy," Violet obeyed, getting on the couch sideways to give Roy a perfect angle for filming.
"I'm going to take your cherry and fuck that pussy good," Elastigirl said, and she moved behind her daughter.
"I can't believe you're going to take my virginity, Mommy," Violet moaned as she wiggled her ass.
"Believe it, Baby," the mother said, as she slid her cock into the wet pussy.
"Oh, Mooooooommy," Violet moaned, as the cock slid inside her.
"You like this?" the mother asked.
"Wow! Yes, Mommy, fuck me good," Violet moaned, as Elastigirl began fucking her steadily.
After a couple minutes, Violet's moans increased, and she begged, "Fuck me harder, Mommy, really fuck my cunt!
"Come on Mommy's cock," Elastigirl ordered, as she slammed deep into her daughter almost bruisingly hard.
"Oh yes, fuck-me-fuck-me, Mommy," Violet moaned, as Sasha now sucked on her man's cock.
"Come. my nasty superhero fuck toy," Elastigirl ordered, as she really hammered the daughter.
The moans echoed... the bodies crashed together, and Violet screamed, "Yes, Mommy, YES!"
Elastigirl kept fucking her daughter throughout her orgasm.
Eventually, she pulled out, sat down and said, "Come here, honey."
Violet cuddled into her mom. "That was amazing, Mommy."
"Oh just you wait, honey," Elastigirl said, and she looked directly into the camera for the very first time and said, "Wait until I take your ass."
"Mom!" Violet gasped.
As Roy's balls boiled, the two women remaining stoic for a few seconds, then Elastigirl said, "And cut."
Roy pulled out, his balls about to erupt, and urgently rushed to the two cosplay beauties while stroking his cock, "Sorry, ladies, I have to do this."
"No worries, come all over us, Mr. Incredible," Elastigirl smiled brightly. "Just don't touch us with your actual body."
"Yes Daddy, come all over your baby girl," Violet purred.
"Oh fuck," Roy grunted, furiously stroking his cock until he erupted a load all over the two cosplay goddesses.
"Mmmmmmm," Violet purred, as the man cum splattered her face.
"So hot," Sasha said, using her phone to film the entire thing for posterity.
"Now eat Daddy's cum," Elastigirl ordered, and she scooped the cum off her face and fed it to Violet.
"Yes, Mommy," Violet said, sucking the cum off her mom's fingers.
"That was incredible," Roy said, as he finished dropping his load.
"And cut," Sasha said.
"Wow," Roy said.
"Thanks for filming that for us," Elastigirl said.
"Anytime," Roy said, looking down at the two cum coated cosplay hotties.
"We may need your services again sometime," she said, standing up. "I take it Brandy will know how to reach you?"
"Anytime," Roy repeated. "And yes, she certainly will."
"Hate to fuck and run," Elastigirl said, "but we have to be at another shoot in a couple hours."
"No time for a lesbian threesome?" Sasha asked.
"Rain check?" Elastigirl asked. "While your Daddy watches and films us gain? And we get all the way naked for him?"
"Definitely," Sasha said, with a bit of a pout.
The two girls headed out and Roy said, as he sat back on the couch, "Wow."
"Yeah," Sasha said. "I'll just see them out."
"Okay," Roy said, as he grabbed the phone with which his wife had filmed his short cum scene.
"I thought you may want a memento," Sasha said, heading out.
Roy watched the cum shot scene a dozen times before Sasha came back.
.....
"Go take a shower," Sasha suggested after they finished watching the movie they'd started before that wicked lesbian intermission.
"Yeah, guess I should be fresh for whatever's happening tonight," Roy said, planning to enjoy the entirety of this day the best he could.
"And I need to change into my evening costume," she smiled.
"Your evening costume?" Roy asked, his interested piqued.
"Yes, we have another surprise for you."
"Well, I'm looking forward to that," Roy said.
"Ohhhh," she smiled, coming over and kissing her man. "You're going to fucking love it."
"You're such a tease," Roy said.
"Am I? Teasing is nothing but promises. But in our case, you can fuck all three of my holes whenever you want, AND I just gifted you a freeuse nineteen-year-old," she pointed out.
"For a day," Roy added.
"Did I say it was just for a day?" she asked coyly as she walked away.
"It is just for a day, isn't it?" Roy called out.
Sasha smiled, knowing this was just the beginning of an extremely wild next couple of months, and knowing her first professional scene with her niece would be filmed and going live next week, didn't respond with so much as a word.
Roy shook his head at his good fortune and went and took a long shower... and a nap.
When he woke up, he stretched and saw an outfit on the end of the bed. "Nice," he said, as he looked at the Scorpion King costume.
Assuming he was supposed to put it on, he got up and did just that. He looked at the clock, and was surprised to see he'd slept for almost three hours. It was after five already.
He headed to the kitchen, hearing the women's voices and called out, "Why did you let me sleep so long?"
As he entered the kitchen, his cock instantly stood at attention and saluted the... his... two women... both of them dressed in very elaborate and realistic costumes from his favourite video game: Overwatch. His wife was in a Widowmaker outfit, while his niece was in a Tracer Lena costume... probably the only time he wouldn't be disappointed to see two women in sexy costumes that didn't include nylons.
"To make sure you had enough energy for tonight," Brandy smiled, wearing a wig that made her look exactly like Tracer, or at least how he imagined she'd look like if she were a real person, instead of a computer generated character from a video game.
"Oh, I'll have enough energy," he said, and he walked over to Brandy and pushed her to her knees.
Brandy fished his cock out of his costume and began sucking, while Sasha asked, "How was your nap?"
"Great," he said, as his niece gave him head. "I can't believe I slept for three whole hours."
"Did we wear you out already?" she smiled, as she looked fondly down at her niece sucking her husband.
"No, trust me. I'm ready for more," he said.
"I can see that," she said, as the doorbell rang and the sounds of kids yelling trick or treat came filtering through the walls. "I'll be right back."
"All right," Roy said, spending the interlude by enjoying his niece and her amazing mouth. He'd never met anyone who loved sucking dick and who delivered amazing blow jobs like his wife did... but there was something incredibly intense about his niece's cock sucking lips.
"Oh, aren't you guys cute," his wife said from the middle distance as she handed out candy.
When she returned, Roy asked, "When did the first trick or treaters arrive?"
"A couple minutes after four," Sasha said, returning to the stove to pull out the homemade pizza she'd made.
"How many so far?" Roy asked, since they always kept track to know how much candy to buy for the next year... and curiously... oddly, the numbers had fallen every year since they moved here.
"Thirty-seven," Sasha said, the conversation so casual, like in the freeuse videos themselves, which somehow made this living freeuse experience even more surreal and pleasurable.
"Not bad," Roy said.
"Yeah, last year we only had twenty-one by five o'clock, so our sales... if that's what we should call them... are on the rise," Sasha said. "I hope you're hungry."
"I should probably get some sustenance before what I'm guessing will be a marathon night," Roy said, wanting to deposit as many loads as possible in or on Brandy before the night was done.
"That's likely a good idea," Sasha said as she cut the pizza into eight slices.
Roy pulled out of Brandy, helped her up, spun her towards the kitchen table, and bent her over... although based on her outfit, he wasn't sure he could conveniently fuck her. But he smiled as he found a perfectly sized hole in just the right place. And an adjacent one in the other right place. "I see you girls thought of everything."
"That particular touch was Brandy's handiwork," Sasha said, as she watched her husband slide into his niece from behind.
"Ohhhhh," Brandy moaned, as the big cock filled her.
"Pepperoni or cheese?" Sasha asked her niece, having made half and half.
"Cheese, please," Brandy replied.
Sasha set a slice on a plate and set it in front of her niece.
"Thank you, auntie," Brandy said, acting like a good freeuse slut, which meant acting as if she wasn't getting fucked from behind by her uncle.
"You're welcome," Sasha said, as she grabbed a slice of pepperoni for Roy and handed it to him, but without a plate.
Roy took the slice and said, "Thanks, honey."
"No problem," Sasha said, as she went and grabbed a cheese slice for herself.
"This is delicious," Brandy said as she ate the pizza.
"Yeah, the key is a mixture of three different cheeses," Sasha said, having experimented with a lot of different cheese blends over the years before finally settling on the one she liked best.
"Really?" Brandy asked. "Which kinds?"
"This one is my favourite. I use shredded mozzarella, shredded provolone and freshly grated parmesan," Sasha answered, just as the doorbell rang again. "I'll be right back."
"It's amazing," Brandy said.
"So, what did you do this afternoon?" Roy asked as he ate his pizza and fucked his niece... a new version of multitasking he could certainly get used to.
"Believe it or not, it was a Christmas photo shoot," she answered.
"For what?" Roy asked.
"An online website selling cute sweaters and outfits for the holiday season," she answered.
"So not sexy seasonal lingerie?"
"Not this time," Brandy said. "Most of the photo shoots I'm paid for are normal modeling jobs."



"I see," Roy said.
"You see what?" Sasha asked returning from handing out more candy.
"Brandy was just telling me about the photo shoot she did today," Roy said, as he finished his first slice of pizza.
"Another slice?" Sasha offered.
"Yes please," Brandy said, unaware she was actually asking Roy.
"Me too," Roy said smoothly.
"So did you enjoy your first time behind the camera?" Brandy asked.
"Why do you think it was my first time?" Roy asked.
"Sorry, I mean your first time filming a lesbian incest Incredibles fantasy," she corrected.
"Yes, it was amazing," Roy said.
"We often need a cameraman, or even a director for some of our shoots," Brandy said, as Sasha placed a second slice on her plate while the doorbell rang again.
"I'll be willing to do that," Roy said, as Sasha gave him a second slice before heading off to hand out more candy. "For a price."
"And what price is that?" Brandy asked, as she took a bite of pizza while getting fucked from behind.
"Free use of this pussy whenever I want," Roy said.
"But not my mouth and asshole?" Brandy asked wickedly.
"Aren't you the scary monsters," Sasha asked from the front door.
"Well, that goes without saying," Roy said. The growing possibility this wouldn't be just a one day thing, as well as her implied offer that he could drill her ass as well, making his cock twitch inside her.
"I can tell that you approve of the idea of pounding my asshole," Brandy noted, as she tightened her pussy around his cock, wanting to milk his dick and get him to cum inside her.
"Oh fuck, you're a nasty slut," Roy moaned, as his balls boiled.
"So, I see you're...." Sasha began, when the doorbell rang. "Fuck!"
"That is the idea behind a freeuse fuck toy, isn't it?" Brandy asked, getting rather breathless while he rode for glory inside her cunt. "Three holes..." gasp... "open..." gasp... "for business..." another gasp... "any time!"
"Jesus Christ," Roy groaned, as he came inside the nineteen-year-old.
"That's it, Daddy, fill your niece's cunt with your big load," Brandy moaned, loving the feeling of cum exploding inside her.
"Oh, you'll be getting a lot of loads in all three of your holes," Roy assured, as he kept coming inside her.
"And on my face?" Brandy asked. "I love big warm loads all over my pretty face!"
"And your tits," Roy added, loving to come on a woman's tits.
"Well given my figure, that goes without saying," Brandy said, using her uncle's words.
Sasha returned quickly, "What goes without saying?"
"That your husband is welcome to come on my face, my tits, or inside any of my three holes from now on," Brandy said, as he slowed down inside her.
"Well, that does go without saying," Sasha agreed, as her husband pulled out of her niece.
"What also goes without saying is that because of your perfect aptitude for the role, you're actually the bottom freeuse slut around here," Brandy said. "Now eat your husband's cream pie from your Mistress's cunt."
"Yes indeed, Mistress!" Sasha obeyed, her pussy burning just from hearing the word 'Mistress'. And then using it? While meaning it? Life is good!
"Shit," Roy said as he watched his wife drop to her knees and bury buried her face in her niece's pussy from behind.
"We're both your freeuse sluts, Daddy," Brandy said as she moaned softly. "But your wife is my freeuse slut too. And to be perfectly clear, yes it is ongoing just as long as all of us want to continue; and speaking for myself, I don't see me backing out anytime soon!""
"That is So Cool," Roy said, "Well you can count me in for the long haul. Sasha?"
His wife pushed herself away from Brandy's pussy for a few moments. "I'm yours forever, Daddy! And if Mistress Brandy is part of the deal, then all the better!" And she dove back into the cunt she was servicing.
Roy thought this was all too good to be true, and his cock appeared to agree with him. It was demonstrating no intention of lowering itself from full mast anytime soon, as he watched his forever wife eating his creampie from his ongoing freeuse slut in a hot incestuous act!
The doorbell rang again, breaking the mood, and Roy sighed, "I guess I'll have to get that one," and he tucked his cock back into his thin costume... although it didn't hide the tent his cock was creating in it.
"I'll keep your wife busy," Brandy smiled as she enjoyed her aunt's busy tongue.
"You do that," Roy said, a little annoyed he had to go answer the door.
Brandy finished her second slice as her freeuse slut sucked the cum from her pussy. Wanting to come, she waited until Roy returned, because she also wanted to turn him on, then she turned around and ordered, "Now get me off, Aunt Pet Slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Sasha obeyed, eating a pussy from this angle a lot easier. Eating Brandy from behind had began straining her neck, since she'd needed to crank her head into a slightly unnatural position.
"Have you had sex with those two women you sent here earlier?" Roy asked, as he grabbed a third slice of pizza.
"Oh yeah, a few times," Brandy said. "I even have an idea for a wicked cosplay lesbian orgy of Overwatch characters I want to include them in."
"No way," Roy said.
"Want to direct it?" Brandy asked, as her hand went through her aunt's hair.
"You're MY freeuse slut, so of course I'll direct it!" he roared, really hamming it up.
"Mmmmmmm," Brandy smiled. "I'll make it happen then."
"You do that," he said, as the doorbell rang again.
"Fucking trick or treaters," Roy sighed, heading out again.
"That's it, auntie," Brandy moaned, impressed with how good a cunt licker she was. "Imagine if my Mom could see us now."
"She'd kill us both," Sasha laughed, imagining the unimaginable look on her prudish older sister's face.
"Maybe we'll need to turn her when she visits us next month," Brandy suggested.
"I can't imagine," Sasha said between licks.
"Yeah, and we could make her into another freeuse slut for Daddy!" Brandy chortled. "I imagine she hasn't even seen a dick in years!"
"That's likely true," Sasha said, recalling that her husband had left her a few years ago.
"Want to eat your sister?" Brandy asked.
"I'm your slut, so I'll happily do whatever you tell me to, Mistress," Sasha said wickedly, although she couldn't imagine anything like that actually happening.
"And what are two sluts talking about now?" Roy asked.
"About turning my Mom into a freeuse slut for you, and a lesbian slave for us, and making it happen when she visits us in a month," Brandy answered, the idea actually turning her on, as she pulled her aunt's face deeper into her fevered twat. She hadn't ever really considered seducing her mother before, but after committing so much delicious and productive incest with her aunt, it seemed like a natural progression, and something her mother probably needed, whether she knew it or not.
"Well, that would be amazing," Roy said, his sister-in-law a larger woman, with curves everywhere.
"Want your sluts to make it into a reality?" Brandy moaned, her orgasm rising as Sasha sucked on her clit.
"Yes, I expect it to happen," Roy stated firmly.
"Yes, Daddy," Brandy moaned.
"I want to see the three of you in a nasty lesbian threeway, where you're both wearing strap-ons, and you double penetrate her," Roy continued, seeing that these nasty suggestions of mother-daughter-sister incest seemed to be really turning her on.
"Oh God, yes," Brandy moaned, imagining such a nasty act.
"And then I'll come all over all three of my slut's faces," Roy said, walking over and squeezing her big tits through the sheer fabric... Brandy conveniently not wearing a bra.
While he pinched her nipples, her orgasm triggered, and she screamed, just as the blasted doorbell rang again, "Yes, Daddy!!!"
"Mother fucker!" Roy cursed, loving to see his niece coming.
"I hope to become one real soon," Brandy responded, while trembling with euphoria.
Roy laughed, "I didn't even mean it that way," as he shook his head and left his two hot women to finish up their hot act.
"Well, I did," Brandy called after him, and she then enjoyed the aftershocks of her orgasm.
"There's one more thing I'd like to address," Roy said to the two girls as soon as he returned.
"Yes, Daddy, anything," agreed Sasha.
"Yes Daddy, anything," echoed Brandy.
"No, I'm not speaking as your Daddy at the moment, you sweethearts, I want to ask you both something, and I'd like you to answer me frankly."
"Now you're scaring me, honey," said Sasha. "What is it?"
"No, no, it's nothing bad, not at all. Sasha, how would you feel about our asking Brandy to move in with us? Not temporary, but permanent."
Her eyes lit up. "What?! I'd love that!"
"That's what I knew you'd say, but I to ask, because this is your house, too. And Brandy, would you like to move in with Sasha and me? Not still living in the guest house, but living in this house. We could offer you the bedroom down the hall if you like, but I hope you'll prefer to sleep with us in our bed every night. Do whatever it takes to get out of your new lease, or just let it run out while not living there, or sublet it or whatever, and we can take care of the rent as long as necessary. What do you say?"
Her eyes absolutely sparkled! "This feels kind of like the two of you are asking me to marry you! I can still keep all my enterprises going? My modeling career? OnlyFans?"
"Yes of course!"
"Then yes please, and thank you! And of course I want to sleep with you guys every night. And Aunt Sasha, you're still my freeuse slut ongoingly, right?"
"Absolutely! And when your mom arrives next month, we can generously offer her the use of our guest house, and she'll be a conveniently located sitting duck while we turn her."
"Good. Then it's all settled," said Roy with a huge smile. "Now let's continue with our evening."
Over the next two and a half hours, while costumed kids came and went, Roy fucked his wife while she did the dishes, he shoved his dick in Brandy's mouth while she went pee on the toilet, and he had one slut on each side of him alternating between stroking or sucking his cock while they illegally watched the newest Halloween movie, and the women took turns reluctantly leaving his cock to go and hand out even more candy.
At nine o'clock exactly, they shut off their outside lights, Roy put on a freeuse film he'd downloaded in the den on his 85-inch television and ordered, "Sasha, suck my balls. Brandy, suck my cock."
"Yes, Daddy," they both said in almost perfect unison, as they arranged themselves into the required positions.
As Roy watched a stepdad fucking his stepdaughter while her friend (another naked girl) was there watching and touching herself while pretending to study for school, he enjoyed the double sensation of having both sections of his junk pleasured.
After a few minutes, he ordered, "Sasha, get the lube."
"Yes, Daddy," Sasha replied. A large bottle of lube was already sitting on the side table for easy access, and another bottle was in the bedroom... she loved taking it in the ass, and so she never objected when he sodomized her dry... but the lube made it a lot more enjoyable... especially if she was sober.
"Are you finally going to fuck my ass, Daddy?" Brandy asked eagerly, as she stroked his big cock.
"I'm going to pound both of your assholes," he informed her.
"Sweet!" Sasha said, returning with the bottle of lube, since she'd been worried she wouldn't get any more dick tonight.
"Get Brandy's ass ready," Roy ordered, as he stripped off his costume, which had been limiting his movements.
"How do you want me, Daddy?" Brandy asked sweetly.
"On all fours on the floor, so we can all enjoy the film," Roy said, pointing to a spot in front of the couch.
"Yes, Daddy," Brandy replied, looking forward to feeling Daddy's nine inches of cock in her ass.
Sasha got behind her niece and generously lathered her puckered asshole.
"Now do yourself," Roy said.
"Yes, Daddy," Sasha said, having lubed herself many times over the years.
The two hot sluts, with completely different body types, were soon positioned on all fours side by side.
Roy went behind Brandy and positioned his cock at her asshole.
"Just slide that big cock up my ass, uncle," Brandy purred, as she looked adoringly back at the handsome man.
"Yes, honey, plug my sister's daughter's big, curvy ass," Sasha added, knowing the incest talk would turn him on.
"Yes, uncle, fill your wife's sister's daughter's shit hole with your big fat prick," Brandy added, upping the nastiness.
"Shit," Roy said, doing as they both asked, placing his hands firmly on her wide waist, and sliding inside her warm asshole.
"Yessssss," Brandy moaned, loving the feeling of a cock sliding inside her back door.
"Yes, fill my Mistress niece's asshole," Sasha said, watching the wicked act.
"You're next," Roy said to his wife.
"I can't wait," Sasha said, loving her man's dick in whichever hole he wanted to plug.
"Me first," Brandy said, as the cock disappeared completely inside her.
"Such a tight ass," Roy said approvingly.
"It's because your dick is so fucking big," Brandy said, feeling a slight pain, since he was longer and thicker than most of the cocks that had invaded her ass... most of them strap-ons.
"You'll get used to it," Roy said, as she pulled out and slammed back in.
"Fuuuuuck," Brandy screamed, the cock somehow reaching new depths inside her.
"Oh, yes baby, pound her ass," Sasha encouraged.
Roy gave five deep thrusts, pulled out, went behind his wife, and did the same thing.
"Oh yes, fuck," Sasha moaned, loving getting ass fucked the most when he really hammered her hole.
"Back to me, Daddy," Brandy pleaded, needing that dick back in her ass.
"As you wish," Roy said, sliding back into his niece's ass.
Brandy, wanting all the dick to herself, ordered, "Slut, crawl under me and lick my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Sasha said, a little disappointed she wasn't going to get any more dick in her ass for now, but excited to eat her niece's pussy again, and to get a closeup look at her man sodomizing her niece.
"You want this all to yourself, do you?" Roy asked.
"Yes, Daddy," Brandy moaned, as he began really fucking her ass without stopping.
For three, perhaps four minutes Roy fucked her ass... hard... while Sasha licked her niece's pussy.
Roy though, his leg getting a little tight, pulled out, sat back on the couch, and ordered, "Come and ride my cock with your asshole, slut."
"Yes, Daddy," Brandy eagerly obeyed, riding a cock or a face her favourite positions.
As the nineteen-year-old straddled him and lowered her asshole onto his cock, she ordered, "And you, my slut, keep licking my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Sasha said, as she watched her beloved man's nine-inch cock disappear so magically into another woman's ass. Although now that she'd kind of joined the immediate family, she guessed she'd soon begin to see Brandy as more like her own lesbian wife, as well as Roy's second non-lesbian wife.
So, while on the tv the step-dad was now fucking the friend, while the two girls studied (more or less), Brandy rode her uncle reverse cowgirl anal, while her aunt licked her bouncing pussy haphazardly.
"Oh yeah, ride me, slut," Roy groaned, as she really began to bounce on his cock.
"Oh fuck, your cock fills my ass so good," Brandy moaned, cupping her tits as she rode him furiously... dying to have his cum fill her ass.
"Come inside her ass, honey, come inside my sister's daughter's ass," Sasha encouraged, recognizing the moans that signaled he was close.
"Keep licking, you dumb slut," Brandy ordered, roughly grabbing her aunt's face.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," Roy groaned, about to burst.
"Come in my ass, Daddy, fill your slut with your load," Brandy demanded, riding him hard and fast while still holding her aunt's face against her pussy.
Sasha could only move closer as she was being used this roughly, and attempt to get in the occasional lick, but then she heard her man grunt, "Fuuuuuuck!"
As Roy exploded his load in his niece's ass, having now come at least once in all three of her holes, Brandy screamed a second later, as the load shooting into her ass triggered her orgasm, "Yes, Daddy!"
Sasha was rewarded by a massive gush of wetness as her niece squirted all over her face. She hungrily lapped up the sweet treat as Brandy collapsed back onto Roy and enjoyed her orgasm.
A few minutes later, as the onscreen scene ended, Brandy got off of Daddy, and cum leaked out of her ass.
Roy was exhausted.
Sasha was still horny as fuck.
Roy assumed the day was done.
He was wrong.
Brandy ordered, while sitting sideways on the couch, "Come eat the cum out of my ass, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Sasha agreed, having never actually eaten cum from an asshole before. But hey, she was always up for anything!
Brandy asked "Mind if I suck on you one more time, Daddy? I love the taste of asshole on a dick."
"I certainly can't resist that offer, "Roy smiled, thinking this may be a lengthy blow job.
So, while her aunt ate her cum-filled asshole, Brandy sucked her uncle... but only for a couple of minutes before she lay down her head on his leg, and slowly, Roy's cock finally shrunk.
Twenty minutes later, while Sasha finger banged her niece while simultaneously rimming her asshole, Brandy moaned an order, "Yes, finger bang me, slut."
"Come, my slut niece," Sasha ordered, while she used her other hand to slap her niece's clit, while three fingers now filled her pussy.
"Fist me, slut," Brandy ordered.
"Oh yeah!" Roy said, as he leaned forward to watch this live act a little better... his cock instantly intrigued by the nasty and seldom-performed act. (Actually, he had no idea how often it was performed in general, but he'd never seen it in person before!)
"As you wish," Sasha said, and surprisingly quickly, she managed to slide her entire fist inside her niece's cunt.
"Yes, fist me, fist fuck me," Brandy moaned, and she leaned back for a better angle and began to bounce to take even more of her aunt's arm in her cunt.
Roy, now hard as a rock again, lifted up Brandy's head, got to his feet, and slid his cock in her mouth. His hot wife was still fist fucking her pussy, while he began to face fuck her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," Brandy moaned, as she was roughly used at both ends.
"Fist her, baby! Fist my freeuse slut niece! Make my slut cum!" Roy ordered his wife while his balls bounced on Brandy's chin.
"Her cunt's swallowed me all the way past my wrist," Sasha said, in a little awe at the wicked task she was performing, which wasn't astounding, but Brandy taking that much certainly was!.
To Roy's astonishment after all the loads he'd deposited or shot already today, after just a couple of minutes his balls were yet again ready to burst.
"Come, slut," Roy ordered.
"Yes, come, you nasty slut," Sasha ordered, spanking her niece's ass while she furiously fist fucked her.
"Yes Daddy, yes, oh fuck yes, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck," Brandy screamed, as yet another orgasm coursed through her.
Roy slid his cock back into the coming slut's throat, as his wife kept fisting her, until he shot his final load of this wild birthday. The first rocket exploded down her throat, before he pulled out and splattered his pretty niece's face with his last three cannon blasts.



Roy slowed down and slid his cock back in his niece's mouth, not at all deeply this time, while Sasha pulled her arm out of the well-used cunt and drank down the cum flooding out of it.
Roy asked tenderly, "Need to come, honey?"
"So bad," Sasha said, never having wanted to come more urgently in her life.
"Get her off, slut," he ordered as he pulled out of his niece's mouth.
"Yes, Daddy," Brandy obeyed, as she pushed Sasha onto her back, straddled her, and buried her cum-coated face into her aunt's soaking wet pussy.
Sasha came not once, not twice, but three times from her niece's amazing tongue, lips and fingers, while Brandy reached orgasm one more time herself.
Once all three were done... all three completely spent... they all retired in Roy and Sasha's... and now Brandy's too... king-sized bed... a beautiful woman nestled into Roy on either side.
"Happy birthday, honey," Sasha said.
"Happy birthday, Daddy," Brandy said.
"Best birthday ever," Roy said.
"Just you wait until you see what I'm planning for Christmas," Sasha forewarned, kissing his cheek.
THE END
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HypnoSissy Ch. 09
Summary: Brian begins his feminization journey.
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.
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Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing.
Note 4: This ninth story will make more sense if you first read the first eight. 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 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 he gets 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 one, and getting blown himself.
HypnoSissy 8: Hot Shemale
Brian loses his actual anal virginity (meaning with an actual cock in his butt this time instead of just a strap-on) in a wild foursome with Rose, Camry and a sexy shemale.
And now... the next chapter of Brian's continued wild sexual awakening....
HypnoSissy 9: Hurtling Deeper into Submission
I slipped out of bed desperately needing to pee, and only then recalled I was wearing a cage around my dick. I sighed as I hurried to the washroom. I wasn't sure I could do my business standing up, so I sat down on the toilet seat like a girl... yes, like a girl... which was becoming pretty standard in my life in a number of situations.
I peed, which was awkward, especially because my post-pee shake was more difficult. I grabbed some toilet paper to wipe off the cage before walking back to the living room to find my underwear, which I couldn't find anywhere. I did spy a pair of pink panties beneath an easy chair, although I didn't know whose they were. I found walking around naked with the cage swinging freely a little awkward, since it kept tugging my dick down. I assumed underwear would make it sit still and solve my pendulum issue.
After looking around for a couple of minutes, even going into Rose's room and looking there too, even though I knew I'd been naked when I went there after my sodomy last night, I returned to the living room, really needing to deal with the pendulum issue, which was making the cage even more uncomfortable than just wearing it in the first place.
Alas, when I picked up the pink panties, just like any guy, I brought them immediately to my nose. Oddly, there was no scent at all. I shrugged and decided to see if they'd somehow fit me... as... you know the saying... desperate times called for desperate measures. I pulled the pink panties up my legs and over my caged bulge. They were extremely tight, but with a little wiggling around, which I assume looked ridiculous, my pendulum issue was solved.
What surprised me as I stood there in feminine underwear for the first time was how soft they were... so much softer and silkier than the underwear I normally wore. Fascinating!
So when Rose walked in, she found me stroking my hand over my own ass in those sensuous-feeling panties. "Well, don't you look cute!"
"Oh... um... I..." I babbled, embarrassed to get caught like this. "I couldn't find my underwear, and the cage was getting uncomfortable without any, because of... you know... pendulums."
"If that's your incomprehensible story, I guess you'd better stick to it," she giggled. "But no worries, I think you look adorable in those panties," she said, walking over to me.
"You do?" I asked, as she reached me, kissed me and brought her hands to my panty-clad ass.
"Sexy," she whispered, kissing my neck.
My cock began to grow.
"Hot," she continued.
My cock was restricted by the damn cage, so like it or not: no more growing.
"I think I want you wearing panties from now on," she adjudicated.
"Y-y-you do?" I stammered.
"You do seem to like them," she said.
"They are a lot softer than my usual underwear," I admitted.
"Yeah, the underwear industry has put a lot more effort into ladies' panties than they have into male boxers and briefs," she said, turning me on so much with her touch, her warm breath, and her sultry voice.
"That I can believe," I agreed.
"So why don't we go panty shopping today?"
"For me?" I asked, even though it was obvious.
"Well, I could use a couple new pair too," she shrugged. "But yes, mostly for you."
"I don't know," I said, this seeming like one more step towards gay.
"Are you second guessing me?" she asked, not in the frightening tone she'd addressed Alyssa with last night, but with hint of surprise.
"No," I said. "It would just be crazy difficult to conceal panties when I changed for the gym at school."
"Good point," she nodded. "So you'll only wear them on weekends, whenever you're with me, and after school," she decided.
"Do you think I really need to wear panties?" I asked, even though I liked the feel of the ones I was wearing, and loved that she thought I looked sexy in them... it just seemed too sissy-like.
"I do," she nodded. "Consider it another step in exploring your feminine side. Plus, they're a natural next step to your synchronizing with the videos you'll be watching next."
"They will?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded. "How many have you watched so far?"
"Just the first one on my new USB," I said.
"Got it. So the next few will explore your feminine side in much more vivid detail than before," she said. "So your already wearing panties will put you a bit ahead of the game."
"Great," I laughed awkwardly, not sure what I thought of this... but knowing I'd do anything to make this amazing, complex enigma of a woman happy.
"Why don't we go out for breakfast?" she asked.
"Sure," I agreed, thrilled to be doing something normal with her.
So we showered together; I washed her, she washed me... but only in a playful way.
It took a bit of getting used to, but I became somewhat accustomed to walking around with a cage surrounding my cock... it was weird... but doable.
We went for breakfast omelets, where we chatted about the things normal people do. Travel: she was hoping to go to Italy this summer, which I'd visited twice, as my family was from there; school: she talked about her university classes, I talked about the scholarships I'd been offered for next year... since nobody ever talked about high school. We talked about best concerts we'd attended... hers was when The Rolling Stones had visited a nearby city as part of their Zip Code Tour in 2015, which I thought was way cool... I'd been to that concert too... although I had to say my favourite was Toby Keith, for which she teased me relentlessly (what can I say... I like both rock and country).
It was like we were a normal couple doing normal things.
At the strip mall, which had an adult shop, we first stopped at a vintage clothing store where Rose tried on a few dresses and I gave her my opinions, and we stopped at a vinyl second hand shop, where she picked up a Blood, Sweat and Tears album in mint condition.
It wasn't until we entered the adult shop when the façade of a normal relationship came to an end. Rose, still holding my hand, led me past the wild array of sex toys and directly to the lingerie area. She'd obviously been here before.
She went to a bin of panties in every imaginable colour, and then looked at me. "Are the panties you're wearing tight?"
"A little," I answered, just as a chubby woman in her forties arrived.
"Do you need any help?" she asked, and I wondered if she'd heard Rose's question.
Not that it mattered, since, "Yes please," Rose nodded. "What size panties should my boyfriend wear?"
My already red cheeks burned even brighter.
The woman looked at me, not at all fazed by the question, nor did she seem to be judging me. After a minute, she said, "Definitely a large. Unless you want anything in a European style; those would be an extra-large, since they fit small."
"Will the sizing change if he's wearing a cage?" Rose asked, giving this stranger way too much information about me, and yet speaking as casually as could be.
"Hmmmmmmmm, it depends," the woman pondered. "What size is his phallus?"
"Seven inches," Rose said.
"Then I'd go with extra-large for any style."
"Great," Rose said, and she pilfered through the panty collection and pulled out a few pair.
"With his complexion, red will look very sexy," the saleswoman suggested, pulling out a ruby red pair.
"Good point," Rose said, holding up a light blue pair. "How about these?" she asked me.
"I don't know," I replied, horribly embarrassed.
"Those ones are a sexy colour," the woman said.
"I think so too," Rose agreed.
"If you'd like any more assistance, please let me know," the woman smiled warmly.
"Thanks," Rose said, as she continued browsing through the plethora of panties.
"Silk or lace?" Rose asked me, holding up one of each.
"I have no idea," I said, hinting at how embarrassing this was.
"Then we'll get both," she shrugged, either oblivious to my discomfort or not caring.
"Okay," I said, not daring to confront her about my discomfort.
After a couple of minutes she seemed satisfied and said, "I think we have enough variety."
"Okay," I repeated, happy if we were getting out of here.
We went to the front, she paid for my panties, which made this excursion even more awkward, even though I was thankful I wasn't buying them.
Once outside, she said, "So we're going back to Plan A. I expect you to wear panties every day at all times, even while you're playing football."
"I guess," I said.
"You don't like the idea?"
"It just makes me seem even more feminine," I said.
"I want a man who can be a man when I need him to be a man, and a feminine slut when I want her to be one," she said. "Can you do that for me?"
"Yes," I answered, again willing to do anything for her, "but what about at school?"
"You can change in a bathroom," she shrugged. "your cage stays on at all times, even when you're showering, so you'll need to figure that out."
"Oh, I hadn't even thought of that," I said.
"So, panties only from now on," she said. "understood?"
"Yes," I said sheepishly.
"Have I steered you wrong yet?" she asked.
"No, but the risk of getting caught keeps increasing," I said.
"Which turns you on, doesn't it?" she said, as she lovingly took my hand and led me to the car.
"Oddly, yes," I admitted.
We reached the car and she said, "Look, I like you, I really do. I think you're special. But I need to know you're completely comfortable with who you are."
"I was before I met you," I pointed out.
"That was a façade," she said. "I guess I mean I want you completely comfortable with who you're becoming. Or if you aren't 100%, you're at least doing your best to get there."
"But I don't even know what I'm becoming," I said.
"Yes, you do," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me. "Or at least you do deep inside. You just may not have accepted it yet, and the videos can help you with that."
She then walked around to the driver's side and got in. She drove me home, and to my surprise asked, "May I meet your parents?"
"You want to meet my parents?" I asked, this overture somehow surprising me.
"Sure," she said. "You're meeting mine on Wednesday, and I am your girlfriend, am I not?"
"Yes, yes you are, and I'm thrilled about it," I agreed, loving to hear her admit it.
"Great, then kindly escort me in and introduce me as such," she said, as she got out of the car.
"Okay," I said.
I won't bore you with the details except to say I was thrilled to introduce her as my girlfriend, and my parents loved her... she stayed for supper... and she behaved herself as my perfectly sweet girlfriend.
Once she was gone, and we'd finished the chat with my parents about how great she was, I was in my bedroom, wearing just my panties (and cage), and pressing Play on Video S2.
The video began by introducing a term I hadn't seen used before... and even now it wasn't specifically mentioned... at least not for a while... but it was strongly implied over and over. The term was 'sissy'.
A word I immediately disliked as much as faggot.
It was demeaning.
It was judgemental.
It put the viewer (me) in her place.
As a girl in sexy lingerie slowly got fucked, a sultry voice said: "I know what you want to be."
A Chinese girl spit-roasted by black men: "I know the position you want to be in."
A MILF receiving a massive load all over her face: "I know what you crave."
A shemale blonde riding a cock... her own hard cock bouncing all over the place: "I know who you really are."
A black nurse on her knees sucking a huge white cock: "I know where you want to be."
A pretty girl with a load all over her face walking proudly down a busy street: "I know who you really are."
A hot shemale stroking her dick while fucking her ass with a huge dildo: "I know what gets you off."
A drop-dead gorgeous redhead in a short dress posing sexily: "I know who you want to be."
A close up of a big cock shooting a load: "I know what you want."
A close up of a pretty girl being coated with cum from at least a dozen cocks: "I know what you need."
My cock was desperately trying to break free from its steel cage, but to no avail, as the hot images had me crazy horny, but it was only flesh and blood instead of birthed in a foundry.
A pretty girl put on a pair of pantyhose: "I know you want to."
Another girl slid into a sundress: "I know you want to."
A blonde applied her lipstick: "I know you want to."
I was captivated by the woman's voice, and it drew me in... mesmerized by her words and these images of beautiful women doing sexy things.
A girl already coated in cum stroked two cocks while sucking on a third: "I'm going to teach you how..."
A girl in a cheerleader outfit was triple teamed: "How to be her. "
A shemale was on a bed lying on her back propped up slightly by a pillow, sucking one dick while being fucked by another one: "How to be her."
A black shemale at a glory hole bouncing her 'pussy' back onto an unseen cock... as she stroked hers: "How to be her."
A woman in a wedding dress, on her knees, sucking a priest in church with her hands pressed together as if in prayer: "How to be her."
Then a dozen extremely brief scenes... all of them shemales performing sexual acts... as the voice said each time: "And her."
A man in a suit methodically undressed and redressed into a woman in a dress, and then applied feminine makeup: "I'll help you shift from masculine to feminine."
A girl blowing a kiss: "Because you are feminine."
A girl wiggling her ass: "Because you want to be a woman."
A girl cupping her huge tits: "Because you were born into the wrong body."
A shemale being really railed with her cock and tits bouncing around: "Because you're a sissy."
Again a dozen quick scenes popped on and off of the screen... of shemales getting fucked, taking facials and sucking dick while a phrase repeated itself: "You're a sissy."
And although I hated the term itself, the way she was saying it, the way she was accusing me of being one, and the way she seemed to be seeing right through me... had me completely drawn in.
A woman in her sixties was devouring a massive black cock as the voiceover began a new train of thought: "Regardless of your age... because sissies can be any age at all."
A large woman was getting triple-teamed: "Regardless of your weight... only your mouth and your ass are important."
A Latina with a huge Beyoncé ass was ass fucked: "Regardless of your ethnicity or nationality... sissy cock sucking cum buckets inhabit every city and every country in the world."
A Muslim in a hijab was getting her face coated with six loads from six cocks: "Regardless of your religion... religion not being an effective barrier to a sissy accepting who she is. God, YHWH, Elohim or whomever you pray to did in fact create you, and created all sissies."
A chubby white woman was being spit-roasted by two fat black men as her husband watched and stroked his cock: "A sissy is a sissy regardless of her marital status... although most sissies are married... and most sissies hide behind the rings on their fingers."
A priest with a cross in his hand gets ass fucked by a shemale parishioner: "Regardless of your career... the more power you wield in your profession... the more likely you are to be a secret sissy... to crave cock in your mouth and in your pussy."



A man in a suit and tie (but no pants) is spit-roasted by two black shemales: "Regardless of your political affiliation... liberal or conservative... right, center or left... you all have the same dirty secrets... you're only hiding behind the façade of political nonsense."
A man fucks a woman while being fucked in the ass by a shemale: "Regardless of your avowed sexuality... straight is only a façade, since every man will suck dick or get his dick sucked when given the opportunity... plus... the fact that you're watching this video right now disproves any illusion you may have of being straight... or even bi... you're only a sissy."
Then as images once again flashed on and off the screen in rapid procession... illustrating all manner of kinks... a few even of men sucking men and men fucking men... the voiceover uttered a series of statements:
"You aren't a real man... you never were... you were just living a lie society had convinced you was true.
"You're a cock sucker... you crave cock... you crave cum.
"You're a bottom bitch... you want to be fucked like a girl... you want to be bred like a bitch in heat.
"You're a faggot...
"You're a sissy...
"You're a whore...
"A cock whore...
"A cum whore...
"A bimbo for cock...
"A mindless bitch for cum...
"A sissy...
"A sissy...
"A sissy..."
Then a pretty blonde, combing her hair and looking right at me... as if right through me... asked: "Are you ready to start your training?"
Then the word Sissy flashed across the screen before it went to black, and then returned with a website displaying the words Take the quiz.
I couldn't believe how hot that had been... how she'd made being a sissy sound like the greatest thing in the world... how I now felt I was a sissy, and it wasn't a bad thing... except that it was... wasn't it?
My cock was throbbing inside its cage as I clicked on a Start button and began the quiz.
1. Hello and welcome! First. Why are you taking this quiz?
a. It's just for fun.
b. I'm desperate to know who I am.
c. I'm just curious.
d. I want to know my gender identity.
e. I feel I'm not like other men.
Before encountering Rose, I wouldn't even have clicked on Start, assuming I'd even gotten that far; and only a week ago I wouldn't have answered the questions the way I did... but at this juncture, I was indeed feeling that I wasn't like other men. I no longer even understood what 'being a man' meant to me. Everything I'd been brought up to believe had not only been challenged, but had been blown to smithereens. So I clicked on e. I feel I'm not like other men.
2. What do you like most about a girl?
a. Her clothes, makeup and jewelry.
b. Her rank in society.
c. Her body.
d. Her lifestyle.
e. Her personality.
This was an interesting one. I did envy women being allowed to wear silky sheer panties like I was currently wearing, but makeup and jewelry didn't mean much to me. I didn't really care about anyone's rank in society or their lifestyle (except to appreciate that women generally had it tougher than men), and before Rose I hadn't given a fuck about a girl's personality. I'd had one goal: to fuck them and move on. Of course tits, ass and legs mattered... I loved a woman's body. But now? Even though Rose was gorgeous physically, what overwhelmed me about her was her dominant personality. So I clicked on e. Her personality.
3. What is your opinion of assigned gender roles?
a. They've maintained the balance in the world for thousands of years.
b. Bending them a little won't hurt anybody, and it benefits everybody.
c. I'd prefer a world without stereotypes; everybody just being themselves, and supportive of everyone else doing their own thing as well.
d. Millions of people have suffered from gender roles because of their inability or unwillingness to fit in.
e. They benefit me.
This wasn't turning out to be an easy quiz. The first option was true, but it was a major reason society was so fucked up. For example, women didn't have the right to vote in most places until around 100 years ago, and most Muslim countries even more recently, beginning with Crimea granting women suffrage in 1917, and other Muslim nations following suit in a fairly steady flow for the next century, and Saudi Arabia holding out until 2011. And here in America and many other places, men were still making laws affecting nobody but women. Assigned gender roles were indeed being curtailed at the moment, and I now hated stereotypes. (I hated the faggot and sissy stereotypes I'd once encouraged and even joined in on, but I also hated the dumb jock stereotype.) Millions of people had suffered from gender role bias, and until recently I had indeed benefited from it. But in the end, if all stereotyping stopped once and for all, the world would be a far better place. After dithering a bit between c. and d., I chose c. I'd prefer a world without stereotypes; everybody just being themselves, and supportive of everyone else doing their own thing as well.
4. Do you love yourself?
a. Yes, absolutely.
b. Of course, why wouldn't I?
c. I can't imagine how it would feel to love myself.
d. Not every day, but I'm working on it.
e. No, not really.
Old me would have chosen b., because I'd been a smug, confident prick. Old me would also have made a sexual joke about it, like 'Only when I don't have a slut to do it for me'. Now though, this question threw me. I did still love myself... but insecurities I hadn't known existed now loomed large inside me. So, unsure... I chose d. Not every day, but I'm working on it, since with Rose's help and guidance, I was indeed working on both accepting and loving myself.
5. Do you think someone's gender affects their sexuality?
a. Yes.
b. No.
c. A little.
d. Actually, a person's sexuality affects their gender.
e. I don't know.
I literally had no clue. Before Rose, I would have said yes, absolutely. Being a man meant being a man. Which automatically meant fucking women. It was pretty simplistic, pretty black and white. Yet now I had no idea. So I said so by choosing e. I don't know.
6. How do you feel about femininity?
a. I'm comforted by it.
b. I want it for myself.
c. I'm jealous of it.
d. I'm curious about it.
e. I'm attracted to it.
This quiz was beginning to give me a headache. Rose's awakening of my expanded sexuality and my feminine side had been a massive eye opener... and it still was... and maybe the video I'd just watched influenced my choice... but I was indeed curious about it... but I was definitely becoming more and more attracted to my feminine side and to exploring it... the pink panties I was currently wearing providing strong evidence of that. Once again after dithering a bit... this time between d. and e... I chose e. I'm attracted to it.
7. Rate your masculinity in comparison to your highest masculinity stereotype. Don't exaggerate -- be brutally honest.
a. 61-80%.
b. 0-20%.
c. 81-100%.
d. 21-40%.
e. 41-60%.
This one really made my head ache. I had to read it a few times just to wrap my head around what it was asking. Then once I figured it out... something like 'Picture someone who's way over the top masculine, maybe someone like Hulk Hogan, and rate how closely you measure up to him', I struggled to choose an answer. I mean Before Rose, which was beginning to be a very constant phrase whenever I mused about Life, I wouldn't have hesitated to choose c. 81-100%. Now however, after all the cock I'd sucked, my recent pegging, and last night's anal reaming by a shemale, I certainly wasn't there anymore. Yet I still liked girls... I still wanted to fuck girls... I'd loved fucking Camry's ass last night... yet given the choice between sucking cock and getting sucked, I'd choose sucking cock; if I was choosing between fucking a girl and getting fucked... I was no longer sure. Fuck! In the end, I choose a low number: d. 21-40%, since if any of my guy friends, or my dad, knew what I'd been doing lately they'd see me as a complete faggot, but I would disagree with them.
8. Are you insecure about your masculinity?
a. What masculinity?
b. Sometimes, yes.
c. No.
d. Yes.
e. Not just yes, but often to the point of anxiety.
This one was far easier. Before Rose, I'd been completely confident about my masculinity, I lived and breathed based on it, yet now I seemed to have less confidence in it every day. The only question was which version of yes was it. And since I was terrified about being outed, I chose e. Not just yes, but often to the point of anxiety... anxiety something I'd never experienced at all Before Rose.
9. Have you ever fantasized about how your life would be if you were a female?
a. Yes, a lot!
b. Every day.
c. Never.
d. Every time I think about my life.
e. Whenever life is hard on me.
This item was flawed. Three of the responses were practically the same as each other. Before Rose, c. Never would have been the obvious choice... now... as I was wearing pink panties and craved cock twenty-four-seven, I wasn't sure. But fantasizing? Although none of them fit me... I chose the one that seemed the closest: b. Every day.
10. Have you ever fantasized about being the female in a sexual activity?
a. Only because they can keep going longer.
b. Yes, it has happened.
c. Yes, but I'm just curious.
d. Every time I think about sex.
e. Never.
Finally a question that appeared pretty easy... but only at first. Since as I tried to choose an answer, I couldn't decide between two of them: b. Yes, it has happened (since it literally had... a lot), and d. Every time I think about sex (since lately I was almost always taking the feminine role). Yet in the end I still enjoyed the masculine role at times, and thus I chose factually as I clicked on b. Yes, it has happened.
11. Have you ever painted your nails or had them painted for you?
a. Once or twice.
b. Never.
c. Sometimes (but only in private).
d. I keep my nails painted all the time.
e. I keep only my toenails painted.
Now you'd think this one would be a no-brainer... but once for a fundraiser I had gotten my fingernails painted, and I'd dressed up as a cheerleader. Thus I couldn't choose never, and went with a. Once or twice.
12. Have you ever painted someone else's nails?
a. I painted my girlfriend's.
b. I painted my friend's.
c. Never.
d. I painted my sister's.
e. It's one of my favourite hobbies, and I'm good at it.
Finally, I could choose c. Never.
13. Do you own any nail polish?
a. No.
b. I have one or two bottles.
c. No, but I use another person's.
d. I own a lot!
e. I own a sizeable collection, and I keep it well organized.
Again, an easy answer: a. No. Yet I found it odd there were three questions about nail polish. When I thought of sissies or faggots, that wasn't something that came to mind.
14. Have you ever used makeup?
a. Yes, but just lipstick.
b. No.
c. Every day (light makeup).
d. I wear it whenever I can (only in private).
e. Yes, I've had a makeover at least once.
I was on a bit of a streak, but I had had a makeover for the same event where I'd had to wear nail polish. So e. Yes, I've had a makeover at least once.
15. Have you ever used makeup on someone else?
a. Never.
b. Yes.
c. Yes, on my girlfriend.
d. Yes, on my friend.
e. Yes, on my sister.
Again, an easy one. Item a. Never.
16. Do you own any makeup?
a. No, but I've used my sister's or my girlfriend's.
b. Just a lipstick or two.
c. I own the most expensive palettes.
d. No.
e. Yes, I have a few products.
The good news was that based on the most recent questions, I wasn't a sissy. I didn't do my nails, and I didn't wear makeup. d. No.
17. Have you ever worn women's underwear?
a. I always wear panties.
b. Yes, many times.
c. No.
d. I wear them whenever I can.
e. Yes, once or twice.
I had to laugh at myself... I'd spoken too soon! Today was the first day I'd ever worn panties, so I clicked on e. Yes, once or twice. But I knew if I took this quiz again in a few days, I'd have to change my answer, since Rose expected me to wear only panties from now on. But when I started to proceed to the next question, I froze. According to the wording, I needed to choose a. I only wear panties, since as of today, I did only wear panties... so I reluctantly corrected my answer to a. I always wear panties... feeling this was a very sissy-like choice, even though it was the correct one.
18. Do you own any panties?
a. Yes, one or two pairs.
b. No.
c. I have a drawerful.
d. No, I borrow my girlfriend's.
e. Yes.
I actually laughed out loud at this question. Just hours ago, the answer had been b. No. But now, having just placed ten pairs in my underwear drawer, hiding them under my men's underwear, the answer was pretty obvious. It felt like the God of Fate was really toying with me. Fess up, Brian! c. I have a drawerful.
19. Have you ever worn a bra?
a. Yes, many times.
b. I always wear one.
c. Yes, once or twice.
d. No.
e. Whenever I can.
For the third time, that onetime crossdressing charity event bit me in the ass, since I'd been insistent upon having huge tits, and had spent my entire time at the event making a big deal of those titties. c. Yes, once or twice.
20. Do you own any bras?
a. I have as many bras as I do panties.
b. No.
c. I borrow my girlfriend's.
d. I have a drawerful.
e. I have one or two.
I was very excited to click b. No, after the past couple of ironic answers.
I clicked on the Test Results button and sighed when I read them.
I wasn't a sissy. I wasn't gay. But I was curious. It mentioned that my score wasn't clear.
Relieved, but not actually able to relieve my cock... I closed my computer, and responded to a bunch of texts.
MONDAY
School was school. I took two tests in the morning. They made me almost forget about Elmer's offer for me to suck his cock at 12:15.
I'd convinced myself there was no fucking way I was meeting him in the band room at lunchtime and out myself.
Yet as the lunch break began, I felt my legs leading me towards the band room instead of the cafeteria. I was craving cock, and craving cum... actually having not gotten a single cock or a load yesterday... Sunday being the day of rest and all, and I hadn't left the house.
I knew I shouldn't be doing this.
Elmer had said there were other jock cock suckers at school, and several of them were even football teammates of mine, and he'd be discrete, but truth was, I had a lot more to lose than he did if he decided to out us.
Yet even knowing all that, I reached the band room and walked in... a room that since I wasn't musical, I'd never been inside of before during my three and a half years at the school. I looked around and saw the room was empty, but three tightly grouped doors at the far end of the left wall had red lights glowing above them... including, of course, number eight. The one Elmer had said he'd be in.
I looked around, making absolutely sure nobody could see me, luckily this part of the school was pretty much a ghost town at lunchtime, and not anywhere any of the cool kids would be.
Deciding I really needed this cock, I hurried to door eight and hurried in.
"Shit, it's you? Really?" Elmer said, staring at me in delight.
"If you ever say a word," I warned, my football menacing scowl plastered on my face.
"Don't worry, I never face fuck and tell," he said, standing up, locking the door, settling his tiny hands on my muscular shoulders and pushing me down.
Humiliated, I let him do it.
"Well then, take out the cock you want so bad," he said, looking down at me with the same smugness I'd used on him and many others like him Before Rose.
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" I asked, as I obeyed him and unbuckled his belt.
"The meek shall inherit the earth," he chuckled.
"Whatever," I sighed, as I pulled down his pants and saw he was wearing Star Wars underwear... and you wonder why he got picked on. Of course I had on light blue panties at the moment, so I shouldn't judge.
"Or perhaps the nerds will simply inherit and fuck all the football faggots," he smirked, saying things that should have gotten him knocked out.
"Say that to the wrong guy, and you'll have your face rearranged," I said, as I pulled his boxers down and his semi-erect cock flopped out.
"Yeah, but you're not that guy, since you'd rather be a nerd's cock sucker, wouldn't you?" he asked, as I reached for his cock.
"Just let me suck you," I said, hating his act of superiority, and hating myself for the situation I'd just placed myself in... yet I really wanted to suck his big cock.
"No, you're being a bit snarky, so I want you to beg for it," he said, pulling his cock away from me.
"Really?" I asked, thinking he was really pushing his luck.
"Yeah, I need to know how badly you want it," he said. "I have a few other cock suckers who'll eagerly come and replace you if I text them."
"I don't buy that," I said, although I had a hunch he did, considering on what I'd been learning since my own awakening.



"I don't care what the fuck you buy," he said. "I want a humble faggot football jock to face fuck whenever I want. Now beg, or get the fuck out."
I couldn't believe how brazen he was.
I couldn't believe how confident he was.
I couldn't believe how turned on he was making me... my imprisoned cock once again desperate to salute, but unable to.
I couldn't believe the next words that came out of my mouth.
"Please Sir, allow this football faggot to suck your big cock until you come down my throat," I begged, sounding absolutely pathetic.
"Not bad," he said. "But I think you can do better than that."
I sighed, but wanting that cock in my mouth, needing that cock in my mouth, I replied, "Please Elmer, allow this football faggot to suck your big cock, and please use my mouth roughly for all the times I or any other jock treated you disrespectfully."
"That's better," he said. "You may suck my cock."
I replied ludicrously, as I leaned forward, "Thank you, kind sir."
"Yeah," he laughed, as I took his cock in my mouth and began bobbing.
I didn't worship it like Sammy had taught me, I only sucked it... bobbing quickly... wanting to extract that load as quickly as I could.
"Shit, who would believe how big a cock sucker our star linebacker is," he said, as I bobbed.
I don't know why, but I moaned in response, only sounding more pathetic.
"Shit, you really love cock," he said.
I hated that he was right. I hated my lust for cock. I hated my craving for cum. I hated the humiliation.
Yet I loved cock. I loved cum. I loved the humiliation.
The polar opposite realities were all consuming and overwhelming.
"My turn," he said, a minute or two later, as he put his hands on my head and began face fucking my mouth. "Yeah, I bet you love being face fucked, don't you?"
He didn't take his cock out as he kept pumping, so I responded by moaning pathetically again.
"Yeah, a real sissy," he said, as he fucked my mouth... a term I hadn't been called before, and which seemed like a surreal coincidence after yesterday's video.
After another minute of deep face fucking, his balls bouncing on my chin like double barrel basketballs, he draped a leg over my left shoulder, his cock remaining in my mouth, and then tilted my head back a bit, and resumed fucking my face.
I couldn't explain why, but I was so aroused by the way he was using me like a slut. At this angle, his dick smoothy slid down my throat.
"Oh yeah, you're the best jock cock sucker yet, " he said, as he fucked my mouth like it was a pussy, and I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have him fuck my ass. His dominant persona had me completely at his whim... I was a faggot... or maybe now a sissy... born to please him.
So again, I moaned.
A dozen more deep thrusts, and he said, "Get ready for my load, sissy slut."
I was ready to swallow his load, but I wasn't ready for his sudden surprise facial when he pulled out and coated my face, one rocket of his cum jetting right into my open right eye.
"Oh yeah, I always give my newest fuck toys facials," he bragged, as he pumped what seemed like a never-ending load of cum onto my stunned face.
I took the facial, like I had any choice, wishing I could jerk my throbbing dick stuck in the cage.
Once he was spent, he removed his leg from my back and said, "Smile."
I opened my eyes to see him take a picture of me.
I threatened, lunging off my knees, "Delete that shot right now!"
I towered over him, but likely didn't look too threatening with his cum dripping down my face.
"I won't share it with anyone, it's just for my ever-growing collection of jock cock suckers and bottom boys," he said, not at all intimidated by me.
"Delete it," I repeated.
"Look, here's the deal: either I keep it and you get to suck my cock again, or I delete it and you never get to again," he said, looking up at me smugly.
I wanted to wring his neck.
I wanted to slap that fucking smug look off of his face.
I wanted to pummel him.
Yet even more, I wanted more of his cock.
So after a good ten seconds of my menacing look, I said, still sounding as tough as I could with a massive load all over my face, "Fine, but if you ever show that to anyone."
"I won't," he said. "Unless you fuck me over."
"Fuck you over?" I asked.
"Yeah, I expect you to treat me and my friends with respect," he said.
"I can do that," I said, having already stopped my bullying behavior once I'd sucked Eugene.
"Good," he said. "I'm slowly taming every bully."
I laughed, "I guess you are."
"Here," he said, handing me some paper towels.
I took them and wiped the huge load off my face, a little disappointed I hadn't gotten to taste it. "Thanks," I said.
"Yeah, no problem," he said, as he put his dick away.
Once I was cum free, he said, "I'll take a look out there to see if the coast is clear."
"Okay," I said, realizing the only thing worse than coming into the band room, would be walking out of a practice room in the band room.
He looked outside and reported, "It's safe."
"Thanks," I said.
"Yeah, no problem," he said as he slapped my ass. "I'll be fucking this one day."
I didn't respond, didn't want him to remotely know I'd already thought about that, or that I'd already been bottomed by Rose with a strap-on, and then the next night by Alyssa's shemale cock. No, I needed to try and retain at least some of my dignity.
I walked out and was heading towards the cafeteria, when Camry sauntered up to me.
She smiled.
"Who just came on your face?" she whispered discreetly but teasingly.
"What?" I asked, even though I'd heard her. How could she possibly know? Was there still cum on my face? Fuck!
"Your red eye tells me someone just came in it while it was open," she explained.
"Shit, really?" I sighed.
"Yeah, you should go wash it out the best you can," she said. "It will likely go away in a few hours... stupid salty seed."
"Yeah," I said sheepishly.
"So who you did you suck?" she asked, in a rather sing-song way.
"It doesn't matter," I said.
"Hey, I'm your protector here," she said, "your ally in crime, and your pathway to more cock. I need to know where you're getting your protein."
"Fine," I sighed, figuring she already knew everything else about my fall from grace, and had proven time and again she was on my side. "It was Elmer."
"You too?" she said.
"Me and who else?" I asked.
"Keeping people's secrets means not outing them," she pointed out.
Although I was indeed curious, I was kind of happy she didn't tell me... it made her more trustworthy.
"You know, he's going to want to fuck you," she said.
"You certainly know a lot about the sexual underbelly around here," I said.
"Yeah, I could write a book," she said. "I'd get you to come and fuck me, but you're completely useless right now, aren't you?"
"You know about the cage?" I asked.
"I know everything," she said as she sauntered away... oddly, towards the band room.
I went to the nearest washroom and rinsed out my eye as best I could.
I then left the school and went through the McDonald's drive-thru for lunch.
I was in English for five minutes before I was paged to see Mr. Parker the guidance counsellor. After a few minutes of discussing my scholarship options and the importance of keeping my grades up, he walked over, pulled out his dick, and slid it into my mouth.
And from the chair I was sitting in, I sucked his cock.
No talking.
Just me sucking.
And then me swallowing.
Once he was done, he pulled out and said, "Any time you need to chat about your future options, just stop by."
"Thank you, sir," I said, enjoying the aftertaste of his load.
"No problem," he said, going back to his desk.
I returned to class, and then for gym I quicky changed in a bathroom stall... thankfully no one noticed.
Rose texted me just as my school day ended: I have a present for you.
I was excited by her text and responded: I'm curious.
I then laughed at what that word now meant to me.
Rose: I'm parked out front.
Hearing that excited me, and I headed out to meet her.
I responded: Coming.
I then laughed at that response, since I definitely wasn't coming!
I got to the car, and Camry was bent over the passenger side window chatting with Rose.
"Looks like you're just asking to be fucked from behind," I joked.
"Too bad you can't do that," she smirked, as she wiggled her ass.
"Hey, sexy," Rose smiled, as Camry moved out of the way.
"See ya, slut," Camry said, slapping my crotch.
"Ohhh," I groaned, before focusing on Rose, "Hey, beautiful."
"How was your day?" she asked, dressed in a plaid skirt that showcased her beige nylon-clad legs.
"Good, yours?" I asked.
"Come and sit," she said.
I got into the car and she said, "So I have a new task for you."
"I still have five videos to watch on my current task," I said.
"Oh, that's perfect timing then," she said.
"How so?" I asked.
"I want you to fuck yourself with your present while you watch the last five videos," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, it's part of the training," she said.
"But...."
"You said you trusted me," she interrupted.
"I do, I do," I assured her urgently.
"Good. So fuck that tight pussy of yours for the entirety of the videos, and then this weekend I'm going to really rock your world," she promised.
"Too late, you already have," I responded suavely.
"Ohhhh, you just wait," she said. "Are you still game for Wednesday?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
"I'll pick you up at four," she said.
"Okay," I nodded.
"It's semi-formal, so dress up," she said.
"Like suit and tie dressed up?" I asked.
"Well, those and panties," she smiled.
"Of course," I laughed.
"So here are two presents. One for today in the bigger box, and then something special for later in the week," she said.
"Okay," I said, wondering what the second one was... the first was obviously some sort of dildo or something.
"Don't open the second one until I give you permission, is that clear?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Good," she leaned over and kissed me. "Now get going, and watch video S2."
"I'll probably wait until I get home," I joked.
"Yes, that's likely a good idea," she said, kissing me again.
"See you Wednesday," I said, that being just two days away.
"I've already called Minister Michael to let him know you can't come this week," she said and then grinned mischievously, "both literally and figuratively, although I didn't tell him about that part."
"Don't remind me," I sighed.
"You'll eventually thank me for it; but first, all good things come to those that wait," she said.
"I hope that too is literally and figuratively," I smiled.
"Oh, just you wait," she said intriguingly, as I got out of the car.
"Love ya," she said.
"Love you too," I replied, as I watched her drive off.
"How whipped are you?" Wally asked.
"Yeah, yeah," I said, thinking if he only knew.
"She was quite a bitch last weekend," he said.
"She does what she wants," I said, thinking that may be the greatest understatement in history... which in itself was a major understatement.
"You can do better," he said.
"She's amazing," I said.
"Whatever," he said. "I never thought you'd be pussy whipped."
"At least I'm getting college pussy," I said, knowing that Wally struck out a lot more than he got on base. "And you need to get over what happened Saturday night. You were almost falling down drunk, and there's no way she'd have found that attractive."
"Yeah, yeah," he said.
I ended up going to his place, and we played COD for a few hours. It was nice just to hang. I hadn't done that much since Rose. I realized I couldn't let Rose consume my entire life... or cock... like she had... no, I needed to get some balance back in my life. I'd always hated when one of the guys ditched us for a chick, and now I was doing the same thing.
When I got home, I planned to just hit the hay, it was already 11:30. Yet as always, I was curious. I was also, also as always, horny... not that I could fucking do anything about it... and as much as I wanted a sense of normality in my life, I also knew I couldn't and wouldn't ever go back to Before Rose.
So I ended up on my bed, laptop open, naked but caged, and with a six inch dildo lubed and positioned at my ass.
A video came on the screen featuring the words Sissy Training 1, and with a girl literally drenched in cum, scooping it up from her body by the handful, and eating it.
The scene changed to a naked blonde sliding a pair of panties on along with words at the bottom of the screen: A sissy wears panties.
I looked at the panties on the bed beside me I'd removed while I got ready to ass fuck myself.
A large woman cupped her equally large tits: A sissy wants to have tits.
I watched as I slowly pushed the thankfully narrow dildo inside my ass. "Oooooh," I moaned as it broke through my outer ring.
A pretty younger woman in a business suit fastened a bra onto a much older woman in an office: A sissy wears a bra.
As I slowly slid the dildo further into me, I couldn't fathom the practicality of that. Panties yes, practical... although they were feminine and sexy, they still had the same functionality as boxers.
A woman who looked oddly like my mother slid a pair of pantyhose on: A sissy wears sheer pantyhose.
I liked pantyhose. I liked the feel of them. I liked the way they enhanced a girl's legs. Yet the idea of wearing them myself hadn't ever popped into my head. Yet if I was wearing panties going forward, perhaps pantyhose would be okay too. I also wondered what it would be like to be wearing only pantyhose, and rubbing my cock to orgasm... without the cage, of course.
I had the dildo halfway in my ass, or in my pussy according to Alyssa, as I pondered making myself into more a sissy without Rose's ordering me to. Part of me shook my head at the silly idea, but another part of me wondered if she'd be impressed if I took the initiative and wore some nylons the next time we got together.
A close up of a woman sucking a fat cock: A sissy loves cock.
I slid the dildo deeper into myself, entranced by the video... the short but sweet slogans... the reality many of them were describing me.
A girl dressed in all pink, spinning around: A sissy loves pink.
I didn't know if I loved pink, but I did like the pink panties. They made me feel extra feminine, which somehow I liked when I was wearing them.
A hot redhead bent over, presenting her ass and wiggling it: A sissy has a tight ass made for fucking.
I wondered if I had a tight ass. I mean I had a tight hole, the dildo five inches inside me would agree... but did I have a tight ass in its entirety? I'd gotten some compliments from Alyssa the other night, so I probably did.
A petite Asian was getting spit-roasted by two large black men who were each literally more than twice her size: For a sissy, two cocks are better than one.
I slowly began to fuck my ass, while I wondered what it would be like to be spit-roasted like that. Cocks in my mouth and ass at the same time. This girl seemed to be loving it. My cock tried once again, but without success, to salute the video and the idea of taking a cock in both of my holes.
A shemale with a tiny cock rode a big fat cock, with her feet resting on the man's muscular legs, as she bounced on it effortlessly: A sissy doesn't have a cock. A sissy has a clitty.
As I fucked myself, focusing on the anal pleasure, even though my cock couldn't harden, I thought at first this was silly. I definitely had a cock, and a rather nice one. Yet recently it had become rather useless in its caged state. And as I pondered this, I realized if I had a choice between sucking a cock or fucking a pussy... I'd almost for certain choose the cock. Fuck!
A nun in glasses and full habitual regalia was on her knees sucking the cock of a man wearing a bright orange prisoner's jumpsuit. They were in a church: A sissy belongs on her knees.
My first thought was what possible porn plot would include a scene with a nun sucking a convict in a church? My second thought was how Since Rose I never felt more at home than when I was on my knees... preferably with a cock in my mouth, and perhaps now in my ass.
Three models wearing ridiculous fashions and even more ridiculously high heels did The Walk on a runway: A Sissy wears heels.
I couldn't fathom ever wearing heels. For one thing, my feet were huge. For another, they looked very uncomfortable. For a third, I couldn't imagine trying to balance myself on spikes. Yet no doubt a nice pair of heels being worn by a competent girl, and Rose had lots of them, was sexy as fuck.
A girl opened her mouth to show the camera a load of cum, and then she swallowed it: A sissy always swallows.
Well, I definitely did that. Today had been a slow day. Just one load down my throat from Mr. Parker, and of course another one flooding my face from Elmer. I actually laughed at myself for considering sucking two cocks a slow day. As I continued to slowly fuck myself with the dildo, I began craving another load.
A professor snaps his fingers, and a cute brunette coed in a full school uniform complete with a short plaid skirt and white thigh highs immediately drops to her knees: Sissies don't think. Sissies obey. Sissies are mindless bimbos. Sissies do as they're told.
This one rattled me a bit. It sounded so condescending, and so black and white, as if a sissy's only purpose in life was pleasing men... yet as I reflected on my time Since Rose, I hadn't done much thinking, I had definitely obeyed each step of the way, I wasn't a bimbo per se, but I did follow rather mindlessly and I did indeed do exactly what I was told to do... like wearing a cock cage and fucking myself with a dildo while watching sissy videos for the sole purpose of being brainwashed.
At the moment, I knew I should stop.
I knew the words being said were foreshadowing the future me, if I couldn't control my submissive nature.
Of course though, I didn't stop.
I continued fucking my pussy, and yes, calling it a pussy, as I kept watching this entrancing video.
A chubby woman in a nurse uniform was between a patient's legs sucking on his balls: A sissy worships big balls.
I hadn't spent a lot of time on balls in my cock sucking, but Sammy had pointed out how a proper cock sucker needs to pleasure the entire package and not only suck... and his brief instructional blow job on me had been life changing.
A girl dressed in a slutty dress and fishnets walks into a bar while everyone's eyes turn to her: A sissy dresses like a slut.
While panties and perhaps pantyhose were apparel I was wearing and might wear, I couldn't fathom myself stepping out in a dress or full feminine gear. I'd gotten dressed up for a charity event once, but that was just for shits and giggles... doing it as a sexual statement would be far beyond my comfort level. As I watched this video, I realized that while I had sissy-like qualities, I really wasn't a sissy, at least not one like the videos I was watching described. And like yesterday's quiz had shown.
A girl was bent over the railing at a baseball stadium filled with fans while a game was in progress, getting fucked by a homely, chubby man: A sissy will fuck anyone, anywhere.
I don't know about fucking, but I'd willingly sucked guys in a bathroom, at a glory hole at school, a science lab at school, a glory hole in a nerd's house, and today in a band room practice room... so for me it was, 'A sissy will suck anyone, anywhere.' And the rest was also true: I didn't care what they looked like; I didn't care about their age; I didn't care about their race; I didn't care about their body type. I only cared about their cock, and about extracting the sweet load in their ball sac.



Fuck, I was hungry right now!
Fuck, I was frustrated as I fucked myself and my cock sat there helplessly... even though I saw pre-cum leaking out of my poor cock head.
A shemale with a decent sized dick was lying on her back and getting drilled in her ass-pussy until she came all over herself: A sissy only comes from getting her pussy fucked. And it was true: she hadn't been touching herself at all.
I recalled the intensity of Rose pegging me, and also the intense orgasm from Alyssa's shemale cock pounding me until I came... without a doubt, prostate orgasms were unlike anything else I'd ever experienced.
A girl in pigtails fucked herself with a dildo: A sissy loves her toys.
As I fucked myself with my new toy, I had to agree. Fucking myself while I watched these vids really enhanced the experience. If I wasn't caged, I imagine I would have shot my load by now... but instead I was enjoying the sweet sensations of self-fucking seemingly endlessly. (Is self-fucking a term? If not, I claim it.)
A girl took at least six loads in a few seconds all over her face: For a sissy, it's the more the merrier.
As I thought of my BBC bathroom time, the sex party, the church male gatherings and the nerd glory hole, I had to admit that the slogan was definitely correct. It also made me wonder what it would be like to be deluged by that many loads at once. My biggest surprise about getting my first facial wasn't the stickiness or gooey-ness, but just the knowledge that warm cum was splattering my face. So now the idea of six or more cocks surrounding my face and spewing their loads onto it was really hot!
A girl was sucking a suction cock dildo attached to a wall, and then turning around and riding it: A sissy understands that practice makes perfect.
Although I understood the sentiment, I was more focused on the toy. Could you just walk into a typical adult store and get dildos that stuck to a wall so you could fuck yourself hands free? Did I want such a thing?
Two black girls in cheerleader uniforms were on their knees taking turns sucking a white cock: Sissies share.
Nope. Not happening. Not because I didn't want to share... okay, the truth is I'd want the cock to myself... but no way did I want to be on my knees next to another guy... that would be gay... although now that I thought of it, Camry and I had worked on Alyssa's cock together before she took my anal real cock virginity. And last Saturday when Sammy had mentioned the possibility of our sharing someone's cock, I'd thought it sounded hot.
I laughed at myself that I'd recently been on an anal virginity loss to a strap-on date, followed the next night by a losing my anal virginity to a real cock date. Weird!
A shemale was being railed by another shemale: A sissy doesn't have an asshole, a sissy has a pussy.
Although a dictionary would disagree, being told I had a pussy, and first Rose and then Alyssa fucking my pussy, enhanced the intensity of my pleasure as in my head I became a woman being fucked.
A teacher was in her classroom on her knees, her hands together in supplication as if she was praying, as she looked upwards and was clearly begging to suck the cock directly before her: A sissy begs for real cock.
I smirked, recalling my begging for real cock too. I'd begged to suck Elmer's cock earlier today. When a cock was in front of me, I had to have it. I had to suck it. I had to extract its cum.
Since I was so horny, I texted Eugene: You available?
As I waited and kept fucking my ass, I kept watching the mind-altering hypnotic suggestions, the girls' voices, the words on the screen, and the wicked videos had me completely mesmerized and craving cock... any cock.
A Russian-looking brunette shemale came in her own hand, and then ate it: A sissy loves the taste of cum, including her own.
Although I hadn't thought about it until it was mentioned, I wondered what mine tasted like. So mindlessly, as the video had earlier told me I was, I brought my fingers to my caged cock... which was steadily leaking with sticky precum... took a little, and put it in my mouth.
It was so little it didn't remotely quench my thirst for cum.
I glanced at my phone... no response.
I sighed.
I girl in a weird cat costume licked cum off the floor: Sissies don't waste cum.
Why would anyone waste cum? It's delicious! As soon as I thought this, I shook my head. I was definitely harboring sissy thoughts.
For one thing, I was dying for a cock right... fucking... now!
Still no response from Eugene, so he was likely already in bed... so I texted Mr. Watson, who'd given me his cell number after the poker party semi orgy, and who lived just a couple blocks away: Awake? I need cock now!!!
A pretty blonde, a little chubby, was getting slapped in the face by a cock while another one fucked her from behind: Sissies love to be degraded and humiliated.
As I was fucking my ass faster now, I thought how I hated that being true. The name calling, the rough treatment, the humiliation, all enhanced my pleasure and my desire to please... but not my self esteem.
I hated it.
But it was something I seemed to have no control over.
My phone buzzed from Mr. Watson: Yeah. Come on over.
The dildo was deep in my ass as the lengthy video ended with the words: End of Sissy training Part 1.
What perfect timing!
I slowly pulled the dildo out of my ass... with a popping sound when it did... I got dressed... snuck out of the house, and jogged to Mr. Watson's house.
Once inside, I said, "I need your cock now."
"I want yours too," he said, wearing only a robe.
"That isn't possible," I said, having watched his cock sucking and ass taking ability on that poker night.
"What? Why not?" he asked.
"I'm caged," I admitted.
"Really?" he said.
"Yeah, my girlfriend has custody of the key," I said, a little embarrassed, as I dropped before him and tugged open his robe.
"You really are hungry," he said, as I wolfed his completely soft cock into my mouth.
"She also has me watching some really weird videos," I said, as I swirled my tongue around his cock.
"Sissy videos?"
"Yeah, how do you know that?"
"I've seen them all."
"They're very powerful," I said as his cock hardened.
"Agreed," he said, as I enjoyed the feel of his cock hardening in my mouth. As it hardened, he warned, "I may take a while to come, I ass fucked Coach Jones a couple hours ago while he was fucking someone else."
"Coach Jones?" I gasped, taking his cock out of my mouth.
"Yeah, he loves getting his ass fucked and sucking cock," Mr. Watson said.
"No way," I said. Coach Jones not just my football coach, but ex-military and ex-NFL.
"Yeah, lots of military men either fuck other men or get fucked by other men," he said, as I licked his hardening shaft. "I guess they don't have anyone else to fuck."
"Does he know about me?" I asked as I took Sammy's and the videos' advice and paid some attention to his balls.
"No, but I'm sure he'd love to take your cock in either of his holes or let you suck his," he said. "He prefers being a bottom, but he also loves to fuck straight guys and jocks' asses."
"I can't believe it."
"Any staff member belonging to the club, as well as any senior who sucks or gets sucked, knows the secret password and response to indicate they're a member of the club," Mr. Watson said, as I sucked each of his balls into my mouth.
"What is it?"
"You ask 'Do you play golf?' and he responds with 'I like holes in one,'" he explained.
"Corny," I said, still processing.
"Yeah, it's been around for years," he said. "The club has over five hundred alumni, and it goes back to the sixties."
"No way."
"Yeah, and the annual reunion is the weekend after next."
"And what does that look like?"
"Hundreds of men enjoying a massive orgy."
"Any women?"
"Only two shemales," he said. "They were men back when they joined the club."
"And this club is real?"
"Yeah, there are around two dozen of your senior classmates in the club, as well as over half the male faculty," he said, as I made my way back up.
"Do any girls know about this club?" I asked.
"I'm sure some of them have suspicions, but I don't think so."
"And how does someone join the club?" I asked, curious to learn which classmates were members, and eager to learn more about this upcoming men-only orgy.
"I can schedule you for an initiation," he said, "but it will include your being required to do some very faggoty things on video to make sure you're serious. And then the video will be stored securely and permanently, in case you ever decide to out anyone."
"Sounds like a cult," I said, going back to swirling my tongue around his cock head.
"Not at all," he said. "You can drop out anytime you want. Some quit when they go to college, some stay away once they get married, although most of us, over ninety percent, remain members for life, and half of the ones who do leave come back eventually."
"Crazy," I said.
"Want me to set up an initiation?" he asked. "It would have to be this Saturday if you want to take part in the reunion."
"Definitely," I said, thinking I'd finally have a safe group of people and friends I could talk to about my sexual awakening, which would be nice.... Plus, I was fucking curious to know which of my teammates sucked cock too, and the idea of a massive cock orgy was making my caged cock throb.
"I'll make it happen," he said, as I took his cock and sucked.
I sucked for a good fifteen minutes, before he deposited his load in my mouth. He didn't explode in there, but it oozed into my mouth so I could savour his cum, even while I recalled this cock had last been in the coach's ass... crazy! It was obvious he'd showered since then, which I appreciated.
Once all done, I stood up and said, "Thanks, I really needed that."
"Anytime," he said. "By the way, once you're in the club, you'll have so much cock available, you won't know what to do with yourself."
"I could just suck some more cock," I shrugged, and then realized how sissy and gay that sounded.
"There are three members living between your house and mine," he said.
"No way," I said.
"And one of your closest friends loves getting ass fucked," he added.
"God, I need to know who he is," I said.
"Soon," he said. "Very soon."
"Well, I should get home, I've got school tomorrow."
"Yeah, I guess you should," he nodded agreement.
I headed out, went home and got into bed... the taste of his cum still lingering in my mouth, my cock still throbbing in the cage, and my ass feeling a little empty.
A secret men's sex club!
Wow!
Wow!
Wow!
THE END OF HypnoSissy: Hurtling Deeper into Submission
Coming next: HypnoSissy Chapter 10.
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The Intern: An Anal Seduction
"What a great fucking twentieth anniversary," sighed Judy, reeking of sarcasm as she fingered herself alone in her king-sized bed... feeling more sexually frustrated than she'd ever been before.
Her husband Ralph had promised to be home to fuck her good and hard, and he'd broken that promise... again... having chosen work over being with her for the billionth time (sadly, not much of an exaggeration).
Judy's insecurities had grown every year. Her husband complimented her less and less, wanted to fuck her less and less, and was gone more and more. Yes, she'd gained a good twenty pounds since she'd walked down the aisle, all that weight gravitating to her hips and ass, her legs remaining in amazing shape, but that was pretty normal for twenty years later, along with three grown children. And empty nest syndrome wasn't much fun either.
Ralph loved his family dearly, and he worked his ass off to provide for his amazing wife and their three children in college. He loved her with all his heart. She was his first and only love, they'd dated for four years before finally walking down the aisle, and at least in theory, he still found her sexy as fuck. But after twenty years of marriage and twenty-four years in the same relationship, on a visceral level he'd gotten bored and frustrated.
Truth be told, he knew he'd shouldn't have.
He knew he was a very lucky man... since his wife was still as sexually adventurous, and as kinky and horny as she'd been in college. He'd known he'd found a keeper when she gave him a hand-job on their very first date in a semi-packed movie theatre. That knowledge was confirmed on their second date, when she climbed under a table in a restaurant and proceeded to blow him and swallow his load.
Truth be told, he had no right to be frustrated... and yet he was. After all these years, after all the wild kinky shit they'd done, she'd never allowed him to fuck her big, juicy ass.
Ralph knew that logically it was hardly a reason to be frustrated... yet regardless of logic it was the way he felt, and no matter how hard he tried to convince himself it wasn't a big deal... for him it was a very big deal. Perhaps it was just because like almost every other guy in the world, he wanted what he couldn't have.
Ralph knew he was a lucky man. Judy was a complete submissive for him, doing anything he asked... anything except letting him slide his huge cock through her back door. She was a very vocal woman, with a nasty tongue that would make a truck driver blush... he still remembered the first time they'd fucked, and she begged, "Slam that big mother fucking massive cock into my cunt, you baaastaaaard!" He'd never before heard the word 'cunt' used by a woman other than in porn, and thus the preponderance of evidence proving she was the perfect woman had increased. She loved being called filthy names when she was taking his big dick. She still loved sucking cock, still loved swallowing cum and taking facials, and her sexual appetite was still as ferocious as ever. The problem was, for reasons he couldn't explain, he just couldn't get into it anymore.
Yet there were two reasons... both ones that had gradually flowered over the years.
1. Whenever she came, Judy squirted everywhere. That had always grossed him out, but for some reason, during the past year or two it had even begun to repulse him. He felt bad about feeling that, since she had no control over how excited she got from his big cock... yet because of it, he no longer wanted to fuck her. So for most of the past year he'd had her only give him head, and they hadn't actually fucked in months.
2. And he hated himself for the other reason, which has already been mentioned. He knew it was selfish, he knew most men at his age would be thrilled to have a woman in her forties as sexually liberated as she'd been in her twenties, and yet it wasn't enough. He still wanted what he couldn't have... her ass... her big, juicy ass. And since he couldn't have that, he simply hadn't been fucking her at all.
So he'd promised to fuck her for their anniversary, but instead he was at a club, justifiably with some clients it was true, but instead of discussing business, they were only ogling strippers with fake tits and drinking twelve dollar beverages containing blends of rums, slices of lime and tiny umbrellas.
It was an asshole move, yet here he was, doing just that.
So Judy, thoroughly sexually frustrated but not wanting a divorce, although the thought had popped into her head in the last few weeks, went online to search for a man, a woman or a couple... whomever... anyone at all.
...
Marcy, 24, slim, just 110 lbs, 5' 5" but with great 38C all-natural tits and long shapely legs, was Judy's latest intern. Unlike Judy, who never wore nylons, she wore them every day... she did so because she'd learned in high school they lured the boys to her, since almost no other girls her age wore them... and among the teachers, only the hot Mrs. Walker wore them regularly. And these days even at the workplace almost nobody wore them, which surprised Mary... and not even the CEO, Judy, wearing them shocked her.
Marcy had been dating Ryan since her sophomore year at college. Although rough around the edges, he was sexy, a charmer, loyal to a fault, and he had a great seven-inch cock. She'd taken longer ones, but no one else had ever been as thick or fucked her like he did.
Unfortunately Ryan, while drunk, ended up in the pen for aggravated assault after beating up a couple of guys who'd been hitting on Marcy at a party. He'd served eighteen months and been released two years ago.
Now Marcy was an intern for Judy's company and had managed, using her seductive personality and voluptuous tits, to wrangle Ryan a job there as a janitor. (Surprisingly, she'd worked her magic not on a man, but on Mrs. Alden the Personnel Manager, whom we'll meet in part 2.)
.....
A few years ago when Judy had first been promoted to a mid-level manager, she was nice to everyone. All of her employees loved working for her. But after her recent years of growing sexual frustration, this year being the worst, added to the stress of her now higher-echelon job, Judy had become a bitch.
So much so that Marcy was already her fourth intern this year. Like she'd been with her last three interns, Judy was being a complete bitch to Marcy. But unlike the last three who all quit after she'd made them cry once too often, she was unable to break the new and pretty intern. Not that she was trying to, at least not consciously.
Part of Judy was slightly envious of Marcy, like she'd been of the other three young, pretty interns. Because Marcy was now the one receiving the drools from all the men in the office, with her long blonde hair, her big tits on a petite little frame, and she wore nylons every day... something Judy had always refused to wear... they were just an impractical hindrance in a job that already had enough exhausting facets. She wasn't sure whether it was the nylons, Marcy's big tits or her huge ass. Marcy was definitely a BBW. Judy was a lot taller than Marcy, like six inches, and she too considered herself a BBW (although one of the men had called her thick... which after some research as she resented it at first... she discovered she was indeed more thick than BBW... a big wide ass and firm legs, but a thinner top half), but she no longer attracted the same amount of attention and validation she craved from the men... which really bothered her, especially since she no longer got it at home.
Even the black guys, who in the past couldn't keep their eyes off of Judy's generous backside, all flocked to Marcy.
So... her frustration at home, her dislike for her job, and now the lack of attention at work, all combined into convincing Judy to open an online account so she could have some discrete, harmless (not really cheating), online sex.
.....
So Judy created a profile, but she didn't post any pics. She received a few generic responses, but nothing exciting.
Her profile stated:
Mid-forties thick woman with a great ass who isn't getting what she needs at home. I love sucking cock, and I am a size queen... the bigger, the better.
I also love cum. In my pussy, on my face, on my huge tits or ass, and down my throat.
I am very submissive, and I love obeying and doing all the kinky things the college girls won't do.
I am also curious about dining on my first pussy, or even better, a threesome with a couple where I'd eat a cream pie or get fucked while eating the girl's pussy.
The younger the better. Legal age of course.
Hope to play soon.
Xoxo
BigBoodieQT
So after a few days of scrolling through pictures of sexy women, having a sexual encounter with a woman having long ago been added to her bucket list... one of the reasons she treated her interns so badly... because a secret part of her wanted to drop onto her knees, part the young girls' legs and lick their pussies. The website Girlsway, that caters strictly to lesbian porn, where many younger girls either seduce or get seduced by older women, was one of her favourite niche websites.
Equally as exciting were all the young men with their big fat cocks. And she was definitely a size slut. Her husband was huge, and he'd wrecked her for any small dicked men... but some of the men online had really fat cocks, and those ones intrigued her, and so many of the guys were in their twenties, so they could likely fuck all night... unlike the one and done she got... or rather used to get... from Ralph. Except of course for way back when... he'd been dynamite back then.
Judy couldn't remember the last time she'd experienced multiple orgasms from sex, but she knew it was years, nor could she remember the last time having sex had lasted more than a few minutes... but that was also years.
Two decades ago she'd often had multiple orgasms during every fuck session, and some of them would be thirty minute marathons where she'd taken two or three loads in her pussy, in her mouth, on her tits, on her face, or on her ass.
God, she missed being fucked and used like a cheap slut... she still needed that so badly!
Since it was obvious no one was reading her bio, which mentioned her submissive nature and listed a few of her fantasies, she decided to put up a pic.
But it couldn't be just any pic. It needed to be an amazing pic.
Feeling particularly horny, Judy stripped down to nothing but a pink thong, and used the mirrors from her dresser and closet doors to take a sexy pic of her curvaceous body, displaying it from a few angles at once, but without showing her face.
The picture primarily showcased her amazing ass. She uploaded it quickly, before she could change her mind.
And her ass looked amazing!
It also fit her chosen screen name: BigBoodieQT
Unlike when she'd first posted her profile and gotten almost no responses, within minutes her inbox was flooded with messages from all over the world!
She responded to a few of them, mostly the guys who'd sent her big dick pics, and she loved all the attention she was receiving, but she hadn't found what she was looking for... she couldn't say exactly what it was, but it needed to be someone or something unique.
She had a couple chats with guys, where via her keyboard she roleplayed a teacher and student with one and a mom and son with the other, which she found weird, and although it got her off, it wasn't what she was looking for.
Plus, everyone wanted to Skype.
Or to see more pics.
It quickly got exhausting.
Then on Monday, after a weekend of playing and flirtations, she was on her lunch break when she received a friend request from a local couple who went by XXX-ta-C. Their message was kind and flattering, and their pics, like everyone not showing any faces, were sexy as fuck.
XXX-ta-C - Hi BigBoodieQT. We liked your profile and your sexy pic. Tell us more about yourself and what you're looking for.
We're a mid-twenties couple, engaged for six months. We're looking for a curvy MILF to play with us both. I'm a switch, and my fiancé is a dom. We both love curvy, big bootied, submissive older women. We are both masters in the art of seduction.
I am bi, and I love having a female pet who will eat my pussy whenever I snap my fingers, or maybe take one of my strap-ons. Since you say you're a size queen, I should note I have strap-ons from six to twelve inches, and my fiancé has a nice seven inch cock which admittedly isn't terribly long, but it's the fattest one you will ever see. It will stretch you in ways you could never imagine.
Anyway... are you ready for some adventure, ready to fulfill your fantasies, ready to stop living online and living for real instead? In short, are you ready to become our new pet?
Judy's pussy started seriously leaking into her panties while she read this wicked, frank, first message. Most of them had just been 'Hey' or 'Nice ass' or some other generic shit.
Her intrigue and wetness increased when she saw the three photos the young woman had sent her along with the hot message. It was also cool the woman was the one doing the contacting.
The first pic was of a woman, presumably the one who'd written, in black stockings and a garter belt bending over, with a man's tattooed hands squeezing her perfect ass.
The second pic was of the same woman wearing red thigh highs, rubbing a pink vibrator on her very wet pussy.
The third pic was of a man's six-pack abs, tattoos, and a very thick, veiny, curved, 7-inch cock. Definitely a bad boy and a total hottie!
Judy rubbed herself to an orgasm as she reread the message a dozen times and admired all three pics.
Luckily, she came before she responded and then came to her senses... shaking her head for coming at work... she closed out of the online site on her iPad without replying, but also without deleting the message.
As she drove home, still horny, Judy wondered what she should do.
How did online playing work?
Were there certain rules or protocols everyone understood and followed, or did they play each situation by ear?
Would they want to actually meet her?
Should she tell them she was married? About why she was online in the first place?
Should she just say fuck it, meet them in person, and have a wild one time only threesome?
Shit, she shook her head, as she pulled into her driveway... what's coming over me?
Yet with Ralph out of town until Friday as usual, and still having not fucked her since disappointing her on their 20th anniversary by coming home late from his 'business meeting' with alcohol on his breath and going straight to sleep, she took herself to her bed dressed in sexy lingerie and nylons, and with her favourite vibrator beside her... with new batteries installed...and logged into the app.
While she was rereading the message and pondering what to say, still feeling nervous, like she was going on a first date, as silly as that sounded, she received an instant message from XXX-ta-C.
Judy was instantly excited... and nervous... and horny... and giddy... and...
XXX-TA-C: Hi BigBoodieQT. How are you this fine evening?
Judy paused for a moment before deciding it was just chatting... harmless... so she responded.
BIGBOODIEQT: Hello. I'm well. You?
Judy stared at the screen waiting for the next response.
XXX-TA-C: You aren't busy, are you?
BIGBOODIEQT: Not at all. I was just logging in.
After a moment, another message.
XXX-TA-C: So, tell us about yourself. My fiancé is sitting beside me, reading along.
For some reason that excited Judy even more. They were both reading her responses!
BIGBOODIEQT: I'm not even sure how to begin. I'm very new to this.
XXX-TA-C: I understand. Then why don't you answer some questions for us?
BIGBOODIEQT: Um... okay.
XXX-TA-C: Are you married, single, separated, divorced?
Deciding to just tell the truth, Judy responded honestly.
BIGBOODIEQT: I'm married.
XXX-TA-C: Will your husband be joining us?
Judy was caught off guard by the question.
BIGBOODIEQT: No, I doubt it.
XXX-TA-C: Does he know you're on this site?
Judy, figuring she might as well just be blunt in her responses, just typed what she was thinking.
BIGBOODIEQT: No, he doesn't know I'm on the site. I still love him. But he hasn't wanted to fuck me for years.
XXX-TA-C: *That* is inexcusable! We can't have it!"
Judy wasn't sure what was meant by that. She hoped this conversation wasn't ending before it started. She couldn't explain why, but she really felt a connection with these two, even though nothing was making much sense.
BIGBOODIEQT: I hope it isn't a dealbreaker.
XXX-TA-C: No, not at all. I respect your honesty.
BIGBOODIEQT: Thank you.
XXX-TA-C: You're welcome, my pet.
Judy saw the word 'pet' and her pussy tingled.
Such a simple word.
Just three letters.
Yet, so powerful. So full of intent.
BIGBOODIEQT: Thank you.
XXX-TA-C: What are you hoping to gain from our new relationship, our pet?
Judy noticed the slight shift from 'my' pet to 'our' pet.
This enhanced the stirring inside her, and her curiosity increased.
BIGBOODIEQT: Honestly, I don't know.
XXX-TA-C: I think you do. Otherwise you wouldn't be here.
She knew that was true. If she was happy, if she was sexually satisfied, she certainly wouldn't have created her online profile.
BIGBOODIEQT: It's just a little embarrassing.
XXX-TA-C: My pet, just say whatever you want. There is no shame in exploring who you are, what you need, what you fantasize.
Judy read that, and felt she could trust this complete stranger. She didn't know why, but she did.
BIGBOODIEQT: I want to be fucked good by a big cock, eat a ripe pussy and just be used like a submissive slut.
Judy pressed Send and then stared at what she'd just written. She'd meant every word of it... yet she couldn't believe she'd actually not only written it, but had also sent it.
XXX-TA-C: Now *that* is what I like to hear. Straightforward honesty.
BIGBOODIEQT: I can't believe I just told you that!
XXX-TA-C: You told us your inner truth, our pet. Your inner slut.
BIGBOODIEQT: I do fantasize a lot about being used like a slut.
XXX-TA-C: We can make that happen for real, my pet. You just need to follow some very simple rules without hesitation and with complete loyalty. Think you can do that?
By now Judy had stripped completely[A1], turned the vibrator on and had it inside her needy pussy, and with her lust and libido leading the way, she answered not with her head, but her pussy.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, I think I can do that.
XXX-TA-C: Don't think. Do.
The woman's strong, direct phrasing turned Judy on even more, the younger woman dominating the older making her feel completely weak at the moment, and deliciously so.



BIGBOODIEQT: Sorry. Yes, I can do that,
XXX-TA-C: Much better, my pet. Now If you really want to be our pet, and we all three know you do, you will refer to me as your Mistress, and my husband as your Master. Is that understood?"
Judy had always loved the power of those two words: Mistress and Master. They were so sexy, so powerful, and they so clearly assigned her to her proper place. They were her Mistress and Master, she was their pet or slut.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
XXX-TA-C: Good girl. Now are you ready for our expectations?
Judy was now pumping the vibrator in her pussy furiously... her orgasm quickly on the rise.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
XXX-TA-C: We expect complete obedience. That means whenever we tell you to do something, you do it. Without hesitation. Without question. Complete, immediate and utter obedience. As your Mistress and Master we know what is best for you. And your obedience is not limited to trivial activities. For example, if I order you to eat my pussy at your workplace you will obey, or if Master orders you to suck his cock in front of your husband, you will obey. On the other hand, we will never give you such extreme orders lightly. To us, your sexual and emotional health are paramount, even if sometimes at first you may not see it that way.
Judy knew such mindless and total obedience was fraught with risk, especially if this Master and Mistress weren't as wise and insightful as she was claiming, yet right now she didn't care. She was never going to actually meet them.
Yet the wicked visuals of eating this woman's pussy in her office, or sucking another man's cock in front of her husband was pussy burning orgasm rising hot.
So as her first orgasm was about to hit, she responded.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress and Master. I will obey every command you give me.
Judy's first orgasm rolled through her as she kept pumping the vibrator into her needy pussy.
XXX-TA-C: Good pet. This will be obvious, but you will never lie to us. EVER.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mister and Master. I respect that requirement.
XXX-TA-C: So tell us exactly what you are wearing at this moment.
BIGBOODIEQT: Honestly?
XXX-TA-C: Yes. And again, no hesitation, just blind obedience.
BIGBOODIEQT: Nothing.
XXX-TA-C: Really?
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes.
XXX-TA-C: Nice. You will be almost naked every time you play with us.
BIGBOODIEQT: Almost naked?
XXX-TA-C: Yes, you will be expected to wear stockings at ALL times. Day and night, wherever you are, unless you are bathing or swimming.
Judy sighed. She hated pantyhose. They were expensive and annoying.
BIGBOODIEQT: I hate pantyhose, I don't even own any. They are uncomfortable.
This made her think of her new intern Marcy, who always wore them.
XXX-TA-C: First, I didn't say pantyhose, I said stockings. Second, what you hate or dislike isn't at all significant. As I already mentioned, WE know what is best for you, is that understood?
Judy knew this was just a fake online relationship, yet she felt compelled to obey. She also felt guilty for not obeying mindlessly.
BIGBOODIEQT: I'm sorry Mistress. I was a dumb slut. Of course I will wear stockings for you.
XXX-TA-C: I forgive you. Dumb sluts need constant training.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
XXX-TA-C: Tomorrow you will buy a pair for each day of the week and be wearing a pair when you leave the store. Is that clear? Either thigh high stockings, or you may buy yourself garter-belts and stockings. Mix or match, your choice. But no pantyhose. On that point I happen to agree with you.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
The one and only time she'd ever worn a garter-belt and stockings was for her wedding. She thought she still had the set, but it likely wouldn't fit her current larger build.
XXX-TA-C: Stockings are sexy, stockings are what sluts wear, and they make for quick and easy access to your fuck holes.
Judy's eyes went wide, not at those wicked words of intent, but at the plural of hole... she was very, extremely anti-anal. She couldn't explain it, but it had always simply disgusted her and instantly switched her from revving at a hundred to plummeting to zero in a heartbeat. Ralph had frequently begged her for anal sex back when they'd still been fucking, and she thought her refusal could be the reason he'd lost his interest in having any sex at all.
Yet she chose not to mention that and wreck the mood.
XXX-TA-C: Next your pussy MUST be shaved at all times.
Judy smiled at that one, since she went for monthly Brazilians; her most recent was two days ago.
BIGBOODIEQT: I already keep it shaved, Mistress, with monthly Brazilians.
XXX-TA-C: Good pet. You will also ONLY wear skirts and dresses. No fucking pants (this expectation was your Master adding his input).
That also was easy, she was in the habit of wearing dress pants to work once or twice a week, but shifting to dresses or skirts every day wouldn't be a huge adjustment. Plus, this requirement would motivate her to go do some shopping, which always made her happy.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress and Master.
XXX-TA-C: You are well on your way to becoming a perfect pet. Lastly, you will NEVER wear underwear. Unless, of course, it's that time of month.
Judy smirked. She, just like her mother and grandmother before her, had encountered menopause early, so she no longer got a period... although that, added to her lack of having sex, might help to explain her bitchiness at work.
BIGBOODIEQT: I'm a little embarrassed to say this, as it shows how old I am, but I'm already in menopause.
XXX-TA-C: That's actually sexy. We prefer our pet sluts older, obedient and nasty.
BIGBOODIEQT: Well check, check and check.
XXX-TA-C: Are you doing anything else while chatting with us?
Judy's second orgasm was slowly building.
BIGBOODIEQT: Just fucking myself with a vibe.
XXX-TA-C: Mmmmmmmm. Have you come yet?
BIGBOODIEQT: Once. Just as I was promising to obey you.
XXX-TA-C: Excellent timing. And now I'm going to talk you through your second orgasm.
BIGBOODIEQT: Okay.
XXX-TA-C: Fuck yourself fast, my slut pet.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
XXX-TA-C: Pound that slut hole while you're imagining your toy soon being replaced by my massive strap-on or Master's cunt stretching cock.
Judy furiously fucked herself, struggling to type with her free hand.
BIGBOODIEQT: Oh, yes.
XXX-TA-C: You're our fuck toy, our cunt licker, our cum bucket, our slut, our bimbo, our slave.
Judy read each nasty name as her orgasm rose as she frantically fucked herself, dying to be all these things.
BIGBOODIEQT: Ooooooool
Judy had mistyped.
XXX-TA-C: Come now, you nasty fucking whore. Come for Mistress. Come for Master. And when you do, scream out loud you are now owned by us.
Judy was so close, and as her orgasm struck, she screamed into her empty bedroom, "Yesssss! I'm owned by Mistress and Master!"
She then didn't do or say anything for a moment, since she now felt completely usurped of energy... that second orgasm somehow more powerful than the first... which had never happened before. Then after she'd caught her breath:
BIGBOODIEQT: Thank you, Mistress. That was intense.
XXX-TA-C: You're welcome, my pet. Now declare yourself our pet slut. And elaborate a bit. Be imaginative.
BIGBOODIEQT: Mistress and Master, I am your mindless cock sucking, cunt licking, cock taking, cum swallowing bimbo fuck toy who was born to please you.
Typing those words and hitting Send felt oddly natural for Judy, and equally relieving. This single encounter was giving her the attention she needed, and while not as amazing as a real fuck would be, it was a lot better than what she'd been receiving, which was nothing.
XXX-TA-C: Good girl. Now the final rule for now is you're only allowed to come with our specific permission. No more orgasms and no touching your cunt without our telling you to. Is that understood?
Judy didn't like that at all. Orgasms, even if self-bestowed, were what kept her somewhat sane. She wasn't sure she could obey this order, but she agreed for the time being,
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes Mistress, I will obey, although it will be hard.
XXX-TA-C: All good things come to those who wait, my pet. Follow these simple rules, and you will soon be rewarded for being such a good pet.
BIGBOODIEQT: Yes, Mistress.
XXX-TA-C: Now send me your cell number and email. I need to be able to get in contact with you whenever I feel like it.
Judy stared at the order.
She knew she needed to obey if she was going to have a second encounter with this woman, and she really wanted a second encounter with her.
Yet, although she'd created a new email just for this online play, so that was easy, she only had one cell number.
XXX-TA-C: Are you having second thoughts, my pet? Only with complete trust will we be able to build anything real and fulfill all your cunt and cock slut fantasies.
Judy sighed, and before she could change her mind, she sent both her new email and her everyday phone number.
XXX-TA-C: Good girl. I'll be sending you a reward for being such a good pet in your email.
BIGBOODIEQT: Thank you, Mistress.
Judy was happy she'd made her online Mistress happy, even though the thought that she could be outed if this online woman chose to find out who owned this number had her feeling nervous.
XXX-TA-C: I'll expect a pic of you wearing your new stockings tomorrow. Good night, my pet.
Before Judy could respond, the woman logged out.
Still horny, the MILF wanted to fuck herself to another orgasm or two, but alas, she for some reason decided to obey her new online Mistress.
She cleaned up, her pussy still on fire, and as she got ready for bed, the two orgasms had gotten her tired, she recalled the promised email, and checked her account.
Sure enough, there was an email from BicouplefuckMILFS.
She clicked on the email, and saw there was simply a video. She clicked on it and watched just ten seconds of a thick cock slowly moving into a very wet shaved pussy.
Instantly, she wanted that cock.
Instantly, she wanted to eat that pussy.
Instantly, she knew she'd do anything for this wild young couple.
She had trouble going to sleep after watching the ten-second video at least a hundred times, with her pussy begging for more attention.
Eventually she fell asleep out of pure exhaustion... wondering what tomorrow might bring.
.....
The next morning went by faster than usual. Judy rushed off to the mall on her lunch break for a whirlwind of shopping. She spent almost $2000 on new stockings, lingerie and some new outfits. She was so excited to be trying on different outfits, and when she drew on a pair of black lace top thigh highs underneath her black dress, the combination instantly made her look sexy and feel sexy... and also fuckable.
She returned to work wearing some of the new clothing, and with a swagger she'd lost in the last few months, well... years, truthfully. Her young intern gave her a slightly perplexed look, although Judy didn't give a fuck. Marcy always dressed to draw attention to her young, ripe body, and now Judy was doing the same thing. The janitor, who looked like a thug from the hood, also gave her a look... although his silently said: 'holy shit'. At least that's how she took it.
Coasting on a sexual rush, even though she wasn't allowed to get herself off, she took three pics of herself. One was sitting at her desk with her feet propped up, showing off her new sheer nylons and her great legs. For some reason, her revved up pussy doing a little too much thinking for her, she took a second pic of herself from an angle showing off the tops of her lace stockings, and lastly, in a wild moment of spontaneity, she took one of between her legs and her freshly Brazilianed pussy.
She emailed the pics to her Mistress before she could change her mind, and then needing to get to work and quell the fire inside, she ordered Marcy into her office and sent her off to get her a Starbucks.
Marcy obeyed, although she fucking hated the way Judy treated her and almost everyone else in the office, and would love to put her in her place one day.
That she'd returned from lunch wearing nylons, when she definitely hadn't been wearing any this morning, was weird and a surreal coincidence, since last night she'd ordered her new MILF pet to do that exact same thing.
Deciding to email her pet as she waited in line at Starbucks, there was always a long fucking line for the overpriced coffee, she saw a message from her.
Marcy's heart stopped once she saw the photos and recognized the shoes and the desk.
No doubt about it: BigBoodieQT was her boss, Judy.
Holy fuck!
Perfect!
As she waited for the coffee to be made with the tender loving care Starbucks carried out to justify charging a million dollars for a cup, she phoned Ryan. "Babe, you aren't going to fucking believe this!"
Ryan listened to his fiancée, who sounded a little frantic, "What happened?" he asked worriedly.
Marcy could scarcely contain her excitement as her name was called, "I just received an email from our new pet, BigBoodieQT, and three pictures."
Ryan, loving how his fiancée seduced and delivered him a new MILF to fuck and sodomize almost every week... one had even been a mom in her forties along with her own sixty-something mom; another was a mom in a change room while her teenage daughter waited outside the room asking her mother if she was okay, and if she really was okay, why did she sound so breathless; at another time three women at a bachelorette party, including the bride, who walked down the aisle the next day bow legged after taking his fat cock in her ass that night and again in the morning... and as he unloaded his load, Marcy had insisted she keep it in her ass as the something new... or borrowed. "Cool. Were they hot?"
Marcy didn't want any snoopy Starbucks patrons to hear her reveal, so she just said, "Yes, very hot. But there's more."
Ryan could tell his fiancée was excited, like the time she brought her own mom's best friend home for a threesome. "What is it?"
Marcy, now outside on the sidewalk, teased, loving this moment, "You mean who is it?"
Ryan liked surprises, but he was at work, and he wasn't supposed to be on his phone, "Fine, who is it?"
Marcy blurred out, "BigBoodieQT is none other than my bitch of a boss Judy!"
Ryan gasped. "No way. Holy shit! That's why she came back wearing stockings this afternoon."
Marcy, giddy with excitement and possibilities, said, "Yes, it is. Keep your phone close. I'm about to visit her in her office. I may need you to join us later."
"Okay," he said, "but don't do anything that gets us fired."
"Oh, we definitely won't be getting fired," she said. "Although I will be getting promoted. Bye, love."
"Bye," Ryan said.
Ten minutes later, Marcy entered Judy's office. Only she didn't hand Judy her coffee like she usually did, instead she closed and locked the door. And she didn't await any further demeaning orders like she normally did.
No, instead she took a seat in front of Judy's desk, slipped out of her heels and stuck her feet up on the desk and began sipping Judy's coffee. Which was disgusting, she hated coffee, but for the dramatic effect it was worth sipping the vile bile.
Judy, who until now had been in a great mood, instantly shifted into bitch mode, since she never took lightly any sort of disrespect aimed at her. She stood up, glaring. "What the hell do you think you're doing, young lady?"
Marcy sipped a bit more of the disgusting coffee, she far preferred fruit juice drinks, and drawled, "Isn't it obvious? I'm enjoying my coffee, Ms. Big Booty Judy."
Judy could feel her cheeks burning red as she threatened sternly, something she did often, "Don't you dare call me that. I'll have you fired, you little bitch!"
Ordinarily Marcy would have been terrified of being fired. Since she was an intern, Judy had a lot of influence on the future of her career, and because of references, far beyond her tenure at this company. But knowing what she now knew, she wasn't at all fazed by Judy's bullying tactics, which were obviously her means of overcompensating for her frustrating lack of a sex life. "I'm sorry..." she began, sounding sincerely apologetic before adding, "... because right, you're married. It's Mrs. Big Booty Judy."
"You pretentious fucking brat! I'll ruin your career before it even gets started!" Judy stormed around her desk to tower over the seated intern... Judy was a few inches taller than Marcy even when they were both standing, and she used her height to intimidate.
Marcy looked up, took another sip and tossed the coffee in the garbage, "How can you drink this shit?"
"Get the fuck out," Judy demanded, ready to throw her out bodily if she had to.
"Or... on the other hand..." Marcy said, as she stood up, pulled out her phone and counteroffered, drawing out her words very slowly for dramatic effect, "...I... can make sure you... don't get fired, Mrs. Big... Boodie... QT." Marcy texted Judy, whom she'd renamed BigBootyPet, but would soon again rename to BigBootyBitchBoss.
A second later Judy's phone binged, and her face went white.
She reached for her phone and saw the message from her online Mistress: I own you now.
Judy stared at the message, then back at her smug, smiling intern, "Are you XXX-TA-C?"
"In the flesh," Marcy said, as she strolled around and sat in her boss's much comfier chair. "Shit, this is like sitting on a cloud."
Judy was overwhelmed and completely rattled, "I-I-I...I can explain..." Judy stood there frozen, seeing her intern lounging in her chair, behind her desk and trying to figure out what kind of game this little bitch was playing.
A lot of questions swirled around her head.
Was the girl going to blackmail her?
Could she lose her job?
Could she lose her husband?
Had she really just sent a picture of her bare pussy to her intern?
Was her online Mistress of one night and half a day her own intern?
Marcy was readily capable of humiliating her boss... she'd resented her since the day they met and she'd found this career woman she'd been prepared to idolise was a completely pretentious bitch. Yet now in this climactic moment of role reversal, she found herself actually feeling sorry for her. It was obvious she was a lost soul... a woman so insecure she was unaware of how she took everything out on other people.
She smiled sincerely at the frightened woman and said gently, "Look, my pet. We both know what you need. We both know you're hiding your vulnerabilities behind your bitchy persona. So there's no need for you to explain anything. Yes, I'm shocked to learn you're the woman I chatted with last night. I'm even more shocked to learn you're that woman who's in a sexless marriage. But everything considered, I guess all this is rather serendipitous, don't you think?"



"Please, we can make this work," Judy pleaded.
"Oh, I plan to make it work," Marcy said. "Last night I promised to help you become the slut you want to be."
"That was just talk," Judy said, trying to find a way to wriggle out of this.
"To tell you the truth, I'm glad it's you," Marcy said, as she flipped her stocking-clad feet onto the desk as if she owned the place.
"And why is that?" Judy asked, a little surprised this girl wasn't humiliating her like she had started to do, a little relieved that she wasn't, but also oddly a little disappointed. These mixed messages inside herself had her a muddled mess.
"First, I must say the nylons I instructed you to wear look really good on you," Marcy said, reminding her boss of last night.
"Uh, yeah, thanks," Judy said. "I can't believe I actually bought them."
"But you did, and that's because you're a submissive," Marcy reminded her.
"Look, that was just a moment of weakness," Judy pointed out, even though she knew that wasn't at all what it was. Discovering the online Mistress was her intern was wild, and although she knew she had to find a way to end this right here and now, her professional career could depend on it, she couldn't deny she found Marcy very attractive.
"Come here and massage my feet, my pet," Marcy ordered gently.
"Marcy, last night was a mistake," Judy said.
"We'll see; I don't intend to argue with you. But we do need to talk about what last night was, what today is, and what the future holds for us," Marcy said. "But we can do that while you massage my feet. Now get over here and do as you're told. You did promise last night to obey me mindlessly."
"But I never thought I'd actually meet you," Judy protested.
"Oh, deep down you did," Marcy said, knowing from experience that once she hooked a MILF, especially a married one, it always resulted in the older woman visiting their home to eat pussy and get her asshole sodomized.
Judy wasn't certain anymore what she knew and what she didn't, as she reluctantly walked over to this girl around half her age, and took a nylon-clad foot in her hand, surprised by how soft the nylon was.
Marcy considered stringing her along and really berating the bitchy boss, in some ways she deserved it for all the harsh treatment she'd given her and the other employees, but as her mother once told her, you can catch more flies with honey than with vinegar.
So instead she returned to their earlier conversation, "You know, my pet, I've always admired you."
"You admired me?" Judy asked, fully aware she'd been nothing but a cold bitch to her and now regretting it, not just because the girl now held her career in her hands, but for some reason now that she had the power, she wasn't retaliating for Judy previously treating her like shit.
"Yes," Marcy said, "and now it all makes sense."
"What makes sense?" Judy asked, as she massaged the silky sheer foot.
"Do each toe individually," Marcy instructed.
"Okay," Judy said.
"With your mouth," Marcy added, always loving the feel of a pair of soft lips sucking on her nylon-clad toes. First, it felt so nice. Second, it was a sexy image to watch. Third, it reinforced the hierarchy.
"But I...." Judy began.
"Complete obedience, my pet boss, complete obedience," Marcy reminded her, her tone, soft up until now, hardening just a little.
Judy sighed, "Are you sure we can't work something out?"
"We're working on that right now," Marcy said. "Now suck my toes, my submissive plaything."
Judy hated this treatment; she also loved this treatment.
The humiliation excited her; the humiliation also humiliated her. Which in turn excited her too.
Yet regardless of her mixed emotions, her pussy was leaking a little, and she was wearing no panties to catch the wetness, having obeyed her online Mistress, and thus also having inadvertently obeyed her extremely low ranking employee.
Yet not certain whether she was doing this because of her agreed-to obedience, or from the fear of blackmail, she bent down and took a pinkie toe in her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm, good girl," Marcy moaned, her feet being one of her many erogenous zones. She pulled out her phone and snapped a couple of photos.
"Please, don't," Judy pleaded, leaning away from the foot.
"These are just for me and Master," Marcy said. "I have a dozen MILF pets like yourself, and none of them have ever been outed by me. A couple of them have chosen to out themselves, but that's a different story. Now resume your task."
Judy again sighed, knowing she was helpless to do anything but obey, since Marcy held all the cards, and as strange was it was to admit, she found this mindless obedience, although it wasn't overly mindless since she kept protesting, felt oddly natural and soothing.
"Now I know why the woman I'd once respected has changed," Marcy said, having idolized Judy when she was younger, as a top CEO and spokesperson for women everywhere. She was thrilled when she landed this internship... well... until she met her face to face, and immediately learned what a bitch she'd become.
Judy, as she sucked on Marcy's toes, the task so menial and embarrassing, yet the salty, sweaty, silky taste surprisingly pleasant... and the scent subtly exotic, asked, "Changed? How did I change?"
Marcy explained, as she watched the powerful woman work her way from toe to toe, "Before I came to work here, I idolized you and thought you were a total badass. I admired how you'd worked your way up from being an intern like I am now, to running the entire show. And when I spoke with some of the longstanding employees, they all agreed you used to be a lot cooler. In fact, they used to love working for you. That was until you started throwing your weight around and becoming the biggest bitch ever. But after our little chat last night, I now understand why you behave as if you have the world's biggest stick up your ass."
Judy felt defensive about that appraisal at first. Yes, she had become bitchier in the past few years, but staying on top was exhausting. Yet she recalled she'd used to enjoy her job. Now it was just the means to an end. She was already beginning to realize this intern's summation of her was spot on. She'd used to be cool. She'd used to be well liked. She'd used to love her job. She'd used to train her interns, who would invariably leave to work for other companies and soon rise to the top. She asked, trying to act oblivious, "And why is that?"
As she wiggled her other foot and watched the CEO move to her other nylon clad set of toes, she pointed out, "I think you know the answer. It's because you're sexually frustrated."
"I don't think that's any of your business," Judy said, trying to hold on to a shred of dignity in this humiliating turn of events.
Marcy sighed, "First, it became my business when you willingly, and remember it was completely willingly, agreed to be my pet. Which means, although you may not realize it yet, your welfare is now my responsibility instead of yours, a corollary of which is you're not allowed to keep any secrets from me. Second, as I've already said, I'm not trying to blackmail you or humiliate you, although I suppose there will be some inevitable humiliation."
"Like sucking your toes while you sit at my desk," Judy mentioned sarcastically, resenting her predicament, yet also secretly enjoying it.
"Stop pretending you're not enjoying this," Marcy said. "Your words say one thing, but your actions, eyes and body are doing all your real speaking... and still... I'd like to help you."
"And how do you think you can help me?" Judy asked, for even if she did submit and get the fucking she craved, and explored the taste of pussy like she was curious about, it didn't address her marriage falling apart.
Marcy asked, "Are you admitting you need help?"
Judy didn't know what she wanted anymore. Yes, she needed to get fucked. Yes, she was undeniably sexually frustrated. Yes, she was secretly enjoying this humiliation. Yes, her pussy was on fire. Yet she wasn't confident she could really do this... online roleplay was one thing, but whatever this was becoming, was something entirely different. Added to the fact the first person she'd seriously explored with online turned out to be her intern was a twisted irony of fate. She said, saying how she was feeling, "I'm not sure whether I do or not, but I do know I'm not comfortable discussing my sex life with my intern."
"You told me lots yesterday," Marcy pointed out. "And at the time, as far as either of us knew, I was a complete stranger."
"But yesterday I didn't know it was you," Judy pointed out, as she sucked the middle toe between her lips.
"Does that matter?"
"Yes. Yesterday I was sharing with a complete stranger I'd never meet with no risk, but today I learned you're my intern."
"You gave me your real cell number," Marcy pointed out. "That was very risky. With it, anyone could discover your true identity. You're lucky it was me, and not some unscrupulous snake who'd decide to destroy your career."
"Yes, that was very careless," Judy agreed, realizing how that one moment of weakness could have led to just such a disaster.
"And you then obeyed all my orders, I see," Marcy pointed out. "According to the pictures you willingly, and I imagine eagerly sent me, you aren't wearing any panties."
"I'm not," Judy admitted, as she moved to the second to last toe... oddly beginning to feel more comfortable in this situation. She was naturally submissive, so her sexual obedience came naturally, it was such a polar opposite of the persona she portrayed at work or in public.
"And you obviously did some serious shopping," Marcy continued, glancing pointedly at the four shopping bags in the office.
"Yes, I figured you were right, and I should update my wardrobe," Judy explained.
"I didn't even tell you to put them on while you were still at work."
"Yes, but you did tell me to send you pics wearing them," Judy pointed out.
"True," Marcy agreed. "Although I assumed you'd do that once you got home."
"Oh," Judy said, moving to the last pinkie toe.
"Don't worry, I'm impressed by your eagerness to obey me, and your eagerness to please me."
"I wasn't doing it to please you."
"No?"
"Well, maybe I was," Judy admitted. "Although I didn't know it was you."
"Regardless, your natural submissive persona came through, and you wanted your anonymous online Mistress to be proud of you."
"I guess," Judy said, unsure why she'd sent the pictures she did.
"Plus, a pussy pic," Marcy added. "That was a very pleasant surprise."
"I don't know why I did that."
"Because you wanted to impress your Mistress. You wanted her approval," Marcy said, having seen this characteristic with more than one MILF she'd seduced and liberated from the chains of housewife suburbia.
"Maybe, I really don't know," Judy said, thinking there was definitely some truth to what Marcy said, yet she'd just done it on a spur of the moment impulse... no real thought put into it.
"So tell me my pet, have you been fantasizing about submitting to your new mistress, about eating her pussy and sucking your new master's fat cock?" Marcy asked wickedly.
"Yes, I have," Judy admitted, figuring there was no denying the obvious, "But things are very different now."
"How so?"
"You're my employee," Judy pointed out the obvious.
"That's only serendipity, fate, or destiny," Marcy listed, as she took her feet off the desk. "It just makes things way more convenient, and it can expedite your submission."
"On the contrary, it means we can't do this at all," Judy insisted, her words a complete mismatch with the lust in her eyes as her intern stood up, lifted her skirt, and displayed her nylon-clad legs, the stockings held up by a garter-belt.
Marcy asked wickedly, seeing the daze and lust in her boss's eyes... which she'd seen many times before in older women desperate to break free from their marital boredom, "Are you quite certain we can't, my pet?"
Then Marcy hopped up onto Judy's desk, spread her nylon-clad legs and raised her skirt to her waist! Knowing her pretty pussy was kryptonite for any woman on the fence... recalling her history teacher in high school diving in after school inside her own classroom at her desk, or the airline stewardess who upgraded her into the otherwise empty first class cabin for the privilege of eating her pussy, or the mother of a bride who was late for her daughter's wedding because she was in the church bathroom eating Marcy's pussy. She asked, "Case in point: isn't this the cunt you've been dying to lick?"
Judy stared at the pussy she'd obsessed over for such a long time last night... which was glistening ever so lightly... and looked so inviting....
Judy bit her lip, speechless at the sight of the pretty pink pussy on display right before her eyes in her office.
"Well, my pet," Marcy pushed. "If you can't answer the question, there's a colleague of yours who will happily dive in on your behalf."
"What? Someone else here at work? Who?" Judy asked, partly curious, but more jealous.
"I don't seduce older women and awaken the slut within them and tell," Marcy said, as she brought her fingers to her pussy and parted her lips. "So I'll ask you just one more time. Do you wish to eat my cunt?" Marcy always used the word 'cunt', since it was nastier, and thus more powerful in a seduction.
Judy couldn't resist anymore, being so tantalized by the ripe young pussy directly in front of her, and she whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Marcy asked. "My pets are proud of who they are and of what they want. And look into my eyes while you answer me."
"Yes Marcy, I want to lick your pussy," Judy finally admitted unequivocally, her cheeks burning red with equal amounts of shame and lust, as she looked into the girl's eyes.
"The word is 'cunt'. Say it, my pet," Marcy corrected, loving to hear women who looked all prim and proper uttering that nasty word.
Judy didn't actually hate the word cunt, she'd used it freely back when her husband used to fuck her, so she reworded her response as instructed, "Yes, Marcy. I want to lick your pretty cunt."
"Good pet," Marcy approved, as she corrected, "but my pets never call me Marcy when we're alone together. It's either Mistress or Mistress Marcy. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," Judy agreed mindlessly, her gaze returning to the inviting pussy... sorry, cunt... she was craving.
"Kneel."
Judy obeyed, now on her knees, in her own office, her face now just inches away from her intern's cunt.
Marcy slid her ass forward and patted her boss's head like a puppy's, "Good girl."
Shame, lust, humiliation and excitement tore through her at the condescending words and gesture, yet she replied, wanting to lick that pussy so bad, her own pussy leaking out on her, "Yes, Mistress Marcy." Just using that honorific excited her.
"And now just one more item we need to address," Marcy said, knowing making her wait enhanced the woman's full submission even more, "would you like me to help you with your sexless marriage?"
Judy didn't hesitate as she answered, "Really? You could do that? Yes please, Mistress."
"Fuck, I still can't believe it's you."
"Ditto."
"Ditto?" Marcy asked.
"Sorry, it means the same as what you just said. And I loved the way they used it in the movie 'Ghost'."
"Aaaah, you look so hot on your knees between my legs," Marcy said, admiring this tableau.
"Thank you, Mistress," Judy said, looking up at Marcy, and then back down to her pretty pussy.
"Now usually at this point I'd invite you to dive in and sample the treat you've earned by being such a good pet," Marcy said. "But I have a better idea. Now be a good girl and place your hands on your desk, and spread your legs."
Judy was a little disappointed by not being allowed to lick that pussy, but she obeyed and said, "Yes, Mistress."
Marcy hopped off the desk, went behind her boss and admired her curvy figure... she really had a thing for larger women... both her man and she preferred BBW's or even better thick women... which Judy was a hundred percent the perfect thick bodies woman). Marcy pulled the woman's dress up to get a full view of that fine ass, placed her hands on Judy's wide hips and asked, "So tell me, my pet. When was the last time your husband fucked you?"
Judy had no idea of the exact date... it had been an eternity ago... "I'm not sure... six... maybe seven months ago?"
"Oh my God! Are you fucking serious? Six or seven months ago is inexcusable! I never go more than a day without getting my man's dick. But wait! Didn't you have an anniversary a couple of weeks ago?"
Judy felt her intern's hands on her ass squeezing her big booty as she answered, tears beginning to form as she replied, "We-we did, but he came home late and went right to sleep. I think I repulse him these days."
Marcy ran her fingers down the small of Judy's back, and down the middle of her juicy ass crack, then down her deliciously nylon-clad legs and said, disgusted by a man neglecting his responsibilities, "How could any man not want to fuck you? Or even any woman? Hell, I myself can't wait to fuck you with one of my strap-ons. Would you like that?"
Even as her eyes welled up, Judy answered, so excited to be touched by another person, "Yes please, Mistress."
"And would you like to suck my fiancé's big cock?" Marcy asked, as her finger moved between the lips of her boss's very wet pussy.
"Ryan's? Sorry, Master Ryan's? Yes please, Mistress," Judy moaned and trembled at her touch... the first intimate touch from another person in months, and the first one from a person outside her marriage in two decades.
As Marcy wiggled her finger between the wet pussy lips and struggled to comprehend what sorry excuse for a man would ignore the beauty and strength of such a woman, she said, "Such a good and wet girl! Now tell me more about your husband."
"What would you like to know?" Judy moaned, not even sure where to begin.
Marcy said, as she traced the pussy lips, teasing her pet relentlessly, "I want to know everything. Was he ever a good lover to you, is his dick big or small, was there ever any foreplay, did he ever make you come? I want to know when and where things went wrong."
Judy, as she was slowly teased by her young Mistress, retold how great their sex life had used to be. That her husband Ralph had a magnificent nine and a half inch horse cock, how he'd used to love dirty talk and was very aggressive in the bedroom. But in the months leading up to their last time, everything had started to change. He seemed to be repulsed by her constant squirting. Something he'd used to love.
Marcy listened intently, slowly but constantly teasing her pet's pussy, before she asked, "Would you say you've exhausted all options when it comes to spicing up your sex life?"
Judy agreed, feeling she really had run out of straws to grasp, "Yes...I think so."
"You only think so?" Marcy probed.
"Yes... yes I do," Judy responded confidently, thinking indeed she had.
As Marcy began fingering her pet a little faster, she asked, "So you allowed... even encouraged him to fuck you in public places, gave him head while he drove, and let him cum all over your pretty face?"
Judy moaned loudly, the slow fingering driving her wild, "Yes, yes, and yes."
Marcy continued her sexual interrogation. "Okay, then what about anal? Please tell me he's fucked this juicy ass with his horse cock."
After admitting to lots of things she had done, all of which had seemed to impress her young new Mistress, this time she couldn't answer in the affirmative. "Um, no. That's where I've always drawn the line, even though he begged me for it since before I walked down the aisle."



Marcy loved anal sex, she came even harder from a dick in her ass than her pussy. The nastier the act, the harder she came.
"Do you mean to tell me this juicy ass..." as she roughly squeezed both ass cheeks "...has never had your husband's cock in it?"
"No, it hasn't," Judy admitted.
"No, what?" Marcy questioned, noticing Judy had neglected to use the term Mistress.
"No Mistress, it hasn't," Judy repeated, now employing the proper address.
"That's a real shame," Marcy said. "And why is that?"
Judy explained, "Ralph's cock is far too big for anal. I can barely handle him in my cunt. I know his horse cock would tear my poor asshole apart."
Marcy could already imagine that massive cock in her own asshole... nine and a half inches sounded amazing! Ryan's cock really gaped her asshole... but a couple more inches would be quite exciting. She asked, "Have you ever tried anal at all?"
Judy answered, "Yes, back in college before I met Ralph."
Marcy asked, even though she already knew the answer if the older woman hadn't had anal since then, "And how was it?"
Judy recalled her terrible first and only time, "It was horrible! The guy was a jerk, and he didn't take his time. He just spit on his cock and shoved it right in. Luckily for me, he came in less than a minute and left."
Marcy gently caressed her new pet's ass, knowing she could help this sexy thick woman to discover the joys of anal sex, "Oh no! I'm sorry you had to endure that."
Judy, horny and yet feeling relaxed at the moment, responded, "Thank you, Mistress."
As Marcy returned her fingers to her pet's cunt and found her pussy juices running down her thighs and onto her fingers, she purred, "Oh, you naughty slut. Has all this dirty talk turned you on?"
"Yes, yes, Mistress," Judy moaned, biting her lip.
Marcy ran her finger around Judy's swollen clit about 10 times, before sliding her finger into Judy's wet cunt. Marcy continued to finger her wet hole and asked, with her thumb resting on Judy's puckered anus, "Does your husband ever finger your tight rosebud?"
Judy replied, her pussy on fire even as she felt the thumb at her asshole, "No, no Mistress, never. I've never allowed him to do that."
"I can feel your cunt walls contracting around my finger, so I can tell you want to cum. Do you want to cum, slut?" Marcy asked, loving the sound of her new pet's moans.
"Yes please, Mistress," Judy whimpered, her orgasm rising just from the touch of this girl's fingers.
Marcy sidestepped, wanting to let this new pet know this was a very special treat she was about to allow, "Are you aware that pets are never allowed to cum before their Mistresses?"
"Yes, Mistress, if you say so, I understand... but I'm so close.....soooo close," Judy moaned, her orgasm painfully imminent.
Marcy said, "Okay, I'll make you a deal. If you'll allow me to finger fuck your virgin ass, I'll break that rule for you."
"Oh, God, Mistress," Judy moaned, this woman delivering her pleasure she hadn't felt in years!
"So what's it going to be?" Marcy asked, as she stopped moving completely, her fingers resting on Judy's g-spot after tapping it twice to inform her pet she'd found it.
Judy her entire body trembling, her legs shaking, and knowing her dam was about to burst from the finger fucking, from this wild scenario, and now from learning for the first time ever she had a g-spot, she declared, a little louder than she should have, "Yes, finger fuck my ass!"
With her thumb pressed against Judy's anal ring, Marcy growled, "Finger fuck your ass, what?"
Judy, willing to do literally anything to come, replied desperately, "Finger fuck my ass, Mistress, please fuck your submissive slut!"
Marcy used some of Judy's by now copious pussy juices to lube her thumb before pressing it into her boss's rectum... slowly.
"Oh, God," Judy gasp-moaned as she felt the thumb entering her ass. There was just the slightest discomfort, but that was greatly overshadowed by Marcy's finger on her g-spot as she tapped it, and in less than thirty seconds Judy came, covering her mouth to avoid alerting the entire office floor, and possibly the floors above and below her.
Marcy, having totally enjoyed watching her boss transformed from aggressive bitch to submissive slut, purred, "That's right, slut. Come from getting your asshole fingered."
Judy's grandiose butt cheeks were twerking around Marcy's hand while her orgasm ripped through her body.
Marcy kept both fingers in both holes throughout the orgasm, and then she removed her fingers and licked them both, seeing a massive cum puddle on the floor, "Damn, that's yummy! And was my fingering your ass as bad as you thought it would be?"
"Actually, it wasn't," Judy replied thoughtfully.
Horny herself, Marcy climbed onto the desk, swapping places with Judy and ordered, "Now get licking, this will be your new daily after lunch drink, and no more fucking overpriced Starbucks. This beverage is homemade, and it's always fresh."
Judy, still in a daze from her orgasm, leaned between her intern's spread legs and buried her face in her first ever pussy.
"Good girl, lick my pussy," Marcy said, loving to see her boss between them, acting far from bitchy. She reached for her phone and filmed the submission.
Judy couldn't believe how good this pussy tasted. It was a little like fish, and she loved fish; it was a little fruity, and it was a lot wet. "You taste good, Mistress, so good," she said mindlessly.
Marcy wasn't surprised Judy was naturally good at eating pussy, since most submissive MILFs were. They'd been fucked and maybe licked many times, and so they understood a pussy, and their eagerness always made up for any lack of experience.
"You're a natural pussy licker, my pet," Marcy moaned, her orgasm already rising.
"Thank you, Mistress," Judy said, hungrily lapping, and wondering if pussy cum would even be even tastier than the wetness she was already licking.
Marcy, close to coming, pulled her pet's head deeper into her pussy and enjoyed the licking until she erupted... coating her pet with her cum... a baptism per se.
Judy lapped up the pussy cum like a thirsty dog on a hot day finding water, until Marcy released her head. "You have a meeting in ten minutes, boss; you should likely clean yourself up."
"Oh, my," Judy said, having completely lost track of the time during her wild sexual submission.
Marcy down off the desk, pulled her skirt down and said, "Call me at eight o'clock tonight, and don't be late."
"Yes, Mistress," Judy said, standing up straight and shaking her head at all she'd just done.
THE END OF PART 1
Coming next:
Four days of anal training and lots of sex for Judy in:
The Intern: An Anal Training
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